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2 "DONE HIS VERY BEST, AND YET LOST." 

&mi;s &lad Tittm^s xxt Salvation:• 
{{ DONE HIS YEI\Y j3 

ETURNING the other Lord's Day 
from a meeting in Pimlico, I had 
half crossed Vauxhall Bridge, 
when a piercing cry for help came 
from the water beneath. Looking 
over I saw that a boat had cap

sized, and two young men were wildly 
struggling for their lives. It was a 

heartrending sight. The long narrow boat, as 
they clung to it, continually turned over and 
over. Now they held on by the side, the next 
moment they grasped the keel. To add to the 
horrors of the scene, one had his face severely 
cut, and was bleeding profusely. It was clear 
that a few minutes would end the desperate 
struggle. 

At this instant a fast steamer darted across 
the river to the rescue. Instantly life-buoys 
were thrown to them, but they fell short. 
Both made a desperate plunge to grasp the 
buoys, but failed. Excitement became intense, 
and it was clear that the wounded man, from 
loss of blood and sheer exhaustion, must go 
down. Poor fellow! he seemed to have the 
same thought, for at once giving up the 
struggle, he fell back into the water evidently 
to die. 

At this moment a boat, pulled with tre
mendous vigour, but unseen by the dying man, 
rapidly approached. The man was sinking, but 
the next instant two strong arms had seized 
and lifted him clear out of the water, and—he 
was saved 1 

All eyes turned to the other man, and the 
stronger of the two. The buoy had been again 

h EST, AND YET UOST. 

i thrown out. With a desperate effort this time 
j he had caught it. Gently those on board drew 

him through the fast flowing tide to the side 
of the steamer, and many were the hands ready 
to help the moment he was within reach, 
Already he touched the steamer, and more 
gently still they drew him up, clinging like 
a dying man to the buoy. With bated breath, 
all watched the issue ; another moment, and 
" Saved!" would have burst from every lip. 
Alas ! his head dropped, his grasp relaxed, his 
strength was gone, and, falling beneath the 
paddle wheel, he was seen no more! 

The rope was strong, the buoy all right, but 
his strength was not enough. " Poor fellow," 
I said, " h e has done his very best, but yet he 
is los t !" My heart sickened, and I thought 
how many poor sinners, at the last moment, 
having done their utmost to save themselves, 
drop down into death, and are lost for ever. 

The wounded one, the one who gave up all 
hope, was saved by another, and that when he 
had given up all efforts to save himself. The 
strong one, self-reliant, struggled to the last, 
and was lo6t. 

Reader, how suggestive ! Are you struggling 
amid the waves and billows of the wrath of 
God ? Conscience-stricken and convicted of 
sin, are you labouring to save yourself? Oh, 
give up the thought. Strive no more. One 
there is mighty to save, Himself having borne 
the judgment. He says to you, "Come unto 
me, all ye that labour and are heavy laden, and 
I will give you rest." J . 

A W I L L I N G AND A WAITING GOD. 
11 This is THE WILL of Him that sent Me, that every 

one tliat seeth the Son, and believeth on Him, may 
have everlasting life: and I will raise him up at the 
last day."—Jo FIN vi. 40. 

" God our Saviour, who will (is willing to) have all 
men to be saved."—I TIM. ii. 4. 

u The Lord is not slack concerning His 'promise, as 
some men count slackness; but is longsuffering to 
us-ward, NOT WILLING [nut taking counsel) that any 
should perish, but that all should come to repentance." 
—2 PETER iii. 9. 

11 The Ion j suffering of GOD WAITED in the days of 

Noah, while the ark was a preparing."—1 PETER 
iii. 20. 

11 And therefore will the Lord WAIT, that He may 
be gracious unto YOU, and therefore will he be exalted, • 
that He may have mercy upon you."—Is. xxx. 18. 

" The longsuff'ering of our Lord is salvation."—2 
PETER iii. 15. 

YES, dear unsaved reader, He carea for you 1 
He longs after you 1 He is waiting for you ! 
And the very fact that while numbers 

around have been called during the paHt year 



A WILLING AND A WAITING GOD. 3 

from time to eternity—from the world and its 
feverish haste and excitement to meet God—you 
have been spared to this the first month of 1890— 
spared to hear once more of a Saviour's love, and 
once more have repeated to you the offer of 
forgiveness, life, and glory in Him—proves that 
in His longsuffering grace and love, God is still 
ivilling, and still waiting to save you! The all-
important question for your soul now is—Are you 
willing to be saved ? or do you want to go on still 
with a God-forgetting, Christ-rejecting world ? 

What if you had been one of that vast number 
who have had to face death during the past year? 
Ah, you shrink from the thought ! It is one of 
dread—of uncertainty—of gloom—and you seek 
to push it aside. You are not ready to die. You 
are not ready to meet God. You are not saved, 
and you know i t ! And so you cannot bear to 
think that there is a time coming when life's 
dearest and strongest ties must be broken ; when 
the lights of earth will be quenched; its music 
silent; its flowers dead ; and when, wearied and 
unsatisfied with all its hollow vanities, you will 
have dropped out of its crowded ranks to die! 
Oh, in view of that solemn moment—that 
moment when you will have to face God, to pass 
out of time, to enter eternity—I beseech you to 
pause and consider your terrible condition ! With 
sin unforgiven—with eternal life unsecured—with 
eternity at hand—how can you hurry on through 
life so heedless and indifferent? How can you 
calmly face each new day or year, while every 
one is bringing you nearer and nearer to a Christ-
less eternity—to judgment to come—to " blackness 
of darkness for ever " ? What a terrible road this 
is along which you are travelling ! What a fear
ful goal to which you are hastening. And it is 
from this God is waiting to save you. He " is 
not willing that any Bhould perish, but that all 
should come to repentance." Each passing day 
greets you with a welcome from Him—each throb 
of your heart is a moment given you by Him to 
accept Christ and be eternally saved 1 Oh, will 
you not do so now ? Shall not "His great love" 
—His patient waiting—His longsuffering grace— 
win your heart ? There is no reluctance on His 
part; let there be none on yours ! " God so 
loved the world, that He gave His only begotten 
Son, that whosoever believeth on Him should not 
perish, but have everlasting life." And now we 
can sing— 

" And by the one chief Treasure 
Thy bosom freely gave, 

Thine own pure love we measure, 
Thy 'Willing mind to save." 

But more than this, He is waitiny to save. As 
of old we read, " He waited in the days of Noah 
while the ark was a preparing, wherein few, that 
is, eight souls were saved by water " (1 Peter iii. 
20), so He is waiting now for you. Staying back 
with one hand, as it were, the heavy lurid cloud 
of judgment which is hanging over this doomed 
world, while the other is stretched out in loving 
entreaty and welcome to guilty sinners. Before 
it is too late, then, I entreat you to awake from 
your sleep of indifference. Listen to His own 
words: " Behold, I stand at the door, and knock 
if any man hear my voice, and open the door, I 
will come in to him, and will sup with him, and 
he with Me.n (Rev. iii. 20). How often has He 
knocked at your heart during the past year? 
You and He alone know. But you have not yet 
responded to one appeal! Your heart is still 
closed ; He is still outside; and in matchless 
grace He is still waiting—still seeking admission, 
and still desiring to find a place and a home there. 
Oh, do not delay any longer. " Now is the 
accepted time, now is the day of salvation." 
Open to Him now; receive Him to-day; and 
receive in Him every blessing that God can give. 
11 As many as received Him> to them gave He 
power to become the sons of God." (John i. 12.) 
44 And if children, then heirs ; heirs of God, and 
joint heirs with Christ." (Rom. viii. 17.) 

And now in these first days of the new year, we 
who are His children ; we who have proved His 
willingness to save; we who are lifting up our 
heads in joyful expectancy, knowing that "our 
redemption draweth nigh," unitedly make one 
appeal more; and entreat you to accept Christ 
now, while we echo the message which God is 
sending out to every unsaved soul throughout the 
length and breadth of the land—COME I From 
the " far country " of sin, and ruin, and destitu
tion — 4t Come ! " From the fading, unreal, 
unsatisfying world — " Come! " From the 
44 broken cisterns " of earthly pleasure which can 
hold no water—44 Come 1" 

" Come to the Saviour now; 
He ready stands to bless; 

He bids thee nothing bring-
Only thy guilt confess." 

Come to the Fountain of Living "Waters, and 
quench your Boul-thirst for ever 1 Come to the 
Father's house, with its joy, its beauty, its abun
dance ; yea, come to the Father's heart—that 
heart which has all these years been following 
you with its changeless love, and is still yearning 
over you, not willing that you should perish, but 
WILLING and WAITING to save—to satisfy and to 
bless ! Come, and you shall find this year, 1890, 
the first really happy, blessed year you have 
known, A, S, o, 



4 " / WILL SA Y OF THE LORD: 

W I L L SAY O P T H E Loi\p. 
" He that dweUeth in the secret place of the Most High shall abide under the shadow of the Almighty. I will 

say of the Lord, He is my refnge and my fortress, my God : in Him will I trust."—Psalm cxi. 1, 2. 

WHERE are we dwelling—you and I ? I 
do not mean, where is our earthly habi
tation, if among earth's nobility, or in 

the cottages of the poor ? This is not the ques
tion ; but where are you dwelling, your soul, 
that part of you within the earthly tabernacle 
of clay, that is to live for ever ? Dear reader, 
where are you dwelling ? Each of us were 
at one time dwelling in the far country; some 
of us now by His love and His grace are 
dwelling in the "secret place of the Most 
High; n abiding under " the shadow of the 
Almighty;" hidden in the wounded side of 
Jesus, covered with the shadow of His pierced 
hand. 

0 safe and happy shelter, 
O refuge tried and sweet." 

Yes, we are " dwelling,1' I am " dwelling," 
"abiding" in the "secret place" under " the 
shadow of the Almighty I" and so " I will say 
of the Lord, He is my refuge and my fortress : 
in Him will I trust." Yes, knowing where I 
am dwelling—my ransomed soul abiding; 
knowing he is my refuge in every time of 
trouble; my safety in every time of danger; 
my fortress, my stronghold in every difficulty ; 
and, more than all, " my God "^-knowing 
this, realizing this in my heart of hearts, " my 
own God, my own Saviour,"—enables me to 
say, " in Him will I trust," never again leaning 
on broken reeds, which bend under the slight
est touch; but my soul "cometh up from the 
wilderness leaning on her beloved." (Solomon's 
Song, viii. 5.) Having learned 

" The arm of flesh will fail you 
Ye dare not trust your own, 

my soul to-day says— 
u In Him will I trust." 

" Surely He shall deliver thee from the snare 
of the fowler, and from the noisome pesti
lence." Yes, dwelling in the secret of His 
tabernacle " Surely He shall deliver thee,"—is 
pledged to deliver, is strong to deliver, mighty 
to save; 'tis no arm of flesh that has been mado 
bare to snatch us as brands from the burning, 
but the arm of mighty power,—"mighty to 
Bave," mighty to deliver, mighty to shield, 
mighty to keep. The snare of the fowler may 

be hidden from our short-sighted eyes, but it is 
all open to Him, under whose shadow we 
are abiding. The noisome pestilence, which 
destroys others, shall not come nigh us ; we 
shall " walk through the fire, and we shall not 
be burned," encased in the armour which He 
shall buckle upon us. " In six troubles He 
shall deliver thee; yea, in seven there shall 
no evil touch thee." (Job v. 19.) So 

" I will say of the Lord, 
He is my refuge and my fortress ; my God: 
in Him will I trust;" and also, " He shall cover 
thee with His feathers, and under His wings 
shalt thou trust" (4th verse). David, though 
when he wrote this Psalm, was king of Israel, 
was at one time a shepherd boy. He had seen 
the hen, with her feathered brood scattered 
far and wide, intent on search for food, or 
resting on a sunny spot where, half sleeping in 
the warm rays, all around is for the time 
forgotten, although unseen by them, danger is 
near. But the careful mother, realizing the 
enemy's approach, raises the cry, which wakes 
up the sleepers and hastens the return of the 
wanderers, and, with the need, the sheltering 
wings expand, and the little ones so lately in 
danger are gathered safely under the soft 
feathers, which, as they are folded tenderly 
over her young, hide away all danger and shut 
out all fear. And our dear Lord, taking this 
simile also, as He weeps over Jerusalem, 
laments its unconcern for its future in these 
touching words: " How often would I have 
gathered thy children together, even as a hen 
gathered her chickens under her wings, and 
ye would not." (Matt, xxiii. 37.) 

Do stay one moment; are you gathered ? or 
is it to you He has asked me to write, and to 
repeat those touching words: " H o w often 
would I have gathered thee, and ye would 
n o t " ? Oh I to-day let Him save you; to-day 
let Him gather you under His sheltering 
wings ; that you, too, may be " dwelling in the 
secret of HiB tabernacle, abiding under His 
shadow, covered with His feathers." 

Some of us—many of us—He has gathered ; 
He covers us with His feathers; but there 
is something else : " Under His wings shalt 



DECISION FOR CHRIST. 5 

thou trust." Is this what you and I are 
doing? Can we say, "I sat down under 
His shadow with great delight, and His fruit 
was sweet to rny taste?" (Solomon's Song ii. 
3); if so, are we sitting there still, hidden by 
His feathers from the strife of tongues, trusting 
under His wings ? Can we say, 

'.' I am trusting, fully trusting, 
Sweetly trusting in His word " ? 

It must be so, that we have no fear "for 
the terror by night, nor for the arrow that 
flieth by day;" knowing that "A thousand 
shall fall at thy side, and ten thousand at 
thy right hand; but it shall not come nigh 
thee." Oh ! for the knowledge of that " per
fect love that casteth out all fear." O Lord, 
if we have not got that knowledge, we will ask 
Thee for it now, that we may say of Thee, 
" In Him will I trust." 

Dear-fellow believer, shall we seek His face 
more ? the promise is to us— 

D E C I S I O N : 

Euth 
HEBE are three characters, beloved reader, 

in this chapter which bring before us and 
illustrate three entirely distinct states of 

soul. In Naomi you have the sad and solemn 
case of a backslider; in Orpah you have the 
fearful condition of a soul that prefers the world 
to Christ; and in Ruth you have the beautiful 
picture of a soul that prefers ChriBt to every
thing. You can easily tell, my friend, which of 
these three characters is yours. Are you a 
backslider ? are you one who prefers the world 
to Christ ? or, are you one who prefers Christ 
to anything and everything ? Do not say you do 
not know; that is not true. You do know. 
When I was in the world I knew quite well that 
I preferred the world, and that in my heart 
there was nothing but enmity to God's beloved 
Son. 

In the old Testament Scriptures, as well as 
in the new, you have the truth unfolded that 
God loveB us, and wants us to know and love 
Himself. Men do not believe it, but there it is. 
Look at Naomi, she is the picture of one who 
has known the love of God, and turned her 
back upon him for something in the world. Is 
such a one reading this paper ?—one who has 
known the love of God, walked for a while with 
the Lord, confessing His name, seemed for a 

" Then shall we know, if we follow on to 
know the Lord: His going forth is prepared as 
the morning; and He shall come unto us as 
the rain, as the latter and former rain unto 
the earth." (Hosea vi. 3.) 

Let us " follow on to know the Lord; " 
not only as our Saviour (that must be our 
first real knowledge of Him), but as our 
Leader, our Ruler, our Guide, our Refuge, our 
Fortress, our Deliverer. 

My God, ".in Him will I trust." 

" O God, our help in ages past, 
Our Hope for years to come* 

Our Shelter from the stormy blast, 
And our eternal Home. 

Under the shadow of Thy throne 
Thy saints have dwelt secure; 

Sufficient is Thine arm alone, 
And our defence is sure. 

Jesus says to us in John xvi. 24: 
" Ask and ye shall receive, that your joy may 

be full." M. A. w. 

Lssstms fvtm the Mtxtxk txi l^uth* « Mtxtxk txi l^uth* 

F O I \ C H R I S T . 

i. 1-22. 
I time really true-hearted to Him, enjoyed the 

sweetness of His presence, and then something 
has eome in—something perhaps in your worldly 
circumstances—and little by little, insensibly 
perhaps at first, your back has been turned on 
the Lord. At first the turning away was very 
slight, but it was turning from Him, and little 
by little, little by little you got farther and far
ther off, till at last the soul waked up to find it 
was utterly empty. 

Everything is bitter in the soul that has given 
up Christ for the world. u Call me not Naomi 
(i.e., pleasant), call me Mara (i.e. bitter)"—Bays 
Naomi, ver. 20. Oh, reader, are you one that 
has got back into the world, and turned your 
back on the Lord ? Fain would I have you turn 
right round to Him again this moment. Oh, 
wandering one, return, return ! Backslider, the 
Father has missed thee from the family circle, 
the Saviour has missed thee from His side, the 
Shepherd has missed thee from the flock; oh, 
return, return 1 Nothing has changed His heart 
towards you; spite of all your wanderings He 
loves you still; He would have you back by His 
own blessed side. In this chapter I get Him 
bringing baok Naomi. 

Ten years she and her family had been away 
from Judah; yet she ought never to have left 
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Judab, the place where God was known. It was 
quite natural she should go when there was a 
famine there, you say. Yes, quite natural, for 
nature always turns its back upon God; but see 
the folly of it. Could not God have maintained 
them in Bethlehem? "Bethlehem" means 
" the house of bread; " and could not God have 
maintained them there in peace and plenty? 
But what does she get by leaving it ? Does she 
get peace and plenty in Moab ? No, the heart 
that leaves God for the world gets plenty of 
trouble, but not one scrap of peace; a soul that 
has slipped away from the Lord, and got back 
into the world, wakes up, sooner or later, to find 
itself in misery and wretchedness. 

Naomi leaves Judah with her husband and 
her two sons; a little while and the one she 
loves best in the world is taken from her side 
and laid in the cold tomb. Ah, the Lord knows 
how to touch a heart by a sorrow like that. He 
says, Child! I love you too much to let that 
pillar remain by your side on which you are 
leaning. I will take that pillar away that you 
may lean on Myself. And now Mahlon is sick 
and dies. (Mahlon means "sick" and Chilion, 
"pining.") And Chilion too is " pining " and 
dies; and she is left alone. Here comes the 
epitome of her history. " The woman was left 
of her two sons and her husband" (ver. 5). 
Thank God He did not leave her I Thank God, 
though you leave Him He does not leave you. 
Do you know what passing through grief, such 
as this scripture unfolds, means ? He would 
draw your heart by it to Himself. 

And now, see how the grace of God draws the 
heart back to Himself. Naomi rises up to 
return; not alone because she had found Moab 
only a graveyard, but because in the moment of 
her deepest distress and sorrow, when every
thing was broken up in Moab, she heard that 
there was plenty in the land she had left. Fool 
that she was ever to leave i t ! She hears that 
the Lord had " visited His people in giving 
them bread." Oh, how our Father loves to visit 
His people, and give them bread 1 He may 
chasten His people when they need it, but the 
delight of His heart is to fill them with joy to 
overflowing. It was the grace of the Lord that 
drew her back. 

What drew Peter after his terrible denial of 
his Master ? It was that look of love. Though 
all should deny Him, he would not: he had said 
he would go to prison and to death for Him, 
but never deny Him. Full of self confidence, 
which is often the secret of backsliding, he says 
he will never deny H i m ; but he was sleeping 
when he ought to have been praying, he was 
cutting off the servant's ear when he ought to 
have been quiet, he forsook Christ and fled when 
he should have been near Him, and, though 

he went into the palace of the high priest after
wards (it was John took him in), he did not get 
there by clinging to Christ, and a little servant 
girl can make him afraid and deny that he ever 
knew his blessed Lord. 

" Thou aho wast with Jesus " she says. 
11 "Woman, I know him not," replies Peter. 
Then another said, " Thou art also of them." 
And Peter said, " Man, I am not." 
But soon a third urges, " Did I not see thee in 

the garden with him ? " and then Peter began to 
curse and to swear, saying, u I know not this 
man of whom ye speak." 

Terrible picture of our weakness when away 
from God! "Within ear-shot of Jesus he can 
turn round and deny that he ever knew Him. 
And Jesus heard it and turned round and looked 
at him. "You do not know me, P e t e r ? " 
That was what that look said. "You do not 
know me." 

What kind of a look do you think the Lord 
gave Peter ? Was it a withering look of scorn 
and contempt ? did it say, " Miscreant, liar," in 
its glance ? He deserved that it should, but oh 
no ! it waB a look of broken-hearted love. Of 
love so tender and strong. A look that said, 
111 love you still, Peter, if you do not know Me. 
I know, I love you." And Peter went out and 
wept bitterly. 

I do not wonder that he wept bitterly. The 
grace of the heart that he had wounded broke 
him down, and then afterwards we are told 
of the Lord's meeting and restoring this back
sliding one. He appeared to Simon after His 
resurrection. The fact is recorded, but did you 
ever wonder hoiu He restored him ? Did you 
ever wonder what passed between the Lord and 
Peter that day ? He does not tell us. We only 
know the fact. The Lord does not tell out all 
that goes on between a soul and Himself. He 
not only restores Peter, but He brings him to 
judge the thing that led him away, and then He 
trusts him again. The backslider never gets 
right with God till he has it all out with Him. 
When you get back, and judge the point of de
parture, then he restoreth the soul. The Lord 
does what we never do. We say, " I could never 
trust so and so again, after what has passed." 
The Lord shows out to all how He can trust 
Peter after He has made him judge himself. 

On the shore of Galilee's lake the Lord pub
licly restores Peter. First of all He says, 
uLovest thou Me more than t h e s e ? " Not 
more than these fishes, but Peter had said that 
though all should deny Him he would not. 
Peter, using a word which implies more than 
love in general, answers, " Yea, Lord, Thou 
knowest that I have a special affection for 
Thee." 

A second time He asks him, and a second 



DECISION Ft 

time Peter answers, " Yea, Lord, Thou knoweBt 
that I have a special affection for Thee." 

And now a third time the Lord puts the ques
tion. Three times Peter had denied Him, three 
times He interrogates him ; and this third time 
He uses Peter's own words, u Hast thou a special 
affection for Me ? n and this time Peter flings 
back the door of his heart and says, Lord, look 
in. " Thou knowest all things; Thou knowest 
that I have a special affection for Thee." No 
one else would think I love Thee, but Thou 
knowest; no one else could believe it possible 
but Thou. The Lord seems to say, " Now, 
Peter, you take care of what I love best. I will 
put into your care that which is dearest to Me. 
4 Feed My lambs,' ' Shepherd My sheep,' ' Feed 
My sheep,' I can trust you now, that you dis
trust yourself." That is how the Lord restores, 
and gives back confidence. May He thus 
restore you this moment, oh wandering one ! 

Now turn and look at these two young people 
who say they will go up with Naomi. Naomi 
does get back to the land, but on the road see 
the mischief she does—the irreparable eternal 
mischief. Oh, backsliding one, if restored, be
ware how you again slip away from the Lord, 
lest you be the cause of everlasting ruin to some 
other soul or souls under your very roofl I 
charge Naomi solemnly with being the cause of 
Orpah's everlasting ruin. There is nothing so 
terrible as backsliding, nothing so disastrous as 
slipping away from the Lord. 

Both these two young people had passed 
through the same sorrow, were in the same 
circumstances, under the same influences, and 
with the same testimony before them; for Naomi 
must have unfolded something of God to them, 
to make Bath speak as she does afterwards. 
Orpah thus had the same opportunities, the same 
privileges, the same advantages as Buth, and at 
first they turn their backs on the world together. 
These two seriously mean to leave i t ; and I 
doubt not, beloved unsaved soul, you too have 
had your moments of serious thought; you have 
had your moments of conviction, have you not? 
Have you never trembled as you heard the 
preacher reason of righteousness, temperance, 
and judgment to come ? You know you have. 
But have you decided for Christ? No doubt 
you have said, " I t is better to be a Christian 
than not to be one." Your sins have come up 
before you, and you have trembled as you 
thought you must some day have to do with God, 
and you have felt afraid of the judgment to come. 

But perhaps you say, " I have had no convic
tions, no anxiety, no fear for the future or 
thought about my soul and God." Do you say 
that ? Ah 1 then, my careless, Christless friend, 
there are days ot hopeless sorrow before you; 
days of terrible conviction, days of fearful 
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anxiety, days of agony and remorse, and terror 
unspeakable ; but where ? In the place where 
hope never comes! when anxiety, and convic
tions, and sorrow, and remorse come all too 
late. Oh, that you may be aroused, awakened, 
convicted now, my unsaved readers ; now while 
you have still time to decide for Christ. 

I t may be with some of you that deep sorrow 
has been known in your heart : death has 
knocked, not at your door, bat at the door of 
one you deeply loved ; and as that one has been 
taken from you you have felt, " How would it 
have been had I been called away like that ? " 
Ah I what would it be if you died now ? 

Young man, what would the issue be if you 
died this moment in the state in which you now 
are ? Where would yon spend your eternity— 
your long, your endless eternity ? 

Hoary old man, grown old in forgetfulness of 
God, grown grey in rejection of Christ, with all 
your sins still upon you, if God called you away 
at this very moment, where would you spend 
your eternity ? 

Young woman, so gay and thoughtless, think
ing only of the world, caring only for pleasure, 
with no thought of Christ, unwashed, unfor-
given, if God were to cut you down now, where 
you read this, where would you go to spend this 
endless eternity that is before you ? I t is high 
time you were converted ! Oh, turn round to 
Jesus, your sins shall all be forgiven ; you shall 
taste the blessedness of knowing the Lord. I t 
is better far to belong to Him, happier far to be 
numbered among *' His owTn; " and could you 
have a moment better than the present to 
accept Him as your Saviour ? Could you have 
a more important moment than this moment, 
in which to decide for Christ. Impossible ! He 
loves you and wants to save you. His name, 
Jesus (i.e. Jehovah, the Saviour), may well in
vite your trust; but put it off, put it off till 
to-morrow, and what shall then be ? God knows. 

