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DOOMED!

OME years ago there was a very striking

painting to be seen at the annual

exhibition of the Royal Academy in

London, and I want so to re-paint it

by words as to let all my young friends who read

this see it in their minds. It was a view of the

sea-side; you could almost fancy you saw the waves

in the distance coming rolling nearer and nearer

towards the beach, and then hear the noise as they

broke upon the sand and shingle; the sky overhead

was a rich blue, and the sun was shining in all its

glorious brightness; there was only a small strip of

the beach to be seen as the tide was coming in, and

the visitors seem to have left for their lodgings.

But there was something more than the sea and sky

and beach in the picture to attract the gaze of the

onlookers, for lying on a small piece of rock, a little
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above the level of the sand, was a beautiful little

girl. She had in one hand a small pail, and beside

her lay a little shovel. But why does she not get

up and go home to her friends? for, as I said, the

tide is coming in, and the little rock is nearly

surrounded by the water, and look ! one small shoe

is already being washed bythe advancing waves. Why

then does she tarry ? Ah ! do you not see, her

eyes are closed, she is asleep; weary and tired with

play, she lay down, not thinking of any danger,

and now she is asleep, quite unconscious of the

dreadful death that awaits her, for I notice that

underneath the painting is written the word

DOOMED !

But perhaps some of you may ask, Why have I

tried to bring before your minds such a dismal

picture as this ? I will tell you : that painting is a

picture of each one, boy and girl, who is not yet

saved. "What," you ask, "do you mean to say

that I am in danger, that I am doomed to die ?"

Yes, dear young friend, this is perfectly true, for I

read in God's Word, " He that believeth not the
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Son, shall not see life; but the wrath of God abideth

on Him" (John iii. 36). But although doomed to

die because of the sins you have committed (Ezek.

xviii. 4), there is One who will save you from death,

if you trust in Him. There was no one near the

little one on the beach; no strong arm stretched

out to lift her to a place of safety; no saviour to

save her young life. But how different it is with

you; although you are in danger, there is a loving

Saviour able and willing to save. But some may say,

" I do not feel that I am lost and in any danger."

Then you are like the little girl in the picture, you

are asleep. Satan tries all he can to keep young

people from knowing the danger they are in. Do

not believe him any longer; believe that which God

says : wake up, flee to the Lord Jesus, and as He

loved to fold the children to His loving heart when

living on this earth eighteen hundred years ago, you

will find that He is still the same, and that He casts

out none who come to Him.

Doomed to die, but Christ our Saviour

Died on Calvary's cross to save ;

Come and trust Him, seek His favour,

For our sins His life He gave.
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Hear Him as He gently calls you,

Children come, do not delay;

See the floods of sin around you,

Bearing young and old away.

See His loving arms extended

To enfold you to His breast ;

Safely there from ills defended,

Come, and in Him ever rest.

G. S. J.

l

LITTLE MAGGIE ; or, " I'M COMING."

OW, children, I am going to tell you a

true story about a little girl only five

years of age. Put your playthings

away and come and listen. Emma,

you can keep your doll; come and sit on my knee,

darling. Maudie, Lillie, and Alfie, you sit there;

that's right. Now, I'll begin. Little Maggie's

parents were very poor, and she lived in a cottage

in a very poor street : something like that one we

were in yesterday, Maudie—where poor Lizzie

lives—you took the oranges to.
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She had been attending a Sunday School close

by, which had only been opened about three months;

her teacher was a young girl who worked hard for

her living all week, and was often sick, but whose

happiest times were spent with her little class, telling

them of her Saviour, Jesus.

Little Maggie was a quiet, shy child, and had

never told her teacher that she had learned to love

Jesus, so she was not prepared for the happy tidings

the superintendent gave her one day, on entering

the schoolroom ; she had been too ill the previous

Sunday to be present. Maggie was not there that

day either, so the superintendent went to look her

up, and found her very ill in bed. He called

again during the week to find darling little Maggie

gone. " Gone ! where ?" do you say, Emma. Wait

a little and you shall hear.

About six o'clock one morning her father was

ready to start to his work, when he heard Maggie's

feeble voice calling him. He drew near where she

lay. " Lift me up thatl may look outofthe window,"

she requested.

"What for, Maggie?' r
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Tears started to the rough man's eyes at the reply.

" I have heard Jesus call me, and am going to be

with Him before you come back."

He did as she desired, and had then to leave her.

All day she kept talking, and trying to catch

something; her mother could not understand her;

she seemed to be talking to a real person. Doubt

less she felt Him whose voice she had heard close

beside her in that little room; and though her

mother could not see Him, she could, with her

simple, childish faith.

Towards evening, she called her mother and

brothers and sisters around her, and repeated what

she had told her father (who had not yet returned

from his work), that Jesus had called her, and she

was going to be with Him, and begged them all to

meet her in heaven. Suddenly, with a beautiful

bright look, she called out joyfully, at the same time

trying to jump up, " I'm coming," then fell back,

and Maggie had gone.

Now, Emma, you know where. Some day we

shall see her, with her harp in her hand, singing

the praises of Him whose blood has opened the
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door of that beautiful home. Dear children, who

are not yet sure that if you were to die you would

go to Jesus, come to Him now, and believe His

Word, which says, " He that believeth on," or

cometh to, " Him hath everlasting life." Then you

will be able to begin to sing praises " unto Him

that loved us, and washed us from our sins in His

own blood, and hath made us kings and priests unto

God and His Father (Rev. i. 5, 6).

" Come, come to Jesus,"

His death is life to thee.

Oh ! how He loves thee;

Rise, come to Jesus."

E. I.
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OME of you will remember the story

I told you of the very striking

painting which was in the Royal

Academy, the title of it being the

word " Doomed !"

Now alongside of this was another picture of the

sea and part of the beach, but of a very different

character. Will you listen while I try to tell you

about it? The sea seems to stretch out a long

distance, the big green waves are rolling in heavily,

and you can almost imagine you hear the dull,

heavy sound, like distant thunder, as they break on.

the beach, and against the sea wall. The dark:

storm clouds are flying before the wind. A terrible

tempest has been raging, and I fear many a poor

sailor will never reach the harbour he was boundl
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for. Numbers of wrecks must have taken place in

such a hurricane. Ah ! do you see in the distance

there is a wreck already. Look ! the ship has only

one mast standing. Oh ! how fearful it must be

for those on board, to be washed about by such a

sea. There are signals of distress flying ! And

was that the boom of a gun they are firing ? Will

anyone attempt to rescue them do you think ?

Yes ! Here come some brave seamen with the life

boat, they are going to try. Noble fellows are they

, not? Risking their own lives to save others.

They have launched the boat, and amidst loud

cheers from the people on the shore, they commence

to pull for the wreck ; it is hard work, and the boat

seems at times as if she would be swallowed up in

the hollow of the waves; but they have brave hearts,

and so they approach nearer to the wreck. See !

they have reached her, a line has been made fast,

and the crew and passengers are leaving the lost

ship and getting into the life boat. All are safely

in. As they begin to pull for the shore, cheer after

cheer reaches them from the beach, and as they

come nearer you can see the rescued people ; how

thankful they look ! But there is one among the
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rescued passengers upon whom almost every gaze

is fixed j it is a little girl, sitting in the stern of the

boat ; she is a beautiful child with her long golden

ringlets waving in the breeze, and many a prayer

of thankfulness goes up that she has been rescued

from such an awful death, and is saved !

My dear young reader, are you saved ? because

if not you are lost, you are in, and belong to a lost

ship, and the name of that ship is the " World."

Yes, this world in which we live is something like

a wreck at sea, for God is going to destroy it, and

all who have not been taken out of it by the Lord

Jesus Christ will be lost for ever. Now suppose

when the life boat had come alongside that wreck,

the little girl had said she did not want to leave the

ship just then, that she desired to wait a while

longer—what would have happened? She would

not have been saved, would she ? Only those

could be saved who got into the life boat. The

Lord Jesus Christ is our life boat. He has come

to this poor world, and He takes all who come to

Him, both old and young, rich and poor. The

little girl only had one thing to do to be saved,

that was, to step into the life boat and thus trust
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herself to it. So, dear child, there is only one

thing to be done by you, "Believe on the Lord

Jesus Christ and thou shalt be saved;" it is

Only a step to Jesus,

Then why not take it now ?

Come, and thy sin confessing,

To Him thy Saviour bow.

Then again, she had nothing to pay to be saved,

it was quite free, no charge was made; in like

manner salvation is without money and without

price..

Christ has paid the debt we owe ;

If with trusting hearts we go,

He will wash us white as snow,

In His blood.

Will you not corne then dear young friend to

Jesus and . be saved ? It is such a happy, happy,

happy thing to be saved ; to have all our sins

forgiven, to be able to say of the Lord Jesus, " He

loved me and gave Himself for me," to know that

heaven is our home, and we are going there because

we have been washed " whiter than snow" in the

precious blood of Christ.
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May God help each dear young reader to step

into the life boat and be saved.

She is saved ! she is saved I

A shout ofjoy ascends,

And many a prayer of thankfulness

To heaven, upward blends.

The life boat nobly did its work

Of rescue from the wave,

The little child steps on the shore,

Saved from an early grave.

But yet, there is a greater joy

In heaven's courts above,

When little ones to Jesus come,

And trust in His great love.

For Jesus shed His precious blood,

And death's cold waters braved,

That all who come to Him below,

For ever might be saved.

G. S. J.
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LITTLE girl was one day playing in a

pretty garden, picking the fruit and

flowers, and merrily enjoying the

moments as they flew. All at once

she ran away from her companions, and hurrying

along, was soon in a position of great danger. The

garden was at the top of a cliff, at whose foot the

deep sea lay, and in one part of the garden there

was neither wall, hedge, nor railing at the side that

was nearest to the cliff. The child ran on, not

knowing what was before her, and reaching the

edge of the terrible spot, would have been dashed

over on the rocks below and killed, had not one of

her friends pursued her and grasped her firmly with

one hand. By the mercy of God her life was

saved, but the scene was never forgotten.

Dear young reader—every week, every day, is

gliding rapidly away. Time is flying, and every

hour you are getting older. You are going on, on,

on; let me ask you, Whither? Are you rushing

on, without seeking to know where your steps may

lead? Let me tell you that you are either going
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to Heaven or to Hell. Your sinful thoughts are

more in number than the stars in the sky; and

unless you have already come to Jesus and received

the pardon of your sins, you are in awful danger.

"But if it be so, how can I get rid of sin?" you

may ask, " for I have heard that God will never

admit sinners into heaven." Sin can be got rid of

only through Jesus. The hand of Jesus is stretched

out now to save sinners—to save them from going

headlong down to destruction ; and if you believe

that Jesus died and rose again, and trust to Him

for your salvation, Jesus will hold you safe in His

hands, from which nothing can ever pluck you.

Come to the loving Saviour—and just as the

little child was saved by her friend from falling

over the cliff, so will you be snatched by Jesus from

eternal death and hell ; you will be made a child

of God, and an heir of the glory and bliss of

heaven !

;

Jt
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WHOM DOES GOD LOVE?

T was Christmas week, and the boys and

girls who came regularly to the Sunday-

school were having their annual treat.

About 200 rosy-cheeked, merry-looking

children, all dressed up in their best, with a hymn-

book in one hand, and a nice bag, filled with cake

and fruit, in the other, were gathered in the Gospel

Hall. After some hymn-singing and prayer, the

bags were opened and the contents disposed of.

Then one of the teachers stood up to speak. The

children got into order, and he spoke as follows :—

" Now, I'm going to ask two questions to begin with,

and 111 expect both to be answered. The first one

is for the boys ; the second for the girls. Now, be

ready. 'Will any boy tell me whether it is bad

boys or good boys that God loves?'" Before he had

finished the question 50 hands were up, and as many

voices shouting out—"good, good, good." "Well,

now, will any girl tell me how many good boys are

here to-night?" The girls took a look across the

passage to the boy's seats, and then hung their heads.
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No one spoke. The boys seemed impatient to

hear the verdict. Still no one answered a word.

At last a little girl whispered—" None," and some

of the boys got to their feet at once to see who she

was. " How do you know that, my girl ?" asked

the teacher. " Because it says in the Testament,

'There is none that doeth good, no not one.'"