But a few days since I was called to see one 
who had been the day before in life and health: 
in six hours she was a corpse: and, friend, it 
may be so with you to-morrow, or even to-day, 
and what do you think it would be to die in 
your sins ? Think! think! I warn you ; be 
warned in t ime! Have you no care for your 
precious soul; no anxiety to flee from the wrath 
to come; no desire to be with God's beloved 
Son by-and-by ? Oh would you not like to 
know that your sins are all forgiven ? would you 
not like to be found among the ransomed of the 
Lord, by-and-by ? would you not like that your 
voice should swell that chorus of praise to the 
One who died to save you ? would you not like 
to be there in that scene of life and glory ?— 
Oh, decide then, DECIDE NOW, DECIDE FOB 
CHBIST. 



THE SEED SOWN. 
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T H E 

IN the midst of a wide desert that was under 
the power of a very wicked prince (1) ,* was 
a tiny plot of ground belonging to another 

owner, a great Mng who lived far away. In 
point of fact, the whole desert was really his, 
but at this time the only part over which he 
asserted his rights, was that of which we are 
speaking. Although this plot of ground was 
so small, and in the midst of an enemy's 
country, it was an object of the greatest interest 
to the king. 

I cannot tell you all the trouble he took with 

SEED SOWN. 
was when he saw the weeds coming up; for 
they grew and throve, although the soil was 
not only excessively poor, consisting of nothing 
but the common yellow sand of the desert, 
but also very thin, with nothing beneath but 
the solid rock. At length even the king him
self said he had done all he could for it, 
and that in its present state it was utterly 
worthless ( 5 ) . 

Just at this time, however, it happened that 
some new seed had been dis
covered of wonderful growing 

THE 
GOBPEL SEED. 

" The King sent a Sower." 
it. The soil was now utterly barren, and pro
duced nothing but crops of weeds, though 
there was a tradition that a long time ago it 
once had been very good ( 2 ) . For thousands 
of years the king had sent his best gardeners 
with orders to fence it, dig it, and use every 
effort to make it fertile (3). They did what 

MANTBTBDAND they could, but all in vain. 
FOUND WANTING. "Whenever the king passed 

that way, expecting to see some result for the 
labour that had been expended on it, he found 
nothing (*), except a most luxuriant crop of 
weeds, of which the land, desert sand as it was, 
always produced a great abundance. We can 
well understand how rejoiced the wicked prince 

properties, which, ix properly managed, would 
produce fine trees ( 6 ) . 

Even this seed, however, required better soil 
than that in the little desert plot; so as the 
king was determined to give it a fair trial, at 
an immense expense he sent a body of men to 
the spot, with orders thoroughly to break up 
the rook that lay underneath. Being fully 

THE HEART supplied with suitable tooU% 
pnEPABED. they set to work with a good 

will, and by means of blasting, and hammering, 
they succeeded in breaking the rock into small 
pieces (7), and this, when mixed with the 

* A reference text should be found for the words 
preceding each number in brackets. 
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sandy ground above, formed a sufficient soil 
for the seed to grow in. 

The plot having now been prepared, the king 
sent a sower with a basketful of the precious 
seed (8). A3 he sowed it broadcast, some 
fell on the de3ert near, some fell on pieces of 

THE SEED SOWN, the rock, some amongst the 
thorns that were still growing near the edge 
of the plot, while some fell on the prepared 
soil. 

The history of the first three is quickly told. 
THEDEviii, That which fell on the hard 
THE FLESH, sand of the desert was soon 

AND THE WOULD. p i c k e d u p b y t r o o p g o f hungry 
birds; some of the seeds which fell into cre
vices on the rocks actually managed to spring 
up for a little while, but having no real soil to 
grow in, were soon scorched by the hot sun (9) 
of the desert. Those which fell into the thorns 
also sprang up, and might have proved strong 

T H E N E W 

B Y A. T. SCI 

WHAT God has revealed to us as to the new 
Jerusalem, our eternal home, is but very 
little studied in comparison with the 

intense interest it surely should have for every 
one of us. Even on earth we sing " There is no 
place like home," and to it our thoughts ever 
turn in all our wanderings. How much more, 
then, should our hearts enjoy the consideration 
of our eternal home ; that Jerusalem of which 
Bernard wrote so long ago :— 

" With jasper glow thy bulwarks, thy streets with emer
alds blaze." 

The sardiii8 and the topaz, unite in them their rays; 
Thine ageless walls are bordered with amethyst un

priced ; 
Thy saints build up its fabric, and the corner stone is 

Christ. 
Jerusalem the glorious! The glory of the elect! 
O dear and future vision our eager hearts expect: 
E'en now by faith I see thee: e'en here thy walls discern : 
To thee my thoughts are kindled, and strive, and pant, 

and yearn. 
Somehow I think that this subject was more 

thought of in other days than now; for it is but 
seldom one hears the heavenly Jerusalem spoken 
of, and certainly very rarely with that heart -
longing that a contemplation oi its glories must 
raise. Let us consider a little the well-known 
passage that describes them. 

THE OITY. 

In Rev. xxi. 9, we find that the heavenly 
Jerusalem is itself the Bride, the lamb's wife. 
This city, therefore, really is not BO much 

and vigorous plants had it not been for these 
tall weeds on every side, which, shutting out 
every breath of air and sunshine, choked the 
good seed, so that it too withered away. Thus 
three-fourths of it came to nothing; and 
greatly was the prince delighted, when a few 
days after he came to look at the plot he so 
greatly coveted for his own, to find that again 
apparently all the king's efforts had been 
thrown away, and that no result had come of 
all the sowing. He was much pleased as he 
noticed the footprints of the birds around, the 
withered stalks, lying on the bare sun-burnt 
rock, and the tall thorns still flourishing as if 
they could grow anywhere. He carefully sur
veyed the good ground, but even his keen eye 
could not see where one tiny seed was just 
hiding its head beneath a little piece of earth, 
waiting for him to go, before it pushed itself 
up, up into the air and sunshine. 

JERUSALEM. 
[OFIELD, M.JD. 

I the abode of the saints (though it is that) 
as the saints themselves. Where inhabitants 
are spoken of, they are probably the saints 
looked at as individuals. This city is divine in 
its origin, it comes from God; it is also heavenly 
in its character, not being situated on earth like 
the Jewish city, but being placed in the heavens 
over it, so that it has the appearance of coming 
down out of heaven. It will probably be over 

I the earthly Jerusalem to which it will give light 
I and glory (compare Isaiah iv. 5). I t is clothed 

with the glory of God, according to Eph. i. 18 ; 
ii. 7. Although it is the Bride of the Lamb that 
John sees, it is as a city he describes it, this 
being its appearance to the earth below. We 
are destined to know the deepest affections of 
Christ as His Bride, but to the world we shall 
be the centre of heavenly rule, transmitting the 
glory and power of our Lord to the furthest 
parts of the redeemed world, and thus giving a 
deeper and fuller meaning to 1. Cor. xi. 7, " for 
the woman is the glory of the man." 

A TRANSPARENT CUBE. 

This city is further described by the apostle 
as a perfectly transparent cube, 1,500 miles in 
in every direction, having the glory and bril
liancy of gold, and the crystal clearness of glass 
or jasper ; a most beautiful figure as we shall 
see when we consider the city as a light bearer 
to the earth. This oity is secure, she has a 

I great and high wall (a symbol only), and twelve 

Ifkin: Truths for gmma BsUsxws* 
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gates, or peats of judgment, of which angels are 
the door-keepers (See also Heb. ii., and 1 Cor. 
vi. 3), and at each of which a Jewish tribe is 
judged according to the Lord's words in Matt. 
xix. 28, "Ye also shall sit upon twelve thrones, i 
judging the twelve tribes cf Israel." (See also 
Luke xxii. 30.) The foundations of this glori
ous city are the twelve apostles of the Lamb 
according to Eph. ii. 20. Such is the new and 
heavenly capital of the government of God. It I 
is vast, as we have seen, and perfect, as shown 
by the figure of a cube. The foundations are I 
precious stones, (that part most 6een from the j 
earth) showing all the varied glories of Christ, j 

CREATION, GRACE AND GLORY. 

We get these glories figured by precious stones 
three times in Scripture. We find His glories | 
shown in creation, in Ezek. xxviii. 13. We I 
get the varied glories in grace in the high priest's 
breastplate, and we get them all in glory here. 
The pure white light of Christ's glory is thus 
split up by the media through which it passes 
into its varied characteristics, as displayed 
amongst, and apprehended by, men. 

This city differs from the earthly one in 
having no temple, for the all-pervading presence j 
of the Lord God Almighty, and the Lamb is j 
there. Before passing on to consider it as a I 
light-bearer we may here quote some beautiful I 
words on this passage by another : " The wall 
which secured this city was the divine glory. 
As it is written of the earthly Jerusalem, salva
tion hath God appointed for walls and bulwarks. 
The city was formed—in divine righteousness 
and holiness—gold transparent as glass. That 
which was by the word wrought in and applied 
to men below, now, was the very nature of the 
whole place (See Eph. iv. 24). The gates have 
the moral beauty which attracted Christ in the I 
Church (See Matt, xiii.), and that is a glorious i 
way. That on which men walked, instead of j 
bringing danger of defilements, was itself right- i 
eous and holy; the streets were gold, transpar- ! 
ent as glass.'' Such, then, is the general glori- , 
ous aspect of our future home. j 

THE CITY A LIGHT-BEARER. I 

Now let us see what is the object and purport 
of this vast city. A consideration of its con
struction will at once prepare us for the answer. 
It is a crystal cube, having in it the seat and 
centre of glory of God and of the Lamb (xxii. 3). 
Every ray, therefore, of the divine glory to reach 
this earth, must pass through this transparent 
cube. It is, therefore, plain that every ray this 
city gives of light and glory to the earth, comes 
from Christ alone, though it is all transmitted I 
through the saints who will then form (not alas, 

now !) a perfectly transparent medium : they 
enjoy direct light, the earth transmitted light. 
"What a joy to think that wTe are then no longer 
to hinder and turn aside the light, as too often 
now, but perfectly to fulfil our high destiny of 
being light-bearer of the glory of the Lamb. 

CHRIST IN US, AND GOD IN CHRIST. 

Then will be fulfilled in all its prefection the 
wonderful thought of John xvii. 23, when Christ 
will be in us, and God in Christ, so that all the 
glory of God is seen in the person of Christ who 
deigns thus to use His people, His beloved 
Church to transmit these glories to the redeemed 
earth. There will be no night there, the gates 
need not be Bhut, for no defence against evil is 
needed ; this glorious object being unlike so 
much that which has been established by God 
on earth, and soon invaded by evil and deceit; 
for " nought that defileth " shall even enter into 
it. All that have a place in the city are depend
ent on pure grace alone : the Lamb's book of life 
is the register which will determine whether 
you or I shall ever gaze upon its glories. Thanks 
be to God the answer is certain and sure for the 
feeblest believer. 

PARADISE REGAINED. 

In this wonderful panorama, we get again, in 
all their divine perfection, those things from 
which man was shut out in the earthly paradise, 
here reappearing in the paradise of God. This 
city is the source of the river of blessing; the 
tree of life grows there, its fruit doubtless for 
the inhabitants of the city, its leaves, bestowed 
in grace to the nations for their healing. God 
and the Lamb, now united in glory, have their 
throne in the city, and those who compose it 
are their happy servants, God's glory being seen 
in the Lamb, we get but one God, hence 
" they shall serve Him" and they shall see His 
face." They, too, like the Lamb (xi. 15), shall 
reign for ever and ever. Beloved reader, gazo 
as much as your longing eyes can bear on this 
glorious spectacle of our happy home on high, 
and then just quietly ponder all that these images 
mean. 

OUR POSITION IN IT. 

From them we gather that we shall have our 
home in the immediate presence of Christ, whose 
face we shall ever see, that we shall be used to 
transmit His glories to the millennial earth, 
over which we shall reign with Him, that we 
shall be constantly employed in His service, 
thus being in the relation of servants to Him, 
though iu that of kings to all beside. "We shall 
be secure from all evil; none of the dofiling 
influences that will be seen on earth towards 
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the close of the millennium will ever mar our 
ceaseless joy. For all this we shall have a full 
capacity of enjoyment, never checked by any 
change of circumstances or of state within or 
without. Death, sorrow, pain, will be all for
gotten words, save as they remind us, as we 
gaze on His still pierced hands, of the mighty 
cost which has secured to us all these endless 
joys. Oh, how the heart longs and sighs for 
the realisation of those glorious scenes. How
ever, thanks be to God, they are all secure; and 
as surely, beloved reader, as your eyes scan 
these lines, shall you behold the King in His 
beauty, and enjoy to the full those realms of 
bliss we have been so feebly considering. 

N E V E R FADING BEAUTY. 

One word more, and we have done. In the 
first four verses of Eev. xxi. we find another 
glorious fact. I n the new heavens and new 
earth succeeding the millennium, when all sin 
is for ever done away; when satan has been 
cast into the lake of fire to deceive no more—in 
the eternal state, our glorious home remains 
unchanged, and is seen descending from out of 
heaven as fresh and beauteous as at the begin
ning of the millennium in verse 10. It may 
seem strange to some that verse 10 should really 
date before verse 2. The explanation is that 

the first eight verses of this chapter close the 
subject of chapter xx., and in verse 9 a new 
scene opens in which the angel describes to John 
the appearance of a new Jerusalem during the 
millennium. 

Too briefly have we considered it, but let not 
its glories be forgotten when this short article is 
laid aside, but let it be the means of awakening 
new and lasting desires for the moment when 
faith shall be changed to sight, and prayer to 
to praise. 

Jerusalem the golden, "with milk and honey blest, 
Beneath thy contemplation sink heart and voice op

pressed, 
And when I fain would sing them, my spirit fails and 

faints, 
And vainly would it image, the assembly of the saints. 

They stand, those walls of Zion, all jubilant with song, 
And bright with many an angel, and all the martyr throng. 
The Prince is ever with them, the daylight is serene ; 
The pastures of the blessed are decked in golden sheen. 

There is the throne of David, and there from care released 
The song of them that triumph, the shout of them that 

feast ; 
And they who with their leader have conquered in the fight 
For ever and for ever are clad in robes of white. 

O fields that know no sorrow! 0 state that fears no strife ! 
O princely bowers! 0 land of flow'rs! O realm and home 

of life. 
Thy loveliness oppresses all human thought and heart; 
And none on earth, O Zion, can sing thee as thou art. 

L O V E G R E A T , AND P U R E , AND TF^UE. 
11 The love of Christ, which passeth knowledge." 

0 NEVER could the human heart 
Conceive a love so great 

As that displayed by Jesus Christ, 
Who stooped to man's estate, 

To bear his sin, to bear his woe, 
And suffer in his stead ; 

For man—0 miracle of love! 
For guilty man He bled 1 

0 never could the human heart 
Conceive a love so imrc 

AB that which brought the Son of God 
Man's judgment to endure. 

Ah, yeB ! for man He bled—He died, 
Eebellious, guilty man ; 

Sure no such love has e'er been known 
Since time its course began I 

0 never could the human heart 
Conceive a love so true 

As that which man's unrighteousness 
From Christ the Saviour drew ; 

For though it cost His precious blood 
To save the guilty soul, v 

He gave His life—He gave His a l l ; 
"What love unspeakable! 

O may such wondrous love exert 
Its mighty power in m e ; 

May I, the saved, at such a price, 
Live only, Lord, to Thee; 

Thy witness in this dark, dark world, 
Thy name to glorify, 

Till Thou shalt place the crown on me 
In yon bright courts on high. 

That crown of life Thy blood hath won 
For all who look to Thee ; 

That crown of glory, crown of joy, 
Thy gifts so large and free. 

Once in the distance, now brought nigh, 
Accepted, loved, forgiven; 

Ah, mine shall be the sweetest praise 
In all the courts of heaven ! 

A. M. 
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Wow DID T H E E A R L Y CHRISTIANS M E E T F O R W O R S H I P ? 

O C K I P T U K E alone shall be our guide. 
L j t»De firs* place, let us consider what those 

who were " in Christ," that is, who were 
united to Him by a living faith, were called— 
" holy brethren "—and, as 6uch, " having bold
ness to enter the holy place"—i.e., into the 
presence of God, so as to hold intimate commu
nion with Him. (Heb. in. 1 ; x. 19). Unlike 
the firBt sanctuary, God's temple, God's house, 
in this dispensation of grace, is built of living 
materials—"living stone, a spiritual house, a 
holy priesthood "—whose high privilege is " t o 
offer up spiritual sacrifices, acceptable to God 
through Jesus Christ." (Heb. iii. 6 ; 1 Pet. ii. 5). 
If we study chapters xii. and xiv. of the First 
Epistles to the Corinthians, we shall see how 
the different gifts then conferred on believers 
were to be exercised. While what we would 
call the miraculous gifts were but for a time, 
" the greater gifts " (such as teaching in the 
assembly for edification) were meant to be per
manent. The various members of the one true 
body are told to aim at such. (Ch. xii. 31, 
B. V.) When Christians met for worship, 
" the men" were to pray. (See 1 Tim. ii. 8, 
E. V.) Each man (not necessarily an elder, 
whether bishop [or overseer], pastor, or deacon) 
would pray as moved by the Holy Spirit, who 
would be the ruler in every assembly, so that 
God's order (not man's) should be carried out, 
otherwise the Spirit would be "gr ieved" or 
" quenched." (Rom. viii. 26, 27; 1 Cor. xiv. 
40 ; Eph. iv. 30; 1 Thess. v. 19.) 

To imitate the early Christians then, believers 
should come together in any place " upon the 
first day of the week to break bread" (Acts xx. 
7), in accordance with the Lord's command : 

This do in remembrance of Me." (Luke xxii. 
19; 1 Cor. xi. 24.) It was considered a very 
important part in their priestly service ; the 
apostle Paul, after a special revelation from the 
Lord Himself on the subject, writing thus: 
" As often as ye eat this [symbolical] bread, and 
drink this cup, ye proclaim the Lord's death till 
He come." (1 Cor. xi. 26.) 

Believers are surely out of place mixed up 
with mere professors in congregations, where 
their mouths are closed as regards rendering 
petitions or leading in prayer. Does it not 
show that they do not realise their priesthood, 
their high privilege of offering, as priests, 
acceptable prayer and praise through their 
great High Priest in heaven (Rev. i. 6; Heb. iv. 
16; viii. 3, 4 ; xiii. 15) ? that they prefer to 
remain in babyhood, as it were, instead of 
aiming to be perfect men in Christ, capable of 
exhorting one another in the assembly, and so 
building themselves up ? (Col. i. 28 ; Heb. x. 
25; Jude xx.) 

In connection with this subject, the Apostle 
Peter's words might well be taken to heart and 
pondered: " According as each hath received a 
gift, ministering it among yourselves as good 
stewards of the grace of God; if any man 
speaketh, speaking as it were oracles of God 
(as taught by God what to say); if any man 
ministereth, ministering as of the strength 
which God supplieth. that in all things God 
may be glorified through Jesus Christ, whose* 
is the glory and dominion for ever and ever. 
Amen." (1 Eph. iv. 10, 11.) 

R. H. W. 

* The exalted Redeemer shares equally in the worship 
of God the Creator. (See Rev. iv. 11; v. 13.) 

This IfiJgtfim's ^rag^sss ami its Teachings* 
T H E R O O M F U L L O F DUST. 

< < Y17HEN he took him by the hand and led 
JJ him into a very large parlour that was 

full of dust, because never swept," &c. 
Here we find that it is not enough to have 

come to the House of the Interpreter, but that 
in order to see the wonders of the house, the 

BY ROBERT MCKILLIAM, M.D. 

Interpreter must be permitted to take our hand 
and lead us. In a former lecture we noticed 
that the church can never be in any sense 
worthy of its name and position unless it be 
truly and practically the House of God the 
Holy Ghost. It is the indwelling and abiding 
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of the Spirit that alone can make the church, 
or any assembly of the church, even in 
measure, what God proposed. Noiu we have 
another truth, that not only must the Holy 
Spirit abide in the House, but if there is to be 
at any time true teaching, He must take us in 
hand and lead us onward. 

No truth, however simple, has ever been 
truly learned by a child of God unless it is 
Spirt-taught. Alas! we are so apt to forget 
this. In our privite study of the word, or in 
our meetings of assembly, do we know that 
only the Holy Ghost can reveal truth to our 
hearts, or make up into fresh power truth al
ready made known to us ? Were this always 
granted, how humbly would we take our places, 
and how expectantly look to Him alone to take 
us and lead us into " all the truth." Be 
assured, my young friends, that in order to be 
taught, we must not only alloiu the truth that 
H e alone can teach us, but we must also I 
expectantly yield ourselves to Him at the 
moment to be thus taught. I t is the Interpre
ter 's delight " t o talk of the things of Christ, 
and show to us." " He led him into a very 
large parlour." 

Yes, the human heart seems to us a very 
little thing, but how great it is : " He hath set 
the world in their heart." (Eccl. iii. 11.) Think 
what ambitions, what loves and hates have 
filled the heart of man! Hell and its demon 
legions have found room to dwell there. Ay, 
and the Infinite God, whom the "heaven of 
heavens cannot contain," can dwell in the heart 
of a lowly, contrite man—mystery of mysteries. 
The biggest thing in the universe is the loving 
heart of a true Christian. My brother, see to 
it, that your heart is big enough for God. For 
God to come and dwell in the human 
heart, however, it must be cleansed. Though 
the saved sinner has been, in the very 
moment he came to Jesus, purified by the 
blood of Christ, and he is then and there recog
nized as a child of God, it does not follow that 
he will find his heart at once cleansed from sin. 
On the contrary, one of the first truths the Holy 
Ghost teaches a true child of God is this, that he 
is full of Bin. No one really knows this who 
has not come to the Interpreter's House. Men 
say so; they call themselves " miserable sinners " 
in form of words, but their hearts have not been 

seen by them, as foul and full of sin, unless the 
Holy Spirit has revealed them to themselves as 
He alone can. 

It is because many young believers are ignor
ant of this, that soon after the first joy of their 
conversion, they are plunged into grief again on 
the discovery, to them, of the exceeding sinful
ness of their own hearts. 

It is well to know that here, too, the Interpre
ter is doing His blessed work, and opening up to 
them, in the light of God, the truth about 
themselves. 

This little picture opens up to us, in a most 
masterly way, the meaning of the vii. and 
viii. chapters of Eomans. 

First we have the unsiuept room. In a child 
of God this must not be. The Christian must 
be practically taught that the dust of all the ages 
is there—that all the filth that ever was in the 
heart of Adam is here too. Surely it needs 
God's Spirit to convince us of this. I am well 
sure that no one at any time has truly felt and 
confessed this, save one taught of the Spirit. 
Christians must not only know it but be u well-
nigh choked with the dust." Paul must become 
so wretched in the knowledge that he too shall 

I cry out,(i Oh, wretched man that I am.'* 
The Interpreter called for a man to sweep. 

There is nothing in Eom. vii. of the work in an 
unsaved soul. Towards such, God's holy law 
has its place. 

In 1 Tim. i. 9 we find it restraining or inflicting 
I its penalty in this sphere; but, in Eom. vii., we 
I have it in the heart of a child of God, doing its 

work at the bidding and under the control, so to 
speak, of the Holy Ghost. This is clearly the 
teaching of the passage. I t is thus empowered 
by the Spirit of God to wake up all the activities 
of sin in the members of a truly saved man, that 
he may know not only his sinfulness but 
that IN HIMSELF there is not life enough to meet 
the condition of sinfulness which the law shows. 
The spark of life which he may at first have felt 
within is Boon (so far as conscious feeling is 
concerned) extinguished under such circum
stances. " I was alive without the law once, 
but when the commandment came, sin revived 
and I died." (Eomans vii., 9,10,11.) Well for us 
that the true source of our life is more than the 
conscious experience of it—that the eternal life 
which is ours in Christ, is none other save our 



HISTORY AND LABOURS OF THE APOSTLE PAUL. 

blessed Lord Himself; and praise Him 1 praise 
Him that He hath said, "Because I live ye 
shall live also." 

It is well that the Interpreter does not guide 
merely unto truth, but unto all truth. It were 
sad, indeed, if we knew only our sin and our 
incapacity. As He takes us by the hand and 
leads us onward, we are led sooner or later into 
the path of victory, and know something of the 
cleansed heart. The secret is simple enough to 
those to whom the Holy Ghost has revealed it. 
The Gospel in the power of the Spirit, and the 
Gospel alone, can subdue sin. Oh, the blessed 

ISTORY AND LABOURS 

E have seen in former papers that, when . 
Paul started on his second missionary 
tour, and when the difference of judg

ment as to taking Mark with them had led 
Barnabas to sever himself from Paul, God found 
for him another companion. 

TIMOTHEUS, or Timothy, was the son of one of 
those mixed marriages, which have ever been 
strongly condemned both in the Old and in the 
New Testament. His father was a Gentile, but 
his name is never mentioned ; his mother was a 
pious Jewess. From the absence of any refer
ence to the father, either in the Acts or in the 
Epistles, it has been supposed that he may have 
died soon after the child was born. Timothy was 
evidently left in infancy to the sole care of his 
mother Eunice and his grandmother Lois, who 
taught him from a child to know the holy scrip
tures. And from the many allusions in Paul's 
Epistles to the tenderness, the sensitiveness, and 
the tears of his beloved son in the faith, we may 
believe that he retained through life the early 
impressions of that gentle, loving, holy, house
hold. Paul's wonderful love for Timothy, and 
his tender recollections of his home at Lystra, 
and his early training there, have dictated some 
of the most touching passages in the writings of 
the great apostle. When an old man—in prison, 
in want, and martyrdom before him—he writes, 
41 To Timothy, my dearly beloved son: grace, 
mercy, and peaoe, from God the Father and 
Christ Jesus our Lord. I thank God, whom I 
erve from my forefathers with pure conscience, 
that without ceasing I have remembrance of thee 
in my prayers night and day : greatly desiring to 
see thee, being mindful of thy tears, that I may 
be filled with joy ; when I call to remembrance 
the unfeigned faith that is in thee, which dweat 

good and glad tidings ! We are much too afraid 
of them. They are so good and so gladsome 
that with our hearts so full of dust, and with 
the stern law so fiercely and yet so helplessly 
at work with us, we think it almost dreadful to 
believe that God can quite mean what He says 
nevertheless, when we do believe in Him and in 
His every word, there is the power of God, and 
sin is vanquished ; thus also the Gospel makes 
way for the King that He may dwell in a 
prepared heart. That it may be so to all of you 
in the New Year we have just entered is my 
earnest prayer. 

O P T H E A P O S T L E r \AUL. 

, first in thy grandmother Lois, and thy mother 
Eunice : and I am persuaded that in thee also." 
(2 Tim. i. 2-5.) He urges, and repeats his urgent 
invitation to Timothy to come and see him. " Do 
thy diligence to come shortly unto me"—"to come 
before winter." We may be permitted to believe, 
that a son so tenderly loved, was allowed to arrive 
in time to soothe the last hours of his father in 
Christ, to receive his last counsel and blessing, and 
to witness him finish his course with joy. 

SILAS, or Silvanus, first comes before us as a 
i teacher in the church at Jerusalem ! and probably 

he was both a Hellenist and a Roman citizen like 
Paul himself. (Acts xvi. 37.) He was appointed 
as a delegate to accompany Paul and Barnabas 
on their return to Autioch with the decrees of 
the council. But as many details both in the 
life of Timothy and of Silas will naturally come 
before us in tracing the path of the apostle, we 
need say nothing more of either at present. We 
will now proceed with the journey. 

Paul and Silas, with their new companion, go 
through the cities, enjoining them to keep the 
decrees ordained by the apostles and elders at 
Jerusalem. The decrees were left with the 
churches, so that the Jews had the decision 
of Jerusalem itself, that the law was not binding 
on the Gentiles. After visiting and confirming 
the churches already planted in Syria and Oilicia, 
they proceeded to Phrygia and Galatia. They 
travelled " throughout Phrygia and the region of 
Galatia." Here we pause for a moment and 
wonder as we transcribe Buch words as these, 
" throughout Phrygia and the region of Galatia." 
Phrygia and Galatia were not towns merely, but 
provinces, or large districts of country. And yet 
the sacred historian only uses these few words in 

I recording the great work done there. How differ-
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ent is the condensed energy of the Spirit, from 
the inflated style of man! We learn from Nean-
der's history, that in Phrygia alone, in the sixth 
century, there were sixty-two towns. And it 
would appear that Paul and those who were with 
him had gone through all then existing. 

The same remarks as to labour would apply to 
Galatia. And we learn from Paul's Epistle to 
the Galatians, that at this very time he was 
suffering in body. "Ye know how through infir
mity of the flesh I preached the gospel unto you 
at the first." But the power of his preaching so 
strikingly contrasted with the infirmity of his flesh 
that the Galatians were moved even to extrava
gance in sympathy and generous feeling. " And 
my temptation which was in my flesh ye despised 
not, nor rejected ; but received me as an angel of 
God, even as Christ Jesus. Where is then the 
blessedness ye speak of ? for I bear you record, 
that, if it had been possible, ye would have 
plucked out your own eyes and have given them 
tome." (Chap. iv. 13-15.) We learn from history 
that the Galatians were Celtic in their origin, 
impulsive and changeable in their character. 
The whole Epistle is a sorrowful illustration of 
their instability, and of the sad effects of the Juda-
izing element amongst them. " I marvel," says 
Paul, " t ha t ye are so soon removed from him 
that called you into the grace of Christ unto 
another gospel, which is not another ; but there 
be some that trouble you, and would pervert the 
gospel of Christ." But to return to the history 
in the Acts. 

The character and effects of Paul's ministry, as 
related in Chapters xvi.-xx., are truly marvellous. 
They must ever stand alone on the page of all 
history. Every servant of Christ, and especially 
the preacher, should study them most carefully 
and read them frequently. " The vessel of the 
Spirit," as one has beautifully said, " shines with 
a heavenly light throughout the whole work of 
the gospel; he condescends at Jerusalem ; thund
ers in Galatia when souls are being perverted ; 
leads the disciples to decide for the liberty of the 
Gentiles, and uses all liberty himself to be as a 
Jew to the Jews, and as without law to those 
who had no law, but always subject to Christ. 
He was also ' void of offence.' Nothing within 
hindered his communion with God, whence he 
drew his strength to be faithful among men. He 
could say—and none but he—* Be ye imitators 
of me as I am of Christ.' Thus also he could say, 'I 
endure all things for the elect's sake, that they 
may obtain the salvation which is in Christ Jesus 
with eternal glory.' " 

The way of the Spirit with the apostle in these 
chapters is also remarkable. He alone directs 
him in his wonderful course, and sustains him 
amidst many trials and opposing circumstances. 
For example, He forbids Paul to preach the word 
in Asia—He will not suffer him to go into Bithy 
nia, but directs him by a vision of the night to 
go into Macedonia. " And a vision appeared to 
Paul in the night. There stood a man of Mace
donia, and prayed him, saying, Come over into 
Macedonia and help us. And after he had seen 
the vision, immediately we endeavoured to go 
into Macedonia, assuredly gathering that the 
Lord had called us for to preach the gospel unto 
them. Therefore, loosing from Troas, we came 
with a straight course to Samothracia, and the 
next day to Neapolis. And from thence to Phil-
ippi, which is the chief city of that part of Mace
donia, and a colony." Chapter xvi. 9-12. 

PAUL CARRIES THE GOSPEL INTO EUROPE. 

This marks a distinct epoch in the history of 
the church—the history of Paul, and the progress 
of Christianity. Paul and his companions now 
carry the gospel into Europe. And here we may 
be forgiven if we rest for a moment and recall 
the many interesting historical associations of 
Macedonian conquerors and conquests ; and to 
dwell a little on the plain of Philippi, famous 
also in Eoman history. Here the great struggle 
between the republic and the empire was ter
minated. To Commemorate that event Augus
tus founded a colony at Philippi. This was the 
first city at which Paul arrived on his entrance 
into Europe. I t is called " the chief city of that 
part of Macedonia, and a colony." A Roman 
colony, we are told, was characteristically a min
iature resemblance of Rome ; and Philippi was 
more fit than any other in the empire to be con
sidered the representative of Imperial Rome. 

To many of our young and inquiring readers, 
this short digression, we feel sure, will not be 
uninteresting. Besides, a knowledge of such his
tories is useful to the student of prophecy, as 
they are the fulfilment of Daniel's visions, 
especially of Chapter vii. The city of Philippi 
was itself the monument of the rising power of 
Greece, that was to crush the declining power of 
Persia. Alexander the Great, son of Philip, was 
the conqueror of the great king Darius : when 
the "Leopard" of Greece overcame the " Bear" 
of Persia. 

1 » i 

THE believer has rest to his soul in proportion 
as he brings himself into the scene of Christ and 

I His cross. 
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Central Africa.—Widespread will "be the 
sorrow on hearing of the falling asleep of Mr. 
Thomas Morris (of Walthamstow) at Bailundu, 
on October 19th, and of his companion, Mr. R. B. 
Gall, four hours afterwards. Thus three of the 
little band who followed Mr. Arnot and his com
panions in June last, have finished their course ; 
one, Mr. R. J. JohnBton, having been taken on 
the day of reaching Africa. God's blessing had 
BO rested upon Mr. Morris' labours here, that it 
was hoped he would be a blessing to many a poor 
dark African; but we again learn that God's 
thoughts are not our thoughts. Nevertheless, 
we may pray that what calls forth our grief and 
sympathy may yet prove to be greatly for the 
glory of God. 

New Zealand.—What a day of rejoicing that 
will be when we shall all meet in the presence of 
our Lord, and it shall be disclosed what the Lord 
has done through our humble efforts to the 
saving of souls and to His glory ! Now it some
times seems as if we spent our labour in vain, 
and our strength for nought; but it iE not so. 
Sometimes the bread cast on the waters is soon 
found, but that is not the rule. The promise is, 
11 After many days." 

The Scandinavian people I meet with here are 
all Lutherans. They teach justification by faith 
in ChriBt alone, with other vital doctrines, but 
they have many of man's inventions, which 
hinder simple faith in Jesus alone for salvation, 
and they look much to the observance of ordi
nances instead of looking to the Lamb of God 
only, and following Him by faith. I never was 
connected with Lutheranism, but am descended 
from the Huguenots, and I preach the Lord 
Jesus, the crucified One, whose blood alone atones 
for the soul, and who only saves from sin, and 
gives grace to follow Him. To bring the Saviour 
and the sinner together is my great aim. 

During the past eighteen months, about a 
thousand people have flocked into this district 
(Foxton) for employment in the flax-works, the 
greater part of whom are youths of the roughest 
character, and ungodly in the extreme. In vice 
and ignorance of God, they are as a rule far 
below the Maoris. As the places where they 
work are widely scattered, it is difficult to reach 
them, but they are constantly coming into Fox-
ton, and then I distribute tracts among them. 
They generally receive them with thanks, and 
but few refuse. Also, in giving them, I have 
often an opportunity of speaking a word. 

Among the Maoris there rises up now aLd 
again some new " prophet," who professes to heal 
the sick and work miracles to prove his new 
doctrine. In a short time this passes away, and 
another appears, and then another, and another; 
but there are two systems here which are very 
pernicious, and do much harm—viz., Mormonism 
and Popery. My comfort, however, is, '* My 
sheep hear my voice, and they follow Me; , . . 

and a stranger will they not follow." The Lord 
has some among the Maoris who are His. There 
was one whose name was Kerehoma. I had 
known him for nearly ten years. He accepted 
Christ before then, and has always walked con
sistently and uprightly. As long as he was able 
he always came to the meetings, and was pleased 
whenever I conversed with him about the Sav
iour. During the last year, although very unwell, 
he has come as often as poesible, crawling with 
his sticks. Just before he died, he called his 
children to him, and exhorted them to hold fast 
to the faith in the Lord Jesus Christ, and to look 
always to Him. Some Maoris at a distance, 
whom I sometimes visit, had built a large 
meeting-house, and two bodies who first intro
duced the Gospel among them, agreed to meet 
together when it was to be opened. I take this 
to be a step in the right direction ; it seems like 
a ray of light given from God to show them that 
ordinances and parties are nothing, but that it is 
Christ poor sinners need. I have often had the 
question put by Maoris, " Which is the right 
church ? " and they name different ones. I have 
answered, " The Roman Catholic is only pagan
ism under another name; the others have both 
right and wrong in them, and God has a people 
among them, and even among the Romanists 
may be found a child of God, in spite of Rome's 
deceits and idolatry." They answer, " That is 
true ; " and we talk on, pointing not to the cross, 
but to Christ on the cross. Oh, for more living 
love to Him ! While men are building and decor
ating, the people are perishing. — ABRAHAM 
HONORE. 

South. American Indians, Berbice.—It 
is a deep joy to me that the Lord has brought me 
to live among the Indians of these forests, and 
that I can tell them of His love to sinners in 
their own language, and although we have often to 
grieve over the hardnesB and apathy of many of 
them, yet the Lord has said of His Word, that 
it shall not return unto Him void, but it shall 
accomplish that which He pleases, and shall 
prosper in the thing whereto He sends i t ; and 
our own experience teaches us that, what in our 
poor weakness and unbelief we are tempted to 
regard as lost seed, often brings forth, in God'a 
own good time, fruit to His glory and praise. 
The number of those here who profess to know 
the Lord Jesus as their Saviour is now thirty, 
and I believe the Holy Spirit is working in the 
hearts of Beveral more. The Gospel is preached 
at several places along the banks of the river, and 
some who make no profession come a distance of 
ten miles or more to hear the Word of God. 

The house whioh the Indians had helped me 
to put up to live in, and where the Gospel 
meetings are held on Lord's-day evenings, is now 
too small to hold all that come to hear the Word. 
The Indians have promised to provide the 
necessary timber to make it larger, if I oan pro
vide the boards to floor it.—HENRY TAYLER. 



'Tis an idol, take it away," gasped the nun. 

T H E SISTERS OF SEVILLE. 

THE CONVENT. 
*T was a lovely evening at the close 

of a hot June day in tbe year 
1558. Two girls, about sixteen 
and eighteen years of age, were 
sauntering up and down tbe 
shady paths in the garden of 

Santa Catrina, a convent on the out
skirts of Seville. The air was heavy 
with the perfume of lemon and orange 
trees, and the soft murmur of the 

Guadalquiver river was the only sound that 
broke the stillness of the evening. 

The two girls were sisters, the only children 
of Diego des Valdes, a noble Castilian don, whose 
whole life appeared to be swallowed up by two 
absorbing objects, pride in his aany azury or 
blue blood, and intense devotion to the Church 
of Rome. He was a widower, and for some 
years had lived alone, with the old duenna, 

Donna Brigida, as housekeeper; but his 
daughters, having finished their education in 
the convent, were now returning home to.be 
introduced to the world of Spanish fashionable 
life. 

Both the sisters were tall, with complexions 
of the clearest olive, beneath which the crimson 
flush mantled the well-rounded cheek. Their 
large black eyes were full of lustre, and the jetty 
tresses of silken curls fell down to their slender 
waists. Their dress was pure white, somewhat 
in the fashion of a novice, but in their bright 
faces there was no sign of gloomy convent 
discipline. 

" By this time to-morrow we shall be in our 
beautiful home mi querida," 6aid Clara, the 
younger of the two. " I shall be sorry to leave 
Mother Agneta now she iB dying, for she has 
taught me of the love of Jesus ; but as for the 
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reBt I shall say'a happy adieu, specially to Father 
Luiz, for I oan never confess again to hiin, or 
any other priest, now I have found the one High 
Priest, who absolveth from sin, the Lord 
Christ." 

A look so startlingly earnest came into her 
sister's face that she added, " Did you not guess 
it, Inez ? I thought you found it before me. 
Ah! who could read of the dear Lord taking 
our place for sin and not love Him. Inez, I 
could die for Him." 

11 Hush, Clara. I love Him too, but we must 
be careful. The Bible is a forbidden book, and 
when the dear mother put it in my hand she 
said, ' Never let an eye but Clara's see that, 
Inez; the Bread of Life is not allowed here.' 
Thank God, she is going to Him, but if the 
Father knew she was an heretic, he would not 
spare her, ill as she is. Clara, to love Jesus 
means shame, trouble, and perchance the 
(^61^36™.'** 

" I could bear it to see His face, Inez, but 
surely we should not be in danger when the 
Grand Inquisitor is our father's cousin." 

" He will allow no quarter to a heretic; a 
harder man cannot be. It may be our father 
has found this new truth, and if so, how happy 
we shall be! Hark, there is the Angelus; 
come;° and with faces beaming with the thought I 
the girls left the garden. 

A few months before my story commences 
the girls had been struck by Mother Agneta 
being absent from mass, and one day, when 
alone with her in the novices' apartment, Clara 
asked, " Do you never go to mass, mother ? " 

" No, my child, I have rested my soul on the 
one Sacrifice for sin, the Lord Christ, and I 
know no other; the mass is nothing but an idol 
made by men. How can a piece of bread con-
tain a living God ? " 

" That is heresy, mother," said Clara. " You 
surely are not a heretic ? " 

" If to follow Jesus be heresy, I am one indeed, 
my child," was the answer. " Listen, I know 
you will not betray me if I tell you my story." 

" No," said Inez, " for I have long seen you 
have a something that makes you happier than 
the rest. Would that I knew it, for I am often 
sorrowful, and I dread death and purgatory." 

11 Jesus has taken all that fear of death away 
from me, as He does for all who believe in Him. 
He paid the debt of sin once and for ever, and 
now * whosoever believeth in Him hath ever
lasting life.'" 

" How did you come to know this, mother ? " 
asked Inez, her black eyes fall of fire. 

" Ah, child! it was a sore time with me. 
You have heard, perhaps, of Julianillo, the little 
muleteer ? " 

• The place of burning. I 

" Yes, he has been to our castle with books. 
Brigida said he was a heretic, and only fit for 
the fire," said Clara. 

" He is a noble servant of his Master, and 
speaks His word without fear. Well, Julianillo 
gave me the Gospel of John, and by reading it 
I soon found out that I was a sinner, and that 
I must be born again before I could see the 
kingdom of God. I was miserable, and did all 
I could to obtain, as I thought, pardon for my 
sin. I scourged myself with ropes, I slept on 
ashes instead of a bed; and several nights to
gether lay on the chapel floor in the form of a 
cross, besides daily fasting and prayer. I told 
Father Luiz my state, and he urged confession 
and more mortification; but all this only made me 
more wretched. I was like one without hope, 
and, as you are, dear children, in daily terror of 
death." 

"Bu t could not Father Luiz absolve you, 
dear mother ? Surely that would have relieved 
your fear," said Clara. 

" No earthly priest has power to forgive sins, 
Clara. I soon found the * Absolvo t e ' of the 
priest was worthless ; my soul was at stake. I 
knew that, and there was an eternity beyond 
the grave, and for that eternity I was not ready. 
Beyond that grave, all was dark." 

" But surely if you had the rites of the Church 
you would have been safe, and the holy Virgin 
intercedes with Jesus for us," said Clara. 

" Nay, I have learned from the Word of God 
that the Virgin was only a woman like ourselves, 
and blessed as she was she too needed a Saviour 
and was saved exactly in the same way as we 
are, that is not because she was the mother of 
our blessed Lord, but by the blood of Christ. 
There is no efficacy in saints, Clara, and as to 
their holiness, their righteousness can only come 
from the Bighteous One. But let me finish my 
tale. One night, after compline, I went back to 
my cell with a sense of terrible darkness on my 
soul, darkness that might be felt. I threw my
self on my knees, and cried to the Lord for 
mercy. I told Him I gave up all hopes of sav
ing myself by works, and looked to Him alone. 
When I rose from my knees I opened the Testa
ment, and my eye caught these words, spoken 
by Jesus to a poor sinful woman who had found 
rest of soul by believing His promise: * Thy 
faith hath saved thee, go in peace.' I never 
shall forget that moment. I knew then that it 
was the blessed Lord Jesus Himself, and neither 
priests nor saints nor penances that saved the 
soul. I t seemed as if I had entered a new 
world full of light and bliss. I could only 
wonder and praise, and from that time I have 
never had a doubt or fear." 

"Mother," said Inez, as her hand clasped the 
nun's, "can we get this Bame Word of God ? " 
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" You shall have it, my child, and may the 
Lord, by His Spirit, teach you its blessed truths 
even as He has taught me," was the reply. 

With great avidity the girls devoured their 
new-found treasure. Little by little the pre
cious truths of the all-sufficiency of the work of 
Christ stole into their souls. They neither of 
them told their feelings to the other, and for the 
first time in their lives Inez and Clara knew 
what it was to have true rest of heart. The 
former speedily grasped the truth, but feared to 
tell her sister of her newly-found joy, little 
thinking that her loved one, as she called her, 
was also struggling into the light. 

It was at this crisis the health of Mother 
Agnefca failed, and the abbess, not knowing 
that she had embraced these deadly heresies, as 
she believed them to be, gave leave to the girls 
to be her constant attendants, which gave all 
three many opportunities together to drink in 
from the Living Fountain the words of life. 

I t is at this point my story begins. A day or 
so previous the dying nun had given the girls 
a Bible, procured at some risk from Seville, and 
then warned them of the trials that might be 
theirs as followers of Jesus. 

"Nay, dear mother, if Jesus is mine He will 
give me strength for the day," said Inez. 
"Thouknowest we leave the convent soon, and 
I wish I was sure Clara was of my mind." 

" She is, my child," said the dying nun, " but 
let her tell you herself: I know i t ; and now, 
Inez, listen ; I must confess my faith before I go 
to be with Christ, for I will no more confess to 
men or receive the host, and all will be known 
when Father Luiz comes. I feel sure I shall be 
treated as a heretic, but it little matters what 
they do with my body, for I shall soon be with 
the Lord. Now go to dearest Clara, you will 
find her in the garden." 

Inez kissed her and left the cell, little dream
ing Bhe had seen the last of her friend, or of the 
momentous events that were to follow in both 
their lives from her death. 

In a small oell of the convent, containing a 
stool, a crucifix, and a low hard pallet, lay the 
aged nun whose recent experience we have just 
learned. Her wan, pinched look told approach
ing dissolution. Her intellect was clear; for a 
moment an anxious look crept over her features, 
quickly followed by a sweet smile full of quiet 
peace. 

14 Lord, I am ready to go," she murmured, 
" only, ere Thou takest me, help me to confess 
Thyself." 

Her breath came in short gasps, and the cold 
dew was already on her forehead, as the door of 
the cell opened, and the abbess entered, accom
panied by a monk bearing the host. 

" Peace be to thee, Mother Agneta," he said, 

as he drew near the pallet; but as his eyes fell on 
the nun he said quickly, " She is dying, and has 
not confessed. Sister, in what faith do you die ? " 

A look so radiant spread over the pale face and 
lit up the glazing eyes that the abbess and monk 
stood silent. The dying woman raised herself 
with a great effort, and said in a whisper: 

"Christ only! No mass, no sacrament, no 
priest. He saves, He alone. Jesus, I come! " 

"Mother Agneta, what are you saying? I 
cannot absolve you in such deadly heresy. Alas! 
you are wandering, perchance from pain or 
weakness of body. Look, and confess your 
sins," and he held the crucifix before her. 

" 'Tis an idol, take it away," gasped the nun. 
" The blood of Jesus is all my plea, on that 
rests my soul. See," and her eyes were fixed 
with an unearthly look upon one corner of the 
room, " He comes ! " 

There was a slight sigh, and Mother Agneta 
was with the Lord. 

" A pretty state of things," said the monk, 
who was the Father Luiz the De Valdes feared 
so much. " Who can tell the evil the heretic 
has done ? and the mother of the novices to 
boot! She is only fit to be cast on the fire," as 
he spat on the senseless clay. " See to it, sis
ter, that the infection has not spread. Who 
have tended her ? " 

" The two De Valdes," said the abbess. 
" No fear of them, their father will see they 

are faithful to the Church. I t will be well to 
have them both to confession before they leave; 
and one, if not both, must enter the convent in 
another year ; we cannot afford to lose a dowry 
like theirs. As for her, she must be buried in 
the strangers' part of our cemetery. I will 
allow no heretic among the faithful. I will see 
to it to-night." 

The news flew like lightening through the 
convent. Mother Agneta had died a heretic, 
and was to be buried that night in the strangers' 
ground! The new mother of the novices, a 
harsh, bigoted woman, whose name was Mother 
Beatriz, bewailed it with many crossings to 
Inez De Valdes. 

" Ay de mi, my daughter, this is terrible, and 
she we thought a saint! Who can tell where 
the wicked one enters ? I never thought he 
would take possession of Mother Agneta: And 
you, my children, too, have been with her. Our 
lady grant ye have learnt none of her doctrines. 
She will be buried without any rites of the 
Church, Bhe is a lost soul." 

"Nay , Mother Beatriz, once a saint she is one 
now. I would I were as safe," said Inez. 

" This must to the abbess, daughter, and she 
will deal with you," said the mother. " You 
have been learning of her heresy." 

(To be continued.) 
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Lessons ivxxm tits Bxmli xif Itutft* 

D E C I S I O N F O R CHRIST.—Continued, 

Euth i. 1-22. 

YTFBULY, this world is a scene of sorrow and 
•J^ Seath. What had Naomi found Moab to 

be ? A graveyard! And what is this 
world ? A great graveyard! Sorrow and 
death everywhere. The hearse that you meet 
as you go into the street tells you of death. If 
you turn from it and go another way, what will 
presently meet your eye ? A house with the 
blinds all drawn down. Oh, you say, death 
has been there too. A few steps farther and 
you meet one draped in deep mourning; death 
again has taken away the loved one. You go 
to your home, and there the first thing you see 
is the black-edged letter waiting for you, telling 
once more the tale of sorrow, bereavement, and 
death; and a morning or too hence some one 
else may take up the newspaper, and there, the 
last upon the list, "died suddenly," is your 
name. 

Yes, this world is one vast graveyard, but 
what a relief it is to turn round from it to the 
living God ? I cannot tell you what it is to 
my heart to know that the One who loves me 
the best can never die. The one I love best 
here is the one with whom my deepest sorrow 
is connected, for death may come in and take 
that one away from me. But I have One to 
love now who can never die. Ah I but you say, 
He has died. Yes, and He died for me, that is 
the best of i t ; that is what wins the heart for 
Christ. He died for me, and now the heart 
may flow out to Christ unhinderedly, and never 
shall its tendrils be rudely broken. You may 
love Him deeply, tenderly, yea, with your whole 
heart; your deepest affections may go out to 
Him, and never shall they be crushed or dis
appointed, for you will have found One to love 
who can never die. You who have known 
sorrow, would you not like to know Him to 
comfort you in i t? You have known death 
taking your dearest, would you not like to know 
Him who is the Kesurrection and the Life? 
You who want an object to live for, would you 
not like to know Christ ? Is your heart 
empty ? He will fill it, for Christ fills to over
flowing. There is life for the dead, comfort for 
the sorrowing, bread for the hungry, everything 
in Jesus, and an object to last all your days, 
One who can never die. 

Perhaps you say, " I should like to be a 
Christian, it is better far to be a Christian, for 
the world has never really satisfied me yet." 
No, nor it ever will, for the heart is too big to 

be filled with aught except Christ, but He fills it 
to overflowing. But you tell me, " Some 
Christians are not happy." I will tell you why, 
they are like Naomi, backsliding ones. They 
want to have a bit of the world and a bit of 
Christ; to hold the world with one hand and 
Christ with the other. No wonder they are not 
happy, they are not the right kind of Christians 
at all; they have too much of Christ to really 
enjoy the world, and too much of the world to 
fully enjoy Christ ; now, do not they deserve to 
be miserable for their half-heartedness ? I 
think so. Besides, look at the damage they do ; 
what is the effect of their half-heartedness ? 
Why, by-and-by they will say to some young 
person who wants to be out and out for Christ, 
"Well, you know, you must not go so far ; if 
you are going to be as decided for Christ as 
that, you will have to give a great deal up, you 
had better not take such a stand." 