" Right. Now, you see, boys, if it is good boys

and girls that God loves there will be none to love

at all, for this girl has told us there are none good.

Neither Jim, nor Tom, Dick, nor Alick are good in

God's sight—nor Mary, Maggie, or Nellie either.

All are sinners, and unless they be saved, will never

get to heaven. Every boy and girl in the world

needs to be 'born again'—to be converted—else

they can never wear a crown up yonder in glory.

Now, what is to be done?" "Pray," cried one

little fellow. " Well, my boy, what will you pray

for ? " " To be saved, and get to heaven," answered

the little chap. " And are you sure that will take

you there?" No answer. "Can any girl tell me

who God loves ?" " Sinners," answered a voice at

the back. " And who are sinners ?" " All of us."

" That's it. All are s.inners—boys and girls, fathers

and mothers, too. God loves all. Now, another

question—' Was it good children or bad that Christ

died for?'" "Sinners" was the answer. "Ah,

yes ! you're getting to understand it. And who is
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it that Jesus saves?" "Sinners that believe on

Him." " Are there any here that believe on Him?"

" Yes," answered a girl of twelve, " I do." " And

are you saved?" "Yes." "How do you know

that?" "Because Jesus says, 'Whosoever believeth

on Him shall not perish, but have everlasting life.'"

The meeting came to a close. The teachers

waited behind and had a talk with the little girl

' who said she was saved, and found she had trusted

Jesus a Sunday or two before, while in the school,

and she was happy, happy !

Young Reader,—God loves you ; Jesus died

on the Cross to save sinful boys and girls. Will

you, like this little girl, trust Him ? and you will

be saved and happy, too !

"JESUS DIED FOR ME."

HE school children of B were

anxiously awaiting the day fixed for

their summer treat. Amongst them I

noticed one boy especially, E. T, who

was longing perhaps more than others for the day

to come. At length the day came. The children

were gathered together to enjoy themselves; but

E. T. was not there. A few days previous, he was

walking about in good health, and accidentally trod
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upon a nail, which ran into his foot ; and upon the

very day he expected to enjoy himself, he died of

lockjaw. But just before he died, his father, feeling

anxious about his soul's eternal welfare, said to

him, "E , If you die, where will you go?"

He looked up with satisfaction, and answered, "To

heaven, father." His father replied, " But, E ,

you have been a great sinner." "Yes, father;"

was the reply, " But Jesus died for me. But Jesus

diedfor me."

Dear children, and parents, you may be looking

forward to some future day of pleasure ; perhaps a

few days, or a few weeks hence. But in love let

me entreat you, " Boast not thyself of to-morrow "

(Prov. xxvii. i); time is short, eternity is near. If

like this little boy, your life is cut short, may I ask

the question, "Where will you go?" Can you say

with him, without a doubt, " To heaven." If not,

it must be, "To hell!" Eternal life or eternal

punishment You are a sinner, for "All have

sinned" (Romans v. 12). "The wages of sin is

death " (Romans vi. 23). " God commendeth His

love towards us, in that, while we were yet sinners,

Christ died for us " (Romans v. 8). Jesus has died

to bear the punishment due to you for your sins.

Believe it, dear friend, and you will be able to say,

like E. T., "Jesus diedfor me."

J. W. t
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THE SUNDAY SCHOLAR'S

CONVERSION.

JN a Sunday School in Glasgow, at the

close of the lesson for the day, one of

the boys came forward to the teacher,

and said, " Mr. , I am a Christian

now." "Indeed," said the teacher, "are you saved?"

" Yes, I am saved," replied the boy. " How do

you know that you are saved?" "By believing in

Jesus as my own Saviour."

About a month after this, tne superintendent of

the school, wishing to speak a word of encourage

ment to the boy, asked, "Well, my boy, are you

still trusting in Jesus?" "Yes, sir," replied the

boy brightly.

"Is there any special portion of God's Word

that you rest on?" "Several passages; one of

them is the 3rd chapter of John, the 16th verse."

This he repeated correctly, and several others.

"And have you no temptations now?" "O yes,

I have many temptations ; but I tell Jesus, and He

keeps me."

" That's right, my boy, always go to Him. What

do your companions say to you now?" "Some of

them laugh and mock at me."
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Thus, dear children, you hear of another of your

number coming to Jesus. Who'll be the next?

The writer was saved at the age of twelve, and he

has never regretted his happy choice. He is only

sorry he did not come to Jesus sooner. Will you?

A LITTLE GIRL'S TESTIMONY.

I HE hour for the evening services had

come. A multitude assembled to hear

the story of Jesus and His love. The

address finished, an opportunity was

given to any one to tell what Jesus had done for

their souls. A little girl standing close by her

father's side whispered, "I would like to speak."

Who could refuse the request ? Too small to be

seen by the assembled multitude, her father rose

and lifted her in his arms that all might behold her,

and, with a trembling voice, she invited sinners to

Christ, and with outstretched hands entreated them

to come. So earnest was the appeal, so wonderful

the words coming from a child only five years old,

that it pierced the hearts of sinners like a sword.

Hardened sinners and scoffers felt its power, and
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it was thought that three or four hundred came and

asked the prayers of God's children upon that night

I shall never forget the child nor the word she

spake. It was her last. Six weeks after, she bade

adieu to earth and loved ones here, and fell asleep

in Jesus. The grave closed over her little form ;

and she awaits with Jesus the awakening shout of

the One who said on earth—" Suffer little children

to come unto Me, and forbid them not, for of such

is the Kingdom of God."

Saved children can do a great work for God.

Young reader, are you saved ? If you are, do you

ever speak of Jesus to your brothers and sisters,

and your little friends and playmates?—do you seek

to win their souls and gain a starry crown ? And

if you are not saved, will you trust your soul to the

loving Saviour to-day, and He will make you one

of His precious jewels—"His loved and His own."

smmm

*'
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BIRDS OF PLUMAGE;

Or. Are You Converted?

FRIEND of mine, an African lad, who

was once the slave of man as to his

body, and of Satan as to his soul ; but

who has been, in the wonder-working

counsels of our God, emancipated from both, and

is now doubly a freed man. In the meantime one

illustration from his life suggests itself.