After this sort speaks Naomi, saying, " Go, 
return." " Go back." I wish I had been by 
her side that day. " Go back I " I have no 
words strong enough in condemnation of such 
behaviour to enquiring souls. " G o bach" 
where ? Go back to hell ? Go back to the lake 
of fire ? Go back to Moab and its gods, and to 
hell at the end ? for that is the real meaning of 
it. And this is the advice of one who knew the 
living God. Get all you can in the world, and 
everlasting ruin at the end. Even the world 
holds Christians, who act in such a way, in 
contempt. Very deep and profound was the 
contempt I had for unreal Christians when I 
was in the world. I respected real Christians, 
though, alas, I hated them, but I despised half
hearted ones. Oh, beware of in anywise ceding 
the truth one bit, by so doing you lose every
thing and you gain nothing. 

Yet Naomi's words seem kind and plausible 
" T h e Lord deal kindly," &c. (verse 8) ; "The 
Lord grant you that ye may find res t" (verse 9). 
What mockery! Turn your back on Him, and 
look for rest I What might they have answered 
her ? " We had everything, and it has all been 
swept away by death. Our cup was full, but it 
has been dashed to the ground, and we are 
empty and desolate in the world, we want 
something living and abiding." Just suited are 
such souls for God to come in and fill, and 
comfort and satisfy. And they seem in oarnest 
too, and say, " Surely we will return with 
thee." Thoy appear so interested, so engaged 
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about it, like a heart almost decided for Christ. 
But Naomi says, "Turn again." Oh, how 
could she? Turn from God. Turn back to 
the world ; the world that had failed to satisfy 
them. Naomi was the very picture of some 
crooked, crotchety, cross-grained people who 
have no expectation of other people being 
saved ; it is as much as they know they are 
saved themselves. 

I suspect, too, that Naomi had a bit of Scrip
ture in her mind that day, that no Moabite 
should enter the congregation of the Lord, even 
to the tenth generation (see Dent, xxiii. 3, 4). 

So now she brings out this—If you go with 
me, your worldly prospects will all be blighted 
(verse. 11—13); go back, and the Lord give you 
something in the world. Worldly prospects all 
ruined,—I think I see Orpah's face; I cannot 
stand that, she says ; I never thought of that. 
This brings Orpah to the point, and now, dear 
reader, comes the point whether you really want i 
Christ or not. "Bu t , " you say, "wil l my I 
worldly prospects be blighted ?" So it is often 
the moment a person is out and out for Christ, 
your old companions will Blight you and leave 
you. Do you, therefore, say, It is up-hill work 
being a Christian ? Yes, it is ; but look at the 
top of the hill, look at the end of the path, it is 
all brightest glory, the fair scene of light and joy 
and blessing with Christ for evermore. 

When this point is come to there is decision ; 
and then comes the line of demarcation. 
Hitherto, these two had been going on side by-
side to the same spot; and there may be two 
souls in one family, perhaps two sisters, whose 
hearts are both moved—both think they would 
like to be Christians ; but now decision is called 
for. All 1 I am not prepared for that, says one. 
I had not counted the cost says Orpah ; Good
bye, Naomi, good-bye. I shall always feel 
kindly towards you, and I hope we shall meet 
again some day ; but I cannot go with you at 
that cost: and she turns her back on God and 
on blessing. From that moment Ruth goeB one 
way, and Orpah another; the one is decided for 
God, and the other is decided for the world ; and 
they separate for ever, each Btop now taken 
more widely sundering them from each other; 
sad finale of what seemed so hopeful a begin
ning. 

Oh, but you say, the picture is so dark, so 
dreary. Shall I lose in this world ? Very 
likely. Will my prospects in life be blighted ? 
Very likely. Then it is so dark I could not be 
a Christian. And you go back, you choose the 
world, you reject Christ. 

Everything in the world looks fair and bright 
before you for a time, and you say it is moBt 
natural you should cleave to the world and turn 
away from God ; most natural, but what is the 

end ? A little while and the grass is cut down, 
and to-morrow—to-morrow it is cast into the 
oven, the solemn end of an unconverted soul. 
A bright prospect the world has most surely ? 
No real joy for time, and nothing but real sorrow 
for eternity. You turn your back on God and 
blessing, on Christ and His love, and presently 
you are cast off by God, forsaken by Him, and 
then you spend your eternity where hope and 
light and love never, never come; and you 
choose this, and call it a bright picture, do you? 
Nay, it is like the rich man in the gospel, who 
was hurled in one moment from the lap of 
luxury to the lake of fire ! Your path ends in 
death now, and judgment for ever. 

Oh, I warn anyone who is this moment just 
balancing the matter. Do you turn back ? " I 
do." Do you answer really, I do ? You 
choose the world ? Yes. You turn your back on 
the truth then, and back into the world in affec
tions you go. Against Christ ? " Yes." For 
the world? "Yes ." Back to her people and 
her gods goes Orpah, and you following in her 
steps. Hear what Isaiah says of these gods, 
" Gods that cannot save" (Isaiah xlv. 20). 
What an awful picture of a soul that turns its 
back, deliberately, in cold blood, on God and 
His Son 1 

One of these two characters is yours. Either, 
like Orpah, you refuse Christ and you choose 
the world; or, like Ruth, you say now, I cannot 
go back ; you tell me the road is rough ; I care 
not, it is the end of the road my eye is upon. 
Ruth is the picture of a soul that says I will 
have Jesus, come what may in between. There 
iB something in Jesus that attracts my heart, 
and Him I must have. But it will be a rough 
road. I care not, I must have Him. Then 
there will be stones in the way. I know it. 
There are lions in the path. No matter, " I 
ivill go V " Where thou lodgest I will lodge." 
Mark how she goes into details ; let the road be 
ever so rough, the accommodation ever so bare, 
she has sat down and counted the cost. " Thy 
people shall be my people," even though the 
Lord's people be a despised people, "And thy 
God my God." that is, the end before Ruth is 
God Himself. 

To the heart that wants salvation, that wants 
eternal life, I say, What is it you covet ? I t is 
God Himself. What do you want to possess ? 
I t is God you want. In Isaiah xiv. we hear of 
gods that cannot save, and then God unfolds 
what He is, " a just God and a Saviour." How 
just ? Because He will not pass over or make 
light of ,sin. How a Saviour? Because He 
gave His own beloved Son to die on Calvary's 
cross, the just for the unjust, to bring us to 

I Himself And now He is willing to save to the 
, uttermost all that come unto Him through 
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Jesus. "Look unto Me and be ye saved," is 
His word. If I tell you of my God, what is 
He? A loving, a gracious God, a saving God, 
a God who did not spare His own Son, but gave 
Him up to die in order that He might spare you. 
A God who loves you, and who wants to save 
you. 

Well, do you say, " Thy God shall be my 
God" ? My heart delights to hear the words. 
What a God He is ! a just God and a Saviour. 
"Look unto Me and be ye saved." Does He 
say, Look unto me and feel saved ? No ! It is 
" be ye saved." If it were feel 6aved, Satan 
would whisper, but you do not feel aright. I t is 
"be ye saved." Are you looking to the Lord ? 
then you are saved; the moment your heart 
says, Well, God is for me, He loves me, He 
bids me look and live, I do look, then what 
does He say, " B E ye saved." 

I t is a blessed thing when the heart says, 
Christ is mine, I respond to His grace, to His 
call; Henceforward, l a m His, I AM DECIDED 
FOB 0HRI3T. "When she saw that she was 
Btedfastly minded to go with her, she left 
speaking," and so can I ! If decision for 
Christ is the word you can say just this moment, 
my work is done, I trust you are not " a little bit 
inclined towards" (No I No!) but " stedfastly 
minded " for Christ. 

They come back to Bethleham in the begin

ning of the barley harvest, and in the next 
chapter we read of Euth gleaning until the end 
of barley harvest, and wheat harvest; what does 
that mean ? She came in for everything. 
Whenever the heart is decided, everything is 
yours. The Lord grant you to have your heart 
so fixed on Christ, so pledged to Christ from this 
hour, that you may know you are Christ's, and 
Christ is yours, and all that He has is yours too. 
The God that gives life to the dead, speaks peace 
to the troubled soul, and comfort to the sorrow
ing one, gives life and hope and joy to every 
believer, and will take each such in a little 
while to be where He is in scenes of eternal 
brightness and beauty. Oh! who would not 
have such a God ? And you must make your 
choice. Either you drop this paper Godless, or 
for God. You most decide either against the 
Lord or for Him. There is not a single person 
can lay aside this paper undecided. If it is not 
for Christ it is against Him. " H e that is not 
with me is against me." There is no middle 
ground. Is it among the foes, the adversaries 
of the Lord, your lot is henceforth to be cast, or 
numbered with His own,—able, henceforth, to 
sing this hymn that my heart loves ? 

"My heart is fixed, eternal God, 
Fixed on Thee. 

And my immortal choice is made, 
Ohriat for me." 

tactical Truths to $atwg: Bslistrsfa. 

IN the first series of these papers we have 
already considered various simple doctrinal 
subjects of great interest and value to the 

young believer, connected with his standing 
before God, his place in this world, his future 
hopes, in short, "his portion, his path, and his 
prospect." In the present series we propose, 
with God's help, to take up some of the special 
dangers or besetting sins to which young 
Christians (and old ones as well) are liable, and 
respecting which it may be helpful to see what 
Scripture has to say. " To be forewarned is 
to be forearmed," and these papers are written 
in the earnest hope and prayer that they may 
be practically used in pointing out and guarding 
some against those sins and failings which so 
often ruin a walk otherwise consistent, and 
bring reproach upon the name of Christ. I t is 
by our actions in small matters that the world 
judges us ; not by the amount of our knowledge 
of Scriptural principles, but by our application of 
them in daily life. 

p E L F I S H N E S S . 

By A> T. ScHoirrELD) M.t)k 

SELFISHNESS IS AN"TI-CHRISTIAN* 

Let us, then, now briefly consider this em
phatically anti-Christian sin of selfishness. 
We call it anti-Christian, ̂ because it is expressly 
recorded of Christ our Lord, that He "pleased 
not Himself." (Rom. xv. 3.) This strikes at 
once at the root of the matter, for when we read 
1 John ii. G, that we ought to walk as Christ, and 
remember these are the words of GOD, and then 
turn to the Scripture just quoted, we must at once 
see that all selfishness is truly ctttii-Christian. 
If, however, example is not enough, we have 
precept as well. "Let no man seek his own% 
but every man another's wealth (or good)." 
(1 Cor. x. 24.) "Look not every man on his 
own things, but every man also on the things of 
others." (Phil. ii. 4.) Most touching of all, 
perhaps, to the heart that has tasted the love of 
Christ, to whom He is precious is 2 Cor. v. 14, 
15, <4 For the love of Christ constraineth 
us He died for nil, that thoy which 
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live should no longer live unto themselves, but 
unto Him who for their eakes, died and rose 
again." (R.V.) 

A SIGN OF THE LAST TIMES. 

Selfishness is shown in many and various 
ways :—As one of the signs of the last days, it is 
said, " Men shall be lovers of their own selveB," 
or in other words " selfish." (2 Tim. iii. 2.) 
This is the root from which every variety springs. 
The selfish man seeks his own things, not the 
things which are others, stil1 less those that are 
Jesus Christ's (Phil. ii. 21), as the Apostle so 
touchingly writes to the Philippians, complaining 
that this sin was a great and crying evil in his 
day. 

It is found everywhere even among believers, 
although it is a vice so repulsive in its nature, 
that the man of the world outvies the Christian 
in despising it when shown in certain grosser 
ways, the latter only, however, can know what 
it is to be truly unselfish in spirit in all things. 
How ashamed we feel when we consider how 
often our best actions are blighted by the foul 
spot of selfishness. 

SELF THE OBJECT. 

" Pleasing ourselves," directly condemned in 
Rom. xv. 1, is a common form of " seeking our 
own." It is seen in great and little things; in 
our choice of work for the Lord, in our choice of 
residence, of companions, of dress, of occupa
tion, and in many petty ways in which we 
daily indulge, instead of deny ourselves. Oh, 
how ashamed we feel when we just sit awhile 
and think of our dreadful " self-pleasing " in 
little things; always looking out for "number 
one." So contrary are we in spirit to our 
beloved Lord. 

SEEKING OUR OWN. 

Another phase of "seeking our own" (Phil. 
ii. 21) is in eagerly pursuing some worldly 
advantage, being unscrupulous in money-
making,. or keen in money-saving. All this 
becomes much worse, terribly worse, if in any 
way hypocrisy comes in to aid our selfishness. 
Is it not fearful to think how the name of Christ 
is despised by men of the world through those 
who should be " His epistle," who thus seek 
their own? for the worldly man well knows 
that Christians should be unselfish, though all 
the time they may be selfish enough themselves. 
Paul was not like this.—" Not seeking my own 
profit." (1 Cor. x. 33.) This line of conduct 
is powerfully described in Is. lvi. 11, " They all 
look to their own way, every one for his gain." 
Surely it is a sign of the last times when one 

professing Christian is heard urging another to 
"raise himself in the world by pushing others 
down." It may be there are not many bold 
enough to give such fearfully unchristian advice, 
but are there not hundreds who in the main 
practically follow it ? Another form is seeking 
precedence of others. Such selfishness was 
displayed in Matt. xx. 20, and gently rebuked by 
Christ. It is often seen, alas I in spiritual as 
well as worldly matters, and many have been 
the bitter parties or factions that have been 
developed from this form of selfishness. Let us 
judge ourselves as to this, seeking neither the 
chief seats in synagogues, nor the greetings in 
the markets. 

NOT CARING FOR OTHERS. 

Neglecting the poor (1 John iii. 17) is a 
flagrant form of selfishness strongly condemned 
by the word. Often it is unintentional, and 
arises simply from a habit of considering our
selves instead of others. In some cases selfish
ness may give, to get rid of annoyance, but it 
can never give with true sympathy. That rare 
and tender plant of Christian growth (see 1 
Peter iii. 8; R.V. margin) cannot grow in the 
same atmosphere as " self." 

In many cases we do not mean to be selfish, 
but being careless in following Christ, and having 
naturally ourselves instead of Him as our object, 
this vice shows itself in little ways in almost all 
we do. We trust that to many of our readers 
a word will be enough to point out this un-
Christlike sin, which, perhaps, unknown to 
themselves, has been undermining their Christian 
life, and taking away from the power of their 
words to others. If we look at one of the 
characteristics of "love" in 1 Cor. xiii. 5» 

I " Seeketh not her own," and then turn and 
quietly look at our own lives by the side of it, 
the light of the Word, like a sunbeam in a 
dusty room, throws out into strong relief all the 
" little foxes " of small petty selfish deeds that 
have so spoiled " the tender grapes " of our 
spiritual life. 

THE REMEDY. 

What, then, is the remedy for selfishness? 
One might answer, " To think of others," as in 
the parable of the good Samaritan. This is a 
good and Christian habit—to find a neighbour 
in every one whom I oan serve and to love him 
as myself. It is most important to acquire a 
habit of thinking of the comfort, convenienoe, 
and wishes of others on all occasions, and 
seeking to please my neighbour for his good 
unto edification at all times, but there is a more 
excellent way yet, and that is for Christ to 
become the centre 0/ my thoughts instead of 



H THE YOUNG PLANT. 

myself, so that all my actions naturally have 
reference to Him. In this way I not only 
become truly unselfish, but I become (not only 
negatively but) positively like Christ. 

Dear fellow believer, this is the sort of Chris
tianity which is understood amongst men, and 
brings true glory to God. When a man gives 
up voluntary the best place, to which he has 
an undoubted right, when he foregoes his own 
advantage, and to his own loss goes out of his 
way to show kindness to others, when he 

becomes poor, and not merely gives of his 
abundance, for the sake of Christ's people whose 
need he provides for, and when he not only 
spends, but is spent for others, then indeed 
does he become an epistle of Christ known 
and read of all men. None can pass a man 
unobserved in whom the brand of selfishness has 
been obliterated by the fresh brand of Christ. 
(Gal. vi. 17. 

Oh, may His love constrain us thus to live to 
His glory. 

$ti $Us$anj txi Ehwstiatt Life, 

JHE y OUNG -PLANT. 

IBAAC AND 
1SHMAEL. 

IT was a bright sunny day when, for the first 
time in the history of this little plot, a tiny 
plant was seen opening out its first two 
GROWTH OF leaves. They were so green 

THE NEW LIFE, and pretty that the tall thorns 
and weeds looked down with something like 
envy at the new comer, who was to dispute with 
them the possession of the king's ground. 
They were rather amused at the vigorous growth 
of the little plant, which looked as if it actually 
thought that it had a chance of living. They 

knew better than that. It was 
all very well for them, who 

were at home in the place, to grow in rank 
luxuriance in a soil that suited them, favoured 
as they were by the prince, who regarded them 
with as much pride as if they were valuable 
plants, but they had seen too many vain attempts 
to cultivate the barren soil, to suppose for a 
moment that the little plant would succeed in 
living. 

As spring advanced, however, it grew 
wonderfully, and in a few months' time was 
almost as tall as the weeds themselves. Every 
week it was carefully watered (1)*by some 
gardener who was sent direct (2) from the king, 

PASTORAL aB UG took the greatest interest 
CARE. in the plant's welfare. It had 

indeed been a matter of great surprise in the 
court that such a mighty king could occupy 
himBelf with such a barren plot at all, and still 
greater was the astonishment when the welfare 
of the young plant formed a daily topic of inter* 
est; until it was found out that the seed had 
been brought at a great expense (8) from a far 
country by the king's sonf and that it was for 
his sake (*) that it was BO precious to the 
king. 

You will wonder, when you hear that the 
plant was watered at least once a week, where 
the water came from in such a desert. I have 

already told you that although the desert was 
entirely under the power of the prince, it really 
was the king's property ( 5 ) , and it was said that 
some day he would assert his right over it and 
resume his sway. There were some old books 
in court that alluded to this glorious time, and 

MILLENNIAL which stated that the barren 
GLORY. desert itself should then 

41 blossom like a rose," that the waste places 
should sing for joy ( 6) , when the prince no 
longer should rule over it, but the king, or, as 
the book said, the king's son. 

Some time before the little seed was sown, 
partly, no doubt, with a view to this coming 
time, the king's son, at an immense expense, 

CHRIST, THE ONLY h&d constructed a river 
SOURCE OF BLESSING, through the desert, which 
passed about fifteen (yards on one side of the 
king's plot. Its source was in the city of the 
king, and it was always kept brimful winter and 
summer. Now it was from this river (7) that 
the gardeners obtained their water. 

Spring brightened into summer, and summer 
faded into autumn, and still the plant throve. 
Its roots were not very strong or very long, but 
then it was so well cared for and regularly 
attended that it got on very well. As winter 
drew on, and the plant for the first time began 
GOD'S SHELTERING t 0 f e e l t h e fierce cold hlaBt> 

CARE FOR many of its leaves shrivelled a 
YOUNG CHRISTIANS, little, but it got no real harm 
itself, for the king gave orders (that as it was its 
first season) it should be well protected with 
plenty of matting and straw. 

You may perhaps be surprised that all this 
time the prince did not seek to destroy the 
plant, but the fact was he had very little oppor
tunity to do much, for one or other of the 
gardeners were sure not to be far off, besides 

* A reference text should be found for the words 
preceding each number in brackets. 
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THE FLESH LUBTETH which, although he bated the 
AGAINST THE SPIRIT, king, lie feared him, and dared 
not, therefore, offer any direct violence to what 
was his. However, he did all he could; he 
looked after the thorns and weeds, and by help
ing on their growth as much as possible, he 
hoped eventually to choke the seedling. 

THE FIRST FAILURE. 
NEXT spring, however, the plant itself 

favoured his devices, and injured itself in a 
most unexpected way. Secure from injury 
through the king's care through the winter, 
when the growing season returned it felt so 
strong and vigorous (8) that it began to get dis
contented with the little plot of ground that had 
been so carefully prepared by the king, and 

"The leaves and bra 

seeing the weeds flourishing so well in the sand, 
thought that it too would begin spreading its 
roots. Although still carefully watered, it did 
not see why it should be entirely dependent on 
the gardeners, and why it should not seek food 
for itself. Now this was a right thought in its 
way, but the plant carried it out in a very wrong 
manner, hence its first efforts at independence 
were a terrible failure. If the plant had pushed 
out its roots by the river (9) all would have been 
well, but instead of doing so it began to send 
long fibres under the sand in search of nourish
ment. One day the prince perceived one of the 
little roots that, being near the surface, had 

been laid bare by the wind, and he saw at once 
a new means of injuring the plant. Every night 
he carefully watered the sand around, so that 
the plant, instead of finding its roots parched 
with the heat, actually found they were moist 
and fresh, and as burrowing beneath the sand 
was so much pleasanter than trying to find food 
among the rocks and stones, it pushed root after 
root in the same direction, lured on (10) to its 
own hurt. 

As soon as the prince thought; it had grown as 
far in this direction as it would, he discontinued 
the watering. Summer was now coming on, 
and the sand soon began to get burning hot. 
The poor plant found out its mistake, but dis
covered too that it is easier to shoot out roots 
than to pull them in again ; so it had to suffer 

>hea began to droop.'' 

and find out by bitter experience that the soil 
that suited the thorn, was not fitted for the 
king's seed. (n) 

It was surely no wonder that its leaves and 
branches began to droop in such a way as 
greatly to perplex the gardeners. They had 
continued carefully watering the plant, little 
thinking that half the water was wasted in the 
desert sand. The plant had thought to make 
itself independent of them altogether; now, alas, 
it found that even all the water could not keep it 
fresh while its roots were so far in the desert 
sand. 

Driven to their wits' end, and not knowing 

_j. U " i J ..*.«* .». -s- ~_r^* T 

lif^K 
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the real cause of the mischief, instead of asking 
the king's advice, (12) who was always ready to 
confer with them about the plant, they thought 
they would take matters into their own 
hands, f13) and try and put things right. So 
they had a consultation together. One said, 
" What the plant wants is more stimulating food, 
something that will excite it to grow faster than 
mere water. 

" No," said another, " it is not that at all. I 
think the summer has been too hot for it, and 
the coming winter will be too cold : it ought to 
have a more even temperature." 

"Whatever we do we cannot alter the tem
perature" broke in a third. " Besides, if we 
did, it would do little good, for the fierce winds 
do just as much harm as the cold." 

" If you had not interrupted me," pursued the 
other, " I could have told you of a plan that has 
long been in my head, that would both regulate 
the heat, and shut out the winds as well." 

" Tell us your plan," said the other two. 
"Well," he replied, " I should erect a glass 

house, this autumn, over the young Iplant, and 
then with a good stove we could defy both the 
winds and cold." 

"Capital," they both replied, "let us Bet 
about it at once." 

"Let me have a word first," broke in the 
A TBTJE fourth gardener, who had not 
PASTOB. spoken yet. ,c I think you are 

A N C T I I 

IN Paul's 1st Epistle to the Corinthians we 
read in the first chapter, second verse, that 
his letter is addressed "to them that are 

sanctified in Christ Jesus." It is quite plain, 
on looking around, that many people are willing 
to be sanctified to a very considerable extent; 
for instance, they are willing to be kept clear of 
the grosser vices, nay, even from many of the 
doubtful things indulged in by some calling 
themselves Christians. Not only so, but there 
may be positive desire and action towards ag
gressive Christian effort in the way of evange
listic or other work, but with all this there often 
exists a radical dislike to the sanctification 
spoken of in our text. 

Notice here, the sanctification is perfect, like 
all the works of a perfect God ; it lacks nothing, 
"Ye are complete in Him." Now, it is just 
this perfection that so jars on the human heart 
and will; if there were ever so little for ourselves 
to fill up in our own way—but no—there it 

all wrong. When the king sent us to nourish 
this plant he did not give us authority to try 
new-fangled plans of our own inventing, (*4) but 
told us to do nothing but regularly water the 
plant with pure water from the river. He 
especially said that nothing was to be mixed 
with it, and also that this winter there was to 
be no matting, as the plant was hardy enough 
now to do without." 

" But the king does not know how sickly the 
plant is," rejoined the gardener who had pro
posed the glass house. 

" Then you should let him know." 
"And meanwhile the plant would be dead. 

No, no. I say if we have intellects we are 
meant to use them." 

" But not in the king's affairs." (15; 
" On the contrary, I think that it is then we 

ought to use them the most. So if my two 
friends are agreed we will put up the house and 
try our plan, and you will see if the king will 
not be pleased with the plant's appearance next 
spring." 

"Your plan," rejoined the old gardener 
" seems a good one, but as it is not in my orders 
I cannot help you in it." 

So saying he wished the three good-bye and 
set off home, leaving the others to use their in
tellects to the best advantage. 

(To be continued.) 

stands in all its complete majesty, " sanctified 
in Christ Jesus." In this sacred enclosure are 
all spiritual blessings contained—all things neces
sary for life and godliness; here is the spiritual 
fortune of the believer, upon which he is called 
to live and be happy. It is of the greatest im
portance that the owners of this heritage should 
draw all their support from its resources, and it 
is just here that the greatest difficulty is met. 
Deep in the heart there is a feeling (begotten of 
unbelief) that life within the four walls of this 
sanctification may suit a St. Paul or a M'Cheyne, 
or some other wonderful person, but that an 
ordinary mortal requires some admixture besides, 
some condiment of this world to give relish to 
things spiritual. 

This is the explanation of that wonderful 
contradiction a perplexed Christian. A con
tradiction indeed, for fullest light has been prom
ised. Such a person, on the contrary, is full of 
difficulties as to this or that being lawful or 

I C A T I O N . 
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consistent. The answer to all such queries may 
be simply put—Are the things in question to he 
found in the Sanctijication ? 