One day lately I said, "Robert, what sort of birds

have you in your part of Africa?"

" Birds of plumage, sir," was the reply.

" What do you mean by ' birds of plumage,'

Robert?"

"Well, sir, they have beautifulfeathers but no song. "

"Ah!" said I, "they are just the picture of

thousands of so-called Christians ; they are ' birds

of plumage,' outwardly covered with all the words

and deeds that are fair in the sight of man ; but

having inwardly no 'new song' to glorify God, and

exalt Christ, and gladden this daik scene."
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Reader, are you a " bird of plumage," or a "bird

of song?" Have you ever, as a lost, ruined sinner,

seen that " all our righteousnesses are as filthy rags"

(Isaiah lxiv. 6), and flinging them away, come in

your helplessness to Jesus the crucified ?

' ' Naked, come to Thee for dress ;

Helpless, look to Thee for grace ;

Vile, I to the fountain fly ;

Wash me, Saviour, or I die ! "

If so, you can take up the soul-stirring words of

that sweet hymn we often sing—

" He maketh the rebel a priest and a king,

He hath bought us, and taught us this new song to sing ;

Unto Him who hath loved us, and washed us from sin,

Unto Him be the glory for ever. Amen."

But if not, oh, may God make you hear His voice,

calling as unto Adam in the garden, "Where art

thou?" And may you be brought out into His

presence to take the lost sinner's place now while

there is "blood to cleanse and power to free," rather

than have to come forth in that awful time written

of in God's Word, and spoken of in this solemn

hymn—

" There shall come a night

Of such wild affright

As none beside shall know,

When the heavens shall shake,

And the wide earth quake,

In its last and deepest woe,
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" What horrors shall roll

O'er the godless soul

Waked from its death-like sleep ;

Of all hope bereft,

And to judgment left,

For ever to wail and weep.

" O worldling ! give ear,

While the saints are near ;

Soon must the tie be riven,

And men side by side,

God's hand shall divide,

As far as hell's depths from heaven."

Reader, all false plumage will drop and fall then.

H. A. M.

QUICKSANDS! BEWARE!

UICKSANDS are deep patches of sand

so loose in their nature, that to step

on to them is to sink and be quickly

buried alive. Sometimes the surround

ing sands grow gradually softer as you approach

these deadly spots, and thus a warning is given.

which, if immediately heeded, may enable you to

save your life. In such a case, to step backwards

is to be saved ; to go on is to be lost.
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In the north-west of Ireland, some years ago, ,a

tourist was seen sauntering along the sea-shore in

the direction of one of those treacherous graves.

He was a stranger to the locality, and knew nothing

of the danger which awaited him a few paces off.

Suddenly, however, he was arrested by a vigorous

shout of " Quicksands ! Beware ! Quicksands !

Beware !" and turning in the direction of the voice,

he was accosted by a coastguard, at whose bidding

he at once retraced his steps, and escaped a living

burial.

How different was the case of a young man

who died some few months ago in D . In

his early days he fell in with evil companions,

who taught him to drink and to swear, and do

many wicked things. Later on in his evil course,

he learned to boast that he believed in no God and

no hell. But the testing time came at last. He

was brought down to a deathbed by a serious ill

ness; and now, standing face to face with death,

he saw things in a very different light ; rising

upon his bed before breathing his last, he cried out

in the agony of despair, " There is a hell, and I'm

going there ! There is a hell, and I'm going there !"

Alas ! alas ! the poor young fellow had not stepped

backwards in time ; he had trodden the gradually

softening sands without heeding the warnings of

conscience and of faithful preachers, and now he
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was sinking for ever, without a ray of hope, into

that awful quicksand, towards which the devil had

urged him on. Oh, what an arch deceiver is the

devil, and what numbers of quicksands he has laid

in all directions to destroy unwary souls ! There

are the quicksands of ignorance, indifference, pride,

selfishness, drunkenness, unbelief, false gospel,

procrastination, and ever so many others. Some

of these names are rather long, and as I can only

explain the last two of them here, you had better

ask some kind friend to tell you the meaning of the

others.

The devil entices us on towards False-Gospel

quicksand when he teaches us, for instance, that

the Lord Jesus Christ came into the world to save

good people only ; and that no sinner can go to

heaven unless he deserves it. The other night I

asked a grown up man how he expected to be

saved, and to my astonishment he replied, "If I

deserve it." What an absurd answer. That man

had got into the soft sands near False-Gospel

quicksand, and unless he takes warning in time,

and steps backwards, he must certainly perish for

ever. * Now, no one on earth deserves salvation, for

God !.as said in the Bible, "All have sinned, and

come short of the glory of God," and " There is

none righteous, no not one." Ah ! my dear children,

take care how you listen to the falsehoods of Satan,
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instead of believing God's truth. Satan tries to

make us believe we have power to make ourselves

good, because he is afraid of our finding out that

we are hopelessly bad. For when people find out

that they are hopelessly sinful, they are in a fair

way of finding out that they are the kind of people

Jesus Christ came to save. It is the lost sheep that

the shepherd goes into the wilderness to search for.

It is the sick ones that the doctor comes to cure,

and not those in health. And it is the lost and

sin-sick sinner, and no one else, that the Lord Jesus

Christ has come to save.

But there are many people who know too much

about their Bible to step on to False-Gospel quick

sand, but who nevertheless perish in Procrastination

quicksand, a little further on. Procrastination is

the habit of putting off till a future time. Some

people are for ever putting off. They cannot

persuade themselves to do the right thing at the

right time. They always say, " Time enough yet,"

or " Wait till to-morrow," or something else equally

foolish. Now, the devil buries thousands of people

every year in this terrible quicksand of Procrasti

nation, and I want to warn my young readers

especially against this dangerous grave. Numbers

of sick people are said to die every year because

they do not send for a doctor in time. And it is

certain that numbers of souls perish annually also,
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because they fail to come to Jesus in time. They

know that nothing but the precious blood can cure

their sin-stricken souls, but they neglect from day

to day to put their trust in that blood, and at last

they are taken away with a stroke, and sink down

into hell through the quicksand of foolish Pro

crastination. But, let none of my young readers

act thus. Let them now, even while reading this

paper, turn their eyes to the Lord Jesus in faith,

saying :—

" Guilty and worthless as I am.