This consideration wonderfully simplifies mat
ters, for of course the Christian has no business 
to go trespassing on the devil's territory in 
pursuit of amusement. The above principle 
clearly apprehended has had a wonderful effect 
on many. Some of us, for instance, could not 
find any tobacco in the sacred enclosure, and so 
have had to put our pipes out; others have failed 
to discover ill-temper, others worldly display, etc. 
In short, every Christian, by a holy instinct, 
knows quite well what is there and what is not, 
and it is only by resolutely keeping on the devil's 
spectacles that any believer remains a perplexed 
one in such matters. 

There is, however, an entirely different class 
of persons from the above; these latter are not 
willing servants of sin—on the contrary, they 
are most anxious to serve God and be for His 

glory in the world. Nevertheless their experi
ence is not satisfactory: they camiot enter into 
the feelings of rest and fullness that some enjoy, 
and, to tell the truth, their experience of Christ-
tianity has been disappointing. Here we are 
face to face with a great difficulty, but one which 
the Spirit, by the ministry of the Word, has 
enabled not a few to overcome. This sanctifi-
cation in Christ Jesus stands in somewhat the 
same relation to the Christian that Canaan 
stood to the Jews. The land was all prepared 
for them, houses were built, vineyards planted, 
etc.—all that the people had to do was "to go up 
and possess," 

Just a parting word to you, dear seeking soul. 
Go and claim as your own this Sanctification of 
Christ. Every bit of it belongs to you for pres
ent use and enjoyment. In the words of the 
song, " Eat, 0 friends; drink, yea drink abund
antly, 0 beloved 1" Amen. 

w. Q. 

3fag68 inv to ^nung. 

T H E B L A C K B I R D . 

IF you intend to catch the first note of the 
blackbird you must indeed be an early riser. 
And let me assure you that early rising, 

especially in the country, will be richly rewarded, 
not only by the sweetest of music but by sights, 
and sounds, and pleasures the most cheering and 
delightful. But I fear these are not the days for 
early rising. Even young people live too fast. 
Telegraphs, and railways, and the busy whirling 
scenes of a city life; evening parties, and read
ings, and lectures, and the superficial daily 
newspaper, not to name the wretched, dissi
pating, soul-poisoning fictions that everywhere 
abound, are terribly distinctive of those sober 
habits of reflection and quiet observation which 
make even children love to rise early, and wan
der forth to gaze upon the beauties of a rising 
sun, and drink in all the charms of early day. 
I can't but think if once you were to see the 
glories of a sunrise, even in gloomy England, it 
would tempt you to become an early riser. 

" Sweet is the breath of morn, her rising sweet, 
With charm of earliest birds; pleasant the scene. 

When first on this delightful land he spreads 
His orient beams, on herb, tree, fruit, and flower 
G lis toning with dew; fragrant the fertile earth 

After soft showers." 

Well, the blackbird is amongst the earliest of 
risers, and, as the old saying is, he is the bird 
that pecks up the worm. He has got a voice 
that rings through the woods with the choicest 
music. His voice is very loud, yet not so loud 
as the thrush, nor so varied, but far sweeter and 
richer. It is deep, mellow, full of melody, and 
the very soul of music. The stave of the black
bird is brief, consisting of not more than six or 
seven notes, after which there is an interlude of 
silence, when the ear listens eagerly for its 
repetition. He is of a retired and solitary 
nature; frequents hedges, and thickets, shrub
beries, large gardens, especially thick laurel 
hedges, and the borders of woods. A bower of 
ivy, or a solitary bush of some luxuriant ever
green is a favourite site for its neBt. It is a 
somewhat timid bird and easily disturbed, The 
nest is made of moss, fibres, small twigs; is lined 
with mud or clay, over which is spread a layer of 
hay or fine straw. The female lays four or five 
eggs, of a fine bluish-green with spots of pale 
reddish-brown; but sometimes they are of a 
uniform blue, without spots. 

The blackbird is found all over the British 
Islands—WaleB, Ireland, and Scotland. There 
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BLACKBIRDS. 

is one ieature about this bird which I have much 
pleasure in telling you of:—the male and female 
are most devotedly attached to each other. 
MoBt birds, but not all, pair every spring, but it 
is thought blackbirds remain true to each other 
for life. Not only so but they display the 
greatest affection for their young. A patient 
and accurate observer watched a pair from a 
quarter to three in the morning till a quarter 
before nine at night, and found that during 
that time the male fed the young ones forty-four 
times and the mother sixty-nine times; Many 
touching stories are told of this wonderful 
attachment, amongst the rest that of a school
boy, who took a nest from the Great Park of 
Windsor: the old birds followed their young for 

a distance of near three miles, flying rom tree 
to tree, and uttering those distressed and wailing 
notes which are so peculiar to the blackbird. 
The boy placed the young birds in a cage, and 
hung them outside the house where they were 
regularly fed by the parents. As they grew up 
the boy sold first one and then another till the 
last one was gone. The following morning the 
female was found dead beneath the cage, as if 
unable to survive the loss of her offspring. I 
trust not one of my readers will ever become so 
hard-hearted as this cruel boy. 

There is nothing in this world so beautiful as 
a mother's love. The more you think of her 
love to you the more you will love her in 
return. 
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L I S T E N I N G , E E H O I 

TITHE first thing needful in order to walk 
A with God, is to have the conscience per

fectly at rest; the blood of Christ alone 
can secure this to us. If the conscience is not 
at rest, having the sense of being so perfectly 
purged that it is fit for the presence of God, 
there is no liberty in respect to i t ; and all 
things are regarded in the light of its felt need, 
and, aB yet, unsatisfied demands. A conscience 
enlightened by the word of life will not rest, 
and cannot rest, short of full and uncon-
demning quietness in the presence of God where 
it dwells. 

My reader, have you got such a conscience 
before God ? Until you have, it is vain to speak 
of other things. 

Allow me to show you, as far as I am able, 
and with God's help, how this blessed redemp
tion-work of the Lord Jesus thus acts upon the 
conscience. As born of the first Adam, every 
man by nature is lost and guilty; the first, or 
" lost," is common to all men alike as born into 
this world. The other " guilty "—viz., relates 
to conduct or acts—and hence each man has 
his own guilt or sins to account for to God. 
Now this twofold pressure on the conscience is 
blessedly met by the death of Christ. Scripture 
declares that, " The worshippers once purged 
should have had no more conscience of sins." 
(Heb. x. 2.) Observe carefully the expression, 
"conscience of s ins": what does it mean? 
Why, simply that there is nothing between me 
and God; that God has no controversy with 
me in respect of sins; they are for me perfectly 
put away, and my conscience is perfectly 
purged. Now mark, consciousness of sin, 
which means that I know I have an evil 
nature in me, is a different thing altogether 
from " no more conscience of sins." Knowing 
that I have an evil nature in me, need not, and 
ought not to give me a bad conscience. Yielding 
to that evil nature, indulging it, or giving way 
to it, will surely soil my conscience, and make 
it bad practically, so that I cannot stand 
against the wiles of the devil. 

But I can well suppose some one of my 
readers, to whom all this is quite new—and it 
is for such I write—earnestly asking this 
question, " How can I ever get that liberty 
from this evil nature, which I am conscious is 
in me, and under the dominion of which I fear 
I really am at this moment ? " Well, there 
are few questions more important, and if the 
answer is not known in the soul, its history is 
the monotonous circle of self, self, self. The 
blessed fact is that not only are the sins of the 
believer all put away that his conscience may 

DING, F O L L O W I N G . 

be perfectly purged, so that there should be 
nothing between him and God ; but his 
old man—i.e., his evil nature—has been cruci
fied with ChriBt on the cross; and God does 
not regard the believer now as in that nature 
at all, but in Christ risen from the dead, in 
whose death that old man was judged and con
demned : " Knowing this, that our old man is 
crucified with Him, that the body of sin might 
be destroyed, that henceforth we should not 
serve sin." (Eom. vi. 6.) " For what the law 
could not do, in that it was weak through the 
flesh, God sending His own Son in the likeness 
of sinful flesh, and for sin, condemned sin in 
the flesh." (Rom. viii. 3.) 

Now I quite admit there is a difference in 
the way in which these truths reach the con
science, and I will endeavour to point it out 
here. 

With respect to the first, namely, the question 
of my sins, believing on the Son of God, I have 
the testimony of God in the word, to my con
science, that all my sins are forgiven, never to 
be remembered any more. This is not in any 
sense feeling or experience. No doubt such 
will flow from it, and the more so in proportion 
as faith is simple ; but in no sense do I believe 
because I experience or feel it, but on the 
contrary, I feel it as I believe it. The pillars 
of my faith are the atoning death of the Son of 
God on the one side, and the blessed witness of 
the Holy Ghost on the other. " Whereof the 
Holy Ghost also is a witness to us . . . . 
their sins and iniquities will I remember no 
more." (Heb. x. 15, 17.) 

Have you ever looked at two Scriptures to 
which I shall now allude ? viz., Rom. vi. 9—11, 
" Knowing that Christ, being raised from the 
dead, dieth no more; death hath no more do
minion over Him. For in that He died, He 
died unto sin once : but in that He liveth, He 
liveth unto God. Likewise reckon ye also 
yourselves to be dead indeed unto Bin, but alive 
unto God through Jesus Christ our Lord." 
Now what does that mean ? Why, simply this, 
that faith accepts this wondrous fact that our 
old man is crucified with Christ, and the be
liever accordingly recognizes himself to be dead 
—the Lord give us thus simply by faith to keep 
our reckoning with God. 

The other Scripture is 2 Cor. iv. 10: "Always 
bearing about in the body the dying of the 
Lord Jesus, that the life also of Jesus might be 
made manifest in our body." 

What does this mean ? Why, this simply, 
that Paul constantly applied the cross, the 
dying of Jesus, to himself, so as to keep in the 
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silence of death, Bin, that was in him. Oh, how 
one's EOIII ought to adore in the presence of 
such wordrous liberty and power, secured 
through the precious death of Him who was 
God over all blessed for eveimore. This then 
is the realization of faith, as the other is the 
recognition of faith. The Lord give us to be 
established in these times that we may be free 
to listen. 

LISTENING. 
That we may listen to His voice we must be 

in possession of both liberty and rest. If you 
have not repose, you cannot give Him an 
audience. I do not mean to deny for a moment 
that there is a previous exercise connected with 
the silencing of nature—the fading of other 
sounds which were wont to fill the ear of the 
soul—but this is the dying of what intrudes, in 
order that the disengaged ear may be turned 
without distraction to Him, instead of a morbid 
heart that wastes a weary, restless life away by 
feeding on itself. 

There is a repose in one who listens well that 
is very blessed to witness ; there was something 
of it at least in Mary, when she sat at Jesus' 
feet and heard His word. Her very attitude 
was restful—she sat and heard. 

I do not deny the activity of life, either in its 
earnestness to obtain or its readiness to sur
render, but I contend it ought to be restful 
activity, an activity which is kept alive and 
sustained by an object outside itself. " As 
ground, when parched with summer heat, 
gladly drinks in the welcome shower,' so 
would we, listening at His feet, receive His 
words and feel His power." I shall here note 
one or two results ol listening in this spirit. 

First, there is abstractedness of soul. Other 
sounds which otherwise might influence now 
fail to interest. The ear is turned to catch 
every note of the voice of the charmer, and oh, 
what a voice that i s ! His enemies even 
declared, "That never man spake like Him." 

The bride (when the day of union had not 
as yet dawned, and whose affection is restless) 
is spell-bound as she listens in the twilight, 
and announces with rapture, "The voice of my 
beloved,". . . " m y Leloved spake," her whole 
soul turns to hear what the bridegroom of her 
heart has to say. 

Next to abstraction is absorption, entire oc
cupation of eoul; the ear not only bent to hear, 
but filled with the sound of His voice, and that, 
too, not as one who is apart from me, but One 
to whom I am united. 

The pilgrim's Ifmgress ami its Wm$hin$s • 
a T wo LITTLE 

BY KOBERT MCKILLIAM, M.D. 

C H I L D R E N . 

IF we would see great truths underlying the 
ordinary things and events of the day, we 
must be led of the Holy GhoBt. He is 

indeed the Interpreter, and He alone can 
interpret any thing aright. Many still ask 
with Pilate, " What is truth ? " and many 
speak of it, and Beek in vain to teach it. In the 
House of the Interpreter only, and only as 
taken in hand by Him, do we know truth about 
any thing; for only God can understand men, 
things, events, aright, and He alone can inter
pret His own mind to us. Blessed if we can 
say, il We have the mind of Christ." 

" I saw, moreover, in my dream that the 
Interpreter took him by the hand, and led him 
into a little room, where there were two little 
children." 

How strangely the Holy Ghost looks at 
things! or how strange His language seems if 
we are not truly taught. We have just heard 

Him speak of the human heart as a " very large 
parlour," and now He calls this great world of 
ours " a little room "; its greatest men only 
" little children" and the sphere of their life 
and actions a child's " little chair," Surely it 
needs to see as God sees, before we can see such 
things as these. Such is by no means the 
opinion of the world. Yet surely it is even 
reasonable. Men, places, things are little or 
great to us according to the standards by whioh 
we judge. We do not wonder, though we may 
smile, at the little village lad, who has never seen 
our great London, that he thinks his native ham
let the biggest place on earth, and who looks 
upon his father as the strongest and wisest man 
that lives, because he can wield the great ham
mer, and knows how to fashion a horse-shoe! 
And yet, as we smile at his ignoranoe, do we 
condemn ourselves ? To us, judging by our 
little standard, the world is big and wide; its 
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kings and conquerors, its wise thinkers and 
writers are so great, oh! so great; and the 
places which they fill, or for which they strive 
for mastery, so lofty and magnificent. But 
the Interpreter judges by another standard— 
that of the almighty and everlasting God. Of 
Him " who weigheth our mountains in scales, 
and our hills in a balance, who taketh up the 
isles as a very little thing;" who looks upon all 
the nations together, not to speak of our " great 
powers" as only a " drop in the bucket," or 
11 as the small dust of the balance," they don't 
even count in God's estimate—this great 
weigher of things in His universe. 

In the House of the Interpreter we shall see 
these things, and no longer wonder that Bun-
yan calls the whole world only a little room, 
speaks of all men as two little children, and 
thinks of the throne of an emperor as, after all, 
only a child's " little chair. Is it not a strange 
and altogether unwordly sort of wisdom that 
teaches us to see in every human heart a pos
sible home for God—a something big enough to 
hold the Maker of the universe: and to look 
upon the world with all its seeming greatness 
as a very poor, little place after all—only the 
nursery of the little children ? 

In this little room we find besides, that there 
are only two little children. Yes, notwithstand
ing the " teeming millions," there are only two, 
—millions of samples—only the two kinds : the 
man of this age; the man of the age to come, 
descendants of Adam and of Christ. Passion 
and patience, the child of self-will and present 
gratification, or the child of faith, who trusts 
and waits. 

" Good always comes to him who faioivs to 
wait," but the natural man cannot and luill not 
wait. To him a " bird in the hand is worth two 
in the bush." He is not willing to wait, and if 
he has not at once his own way, is " fretful and 
discontented." 

44 But Patience was willing to wait! " 
" Then I saw in my dream that one came to 

Passion, and brought him a bag of treasure, and 
poured it down at his feet; the which he took 
up and rejoiced therein, and withal laughed 
Patience to scorn. But I beheld but a little 
while, and he had lavished all away, and had 
nothing left him but rags." 

The two ohildren are not only seated, each in 

his own little chair, but they are close together; 
can see and converse with one another, and 
take note of each other's conduct and ways. 
The child of patient faith in God who can say, 
" Not my will, but Thine be done," sees the 
apparent prosperity and success of the other, 
and may be inclined sometimes like the psalmist 
to ask, " Wherefore doth the way of the wicked 
prosper " ; but like him, he has to wait on 
11 only a little while " to find that the child of 
this world, with all his treasure, has passed 
away as an idle dream. Patience may be 
saddened, but never discontented. As he sits 
on his little chair, he has learned to sing, 
" My will is the will of my God." 

The child of this world gets his treasure; it 
need not be gold—the bag of treasure is what
ever the heart covets and the will determines to 
possess. My friend, it may be a very little thing 
or a seemingly very great thing, but it is your 
treasure. The god of this world may pour it at 
your feet, and while it lasts your joy may be 
full, and you will look with contempt and laugh 
to scorn " that silly fool Patience," who is will
ing to wait for his good things till he can have 
them by God's permission and with God's 
blessing. Nevertheless, hark thee, poor little 
passion child, what saith God ? ** Woe unto you 
that are rich, for ye have received your consola
tion. Woe unto you that are full, for ye shall 
hunger. Woe unto you that laugh, for ye shall 
mourn and weep." Yes, your treasure cannot 
last. In its very nature it is a poor, passing, 
temporal thing. I care not whether it be the 
throne of an empire or some petty place of 
office, the vast resources of a millionaire or 
Judas' beggarly thirty silver pieces, the gratifi
cation of the mighty and unholy will that 
sweeps its way in rivers of human blood, or the 
little petulant " I will," that the whim of a 
passing moment may be gratified. 'Tis all the 
Bame, the treasure never lasts I That which is 
seen is temporal; the unseen only is eternal. 
Very soon there will be left of thy treasure a 
little bundle of rags, a handful of ashes, an 
empty, withered heart, and a dark eternity. 

Be his sphere ever so lowly, the child of 
patient faith has cause for restful joy and quiet 
confidence. He may have to wait, but his 
portion is secure as God can make it, a treasure 
unfading, inexhaustible and eternal. 



WORK IN THE LORD'S VINEYARD. 

The Work of the Lord in Venezuela, 
S. America.—We have just been called to bid 
farewell to, and lay in the ground, the body of 
the first of our number who, having here learned 
the Gospel, has gone to the Saviour who re
deemed her. 

Her testimony was so clear and firm that it 
Beemed more like a victory gained over the enemy, 
than a token of the weakness of our present 
mortal condition. A triumph gained, too, in the 
very face of that gigantic power of evil which 
for 300 years here has been delivering souls over 
to the enemy of our race, bound hand and foot, 
and they pass through the dark portals of death 
into an appalling future from which they in-
stinctly shrink, though the eyes be covered with 
the thick bandage of superstition. 

In the number of " believers " here was an 
old lady, 84 years of age,—an Indian, I judge 
from her hair—whose humility, sorrow for the 
sins and darkness of the past, and childlike 
simplicity, had gained our love and confidence. 

But it was in her closing days that she entered 
into more perfect rest and peace, and gave strik
ing testimony of her faith in the Lord Jesus, 
.About two weeks before her departure I made 
this note of her : u She has peace, and this, not 
the peace of a hardened or dormant conscience, 
but the peace of one who, in a humbled and con
trite spirit, believingly rests in the testimony of 
the Word of-God as to the value of the precious 
blood of Jesus." 

The Lord did not keep her long in sickness ; 
having given her the premonition in her spirit 
Bhe rapidly sank. Three days before we 
visited her, all could see that the end was near 
and certain. But she had no fear ; on the con
trary, absolute peace. She said to us : " Before, 
I clung much to life, for the sake of the ohildren ; 
but now, not: now I am just waiting the call; 
when He comes and knocks at the door I am 
ready, ready." 

Just the day before her departure we saw her 
again, and found her in full possession of all her 
faculties of mind. All the previous night she 
had been repeating, they said, one of her favourite 
hymns : 

"Jesus es mi Pastor, conmigo estil. 
11 Jesus is my Shepherd, He is with me,1 

In reply to remarks we made, she said: lt What 
a happy lot awaits me ! " We sang her favourite 
hymn, and she tried to unite her voice in the 
chorus: 

111 rejoice in Jesus, 
"Who left His throne of light, 
To buy my salvation on the cross.' 

That bedside seemed rather a happy place than 
a solemn place.* 

The funeral was an event in the neighbourhood. 
To them it was a scandal—no candles around the 
bed ! no holy water ! no cross, nor priest! 

But we hope our simple service, and the preach-
ing of the blessed word of grace as to those who fall 
asleep in Jesus, may be blessed to the many who 
were present, to turn them from the dismal super
stitions of purgatory, to the light and peace and 
happiness found in the Gospel. 

Not in a moment had this old lady arrived at 
light and peace. For some time she clung to 
the image of "our Lady " ; she thought at first 
to be saved, through Christ, indeed, but with the 
help of the " Virgin." Finally, all the little idolB 
disappeared from her room. Hers was a long 
and cloudy day under the dark skies of Koman-
iBm, but, bless God 1 closing in a clear and glorious 
sunset. Yea, we may say, that her clear, un
wavering testimony in her closing hours, has left 
a strong "after-glow" behind it, that still re
flects the glory of the grace shown to her. 

In Komanism the Church charges for funeral 
ceremonies, and also for masses to get the poor 
soul out of purgatory. In the present case the 
church gave, for we helped to defray the expenses 
of the burial.—C. H. BRIGHT. 

Central Africa.—After an interval of about 
sixteen months, tidings have come from Messrs. 
Swan and Faulknor, who reached the country 
of Msidi, king of Garenganze, in December, 1887, 
thus allowing Mr. Fred. Arnot to visit England. 
As they are in the very centre of Africa, and 
under the capricious and cruel sway of an African 
chief, much concern was felt for them, and it is 
a great relief that letters up to May, 1889, have 
been received, though they will probably have 
been two years without receiving any. At first 
the work among Africans is necessarily very 
slow, as the language has to be acquired and 
written, without any of the aids to which we are 
accustomed. So far the king had not proved 
hostile, though he was becoming a little sus
picious. He has been unwell of late, and attribu
ting this to witchery he was putting many 
persons to death, and even thought that some of 
his enemies might have got bewitching medicine 
from the white man. Mr. Faulknor's health 
had been very poor, and in caring for some sick 
ohildren, he had caught one of the very trying 
native diseases, and been brought very low. 
These two labourers still need much remem
brance in prayer. 

* What a contrast this, to other deaths of whioh we 
hear 1 The daughter of this same old lady was telling us 
the other day of one of her old friends who died lately. 
She said it really made her afraid to he in his room, she 
felt Buch a darkness in the house, as of the presence of 
the devil. The poor man would not admit that he was 
dying, and fought death to the last. In an adjoining 
room they had placed within his view a table with a 
number of images upon it. Day after day he would ask 
in a delirious manner, "What day is it?" On being 
told, ho would beckon to the images and say, "Not yet, 
not yet; not till Saturday." On Saturday he died. Of 
others we have heard who in their dying agony tossed 
from them the images in which they had trusted, and 
N̂ hich could not give them peace. 



" Christ before all. Father, I must obsy Him." 

T H E SlSTEf\S OF SEVILLE.—Continued from page 19. 

THE FIRST BLOW. 

if 

HKEE days had passed, and the 
last day but one of the old year 
had come, when Don Diego arriv
ed. A look, the like of which the 
girls had never 6een before, was on 
his face as he told them in harsh 

tones to pack a few things, for he was 
going the next day to his house in 
Toledo, and they would have to accom

pany him with Julietta. A sense of 

terror took possession of the girls, especially 
when the duenna said that neither Father Eus-
tatio nor herself were to go with them. 

" Madre de Dios protect you, my senoras," 
she cried, kissing them both. "We may never 
meet again." 

" Yes, in heaven," said Inez, "if we are 
washed in the blood of Jesus. I feel sure there 
will be no more meeting on earth." 

The journey to Toledo took them two days, 
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and Julietta was evidently placed with them as 
a spy. When they arrived, a stern hard-fea
tured woman received them, and conducted them 
to two small rooms on different sides of a spaci
ous gallery. 

" May we not be together ? " asked Inez. 
" Your father said you were to be kept separ

ate till he came, Senora Inez," said Julietta; 
for the don did not accompany them, 

" When will he come ? " asked the girl. 
"In a day or two, with Father Luiz. Ha, 

senora, you will not call me a tale-bearer then," 
was the reply. 

Inez bolted her door, and, throwing herself on 
her knees, prayed for Clara and herself that their 
hearts might be garrisoned against fear and that 
the coming trial might find that they might be 
able to witness for Christ, who had loved them 
and died for them. This was the house their 
mother was taken from to the Inquisition, only 
to die there, and most likely they would suffer 
in the Quemadero. "Lord," prayed Inez, 
" only let Thine own presence be with us, and 
we fear nothing, not even the fire. Only Thy
self! give Thine own love, and we ask no more." 

From that horn* a new look came to Inez de 
Valdes. A calm, sweet, holy smile, that kept 
Julietta's taunts silent, and made the rigid du
enna marvel, who knew what Don Diego was. 
The fourth day after their arrival he came, and 
Inez received her summons to appear before 
him. She found father Luiz with her father, 
and involuntarily Inez' sweet face took the 
dignified one of old. " There will be no flinch
ing, father," whispered Don Diego, who could 
not help admiring the high-bred manners of his 
love ly child. 

41 Inez, do you know why you are here ?" he 
asked; " and how is it that the mass and con
fessions have been neglected of late ?" 

"I do not believe in it any more," said the 
girl firmly, "it is a false god. There is One 
only in Three, Father, Son, and Spirit, and I 
will worship none other." 

For some minutes after Inez had spoken there 
was a dead silence. The two men had come 
there as judges, but both their eyes fell before the 
calm holy look which shone on the face of the girl. 

" Wretched child," at. last said her father, " I 
will give thee one more chance: confess your 
sins to Father Luiz, and go quietly to mass, and 
I will forgive your disobedience; if not, your 
doom lieB there," pointing beyond the towers of 
the cathedral, where lay the dreaded prison of 
the Inquisition. 

" Father, I cannot," said Inez firmly. 
" Would you have me exchange gold for dross, 
and pearl and diamond for worthless tinsel ? 
No, let death coine; it can only give mo to my 
Lord for ever. I never can give up Christ." 

" Apostate," shrieked Father Luiz. " Say no 
more to her, senor ; Bhe shall be in the dungeon 
before night. Perchance that may tame her 
haughty spirit. Your fair Clara will be of gentler 
mould, I think." 

" I hope not," said Inez. "Clara has learnt 
of Jesus, and is, I hope, firm in the faith." 