Thy blood for me was given,

And boldness through that blood I have,

To enter into heaven."

And thus, trusting in Him, they shall be eternally

saved from the treachery of Satan and his horrible

quicksands.

R. L. S.
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A Tale of the Seaside.

|N the Coast of Achill, in autumn, 1879,

an accident occurred about which I

should like to talk a little to my youth

ful readers, many of whom, no doubt,

have enjoyed themselves at the seaside.

But first let me tell them what Achill is, and

where it lies.

Achill, then, is a beautiful island in the Atlantic

Ocean, a furlong off the west coast of Ireland. It

abounds with lofty cliffs and mountains, where the

golden eagle finds its home. It is dotted with

pretty lakes, and washed all round by rolling billows.

It has some of the loveliest bathing strands in the

world, and is therefore a charming summer resort,

especially for the young. The merry children love

to climb those grand old mountains ; to fish in the

pretty lakes, and off the sea-rocks ; to bathe in the
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briny waters; and to pile up castles on the long

white sands, and watch the playful waves advance

and melt them into ruins.

But it must not be supposed that Achill is so full

of pleasure as to know no pain. Ah, no ! For

Death, that hideous monster, has cast his great

black shadow there, as in other places ; and the

people need a Saviour's love to make them truly

happy, as much as if they lived in a scorching

desert. The mountains, lakes, and cliffs, and

waves, can please the eye, but cannot fill the heart

with lasting joy. Indeed, some of the happiest

people I found on the island were lying upon beds

of suffering, indifferent to nature's charms, but

rejoicing in their blessed Saviour, and able from

their hearts to sing :—

" In the Christian's home in glory

There remains a land of rest,

Where my Saviour's gone before me

To fulfill my soul's request. "

They knew that God had given them a faithful

Saviour, in whom they could safely trust, and by

whose precious blood they were cleansed from all

their sins, and fitted for
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" That happy land,

Far, far away,

Where saints in glory stand,

Bright, bright as day."

What a glorious thing it is to have such a Saviour !

But, have you ever thought what a fearful thing

it would be to have no such Saviour? Just think

of it. No Saviour ! To live on for years and

years on earth, in alternate pain and pleasure, and

then to go away for ever to the lake of fire.

Horrible thought ! Yet this is what must surely

happen if we have no Saviour.

The occurrence hinted at above will show you

what I mean. Walking one day by the seashore

with some friends, we met a little boy carrying a

fishing-rod, and accompanied by his sister and

another child. Shortly afterwards we returned by

the same route, and, to our amazement, heard that

the happy boy we had seen so lately, was now a

lifeless corpse. He had gone to fish off some rocks

not far from where we met him ; but, having there

cast in his line in vain, he shortly started for a better

spot beyond a dangerous ridge of rock. In crossing

this ridge he missed his footing, and fell over into

deep water. His playmates heard the splash,
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and shrieked with terror, but could give no help.

He struggled violently for some seconds, rising and

sinking alternately, and crying most piteously for

. aid, but, alas ! none came, and he finally sank, and

perished for want of a deliverer. There was no

rope, no life-buoy, no friendly hand, no powerful

swimmer, near. No one to save. Poor fellow !

How fearfully sad !

But, would it not be infinitely more sad if there

were no mighty Saviour to pluck poor sinners from

the jaws of death, and from eternal torment? It

surely would. They could no more save themselves

than could that drowning boy. An earthly friend

could give them no more help than those frightened

children gave the perishing lad. They must be lost

for ever if left to themselves. But Jesus is mighty

to save; and the sinner who trusts in Him can

never perish. If a rope had been thrown to the

sinking boy, would he not have seized it for his life?

Of course he would, unless he was like that poor

lunatic who jumped overboard on the voyage from

India, some years ago, and then flung back with

scorn the life-buoy which had been quickly thrown

to him. What madness ! And yet, is not this
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what sinners, old and young, are doing continually

with the blood of Christ, in which alone there is

salvation? They trample it under foot and

disregard it ; and then they perish for ever, just as

if there were no Saviour.

But, thank God, some lay hold by faith on the

blessed Lord Jesus, and are thus for ever saved.

Of such was Edward S , a boy of eleven, who

died of fever in the County of Limerick some years

ago. When asked by his father, where he hoped

to spend eternity if he died in that illness? he

calmly answered, " In heaven, through the blood of

Jesus." Beautiful reply ! He had laid hold on

his blessed Saviour, and now he will sing that

Saviour's praises for all eternity.

May you, my little reader, follow that dear boy's

example, and you too shall praise God for ever that

you did not live and die as if there were no Saviour.

R. L. S.

I God in mercy sent His Son,

To a world by sin undone,

Jesus Christ was crucified—

'Twas for sinners Jesus died.

O the glory of the grace,

Shining in the Saviour's face,

Telling sinners, from above,

'* God is Light," and "God is Love."
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2 Sin and death no more shall reign,

Jesus died, and lives again !

In the glory's highest height—

See Him, God's supreme delight.

O, the glory, etc.

3 All who in His name believe,

Everlasting life receive ;

Lord of all is Jesus now,

Every knee to Him must bow.

O, the glory, etc.

4 Christ the Lord will come again,

He who suffered once will reign,

Every tongue at last shall own,

" Worthy is the Lamb," alone.

O, the glory, etc.

A FATHER'S DYING MESSAGE.

ELL her to love the Saviour now. Tell

her to love Him while she is young;

if she puts it off till she is old, it will

be so much harder to love and trust

Him."

This was the dying message of a father to his

only child. The sands of his life were very rapidly
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ebbing away, and she—the only one of all his

children that death had spared to him, the object

over whom his tenderest affections yearned, in whom

his very soul was bound up, his beautiful daughter—

was far away; and, oh, he must close his eyes on

all mortal scenes before she could possibly come to

smooth his pillow. His next recognition of her

must be in eternity ! And as the death damp stood

on his brow, as the solemn utterance of one who

just lingered a moment between the boundaries of

time and eternity, to express the conviction of that

most serious hour, he said, "Tell her to love the

Saviour now. Tell her to love Him while she is

young; if she puts it off till she grows old, it will

be so much harder to love and trust Him !"
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GETTING READY FOR HOME.

FEW weeks ago in many houses what a

running to and fro there was. Father

and mother and all were busy getting

ready to go to the sea side.

Children were full of excitement. They could

scarcely keep still for a minute. Full of importance,

and thinking they were giving great help they every

now and again ran in, "Mother this must go." "We

shall want to take this." It was a wonder if the

boxes held all.

Then the old buckets, spades, and butterfly nets,

&c, laid by from the year before, had to be brought

out; and the boats too.

At last they were ready, and the day had come

to start. How it had been looked forward to and

the days counted, as impatiently the day was waited

for. But now, children, September has come, and

you are just getting ready for going home.
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The weeks have passed quickly, for rocks had to

be clambered ; sea weed found; boats sailed, and a

number of things.

The day has come to get ready for home, and is

it not strange, you are as full of excitement about

going home as you were about leaving it ! It's home

you are going to, not to a strange place filled with

strange people. No! home, and you are familiar

with it, for it's, your home ; and you mean to run

all over it and look into every room, and see if it is

as you left it; and you'll turn out the old toys as if

they were new ones; and in the thought of thus going

home you are quite excited, and there are no regrets.

You have greatly enjoyed the visit to the sea, but

the days got short, and the sun did not always shine;

and because it is home you are going to, and father

and mother are going, you do not fear it. There

are no tears at going home. You think of all your

school-fellows left behind, and what a lot of adven

tures you will have to tell them when you meet

Well, the day has come, and after breakfast mother

says—Now, children, you can run down on the beach

and play once more, whilst we pack up, and we will

call you when it's time. And as you are playing,

making your last sand castle, or sailing the boat

before the sails and masts have to come down, and

it has to be put away for next summer, or turning

up stones to see if you cannot capture a little crab;
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all at once you hear mother's voice calling. There

are many children all round you, but, when she

cries, "Come children, quickly, dinner is ready,

there is no time to lose; we must not miss the train,"

you do not go on playing, and say, "It's not us. it

is some other children that are being called." Oh,

no, you start up and run, for you know her voice.

She means you, for you are her children. She is

going home, and her children with her. And you

are not frightened to go, for it is with mother, and

she loves you, and that is why you love her. A

child was one day speaking of home to a friend, and

he said, "Where is your home?" At once the child

looked over to where mother sat, and said, "Where

mother is !"

Now, dear young ones, think of all this in reference

to heaven, God, and death. Heaven is a home to

those who know God as their Father, and death is

not a frightful thing to the one who can look beyond

it and see that it's the way by which they go home

to meet One they love—God Himself and Jesus '

His Son, who died for them to put away the sins

that else must have shut them out from God's

presence for ever. Just as home is where mother

is, so heaven is where Jesus is, and sinners washed

in His precious blood will be at home there.

Now, is all this so to you ? have you as a guilty

sinner come to the Lord Jesus and obtained the
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forgiveness of your sins ? if so, you can be happy

when you think of going home.

A little boy lying upon his death-bed, suddenly

started up, exclaiming, "Oh, mother, mother! I

see such a beautiful country, and so many little

children who are beckoning me to them, but there

are high mountains between us, too high for me to

climb; who will carry me over?" He lay back on

his pillow, silent for a moment, but soon his feeble

voice was heard again, "Mother, mother ! the strong

man's come to carry me over the mountains;" and

he fell asleep. Thus it must be with you. Jesus

is the strong One who can take you home. Will

you trust Him ? and now.

Let the weeks of this summer that have sq quickly

gone, never to return, remind you of how time is

flying; and you have only the present time that

you can call your own in which to come to Jesus.

Think not there is time enough. Let not Satan

say you are too young. When father said, "Children,

we are going to P , where there is such a beach

and blue sea rolling in on it," how delighted you all

were ; how impatient till the time came. Did you

say, "Father, oh, do not let us go yet, there is plenty

of time, next summer will do." Why! a week seemed

as if it would never pass, and the days even were

so long. If it had rained very heavily, or father's

business had hindered, and your going to the sea
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had been put off only for one day, what a disap

pointment it would have been ! Why ? because

your heart was set upon it.

Dear young ones, if your heart loved Jesus, how

glad you would be; but when you say, "Time

enough for me to come to Jesus : I'm young yet;"

it clearly shows where your heart is. No love for

Jesus. Come, then, as a wicked one full of sin, to

Jesus, who from love to sinners laid down His life,

that their sins might be washed away in His blood ;

and trusting in Him, your sins will be forgiven, and

you will look forward with joy to being with Him,

that will make heaven a home. Do you now say,

"It shall be; I will trust Him now as my Saviour?"

Rest not; delay not. Trust Him. It is heaven

or hell. Coming to Jesus now, it will be salvation,

forgiveness of sins, and then you will be

READY FOR HOME.

R. T. H.

y



A LETTER TO THE YOUNG.

Y dear little friends, you are fond of

getting a letter I know; even Jamie

and Mary, who can scarcely read yet,

are glad when the postman brings a

letter addressed to them, so I should like you to

promise to read this short letter that I am going to

write to you. I want to tell you about a little girl

I know. Katie Brown we will call her; a fat little

thing, six years old, full of fun, and fond of play,

just as you are. Little Katie, when she went to

bed at night, always liked her mother to go in and

speak to her before she went to sleep. One night

when her mother went into her little room, she said,

" Mother, will you give me a text?" So her mother

gave her a verse many of you know—"There shall

be no night there?" "Where is that, Katie?" "In

the Bible' mother." "Yes, Katie, but where will

there be no night?" "In heaven, mother." "Yes,

Katie, and do you think you will ever be there?"

"Yes. I am sure I will." "Why do you think so,

Katie?" "Because I love Jesus." "Oh, Katie,"

her mother said, "that will never take you there;

you will never get to heaven because you love Jesus.