The monk scowled. " Too well I know where 
you learnt this hateful doctrine," he said. 
" Would that mother Agneta had never been 
born, than she should have brought such evil on 
your father's house. Where is the book she 
gave you, for I know you have it hidden ?" 

"Here," said Inez, as she produced the Tes
tament, and the monk, taking it in his sleeve, 
opened the stove that stood in the room, and 
threw it on the fire. "There lies your book," 
he said, " and if you do not turn, you will burn 
as it does." 

" Farewell, Words of Life !" said Inez. "You 
may burn the book, father, but the truths are 
written in my heart, and are beyond your 
reach." 

" Go to your room," said Don Diego with an 
oath that made the girl shiver. 

" I will fetch Clara, father." 
Sorely werejthey both disappointed at finding 

neither threats nor promises of any avail. Clara 
was as firm as her sister, if not so bold in her 
confession. The girls were not even allowed to 
see each other, and bread and water was their 
only fare. 

Two days after this, as Inez was sitting by 
her window, the door opened, and her father 
entered, accompanied by a tall cadaverous-look
ing man, habited in black. He held a parch
ment in his hand, and there was no mistaking 
his errand. 

" I will give you another chance, unhappy 
girl," said the don. " Only recant your heresies, 
and Father Dominic will give you absolution; 
the alguazils of the Inquisition are in the house; 
make your choice, it is the last opportunity." 

A plea for mercy was on the girl's lips, an : 
then, like a lightning flash, came the promised 
" He that confesseth Me before men, him will I 
confess before My Father and His holy angels." 

" Christ before all," was her undaunted reply 
" Father, I must obey Him." 

" Take your prisoner," said Don Diego, with 
a face white with rage. Two men, with hoods 
covering their faces, entered the room, and, only 
stopping to let her take a mantle, led her away. 

Inez gave one look at her father, but he turned 
away, and, accompanied by a familiar of the 
Inquisition on either side, she descended the 
stairs, where to her sorrow she saw her sister in 
charge of two men similarly habited. They 
wero not sufTored to speak to each other as the 
carriage conveyed them to the huge building, 
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where they were received by more hooded 
familiars, and taken to separate cells. No fire 
was allowed, although it was early in January, 
and no books save a breviary. 

Left alone, Inez fell on her knees in thank
fulness that both Clara and herself had been 
strengthened to be firm. They knew the worst 
now. There was no more need to hide the 
truth they loved; and even in prospect of still 
bitterer trials, Inez was able heartily to thank 
her God. She prayed for her sister, in her 
lonely cell, and then, after eating a little of the 
frugal meal provided, retired to her pallet. 

Three days after, a monk entered her cell and 
ordered her to follow. 

" To my examination ?" asked Inez. 
" The Holy Office answers no questions," was 

the stern reply, as the monk led the way through 
a vaulted passage and into a large chamber with 
a dais covered with scarlet cloth. At the end of 
this dais sat the judges, surrounded by friars, 
and hooded familiars. Inez only saw one 
thing—her sister guarded, as she was, by algu-
azils. She would have sprung to her, but was 
kept back by the monk. " You are in the 
presence of the Holy office," he said, and with 
an encouraging smile at Clara, Inez faced her 
judges. 

An old man sat in the centre chair, and two 
others on either side. In one of these both girls 
recognised Munebraga, who had sometimes 
visited St. Catrina, now the Archbishop of 
Toledo, and the centre one Cardinal de Valdes, 
Inquisitor General. 

" My daughters," said the Inquisitor, in his 
softest tones, " is it possible that you persist in 
that evil doctrine called heresy, and read books 
forbidden by the Holy Mother Church ?" 

" They are the words of God, my lord, and I 
count there be little evil in them," Baid Inez. 

11 True, my daughter, but you can only rightly 
receive them from the priest, who holdeth God's 
authority to dispense the same." 

11 Is the priest better learned than Christ, my 
lord, who saith, * He that heareth My word and 
believeth on Him that sent Me hath everlasting 
life'? My lord, I have read and believed it," 
said Clara. 

Inez' heart bounded with joy as she heard her 
sister's confession, and Munebraga said,— 

14 Thou art young, my daughter, and these 
things are beyond thee. "What dost thou say to 
the mass ?" 

"It is a false thing, an idol, and ye know it 
well; bread it is, and bread it remains. Christ 
alone is the Bread of Life. I worship no bread 
God," replied Clara. 

" Do you believe receiving it in both kinds?" 
asked Munebraga of Inez. 

" I do, my lord, for Jesus gave both as a sign 

of our fellowship in His death. He did not say 
" Eat My flesh ' only, but ' Drink My blood.*; 

" Then ye hold no confession ?" said the third 
Inquisitor, whose eyes literally blazed with rage. 
u Shameless girls! ye are heretics indeed, and 
unworthy to be the children of such a prop of 
our Church a9 Don Diego de Valdes. Take 
them to the dungeons," he Baid to the attendants, 
" and see if that will bring them to a better 
mind." 

With a last fond look at her sister, for they 
were not allowed to speak to each other, Inez 
and Clare followed their goalers to a flight of 
stone steps, and down many passages and stairs 
till they came to a number of cells. Opening 
two of the doors, the men bade them enter a 
place to which their former cells were a palace. 
Damp was oozing from the walls; and a straw 
mattress, beside which was a loaf and a jug of 

I water, was all there was in the place. A gleam 
I of light came through a loophole, too high to be 

reached ; and this was the abode of the dehcately-
nurtured daughters of De Valdes, and yet he, in 
his princely home, surrounded with every luxury, 
only laughed when he heard of his children's 
treatment, and said " he hoped it would bring 
them to their senses." 

At first, when Clara de Valdes saw her dungeon, 
and heard the heavy bolt shoot into its socket, 
her heart failed, and the thought for a moment 
came, " Is the joy I have only heard of worth 
this suffering?" and had a servant of the Inqui
sition been there, she might have succumbed. 
Soon better thoughts came, and ashamed of her 
doubts, Clara fell on her knees, and tears of 
confidence and joy relieved her overwrought 
brain. " Lord, I will follow Thee, only hold 
Thou me up," she prayed, and from that moment 
her soul was garrisoned by the peace of God, 
and she had such a sense of His presence, and 
of the gladsome joy of heaven, as she had never 
before felt. From that time not a shade of 
trouble crossed her fair and happy face. 

The goaler who brought her food wondered 
at the strength of the gentle girl. Inez was the 
same, and sometimes not only their cells, but 
all the passages near, would be filled with the 
sound of their clear voices singing favourite 
hymns of praise and thanksgiving to that beloved 
Saviour whose love now filled their hearts to 
overflowing. 

Several times they were examined, but not an 
atom of their faith wavered. They were never 
allowed to be examined together again; that 
poor consolation was denied them. Even 

I Munebraga himself visited both in their dun-
i geons, and found threats and promises alike vain. 

" 'Tis of no use, Father Luiz," he said one day 
I after his visit, "they are more hardened than 

ever." (To bo continued.) 
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Hassans from the lock of Itath* 

MEETING WITH CHI^I 
Ruth ii. 

ST, 

TDHIS second chapter of Ruth is intimately 
«J^ connected with the first chapter, which 

tells us briefly that a man named Elirn-
elech, with his wife Naomi, and two sons, Mah-
lon and Chilion, under pressure of circumstances, 
left the land of Judah,—left Bethlehem (the 
house of bread), and went down to Moab, the 
land of idolatry ; turned their back on God aixd 
went into the world. A little while and Elime-
lech dies in Moab; a little longer and Mahlon 
is sick and dies, and then Chilion pines and dies 
likewise. Her husband and her two sons are 
taken away, and Noami is left alone. She wakes 
up to find her husband gone, both her sons gone, 
and she is left the abject picture of desolation 
and sorrow. 

Then she learns that the Lord has visited His 
people with bread, she hears of the grace of the 
Lord, and she sets out to return to Judah. 
Orpah and Ruth, her two daughters in law, say 
they will leave the land of idolatry and death 
and go up with her to Canaan. Canaan typifies 
heaven, and every sinner says he would like to 
go to heaven. They both make the start, and 
then you get Noami, in effect, saying, " If you 
go with me your worldly prospects will be 
ruined, go back to the world." 

Though they both say they will go with her, 
yet Orpah, true to her name, when she hears 
what Naomi 6ays, turns back, frightened at the 
prospect. Orpah means u a fawn," and a fawn 
is a timid, easily frightened creature. How 
many Orphas there are now! How many who 
turn back frightened, afraid of the roughness of 
the road, terrified at the difficulties! Orpah 
turns back to the world—to Moab, " unto her 
people and unto her gods," i.e., to her relations 
and her religion—and what kind of religion was 
it ? Empty forms. A dull Christless religion, 
with nothing in it for the heart. She is the type 
of a worldly professor. She goes back, and 
this brings Ruth to the front. 

11 Do not ask me to go back," she says, " I 
will go on." But the way is rough. " Never mind, 
I will go." But you will lose everything. u I t is 
no matter, I will go on, I must go on. I have 
had enough of Moab. I lost my husband in 
Moab, the one I loved best I lost; the world has 
only been a scene of sorrow, desolation, and 
death to me. Is there not a place of light, and 
Joy, and incorruptibility that you can tell me of, 
and that I may reach ? Thy people shall be my 
people ; I will go with you." And now comes 

the spring of it all, " Thy God shall be my 
God:' 

Can you say that, beloved friend ? Can you 
say, " I want Christ ?" Oh, blessed soul! if you 
can say " I want Christ," soon you will wake 
up to the truth that Christ wants you. Precious, 
precious truth, Christ to ant 8 you ! He has 
come into the world and sought you ; you have 
not to seek Him. He has sought you ; He came 
into the world to seek and to save that which 
was lost. 

Well, Ruth goes on and gets to Bethlehem-
Judah—blessed place ! May you get to God's 
house of bread—the feet of Jesus; may you 
reach the u house of bread" this day; the place 
where you shall find rest on the bosom of Jesus. 
God grant you to meet Jesus even this day. 
Would you not like to meet Jesus just now ? 
Would you not like to know Jesus ? Would you 
not like to have Jesus ? Would you not like to 
be able to say, "This is my Beloved and this is 
my Friend?" Would to God that this day I 
could introduce you to Christ! what joy would fill 
my heart! It is the evangelist's part, as an in
strument, to introduce the sinner to the Saviour. 
You want Jesus? The evangelist comes and 
tells you Jesus wants you. You want to be made 
happy ? Jesus wants to make you happy. You 
want eternal life ? Jesus wants to give you eter
nal life. You want your 6ins forgiven ? Jesus 
wants to forgive you. You want rest ? Jesus 
wants to give you rest. Oh, would you not 
like to rest on the very bosom of Jesus hence
forth ? You say," Yes, I would. I am anxious.'' 
Blessed sight! Do you talk to me of pictures ? 
I say the two most lovely pictures under the 
sun are a company of saints happy in Christy 
and a company of sinners wanting Christ. 

Ah, you who want Christ—you are the very 
one Christ wants 1 He wants to save you. He 
wants to have you. He wants to take you with 
Him to everlasting glory. Will you let Him ? 
Will you let Him save you to-day ? Will you 
yield yourself to him now ? Do you say, " I 
want Christ"? Well, listen then. I am going 
to talk to you about a Friend. 

** And Naomi had a kinsman of her husband's, 
a mighty man of wealth, and his name was 
Boaz." Boaz is a lovely type of Christ as a 
kinsman, not, as some say, in His incarnation, 
He never was that, He only became our kins
man through death and resurrection. He stands 
now, by His death, in the relation of a Saviour t 
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willing to do a Saviour's part. I have a kins
man of the seed of the woman. A man who 
died and rose again. The Saviour is a mighty 
Man of wealth. 

Two things come out in Christ the Saviour; 
He is the full revelation of God, and He is a 
perfect man too. There is a Man who can 
deliver you from the lake of fire, a Man who can 
bring you in righteousness to God, " a mighty 
man of wealth," and His name, His peerless 
name, is JESUS. He was rich. He had 
everything. He was the eternal Son, the very 
delight of God, and in the grace of His heart He 
passed angels by, came into this world, and, oh, 
marvel of marvels, He who was God became a 
man that He might rescue you, The first man, 
in his pride, tried to become as God, and he 
became a sinner; but listen! He who was God 
became a man, in the grace and love of His 
heart, in order that He might die and deliver 
you from the power of sin and Satan, and bring 
you in righteousness to God. " For ye know 
the grace of our Lord JOBUS Christ, that though 
he was rich, yet for your sakes he became poor, 
that ye, through his poverty, might be rich." 
Oh, would you not like to have Christ ? You say, 
" I am so poor." Yes, but He is rich! this 
mighty Man of wealth. Tell me, now, would 
you not like to be possessed of Him ? Would 
you not like that there should be a link between 
your souls and this mighty Man of wealth ? 
All that God is He showed in His life, as man 
on earth. All that the first man is, was fully 
met by His cross, when He took upon Him, as a 
substitute, all the sin and guilt, then by dying 
swept it all away, rose again, and went to 
heaven as man. He came down as God, He 
went up as man (God too, always, of course). 
He perfectly manifested God to man down here, 
and now He perfectly manifests man to God up 
there. 

11 How wondrous the glories that meet 
In Jesus, and from His face shine! 

His love is eternal and sweet, 
'Tis human, 'tis also Divine! 

" His glory—not only God's Son— 
In manhood He had His full part,— 

And the union of both join'd in one 
Forms the fountain of love in His heart." 

Oh, would you not like to know this Jesus? 
Well, Buth goes forth now to glean, " and her 

hap was to light on a part of the field belonging 
to Boaz," a very important item that. What 
does it mean, do you ask ? It means this, it was 
not sub-let, thank God. It belonged to Boaz, 
it was a place where Boaz got his rights, where 
he was everything. It is the place where Christ's 
claims are fully acknowledged. There was a 
chief reaper too, which I doubt not prefigures 
the one who carries on the work down here now, 
the Holy Ghost. But the field belonged to Boaz, 
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and Kuth is among his reapers now. Oh, it is 
a grand thing to be among Christ's reapers. It 
is not sowing time now, it is reaping, and there 
is a day coming when He who sowed and they 
who reap shall rejoice together. His service ia 
the sweetest joy under the sun, there is only 
one thing sweeter than His service, and that is 
Christ Himself. Do you ask, Is it hard work to 
serve Christ ? I know of no joy like it, save the 
enjoyment of the Person of the Master. 

And now, mark the intimacy between the 
master and the servants. " And Boaz said unto 
the reapers, The Lord be with you, and they 
answered him, The Lord bless thee." It is 
beautiful: there is a perfect communion between 
the Lord and the reapers, and it is most blessed 
to see the way He comes in and out among 
them. 

" Whose damsel is this?" he now says. He 
had his eye on the stranger, he marked the 
stranger and asked about her, and the servant 
can tell him all about her. He has found out 
all about her. The Lord puts the servant often
times in full knowledge of what is going on in 
a soldi, just in order to meet the need of the soul, 
by His word, through the servant. Here, how
ever, we have a beautiful picture of the way the 
Lord Himself deals with a soul now. Look at the 
tenderness of the Lord; do not judge of the 
tenderness of the Master by the roughness often
times of the servant. " Hearest thou not, my 
daughter ?" Listen how tenderly He speaks, 
the moment you enter the field where He is, the 
moment you become a gleaner in His field, this 
is what He says, " My daughter" 

But, you say, this is an Old Testament scene. 
Then listen to one from the New Testament. 
There was a poor woman, when the Master was 
on earth, sick and weary, and she hears of Jesus, 
and she wants to get to him, for Bhe says, " If I 
may but touch his clothes, I shall be whole." 
The crowd throng and preBs Him. She follows 
with the multitude, trying to get near Him. 
The crowd sways and moves, but she presses 
forward, reaches the person of Jesus, touches 
the hem of His garment, and, lo! she is healed. 
The woman would have gone away at once, I 
think, but Jesus stood still and said, "Who 
touched my clothes ?" If she had gone away, 
though she was healed, the devil would have 
suggested—Ah, yes, you are healed now, but you 
will be just as bad again to-morrow. This the 
Lord knew, so He arrests her footsteps as she 
had arrested His, and ere she departs, most 
sweetly confirms her. When she heard of Jesus 
she came, and when she came she touched, and 
when she touched she was healed, and then, 
being healed by His power. He confirms her 
faith by His word, and sends her away with 
words whioh she could never forget, and which 
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I trust may fall as sweetly on your ear and heart 
dear reader:—" Daughter, Be of good comfort, 
thy faith has made thee whole, go in peace, and 
be whole of thy plague." Her past was—" thy 
faith hath made thee whole ;" her present—" go 
in peace;" her future—" be whole of thy plague." 
He assures her not only is she whole, but she is 
to be so ever after. Is not that a grand confirma
tion service ? 

But best of all, He owns relationship with her. 
Do you trust Him ? Then he owns you. He 
acknowledges you the very moment you acknow
ledge and trust Him. 

Again, there was a man sick of the palsy, in 

By A. T. Sci 
HE sin of selfishness, of which we spoke 

last, may be specially characterized as the 
sin most unlike Christ, but the sin of 

pride is directly of the Devil; if the one is anti-
Christian the other is Satanic Such, indeed, 
is the calm language of Scripture. In 1 Tim. 
iii. 6 we read that being lifted up with pride was 
the cause " of the condemnation of the devil," 
and in Ezek, xxviii. we read the detailed account 
of how the heart of one who was once " fall of 
wisdom and perfect in beauty * was " lifted up 
because of his beauty," and his "reason was 
corrupted by reason of his brightness," and who 
therefore fell from heaven to hell. 

PBIDE SPRINGS FROM THE HEART. 

Pride is in every human heart, it runs in 
man's blood, all are afflicted with this disease, 
though by too many, alas, it is regarded rather 
as an ornament than a blemish. The word of 
God says simply of " a high look and a proud 
heart" so much thought of in the world, that 
they are sin (Prov xxi. 4). They are hateful to 
God (Prov. vi. 16, 17; xvi. 5), and to Christ, 
typified by wisdom (Prov. viii. 13). 

The root of all pride is in the heart, " out of 
the heart proceed pride, foolishness (Mark vii. 
22). How can a young believer get rid of a 
proud heart? There is indeed but one way, 
that is by sitting at the feet of Him who is meek 
and lowly in heart until we are ashamed any 
longer to cherish a quality so unlike Christ, so 
like Satan. 

SPIRITUAL PRIDE. 

Let us consider one or two varieties of pride 
spoken of in the Word. We find the type of 
one variety " spiritual or religious pride " in the 
Pharisees of old, who were not ashamed to 

the 2nd of Mark, and they bring him where 
Jesus was. The house is full, but they take off 
the roof and let him down to the feet of Jesup, 
and when He saw their faith He said, " Son, 
thy sins be forgiven thee." And again, "Arise, 
take up thy bed and go to thine house," And 
he went out by the door. He had come in by 
the roof, lying on his back on the bed. He 
went out by the door, carrying his bed on his 
back. Thus, you see, whenever there is faith, 
the Lord owns relationship with the soul, and 
then sends it forth a witness of His grace and 
power. There ought to be no cripples in the 
Lord's camp. 

PRIDE OF POSITION. 

Another sort of pride arise3 from riches and 
position. We may see an instance of this in 
Hezekiah (2 Kings xx. 13), in Nebuchadnezzar 
(Dan. *iv. 30), in Belshazzar (Dan. v. 22), in 
Herod (Acts xii. 21), and in many others. The 
question, Is it seen in us ? Do we in any of 
our acts betray this mean, this debasing, this 
unChristlike spirit to any who are poorer and 
humbler than ourselves ? Surely not; for if 
spiritual pride is terrible, this is contemptible, 
and clearly shows that we have never really 
understood the place where God's sovereign 
grace has set us. It is alluded to in Jas. iii, 

Ifmtical Truths te *$txun$ Islistrsra* 
)E. 
FIELD, M.D. 

come before God with words like these, " God, I 
thank thee I am not as other men are." Surely 
no vestige of such an expression finds a place in 
the prayers of our readers. 

We must remember that pride is one of the 
characteristics of the last days (2 Tim. iii. 2), 
and therefore we have need to be greatly on our 
watch against it. Spiritual pride is perhaps the 
worst variety, because it is not ashamed to 
show itself in connection with Christ's name, a 
terrible thing when we think that such profess 
to be followers of the meek and lowly Jesus. 
Let this sin at least then be kept far from us, 
and let none who read these lines sin so fear
fully against God, as to use His truth to help 
them to commit the very sin of the Devil— 
spiritual pride. When we really get into His 
presence this can never be the case, " then went 
King David in, and sat before the Lordy and he 
said, ' Who am I, 0 Lord God ? and what is my 
house that Thou hast brought me hither ? " (2 
Sam. vii. 18). But when we are out of God's 
presence then boasting beginB " (2 Cor. xii. 7). 
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T H E KEMEDY. 

But it does not need riches to produce pride, 
this fatal seed is seen alas everywhere, and often 
those who are poorest are most proud, and this 
is especially the case amongst the Lord's people. 
Many having hecome Christians, and mixing 
freely on equal terms as Christians with those 
they never could have met on any other, instead 
of increasing in humility, have lost what little 
they possessed, and developed a proud heart. 

When we talk of having very sensitive feel
ings, and being hurt by remarks of others, 
it is often only pride, and shows how miserably 
we are taken up with ourselves. Another 
variety of pride is shown in outward adorn
ment, dressing after the fashion of the world, 
and in a manner un6uited to Christian position. 
Another variety is being puffed up by any gifts 
God may have bestowed upon me. 

But I am sure that we have spoken enough 
of the evil; for the remedy let us look for a 
moment at the Lord Jesus Christ. 

We find in the first place that He Himself 
expressly declares " that he is meek and lowly 
in hear t" (Matt. xi. 29). We find Him show
ing this in various ways; by taking our nature 
(Phil. ii. 7 ; Heb. ii. 16), in His choice of station 
in life (John ix. 29). How many of us who 
profess to show His spirit, if left to ourselves to 
choose our place in this world, would have 
made such a selection? We are called to be 
conformed to the image of our Lord. Which 
among us is so ? We may well ask this 
question when we see Christians trying to be 
more than their fathers were, and pushing their 
children still higher than themselves. We strict
ly obey the first half of Jas. i. 9, 10, but how 
many rich people rejoice when they are made 
low ? There 

CHRIST OR SELF 

is a line visible from heaven, whether we on 
earth can distinguish it or no. On one side of 
it are those who, be what they may, would still 
be something more, or seem to be something 
they are not; who cannot enjoy what they 
have, beoauBe they desire more, and cannot 
be gratified because they are not satisfied. 
There are those who are ashamed of the position 
their Master chose, and who are proud of one He 
refused to occupy. Christ and those that bear 
His image are not on this side of the line. I t 
is not that we are called to change our station, 
but we are called to change our mind. But 
we must pass on. 

Not content with being a carpenter Christ 
became the servant of all (Matt. xx. 28; Luke 
xxii. 27), even washing His desciples' feet (John 
xiii-5). On account of all this He was despised 
(Mark vi. 3 ; John ix. 29), and those who follow 

Him will be despised too. They will be called 
mean spirited, and will be pushed aside and 
trodden down by the proud and ambitious. I t 
matters not. If they have but drunk at the 
pure spring of humility in Phil, ii., their souls 

[ will be so refreshed that they will be full of joy 
at bearing ever so little of the beauty of their 
Lord. 

WHAT GOD THINKS OP THE HUMBLE. 

Hear what God has to say of them. He 
hears them (Ps. ix. 17), they enjoy His presence 
(Is. lvii. 15) He delivers them (Job xxii. 29), 
exalts them (Luke xiv. 1 1 ; xviii. 14), gives them 
more grace (Jas. iv. 6), while He resists the 
proud. Saints are exhorted to put on humility 
and be clothed with it (1 Pet. v. 5), a beautiful 
word, meaning that on whatever side we are 
approached humility is seen, to walk in humil
ity (Eph. iv. 1, 2), but to beware of false 
humility (Col. ii. 18, 20), which is only pride in 
disguise. 

Nothing perhaps shows'more the transforming 
power of the grace of Christ than when a 
man, naturally proud and haughty, becomes 
really meek and lowly in spirit; and nothing 
tells more strongly of the way in which the 
letter of truth held apart from Christ corrupts, 
than when we see a humble quiet person after 
coming among Christians become vain and 
puffed up, a sight, alas! which is not rarer 
than the former. 

We plead then, in closing, that our dear 
readers will seek to cultivate the two graces 
of which we have already spoken, unselfishness 
and humility, and thus get a long way on in 
becoming like Christ, putting away from them, 
as hateful things, anti-Christian sin of selfish
ness and the Satanic sin of pride. 

But who is sufficient for these things? 
Thank God, the answer is not far to Beek, " Our 
sufficiency is of God,'" the meek will He teach 
His way. May we look to Him then in all 
meekness to put upon us more of the grace 
of Christ, and fit us better to become humble 
followers of the Lord Jesus Christ. 

il Oh may that mind in us be found, 
That shone so bright in Thee, 

The humble, meek, and lowly mind 
From pride and envy free." 

WHEN humility comes and puts itself in the 
way of trust, it is no longer humility, but pre
sumption. 

MANY a Scripture resembles the pillar of 
cloud and fire—full of joy to the believer, full 
of destruction to the sinner. On the one side, 
all is light—the light of God ; on the other, all 
is dark—the darkness of hell, 
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TITHE joy of the three gardeners was great, 
" J - as they saw the old man departing, and 

felt they were now free to do as they 
pleased. 

" I have long thought that these cans were 
not fitted for such a young plant," said one, as 
he threw his away," what we want are fine syrin
ges which we can fill with some good mixture, 
and direct in a gentle stream just where we 
wish." " It is a great mistake," added another, 
"'to allow these weeds to be here. They are an 
injury to the plant, and we must clear every one 
of them away." " First of all, let us put up the 
house," said the third, "and then we'll soon 
manage the rest." So, after a great deal of 
talk, they decided upon its shape and size. I t 
was to be very narrow, but very lofty, so as to allow 

A RELIGIOUS plenty of room for the 
STBTEM. plant to grow in height, 

but not in breadth. How and where they got 
their materials, I cannot tell, but so great was 
their diligence that in a few weeks the framework 
was up, and in another the glass was in. They 
then put in a patent self-regulating stove, war
ranted to maintain the same temperature in 
winter and summer. 