If you were disobedient, and I said, Katie if you



A Letter to the Young. 51

are disobedient again I must punish you, and one

hour after you were naughty again, and then came

and said to me, "Mother, I do love you," do you

think I still ought to punish you?" "Yes, mother;"

and little Katie, seeing what was meant, said, "Oh

yes, mother, and Jesus knew God must punish sin,

and He said He would die instead of me." Now,

dear children, I want to ask you the question

Katie's mother asked her—Do you think you will

ever be in heaven ? Yes, you say, you do. Why

do you think so; is it because you try to be good

and love Jesus? Dear children, that will never

take you there. You have each been naughty, had

cross, angry thoughts and feelings, and little Katie

was right—God must punish sin. How can you

escape, then ? Jesus loved you, and gave Himself

for you. Oh, take Him now as your own precious

Saviour.

M. B. H.

&£mw\
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STEWART AND WILLIE.

TEWART and Willie were companions.

They walked to and from the school

together, and often spent the evenings

with one another. I met the two boys

one night at the close of a Children's Meeting.

Stewart was sitting close to the wall, looking so

serious that I was certain something was troubling

him. Sitting down by his side, I asked, "Well,

Stewart, is your soul saved yet, or can you look

forward to being with Jesus in that bright and

happy home where they see His face?" He raised

his head, and with such an earnest look—his big

blue eyes peering into mine—he slowly replied, "I

cannot say that, sir; but I would like to be saved,

and I have been trying all I can since last Friday

night." " And what have you been doing, Stewart?"

I asked. " When I went home from the meeting

on Friday, I told my parents I would like to be

saved, and they told me that if I was good, and did
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what I was bidden, and kept God's commandments,

I would be saved, and get to heaven; and they said

that was in the Bible, sir; and so Willie and I have

made up our minds to do it, sir, and we will try and

live as well as we can for the time to come," an

swered the boy.

The decided manner in which the little fellow

spoke left no doubt on my mind that he was really

in earnest about his soul's salvation • but it was sad

to think he had been put upon the wrong track to

find it, by those who ought to have been able to

point him to Jesus. For you know they were

entirely mistaken, and had told little Stewart what"

was not true. There is no part of the Bible says

boys and girls will get to heaven if they be "good"

and "keep the commandments," but Fit tell you

what it does say. It says there is "none good-" and

that everyone has broken the commandments, and

is therefore under the curse. Just read Romans iii.

9-19, and Gal. iii. 10, and you will see. When I

told the dear boy this, his blue eyes filled with

tears, and he sobbed bitterly—for, after all his refor

mation, he saw he was unfit for heaven, and could

not go there.
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"And what will we do then, sir?" "You can do

nothing, Stewart, because you are ruined sinners ;

but if you both come close I will let you read in

my Bible what Jesus has done instead of you."

The boys drew near, and we turned to Isaiah liii.—

That is the chapter that tells about the sufferings

of Jesus, when He died on the cross for sinners.

"Now, all this was for lost sinners," I said, "and

He suffered and died that they might go free. I

am saved by His work, and not by mine. Do you

believe that Jesus died for you?" "Yes, I do, sir,

for I am a sinner." "You are quite sure you

believe?" "Quite sure, sir." "Well, now, let us

see what Jesus says of those who believe." We

turned to John vi. 47—"Verily, verily, I say unto

you, he that believeth on Me hath everlasting life."

"What does He say you have, Stewart?" "Ever

lasting life, sir—everlasting life," said the boy, and

the cloud passed from his face as he said it. I

thought it best to leave the Word of God with the

two boys, and not press them to say they believed;

and soon after we parted.

Next evening, a good while before meeting-time,

my two little friends were there again. I asked
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Stewart how it stood with him now. "Saved, sir,

saved, and Willie here, too. He saw it first, sir,

and we are both happy now." "What did your

parents say about it?" "Not much, sir; but they

said they saw a change upon us." The two little

soldiers go on rejoicing, and they have already

suffered for their Master's sake.

"ENOUGH OF BOYS CRYING THERE

WITHOUT ME."

ear Children,—You like to hear of one

of your own age, and if you will read

this little paper, I will promise, it will

not take you long. I trust you will be

interested about my friend Arthur M . He

lived in a town of Suffolk, he was the only boy, the

only child at his home; he had one little brother

who died when he was quite little, so you may think

how fond his father and mother were of him.

Perhaps you have a large number of brothers and

sisters, and yet how much your parents love you.

When Arthur was twelve years old he was still
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unsaved; he had often heard of Jesus, how He had

died in the sinner's stead, but it never touched his

heart, and he never took the salvation offered—still

his mother prayed that he might come to Jesus while

he was young.

In the town where he lived a gentleman was

having special meetings for children, and Arthur's

mother got him one Sunday night to go; and when

she met him after he had been to the meeting, he

said he did not want to go again.

She asked him if he had not stayed to the second

meeting ; for after every meeting they had a little

time for talking to the different boys and girls who

wished to stay and be spoken to about their souls.

He said, " No ! there were enough of boys crying

there without me."

When the next Sunday came round his mother

got him persuaded to go again, and when he came

out of the meeting she thought from his quiet

manner that there was a change in him, but she

wanted him to tell her without questioning him.

When they got home he said, " Mother, are you

going to have reading to-night ?" She always used

to read out of the Bible at night before going to



58 "Enough of Boys crying there

bed; "Yes, dear," she said, then he said, " Mother,

I wish this week was going to be a week of

Sundays."

She thought, oh ! that is something new, still she

made no remark except, "Why, dear?" "Oh! I

liked the meeting to-night so much I should like it

to be Sundays all the week !" Then, he said

(naming the gentleman who had the meeting),

" Mother, Mr. L took down the names of some

of the boys to-night, and he took my name

down."

" Did he, dear ? did he take the names of the

boys he thought anxious ?" " No, mother, a little

past that."

"And what is a little past that?" "Saved,

mother."

" And did he really thinkyou were saved, Arthur?"

" Yes, mother."

" And do you think you are?" " Yes, mother, 1

came to-night to Jesus as a poor lost sinner, and

He has saved me."

Oh how thankful she was to hear him say that,

and how happy they were together trusting in the

same precious Saviour; he showed by his life after,
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that he had indeed been born again, and was most

anxious to tell others of Jesus.