During all this time the plant got worse and 
worse, and at last it was nearly dead for want of 
water, for the gardeners were too busy now to 
think of running down to the river. 

I must say, however, that when the house 
was finished and painted, it looked very well, 
and even the prince would occasionally come 
and admire it. Indeed, all the time they were 
building it, he had not displayed at all the same 
animosity as formerly, when he used often to hin
der their fetching water, and overturn their cans. 

Having now got everything ready, our friends 
were greatly delighted the first wintry day to 
find how snug and warm the house felt. Indeed, 
I may say, although no doubt the plant was the 
first object, that the thought did juBt cross their 
minds how much more comfortable they would 
be at their work now, than when they had to 
fetch water in the bitter cold weather the last 
winter. 

Turning their attention at last to the plant, 
they saw at once what it wanted, and thinking 

ADULTERATING the idea of a syringe 
THE WORD. ^ y e r y gQ 0 (J j t h e y p r Q . 

vided themselves with one apiece, and then 
mixing a small quantity of river water with a 
large jroportion of an artificial stimulant 
some one had recommended (it is said it was 

one of the prince's agents), they watered the 
plant with a soft and steady stream. 

The effect was most gratifying. In a few days 
the genial warmth and plentiful moisture soon 
made the plant revive, and apparently every
thing succeeded as they expected. 

One thing remained to be done, several weeds 
had of course been included in the space covered 
by the house. Every vestige of these was cleared 
away, and the place made tidy and respectable. 
Beneath the soil, however, all the old roots 
remained, waiting for a favourable opportunity 
to sprout again. 

Spring is the growing time for plants, but 
now that it was always spring in the glass-house, 

RELIGIOUS the plant was always 
FORCING. growing. Shoot succeeded 

shoot, and leaf followed leaf, until it made a 
grand show. Owing to the construction of the 
house, it was greatly drawn up, and the stalk, 
or rather trunk, of the young tree, for it was 
already covered with green bark, was very long 
and slender. The great show of leaves at the 
top seemed rather heavy for it, but still all went 
well. Indeed, here and there was some indica
tion of coming fruit. The comfort too of the 
house to the poor gardeners was so great that 
they sincerely hoped it would be allowed to 
remain. At last winter was over and spring came. 
The plant was a show. I t had nearly reached 

SPIRITUAL the top of the house, and 
PRIDE. everything seemed to tes

tify to the superiority of the new way over the 
old. 

The three friends now anxiously awaited the 
the visit of the king, quite confident of his ap
proval. If ever a doubt did cross their minds 
as to what he would say, it was only at such 
times as the old gardener (who had left them, 
they said, because he could not have all his own 
way) paid them a visit. He generally said 
nothing, but looked carefully at the plant and 
went away shaking his head. 

One day the king came. He had not been 
expected, and one of the gardeners had just 
given the house a fresh coat of paint, in conse
quence of which the leaves of the plant had 
turned rather yellow; so they were all very busy 
with their syringes trying to make it look all 
right. 

41 Where are your cans ?" was the first word 
he said, on which there was a great deal ottfumb
ling and searching, and at last they were pro
duced, an {J the one who had proposed the glass* 



THE GARDENERS' PLAN. 41 

house, being spokesman of the three, explained 
that they found the syringes very much more 
effective. " Effective for what ? " said the king, 
his brow clouding over. " For the growth of 
the plant, my lord," answered the gardener, 
44 you Bee how high and handsome it is. Those 
bits of yellow," he added, seeing the king looking 

" The plant 

at the yellow leaves, " are nothing, they are only 
caused by the smell of the fresh paint we put on 
the house." 

44 Who erected this house ?" said the king. " I 
did, my lord," replied the builder. " By whose 
orders ?" " We did it for the good of the plant, 
my lord. It was very feeble, and you see, now, 
how it has grown," 

44 Your only excuse," sternly replied the king, 
44 is that your real desire was to benefit the plant. 
You have disobeyed my orders, and imagined % 
that you could improve upon them. You have 
adulterated the pure water of the river. You 
have erected this miserable glass-house, and by 
it9 means have nearly destroyed the plant. Far 

was a show." 

1 better that some of its leaves should wither than 
FORCING ia the whole plant should be 

NOT GROWTH. as it is. It has not grown, 
it has been draion up. As you have, therefore, 
betrayed your trust, it is taken from you and 
given to another." The king then commanded 

J that the house should be utterly destroyed, and 
] every vestage of it, and all the new tools burnt 
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He then left the plant in sole charge of the old 
gardener, with strict orders to put no further 
shelter about the plant, summer or winter, and 
to use nothing but the pure water of the river. 

Such was the end of the gardeners' plan, and 
as the old gardener looked on the charred 

OME time since, in the early spring, I was 
going out at my door, when round the 
corner came a blast of the east wind— 

defiant and pitiless, fierce and withering—send
ing a cloud of dust before it. I was just taking 
the latch-key from the door as I said, half 
angrily, " I wish the wind would— " I was 
going to say change, but the word was checked, 
and the sentence was never finished. As I 

remains of the once boasted glass-house, and the 
sickly appearance of the tall young tree, he 
thought of some words that he had cnce read: 
" The fire shall try every man's work, of what 
sort it is. If any man's work shall be buined, 
he shall suffer loss." 

went on my way, the incident became a parable 
to me. There came an angel holding out a key, 
and he said, " My Master sends His love, my 
brother, and He bids me give you this." 
^ u "What is i t ? " I asked, wondering, and 

timidly touching it. 
" The hey of all the winds" said the angel, 

and disappeared. 
Now, indeed, I should be happy. I hurried 

Ifages itxv the *$nun$> 

LISTENING, BEHOLDING, FOLLOWING.—Continued from page 30. 
BEHOLDING. 

TITHE eye of the soul is exercised as well as 
• £ • the ear: the voice of the object delights 

and engages the ear; the Person Himself 
delights the eye, the vision of the soul. It i6 a 
wonderful thing to know that the heavens are 
opened to the faith of a believer now, and Jesus 
in glory, pointed out by the indwelling Holy 
Ghost, to the one who looks up with steadfast 
gaze. Oh, it is everything to have the eye on 
the object. "What distinguishes Christianity is 
an object outside of us, and power in us : Jesus 
in the glory of God, and the Holy Ghost who 
dwells in us. 

Oh, what a blessed sight for faith, that tran
scendent Person, that glorified Man, that mighty 
Saviour ! Well may we pray— 

110 fix our earnest gaze 
So wholly, Lord, on Thee." 

Let me impress upon you the fact that we do 
not behold the Saviour in glory as apart from 
Him, but as those who are united to Him—one 
with Him. How very blessed to know I am 
one with the object I love. "As we behold, we 
are transformed into the same image (2 Cor. iii. 
18), i.e., as we are occupied with Christ, where 
He is, we become like Him; the moral features 
of Him who is our object, are transferred to 
those who, by the Spirit, behold Him in glory. 
Stephen is a beautiful instance of this: he acted 
like Christ in the midst of the most trying cir
cumstances. (See Acts vii.) 

Next, we find that He whom we love forms 
affections suited to Him. Herein lies the differ
ence between Christian affection and heart-
longing, and that which is found in the Song of 
Songs ; in the latter, the bride does not possess 
the profound repose and sweetness of affection 
that flows from a relationship already formed, 
known, and fully appreciated. 

FOLLOWING. 
The feet pursue the path marked out by His 

blessed footsteps, who has gone before. For 
this, divine energy is needed. The blessed 
apostle, who knew Christ in glory, heard His 
voice speaking to him from glory, and had seen 
Him in glory, follows Him—" I press toward 
the mark for the prize of the high calling of God 
in Christ Jesus." The mark denoted the spot, 
as it were, whither he pressed; the prize was that 
for which he ran. He did not think of His eye, 
or His feet. That on which his eye rested, and 
for which his feet pressed on, was everything to 
him—purpose of heart, earnestness, energy, 
there must be, as well as self-abnegation, every 
step of the course ; diligence of soul and vigil
ance of heart, too. But if Christ, seen in glory, 
and known in glory, does not form and maintain 
these in the heart, I know of no other motive or 
power. The Lord keep us hearing, and behold
ing, and following His own Son, that the tastes 
suited to Christ may be both formed, kept alive, 
and manifested in all our ways. 

Wis KINGDOM R U L E T H D Y E R ALL. 

BY MARK GUY PEARSE. 
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away np into the heights whence the winds 
come, and stood amongst their caves. 

44 I will have done with the east wind at any 
rate; that shall plague lis no more," I cried, 
and calling in that friendless wind, I slammed 
the door, and heard the echoes ringing in the 
hollow places. I turned the key triumphantly. 
" There," I said, "now we have done with 
that." 

44 What shall I choose in its place ? " I asked 
myself, looking about me. The south wind is 
pleasant; and I thought of the lambs, and the 
young life on every hand, and the flowers that 
had begun to deck the hedgerows. But as I set 
the key within the door, it began to burn in my 
hand. 

44 What am doing ? " I cried. " Who knows 
what mischief I may bring about! How do I 
know what th e fields want! Ten thousand, 
thousand things of ill may come of this foolish 
wish of mine." 

Bewildered and ashamed, I looked up and 
prayed the Lord would send His angel yet again 
to take the key, and for my part I promised that 
I would never want to have it any more. But 
lo, the Lord Himself stood by me. He reached 
His hand to take that key, and as I laid it down 
I saw that it rested against the sacred wound-
print. It hurt me indeed that I could ever 
have murmured against anything wrought by 
Him, who bare such sacred tokens of His love. 
Then He took the key, and hung it on His 
girdle. 

T H E R O B I N 

PEBHAPS one of my youngest readers will 
be ready to say, " Oh, you surely need 
not describe our very familiar acquain

tance, the bold and social little Bobin. Who 
does not know him by his beautiful scarlet 
breast ?" And surely every one living in the 
country has made him a particular friend dur
ing the cold winter months. Who at that sea
son has not enticed him, and perhaps his young 
brood too, first on to the window-sill, then in
side the house, until at last, grown familiar, he 
has even perched upon the table and fed upon 
the crumbs ? But bold as he is in winter, there 
are few birds more shy and unobtrusive during 
the Bummer months; and it is not until autumn 
has far advanced that he loses his retiring habits. 

The Bobin is truly an English bird ; he braves 
out the winter's cold, and unlike so many of 
our best singing birds, he never leaves our 
shores. In early spring he is marvellously busy 
preparing his nest. Like the Lark and the 
Nightingale he has lowly thoughts about his 
home, and generally finds some retired snug spot 

" Dost Thou keep the key of the winds ? " I 
asked. 

44 I do, my child," He answered, graciously. 
And lo, I looked again, and there hung all 

the keys of my life. He saw my look of amaze
ment, and asked, " Didst thou not Tcnowy my 
child, that my kingdom ruleth over all? " 

44 Over all, my Lord ! " I answered. " Then 
it is not safe for me to murmur at anything ? " 

Then did He lay His hand upon me tenderly. 
" My child," He said, " thy only safety is in 
everything to love and trust and praise." 

* * * * * 
So far the parable; now comes the prose. 

Some few weeks afterwards, a friend called my 
attention to two letters thac appeared in The 
Times newspaper, written by a foremost author
ity on matters of agriculture. The first was in 
February. The writer stated that he had just 
been through England and much of France, and 
found that the long-continued and incessant 
rains had brought the land to such a condition, 
that it would require at least three years to 
restore it to an ordinary state. In April came 
another letter, stating that the east wind had 
done in three months what ordinarily it would 
have taken three years to accomplish! Then 
the words came to me again with yet fuller 
meaning, " My child, thy only safety is in 
everything to love and trust and praise." 

44 Bless the Lord, 0 my soul: and all that is 
within me, bless His holy name." 

R E D B R E A S T . 

I near or on the ground. But he is very particu
lar aB to this, and he must be a most expert 
birdnester (which I sincerely hope none of my 
readers are,) who can discover a Bobin's nest. 
They select spots where the foliage is thick on 
the ground, and if this is hard to find, they have 
been observed to accumulate a quantity of dry 
leaves and scatter them around so as to form an 
artificial concealment. Insects of nearly all 
kinds are the favourite food of the Bobin. But 
when these fail he will pick up grain, crumbs, 
or indeed anything that is eatable. They destroy 
an immense number of insects as they alight to 
deposit their eggs on the embryo buds, the chase 
after which they continue as long as an insect is 
to be found on the wing, and when they are gone 
they make a raid upon their eggs, and so, what 
with the number they destroy, and those they 
prevent coming into existence, they prove great 
enemies to the insect tribe. 

The personal beauty, the sprightly movements, 
his cheerful carol, the quick interesting way in 

' whioh, especially in winter, he will hop near to 
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you, and watch your every movement, and his 
great familiarity, make the Robin a general 
favourite; and perhaps there are few birds about 
which BO many pleasing and interesting stories 
are told. So tame are they, that they will enter 
our houses, perch on our shoulders, feed from 
our hands, and if we give them the least encour
agement, the same birds will return year after 

year, and will seem to know again the people 
who have been kind to them. Hundreds oi 
stories, beginning with that touching one which 
every child has read, the " Babes in the wood," 
have been told about the Robin. There is a 
story told of a little Robin who became very 
familiar with a golden eagle that had been caught 
in Ireland, and was fastened by a chain. It 
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regularly visited this eagle at feeding time; 
when the king of birds descended from his perch 
to receive his dinner, the Robin coolly took 
his place on the perch. It would then hop on 
his chain fearless and unhurt, and joined the 
eagle at his dinner. Two ladies fed a Robin 
through the winter, and when spring came put 
a box outside the window, and anxiously watched 
to see what it would do. It seemed at once to 
understand their wish, and immediately began 
to build its nest, and I have no doubt, to the great 
delight of the ladies, it reared its young. A 
slate trap had been set to catch birds, and a 
Robin was observed perched outside it. On the 
trap being opened, another Robin was found 
caught within. The captive was carried into 
the house, but its friend instantly followed, and 
gave the captor no peace till the captive was set at 
liberty, when the two flew off happily together. 
Still another tale is told of two male Robins 
being captured and placed in one cage, but from 
the first, I am sorry to say, they did nothing but 
quarrel and fight. At length, one of them, by 

HE term education is used to express all 
that is done to fit a man for the sphere in 
life which he is to fill. Its meaning is 

sometimes, though wrongly, restricted to in
struction merely, but it is also occasionally used 
in a larger sense to express the effect produced 
on us by the various influences brought to bear 
on us through our whole life. In the following 
papers the word will be used in its largest sense, 
though our observations will be restricted to 
childhood and youth. A Christian cannot look 
upon education as merely a preparation for this 
life; he will ever bear in mind that the creature 
he is training is immortal; that he has a spiritual 
as well as earthly existence; and is responsible, 
even in childhood, to God as well as to his guar
dians ; while in a few years' time the allegiance 
owed by him to these, ought to be merged in 
submission to God. The Christian teacher will 
act, in training those committed to his charge, 
as one who will have to " give an account" of 
his influence on immortal souls. It is to help 
the conscientious teacher or parent that the 
following papers have been written. Those who 
feel their responsibility the most deeply are aware 
of the need there is for our helping each other 
by imparting the results of thought and exper
ience in the matter. Many serious mistakes are 
made in the training of children, even by those 
who are most anxious to do their work well. 
These mistakes not unfrequently arise from ig-

some accident broke his leg and became a cripple. 
From that moment, not only did their enmity 
cease, but the sound one paid towards his suff
ering companion every possible attention, feeding 
and caring for him with all the tenderness of an 
affectionate nurse. 

And yet to be faithful I am forced to make a 
sad confession about our mutual friend, and that 
is that after all, at particular times of the year, 
when they are selecting their mates, they are 
exceedingly quarrelsome one with another, and 
will fight with great fury. This, however, does 
not last long, and all at once they seem to settle 
all causes of dispute and become again very 
friendly. 

I have placed him among our English singing 
birds, and his song is by all admitted to be very 
sweet. Pennant says, " Its song is remarkably 
fine and soft, and the more to be valued, as we 
enjoy it the greatest part of the winter and early 
in the spring, and even through great part of 
the summer, but its notes are part of that time 
drowned in the general warble of the forest. 

norance of the constitution of the mind of man, 
and particularly of that of children. We should 
also be glad if we might rouse to a careful study 
of the subject thoBe who, being called upon to 
teach, have never given the matter any considera
tion ; and we would seek to impress on young 
parents and teachers a sense of their responsi
bility, and the very serious consequences of care
lessness or mistakes in the training of children. 

Education includes teaching and training; and 
in order that we, who are teachers, may under
stand our work, we must remember that the 
subject we have to act upon is delicately formed; 
a rude touch is sure to injure i t : it is also of a 
complicated make, and each part of the structure 
has to be considered. We have to act upon the 
heart, or seat of the affections ; upon the mind, 
or intelligence; and upon the body. Human 
nature includes these elements, and one of them 
cannot be neglected without injury to the rest. 
You injure the whole man in injuring one part. 
If you neglect a child's body, his affections and his 
intelligence will suffer ; if you neglect the train
ing of his heart, his mind will certainly suffer, 
and probably his bodily health also; and the 
same is the case with regard to his mind. The 
mind also contains many faculties, each one of 
which ought to be carefully trained, for each has 
its appointed sphere of work in life. The Will, 
which is, in some sense, the governing faculty of 
the mind, is to be taught to submit to God's 

-How SHALL WE EDUCATE OUR C H I L D R E N ? 

ITS RESPONSIBILITY. 
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will, and to keep all the other powers of the 
mind in subjection to itself. The Will is 
only in embryo, as it were, in the child ; but it 
exists, and is sure in time to develop itself for 
weal or for woe. The Conscience is another faculty 
which time will develop, delicate and easily 
injured, but when in health an incalculable 
blessing to the man, enabling him to discern the 
nicest shades of right or wrong: the Judgment 
too, whose false or true decisions may determine 
the happiness or misery not onlyjof the individual, 
but of thousands who may fall under his influ
ence. The child has also faculties which, in the 
man, will be known as the Imagination and 
power of Invention, the creative faculties, we 
may call them, which so pre-eminently raise the 
man above the animal. Their power for good 
or evil can hardly be over-rated. The imagina
tion of the poet, orator, or great writer, has 
changed the line of thought of whole generations, 
as the inventions of the practical man have 
changed their manner of life. We must not 
omit the Memory, which, filled with love, truth, 
and useful knowledge, becomes the store-house 
from which the man may constantly draw for 
his own benefit and that of others. 

All these noble and complicated powers are 
the work of the Creator, and it is as such that 
the Teacher should look upon them. " The 
works of the Lord are great, sought out of all 

EDITATIONS ON 

BY EOBEE 

CHAPTEB II. v. 2. 

As the lily among thorns, so is my love among 
the daughters. 

THOU, Lord Jesus! dwellest in us ; therefore, 
dost Thou esteem Thy church honourable and 
lovely. Thine eyes can search all the chambers 
of the soul; yet not all the blackness of the 
flesh can hide from Thy gracious view the 
comeliness of Thy people; only our iniquity is 
covered (by Thy robe is it hid!) and never shalt 
Thou deny Thy Bride her title: "The lily 
among thorns." 

It is Thine own image we bear! for Thou 
Thyself hast wrought it in us. Thou dost purify 
our hearts by faith, unto unfeigned love of Thy
self, and of the brethren. 

And, Oh, my soul I for trying thy frame let 
these be thy chief questions: Believest thou ? 
Lovest thou ? These two jewels, faith and love, 
how precious in the eye of Jesus I 

Faith exalts Him, receiving Him, and resting 
in Him as a Saviour; to be such is His glory: 
Love delights in Him as the soul's portion, 
friend arid husband. 

them that have pleasure therein." (Ps. cxl. 2.) 
Admire His work, respect the faculties of the 
mind, learn how to train each, that the child 
may reap that benefit from each of His Father's 
gifts, which He would have him obtain. Each 
faculty of the mind may easily be injured by 
unwise treatment; all will suffer if one be even 
neglected. The child in a few years will be a 
man, and he will carry with him through life the 
scars of the wounds inflicted during the years of 
infancy. Many of the faults of grown-up people 
are traceable to the carelessness or ignorance 
with which they have been brought up. When 
we think how these faults re-act on others who 
come under the influence of those badly-trained 
men and women, and how faults and mistakes 
in training produce actual sin, perhaps crime, 
and certainly misery in the world, then we see 
the vast importance of training the child in the 
right way. We dishonour our Lord and Master 
when, by ignorance or carelessness, we allow the 
children to go wrong; and let us not forget the 
solemn warning given to him " who causes one 
of the little one to offend." (Matt, xviii.) He 
who wills " not that one of these little ones 
should perish " would have us " fellow-workers 
with Him " to " bring them up in the nurture 
and admonition of the Lord," teaching us that 
our humble work in time is leaving traces which 
eternity will reveal. 

OLOMON'S S O N G . 

CHAPMAN. 

0 my Lord! sweet is our mutual love ! Thine 
to me is infinite, eternal, manifold: mine to 
Thee—Thine own work—(hindered though it be 
through the flesh,) is yet sweet to Thee. 

In none but Thine is love of Thee: they are 
Thy temple, Thy garden; and while all the 
earth beside lies waste, Thy church has Thy 
blessing. 

Thy lily grows up among thorns. Am I re
viled and hated ? oh, let me rejoice if as Christ's 
lily I suffer I 

Is it not thine honour, oh, my soul, to be like 
Him, who humbled Himself and dwelt in hu
miliation among us ? Shall not I too bear my 
cross. 

Great the gain of my sufferings 1 for Thou 
Lord Jesus dost succour me, and whisper in 
mine ear Thy love; Thou fillest me with tokens 
of Thy favour and of Thy delight in me. 

1 look into Thy heart, O my Lord, which 
opens to me ; I see it full of love, full of com
passion, toward me ! 

I know that every frown, each angry or 
scornful word of the wicked, Thou takest to 
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heart, saying to the ungodly, Why persecute ye 
m e ? 

0 my Lord, purge me ; turn Thine hand upon 
me, I beseech Thee! Let me, while abiding 
here, be as Thy lily. 

By Thy grace teach me to purify myself from 
all filthiness of the flesh and spirit, and to walk 
in white with Thee ; that so Thine image may 
be seen in me ; and what though the world hate 
and revile, all is well if Thou commend and 
bless! 

CHAPTER I I . v. 8. 

As the apple-tree among the trees of the wood, 
so is my Beloved among the sons. 

A WASTE land, oh, my soul! is this earth to 
thee—a forest full of briers and thorns, in which 
once thou wast a wanderer in darkness " s u c h 
as might be felt "—no path for thy foot of peace 
or safety—thine heart was brought down with 
labour! Then madest thou thy supplication, 
and thy cry was heard, for Jesus became thy 
light of life, thy guide, thy defence and shield ! 

O, my Lord ! mine enemies are strong and 
lively; at times they roar against me in the 
w a y ; they would have me credit their proud 
boasting, that I am their prey. More often 
theirs is the serpent's guile, the poison of asps 
is under the adversary's lips : Satan transforms 
himself into an angel of light. 

Oh, teach me then to watch and pray, lest I 
enter into temptation ! I ask not, Lord, to be 
taken out of the world ere the set t ime ; rather, 
gird and furnish me, by the Comforter, with the 
whole armour of God ; and give me out of weak
ness and poverty of spirit to be strong, and to 
wax valiant in fight—looking ever to Thee, thou 
Lamb of God and Captain of my salvation ! 

Ah, Lord! Thou lovest to hear from Thine 
own the song of triumph, which Thy Cross and 
Throne teach them while yet in the midst of 
the bat t le! 

The blood of Thy Cross took out of the way 

" I P R A Y T H E E H 

LUKE xiv. 

* 7 J D I S T I N G U I S H E D person in the East , at 
r j great expense, provided a sumptuous feast, 
/ and invited many. "When the time came 
for the arrival of the guests, they all absented 
themselves, and sent excuses. The fact was, 
they did not wish to go, and, not having 
the courage to say, " W e won' t ," they said, " W e 
cannot." Whatever may have been their reasons 
for refusing to attend the feast, their excuses 
were extremely silly. 

The first said, " I have bought a piece of 
ground, and I must needs go and see i t : I pray 

the hand-writing that was against us—the holy 
law, whose glory is terrible in condemnation— 
chiefly in condemnation of Thee, my Sin-bearer, 
Surety, Bedeemer ! 

Thy blood hath spoiled principalities and 
powers of darkness ; and I also am conqueror, 
more than conqueror; now—even n o w ! I 
overcome by the word of Thy testimony, and by 
the blood of the Lamb ! 

But, 0 my Lord, bow down thine ea r ! Safety 
from destruction cannot content m y soul, but 
rather enlarges desire, and gives room for burn
ing and vehement love. 

Be Thou my Tree of Life, and let Thy fruit, 
Thou beloved of my soul! be my heart 's strength 
and my spirit's j o y : for what may this earth 
yield me since I have tasted Thee ! Once I fed 
on ashes ; now I live by Thee, O Thou who 
didst humble Thyself and wast made flesh ! 

Thou art fairer than the children of men . 
Thou art meek and lowly; they are fierce and 
proud. Thou are true, yea, t ruth itself; while 
they speak with double heart . They change 
like the wind that whirleth about continually; 
but Thou art H e that was, that is, and is to come ; 
the same yesterday, and to-day, and for ever ! 

Thou earnest in the likeness of sinful flesh; 
infinite Thy humiliation and poverty! and yet 
in Thy poverty Thou wast infinitely rich and 
great! I n the light of Thy countenance I have 
joy, for which I give to the winds all joy beside ! 