Now, dear children, one short question—I do

not want to tire you with too long a letter—Are you

saved ? Have you ever been anxious about your

soul? Have you ever thought how fearful it would

be to be lost for evert If not, let me plead with

you not to put off, but to come like Arthur as a

poor lost sinner and claim Jesus as your own

Saviour. " Through this Man (Jesus) is preached

unto you the forgiveness of sins : and by Him

all that believe are justified from all things" (Acts

xiii. 38, 39).

M. B. H.
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CASTLES ON THE SAND.

EE how merrily those boys and girls work

at their castle on the sand. Let us

help them to rear up its walls and its

bulwarks to resist the coming tide.

We must work with a will, for the time is very short,

and the tide is swiftly flowing.

Quick, quick, quick; here comes a wave! Ah,

a little breach is made; but we'll stop it up at once !

Here comes another. A second breach is made;

but we'll stop it as before. Now for the assault.

Here comes a foam-crested monster, frowning with

defiance as he dashes at our walls. Quick, quick,

quick; jump from the battlements; fly for your lives;

the castle is in ruins. Poor old thing ! The foe

was too strong, and it could not hold out. Its

history was short; and now it lies forgotten in the

sand. How sad I Buried and forgotten !
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Now what is this castle a picture of, my little

reader ? Is it anything like yourself, do you think ?

Oh, no, you say. Surely I am not like a sand castle.

Are you not, indeed? What are all the men and

women and boys and girls in the world but sand

castles? And have you ever noticed how soon

they crumble away when the cold waves of death

attack their feeble bodies ? What numbers of living

sand castles were swept away by that great flood,

which God brought upon the earth in the days of

Noah, because of the wickedness ofman ! And you

know it was useless for them to resist that ever-

rising tide. Only one way of escape was provided,

namely, the Ark; and whoever failed to enter that

Ark was lost. Noah and his family entered it, and

were saved. All the rest were lost.

And, what millions and millions of living sand

castles have since that time been swept away by the

fierce waves of death. Giants, as well as dwarfs,

have been wrecked in that swiftly-flowing tide.

You have read in history of Alexander, Caesar,

Napoleon, and many other great men; but have

you ever thought that all those wonderful people

were only crumbling sand castles, and fell to pieces
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at the last? And if you will read what those little

tombstones in yonder graveyard say, you will see

that tiny children, too, are sand castles, and fall

before the same fierce waves.

For many friends are weeping ;

And the stars their watch are keeping

O'er the grassy graves, where sleeping

lie the young.

I do not, however, mean to say that you my little

reader, must die young. Oh, no. It is not true

that all good children die young. Joseph, Moses,

and Samuel were good children, and they lived to

be good old men. But I do say that every little

child, and every grown person too, should remem

ber that this body, in which we live as birds in a

little cage, is but a crumbling sand castle, and may

be pulled down at any moment, and we may be

driven from it for ever to heaven or to hell; and

therefore, we should make haste to find out how we

can be secured against attack, so that, when the

angry overwhelming waves roll up we may jump

from the battlements of the falling castle to the

mansions in glory that never can decay. For, what

an awful thing it would be to have no hope in the
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hour of death ! How terrible to be driven from an

aching body to a burning hell ! Yet this is what

must surely happen to every soul that forgets God,

or fails to fly to the Lord Jesus Christ, who alone

is the Ark of safety provided for the helpless sinner.

It is useless to battle with the foe. The only thing

to do is to trust in Jesus Christ; for thus, and thus

only, can we be saved from everlasting ruin.

I once knew a man who had lived a careless,

wicked life, and died an awful death. When at

the close, the doctor told him plainly that he was

dying, he gathered up all his strength, and cried

out, in the agony of despair, " I can't die. I won't

die. I can't die. I won't die." Poor fellow ! the

waves were dashing furiously against the castle;

and though he resisted them as stoutly as he could,

he was at last compelled to yield, and he passed

away from the body amidst the echoes of his dying

cries, "I can't die. I won't die."

Surely none of my youthful readers would like to

die as he did. Rather would they prefer the death

bed of that sweet Irish child at L , who, when

the waves were stealing gently up, and the castle

was crumbling quietly away, whispered to her
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weeping friends, "Speak softly, for there are angels

in the room, waiting to take me home to Jesus."

That dear child had trusted her soul to Jesus, and

could say in truth—

Let others seek a home below,

Where flames devour or waves o'erflow ;

Be mine a happier lot to own

A heavenly mansion near the throne—

I'm going home to die no more.

And when the last dark wave had done its worst,

she soared from the battlements of the falling castle

to her Father's house on high, shouting, " Victory,

victory, through the precious blood of Jesus."

May you, my little reader, trust Him now, and

you too shall one day wave the flag of victory, as

you soar aloft to that bright home to sing the praise

of Jesus. R. L. S.

"BECAUSE THE BIBLE SAYS SO."

FEW days ago I met a little girl to

whom I said, " Do you know that

Jesus loves you?" Her face lighted

up with a simple smile of confidence,

and the ready answer came forth—
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" Oh yes, sir."

" How do you know that ?"

" Because the Bible says so."

" But as you speak about the Bible, my little girl,

I must tell you that that holy Book says, that "We

have all sinned, and come short of the glory of

God f and that " there is none righteous, no, not

one."

" But Jesus said, ' Suffer little children to come

unto Me,'" she replied.

"But you are a sinner; you have done many

naughty things. What makes you think He would

receive you ?"

" The Bible says, He died for sinners, and there

fore He died for me."

" But that is a very great thing for such a little girl

as you to say. How can you be so sure about it r*

" Because the Bible says so."

" The Bible also says that Jesus will come again

and take His people—Hispeople—up from the earth

in a moment, some day."

"What will become of you then ? How would you

feel if He were to come now, while you and I are

talking?"
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" I should be very happy."

"Why would you be happy?"

" Because He would take me up to be with Him

for ever."

" And how long have you been able to say this,

my child?"

"Some weeks, sir."

This was a childlike faith, and I found that she

showed by her ways that the confession of her lips

was the real working of the Spirit of God in her

soul.

We know that " God is love," because the Bible

says so, and when we believe God's Word, our hearts

answer to its truth. Are you sure that Jesus came

to this earth to save sinners ? And are you sure

that you are saved? You may be quite sure,

because the Bible says so.
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