I claim Thee—in Thy poverty and riches— 
for mine own. Thou callest me Brother, and I 
call Thee my Lord and my God! and—in all 
boldness of faith and confidence of love—my 
Friend, my Brother, Guide, Companion, all 
in one! 

Thou art now gone forth out of the forest of 
this world, in which once Thou wast an " alien 
to Thy mother 's children." I would be a 
stranger and sojourner with Thee, knowing 
that by Thy help and guidance I shall one day 
see Thee face to face and go no more out. 

VE ME EXCUSED." 

thee have me excused." Wha t was the hurry ? 
Could he not have gone at some other t ime ? 
The second was not a bit better. " I have bought 
five yoke of oxen, and I go to prove t h e m : I 
pray thee have me excused." What ha rm 
could have come to the oxen by giving them a 
night's rest ? Besides, whether they were value 
or not for the money he paid for them—they 
were bought. 

But the third excuse was the worst of all, iC I 
have married a wife; and therefore I cannot 
come." Why didn't he go and take his wife 
with him ? 
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Stradella, Italy.—We are tried by witness

ing the persecution of a dear young woman who 
has been converted. Her parents have forbidden 
her to attend the meetings, yet she came, and 
was severely beaten and cruelly threatened by 
them. The Lord upheld her, and after the beat
ing she was more joyful than ever. She derived 
all her comfort from reading the Word of God ; 
but even that she is now deprived of, except 
when she can escape for a little to my house to 
read the Bible with my wife. She patiently 
waits on the Lord for deliverance. P.S. 

A Spanish New Year's Eve Meeting.— 
We came back to Marin on Friday, December 
27th. The next day we began making prepara
tions for our visitors, and for the coming meeting 
—a very happy, interesting business. As many 
people were expected from a distance, and some 
would have to walk for miles, arriving at Marin 
tired, cold (as the weather was very bitter just 
then), and hungry, and two or three hours or 
more before the meeting commenced, Mr. 
Blamire proposed that some refreshment should 
be ready for such; and as the Marin Christians 
had offered beds and breakfasts for those who 
should remain the night, he asked the San Tome 
Christiana to do their part, by giving what they 
could of potatoes, beans, &c., to make soup for 
the afternoon's meal. It was so nice to see the 
ready response, and from Friday until Monday 
they were coming here with their little contribu
tions, until we had much more than enough. 
Some of our visitors arrived earlier than we ex
pected. It was so nice to see all there in happy 
conversation, hearing and seeing what they 
never had before. Later on nine more arrived 
from Vigo, and sat down to the repast. At 6.30 
I was coming down Btairs to go to the meeting, 
when I met our servant coming, with her face 
white, saying there was a fire at our baker's in the 
" Plaza." What a sight! The Plaza was filled 
with people, women running for water, whilst 
the men, mounted on ladders, were pouring it 
through the open windows. In spite of their 
efforts the flames rose up till they poured out of 
the windows, and the men were obliged to escape 
with all speed, and leave the burning house to 
itself. As it seemed away from Mr. Blamire's 
(I had forgotten the position of the back of the 
house), I did not think of danger for him. At 
last Mr. Hoyle said, " I wonder whether Mr. 
Blamire is gone to the locale, and whether any 
of the people are there, or whether everybody is 
looking on ?" A boy said they had all gone to 
help to remove Mr. Blamire's things, as the roof 
of his house was already burning. You may 
well imagine our fright. The house was full, and 
everybody was doing what they could to empty 
it. Poor Mr. Blamire was walking up and down 
the passage ; he had been very poorly all the 
day. After a little while the fire went down, 
having consumed everything of the two houses 

but the stone walls, and when all danger was 
over everybody retired to the locale. When 
looking on at the fire, and hearing the shrieks of 
the people, and their despair, I could not help 
thinking, What fear and terror, and only for a 
house ! but not a cry from them for help to save 
them from "the fire that never shall be quenched." 

When we arrived at the locale it was already 
packed. More strangers were present than on 
previous occasions. During the taking of the 
cocoa there was plenty of lively conversation, 
and really it did one good to see such an assem
bly of happy faces. I counted one hundred and 
eighty seated, besides those who were helping. 
The second meeting opened with a hymn and 
prayer, then Francisco read a few verses of 
Scripture, and spoke most earnestly, especially 
to the unconverted present who had heard the 
gospel many times, and some who, in last year's 
meeting, had cried for mercy and were still 
unsaved; then he cried to God to save his 
brother. Mr. Hojde next spoke, also Mr. Tur-
rall a few words, translated by Mr. Blamire, 
who then gave a very earnest appeal, which I 
think all felt. Just before twelve o'clock we all 
went on our knees, and after a while Mr. Bla
mire asked if any one would like us to pray for 
them, wishing to be saved. He prayed, and 
from all parts one could hear the sobs till one 
sobbed oneself, perhaps more for joy, to think 
that to some hearts God was speaking. One poor 
girl, from Vigo, seemed inconsolable, but Mr. 
Hoyle writes of her, " I believe Josef a is truly 
converted." A youth too was dreadfully cut up, 
and twice began to pray for pardon. I can't 
give you an idea what it was like, but I believe 
there was real blessing, and that the Spirit of 
God was very present with us. I t certainly was 
the best meeting at which I have been. The 
Arcade people were so astonished, and the day 
before yesterday two of them went to Ponte-
vedra, to the house of one of the Colporteurs, 
wanting some one to go to preach in their village. 
The meeting closed after one o'clock. At the 
end Mr. Blamire thanked all for the loving help 
they had given in emptying his house, but now 
he must ask them to help in putting the things 
back. I t was worth a great deal to see the love 
of these dear people, when you think that many 
had been out all night before, and only returned 
in time for the meeting; and the women, work
ing all day, yet willing and cheerful too in this 
extra work. After prayer we separated for the 
night, thankful to God for His care and goodness 
towards us. The next morning by degrees the 
people went to their different homes, most very 
happy, and some made anxious. Mrs; Hoyle 
and I called in at one or two houses, and it was 
very nice to hear how evidently those who had 
offered shelter endeavoured to show hospitality, 
and help spiritually their guests. 

HELEN MOIIGAK, 
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T H E TENDERNESS OF CHRIST TOWARDS SEEKING SOULS 
Ruth ii. 

HEN said Boaz to Ruth, Hearest 
thou not, my daughter ? go not 
to glean in another field, neither 
go from hence, but abide here 
fast by my maidons ; let thine 
eyes be on the field that they 

do reap, and go thou after them; 
have not I charged the young men 
that they shall not touch thee ? And 
when thou art athirst go unto the 

vessels, and drink of that which the young 
men have drawn. Then she fell on her 
face and bowed herself to the ground." His 
grace breaks her down entirely. What does 
he do ? He puts everything at her disposal, 
and, the moment a soul trusts Christ, He puts 
everything at its service. The whole range of 
Scripture blessing is at your disposal when you 
trust Him, and you have but to drink of the 
streams of that fountain of living waters which 

His own death and resurrection have opened up 
for our thirsty soul. 

11 Then she said, Let me find favour in thy 
sight, for thou hast comforted me, and for that 
thou hast spoken friendly (to the heart—mar
gin) unto thine handmaid." Ah, beloved, when 
Jesus speaks He speaks to the heart, for there 
is 6uch grace in His words : such tenderness, 
such pity and compassion, sufih healing of the 
wounds of the soul. 

But this only the more deeply bows down the 
soul before Him, and, while His grace is thus 
discovered and enjoyed, there is also discovered 
and judged what self is. This is repentance; 
a most necessary exercise of the soul, and one 
which ever accompanies the learning of God's 
grace. In figure, Ruth passes through this 
exercise when she says, "Though I be not like 
to one of thine handmaidens." She feels, and 

I every new-born soul feels, " l a m utterly un-
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worthy of His grace. I do not deserve such 
love." She judges herself: it is repentance, self-
condemnation. 

" And Boaz said unto her, At mealtime come 
thou hither." You see your soul is to feed, but 
where is it to feed ? In company with Christ, 
while withal it feeds on Christ, " Eat of the 
bread," says Boaz. " He that cometh unto me 
shall never hunger," re-echoes Jesus. What 
bread is i t? "The living bread," the bread 
that " endureth to everlasting life." And this 
bread is Christ Himself. *' I AM the living bread 
which came down from heaven : if any man eat 
of this bread, he shall LIVE FOR EVER : and the 
bread that I will give is my flesh, which I will 
give for the life of the world * * * * Whoso 
eateth my flesh, and drinketh my blood, HATH 
ETERNEL life." (Jno. vi. 51, 54.) 

" Dip thy morsel in the vinegar" too, Boaz 
adds. What does that mean ? Participation : 
the soul that knows Jesus is to have full partici
pation with Him in everything. He shares all 
with us, and feeds us with the finest of the wheat. 
"And he reached her parched corn." Yes, be
loved, that hand that was pierced for us on the 
cross is the hand that feeds us now, the hand 
that leads us and guides us. He likes to have 
us by His side. In the world we shall find 
people get tired of us, they do not always want 
u s ; but there is never a moment when Jesus 
does not want us by his side; no, never. 

And to Christians I would say, be sure and 
get your regular meals; get them in company 
with Christ, feeding on " the sincere milk of 
the word that ye may grow hereby." There is 
nothing He has He does not place at your dis
posal the moment you trust Him—and He wants 
you to take it all from His own hand in fall com
munion with Himself, so that He may see you 
enjoy, in His ovm blessed presence, those preci
ous fruits of His work, which love like His alone 
could make yours. 

li And she did eat> and tvas sufficed, and left/1 

What a picture of a soul simply sitting down 
and fully receiving the grace of God! What is 
the first thing I do when His grace offers me 
Christ, the living bread ? Why, I eat. What 
follows ? I am sufficed, satisfied. The heart 
is full, the conscience is perfectly purged, the soul 
is at rest. In plaoe of being like the swallow, 
ever on the wing ; or the Bparrow, ever seeking 
wherewithal to satisfy its hunger, I am deeply 
content. The old ceaseless cravings and wants 
of the heart are perfectly, fully, eternally met by 
Christ and His work; and then, as a simple 
sequence comes this, there is something (in our 
case an immensity) " left" which we carry off 
for the benefit of others. Grace magnificently 
expands the heart, strips it of selfishness, and 
fills it with desires for the blessing of others. 

Till Christ is known the heart is aching 
through its emptiness, for the world is too small 
to fill it, so deep are its caverns ; but when Christ 
is learned its deepest recesses are filled, and filled 
to overflowing, and there is abundance " left" 
for others. 

But we must yet follow our gleaner, only, 
however, to learn deeper lessons of the loving 
heart of the Lord of the harvest. So now, when 
Kuth is risen up to glean, the word goes forth, 
" Let her glean even among the sheaves, and 
reproach her not : and let fall also some of the 
HANDFULS OF PURPOSE for her, and leave them 
that she may glean them." 

How beautiful is His grace. There is plenty 
of food, plenty. It is Bethlehem—the house of 
bread—she has reached most truly. Was not 
that a blessed handful the Lord gave that poor 
woman in the gospels, " Thy faith hath saved 
thee, go in peace, and be whole of thy plague." 

"But ," you say, " I am afraid of the judg
ment-day." Well, then, here is a handful for 
you. " He that believeth is not condemned;" 
and again, " He that heareth my word and be
lieveth on him that sent me HATH EVERLASTING 
LIFE." Gather up that handful, beat it out, take 
it home, and eat it. " H a t h everlasting life, 
a n d SHALL NOT COME INTO CONDEMNATION, b u t i s 
PASSED from death unto LIFE." 

What have I for the present ? EVERLASTING 
LIFE. What have j for the future ? " N o CON
DEMNATION." What about the past ? I was in 
DEATH, and have " PASSED FROM DEATH UNTO 
LIFE." What a complete salvation 1 I have 
thanked the Lord for that handful many and 
many a time, dear reader; and I trust you will 
gather it too this day, and thank Him likewise 
for its priceless value. 

" So she gleaned in the field until even, and 
beat out that she had gleaned, and it was about 
an ephah of barley." That is, Ruth knew exactly 
what she had got, and she had got it in a way 
in which she could use it. " The slothful man 
roasteth not that which he took in hunting," 
and may souls do the same. Ruth was not of 
that sort, she was a diligent gleaner, she was a 
wise gleaner. She did not take away any of the 
straw, she only took what she could make use 
of. What was the use of having it beaten out ? 
She could take it away in a compact bundle and 
use it. And when a soul gets hold of Christ, it 
knows what it has got, it is something tangible, 
no vague thing. A big bundle of straw may not 
have a single grain of wheat amongst it. Many 
people are what I might call straw carriers. They 
are full of doubts, and fears, hopes, and feelings, 
and frames, and experiences, and may-bes, and 
uncertainties, and ambiguities; and they have 
nothing distinct. They can never say, " I know." 
Such, although they may be very diligent, both 
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as hearers and readers, have never " beaten out" 
their gleanings. 

If you are of this sort, my reader, you take a 
plain word of warning, and do not trust any 
longer in uncertainties, but see to it, from God's 
own word, that Christ is yours and that you are 
Christ's. 

Euth left the straw behind. What do you 
mean by leaving the straw ? Why, leave the 
style of the speaker, or the eccentricity of the 
writer, leave everything I have said, and carry 
away only the golden grain of God's precious, 
enduring word, on which your soul is to feed 
and fatten. One word from God is worth all 
beside. Get your hearts fu]l of Christ, and go 
and confess Him. When people have Christ in 
their hearts it comes out. I t is our privilege to 
know, without a doubt, what our God gives us. 
Euthknew exactly what she had got, and she 
took it home, 

" And her mother-in-law saw what she had 
gleaned ; and she brought forth and gave to her 
that she had reserved after she was sufficed,"— 
that is the parched corn that Boaz gave her at 
meal time. She could not eat it all. He gave 
her more than she could eat, and she took it 
home. That is, Christ so satisfies your heart 
that you are full yourself, and have the flowings 
over for souls round about. What a blessed 
result of meeting with Christ I 

But now, one warning word ere I close, should 

this paper be in the hands of one who has not 
met Him. You have a soul. It is saved or lost ? 
You are going to Heaven or to hell. Which is 
it ? Friend, decide. Delay no longer. Loi
terer, do not linger. Oh, decide now, or you, 
who are loitering now, and meaning to decide 
some day, may find that it is too late ; that you 
are left out in the cold, and the door shut; that 
the gospel trumpet is no longer giving its sweet 
note of entreaty, or its warning note of alarm, but 
the trumpet of judgment is sounding instead 
your eternal death-knell, for you are without 
Christ. You are unsaved. Oh, lingerer, do not 
risk i t ! Turn to the Lord now. Decide now. 
lrield your heart to Him. Is He not worthy ? 

" Worthy of homage and of praise, 
Worthy by all to be adored, 

Exhaustless theme of heavenly lays, 
Thou, Thou art worthy, Jesus, Lord." 

Has He never had your heart yet ? Then let 
Him take it now. May your language be— 

" Take Thou my heart, and let it be 
For ever closed to all but Thee ; 

Thy willing servant, let me wear 
The seal of love for ever there." 

Will you not have Him now, and go and con* 
fess Him? Own you belong to Him, and let 
every one know you have, and love Him. And 
then may He feed your soul till you see the 
Lord in the air—caught up to be for ever with 
H im. 
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MOUSE OP THE INTERPRETER. T H E F I I ^ E THAT N E Y E R 

GOES OI 

" TTTHEN I saw in my dream that the Inter-
A preter took Christian by the hand, and 

led him into a place where was a fire 
burning against a wall, and one standing by it, 
always casting much water upon it to quench 
i t ; yet did the fire burn higher and hotter." 

Surely, it is good for us to abide in the Inter
preter's house, and to be over and over again 
taken by the hand, and led by Him through the 
perplexing wonders of daily and hourly life. 
Without the explanations which the Holy Spirit 
alone can give us, the life of the Christian even 
can only be a dreary maze, perplexities we can -
not unravel, riddles we cannot read, dreams we 
cannot interpret, come to us at every new stage 
of life's journey. Thus, to understand rightly, 
and to be redtial and happy in the midst of 
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them, we shall need continually to walk in the 
light of the Word, and in the power of the Holy 
Ghost. 

The place into which we are now led is open 
to both the Christian and the worldling. Both 
may, and do, look at the " fire burning against 
the w a l l " ; for the fire is the work of God's 
grace going on in the heart and life of a con
verted man, and the wall is the boundary 
between the seen and the unseen. Both see the 
continued effort to put out the fire ; but not both 
are led behind the wall into the things unseen, 
to see the reason why it is not quenched. For 
this is given only to the Christian, led by the 
Spirit of God. 

The fire is the grace kept burning. I t is the 
11 flame of J a h " (Song of Songs): the love 
of God—the grace that has kept me, and will 
not let me go. This fire kept burning by the 
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Spirit in the heart and life of every saved sinner, 
had its source in God and in His eternal pur
pose. It had to do first with God's beloved 
Son, and His purpose to prepare a bride for 
Him. Thus it is that the gates of hell cannot 
prevail against the Church of Christ. From the 
moment that a sinner becomes united to Christ, 
the devil begins to oppose and accuse. He is 
the adversary of the Son of God. 

Child of God, don't forget this. Satan has 
taken you in hand; he is ever beside you to 
tempt, to oppose, and, if possible, to destroy. 
You must not by any means expect to have an 
easy time of it here. Satan will sift you, and 
show you up, and briDg out what of flesh is in 
you; accuse you and condemn you, and all but 
quench in you the spark of true life kindled by 
God. Nevertheless, fear not, " For greater is 
He that is in you, than he that is in the world." 
If God be for us, who can be against us? If 
the child of God is leading a smooth, happy sort 
of life in the world, it is a bad sign. The devil 
is the sworn enemy of every vestige of life. He 
will seek to bribe you, buy you, or force you 
from your faithfulness to Christ, and if you had 
a thousand souls, " he would," as Bunyan says, 
" claim them at last if it were not that Christ 
takes our part against them." Yes I this is 
what is seen "behind the wall." The child of 
God himself wonders sometimes how it is, that 
when the fire of grace in his heart seems almost 
extinguished through Satan's efforts, and to his 
own consciousness there seems not a spark left, 
and only the black smoke of doubt and despair, 
the flame suddenly leaps up afresh, mysteriously 
rekindled ; till the Holy Ghostleads him behind 
the wall, and he sees by faith, as the Scriptures 
are opened up to him, one in the likeness of the 
Son of Man giving " more grace," causing grace 
to abound over and above where sin has been 
abounding. Behind that wall he sees Jesus, 
who loved him to the death when lie was dead 
in sin, true still to His great purpose of love. 
He hears His high, priestly pleadings with the 
Father, and he begins to understand in measure 
the value of the blood of atonement, the con
tinuous efficacy of the merits of Christ, and the 
faithfulness of the unchanging love of the Son of 
God. As the secret dawns upon him, he thinks 
he hears the voice of One who feeds the flame 
with the oil of grace; and the words are hum
bling, yet full of cheer: " Not for your sakes do 
1 this, but for mine own holy name's sake; be 
it known unto you!" Thank God, Christ is 
more than a match for Satan, even when the 
weakest and unworthiest of sinners saved by 
grace is in question. Tempted one, failing and 
Borrowing, be not dismayed. I t is never a 
question of yourself, but of Chrif-t; Hia very 
faithfulness maintains the fire. 

<v The fire His love hath kindled 
Shall never be put out." 

In all this wonderful and precious work, how
ever, He is out of sight. Inside the vail He 
wears as rare and precious gems His beloved 
sacred ones, each known to Him, and called by 
name, on His heart before the Father. Within 
the vail He manifests the blood of His atone
ment as their title to this place in His bosom; 
and for their failures in this little while, under 
the cold water of Satan's opposition and tempta
tion, within the vail, He is pleading for them 
before the face of God. Thus it is, that to see 
these things, and be made strong in faith, giving 
glory to God, we, too, have to be led by the 
Spirit of the Lord into the unseen realities 
within the vail. 

Here the world cannot come. Unsaved man, 
have you not been watching this fire in the life 
of a Christian—the devil's tool often in the 
temptation and accusation. You have seen the 
fire of grace and truth and holiness burn low, 
and been glad with the devil's gladness. You 
have seen it almost drowned out by your own 
devilish efforts, till the smoke of gloomy doubt 
has taken the place of the bright joy and warm 
love, and clear, beautiful testimony for God, 
which you so much hate ; and you have laughed 
the scornful laugh of your satanic master. Yet, 
wait! The child of God has not perished. It 
is but a little, and the flame of grace rises higher 
and burns hotter, in spite of all that has been 
done; and you are perplexed and astonished 
and baffled. If we could take you behind the 
wall, you would see Jesus taking the poor, 
wearied, failing one's part against you and your 
evil master; and you would hear the words 
rolling like a mighty anthem of praise from 
myriads of sacred ones, " Greater is He that is 
with us, than all they that be against us." But 
into " that which is within the vail," we cannot 
lead you. Je6iis, as the maintainor of His 
people in the grace of God, you cannot see, for 
you have never yet received Him as your 
Saviour from guilt and sin : never yet taken the 
sinner's place, and confessed the guilt that 
needed such a Saviour. You are probably a 
very self-righteous man with what appears out
wardly a very blameless life. The fire of grace 
is strange fire to you. You despise it for you 
are above the sinner who needs it. You are 
glad to trip such a one up and see him fall, and 
it frets you much to Bee him spring anew to his 
feet with glad heart, and song of thanksgiving, 
and renewed vigour, to run in the service of His 
Lord. You cannot understand it. Your hand 
is not in that of the Interpreter, and you have 
never been within the vail. You never yet 
have known the love of God IN CHRIST JESUB 
OUR LORD. 
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*TTPRIL begins the most delicious season of 
r\ the whole year. It may have fitful show-

/ ers, or a slight crisp frost, but the sun 
shines brightly, die air is warm and cheerful, 
and nearly every day we may sally forth into 
the now beautiful green fields and verdant 
lanes. 

But let us look at the migration of our special 
friends, the birds, that make our summers so 
cheerful with their songs. 

The swallow is perhaps the best known and 
most interesting. There are several kinds, a little 
different in shape, size, and song, but all visit 
us in the spring and leave us in the autumn. 
One curious fact is, they gather in great com
panies when they leave our shores, but they are 
never seen so to return. About the second week 
in April you will see an odd one or so, and in a 
few days they will be whirling above our heads 
in vast numbers ; but no one can tell how or 
whence they came. 

The swallow is a favourite with all. One has 
well said, " He gladdens my sense of seeing as 
much as any other does my sense of hearing. 
He is the joyous prophet of the year—the har
binger of the best season; he lives a life of en
joyment amongst the loveliest forms of nature ; 
winter is unknown to h im; and he leaves the 
green meadows of England in autumn for the 
myrtle and orange groves of Italy, and for the 
palms of Africa." 

" Welcome, welcome feathered stranger, 
Now the Bun bids nature smile; 

Safe arrived and free from danger, 
Welcome to our blooming isle 1" 

What a proof are these beautiful wanderers of 
the care of our God over the least of His crea
tures I They live entirely upon insects, and as 
the insect tribes either die or remain torpid in 
the winter, He, who made and cares for them, 
warns them that they must leave the place which 
can no longer supply them with food. 

Then, when the warmth of spring hatches the 
insects' eggs, and brings out millions of tiny 
creatures into the sunshine, the same Divine and 
gracious hand leads them to their former home 
again. 

The following interesting story is told by the 
celebrated Baron Ouvier about two swallows, 
which so interested him that he became most 
devoted to the study of birds. 

One morning, when he was a young man and 
tutor in a family, he observed two swallows 
building a nest in the outer angle of his small 
casement; the rnate bringing inoist clay in his 

beak, which the hen kneaded together, and with 
straws and bits of hay formed their cozy home. 
As soon as the framework was completed, the 
pair hastened to line the interior with feathers, 
wool, and dried leaves ; and then, winging their 
flight to a neighbouring wood, they continued 
absent for several days. 

As, however, the nest was in course of build
ing, two sparrows looked on*with great curiosity, 
and no sooner had the swallows departed, than 
they took possession of the vacant domicile, 
always leaving one on the watch, with his sturdy 
bill protruding through the entrance. 

At length the swallows returned, when the 
cock made an indignant attack on the intruders, 
only, alas ! to endure a bleeding head and ruffled 
feathers ; and so, after a short colloquy with hia 
mate perched on a green bough, they withdrew 
again together. 

On the return of the hen sparrow, the young 
tutor thought that her husband gave her an ao-
count of the attack and the repulse, over which 
they chuckled ; and then he saw them sally forth 
and store up a large stock of provisions, with two 
beaks ready to defend the entrance. 

But now cries resounded in the air ; crowds 
of swallows began to assemble on the roof; in 
the midst he perceived the expelled builders, 
recounting their wrong to each fresh arrival; 
and before long two hundred of these birds were 
assembled. Suddenly a host of them flew 
against the nest—still defended by the two sturdy 
beaks—each having his bill filled with mud, 
which he discharged against the entrance, and 
then gave place to another to follow up the as
sault ; this they so managed to accomplish as to 
keep at a short distance from the nest, and be 
out of the reach of the besieged sparrows. The 
swallows now heaped mud on the nest till it was 
completely covered, and but for the desperate 
efforts of the sparrows, who contrived to shake 
off some of the pellets, the opening would have 
been soon quite choked up. But brief indeed 
was the interval; for a party of the swallows 
perched on the nest, smoothed and pressed down 
the clay over the opening, and soon hermetically 
closed i t ; when loud cries arose of vengeance 
and victory. 

Another work was yet to be done. The swal
lows hurried away for fresh materials; of these 
they constructed a nest over the blocked-up en
trance, and in two hours it was occupied by the 
ejected swallows. No wonder the young tutor 
looked on with increasing interest: he observed 
the development of the young brootl; the male 



54 THE SISTERS OF SEVILLE. 

bird teaching them how to seize their prey in 
the air; how to fly high when all was still, and 
the flies sported aloft; and how to keep near 
the ground when a storm was coming, for then 
all insects seek a shelter. 

So passed the summer, and autumn came. 
Crowds of swallows once more assembled on the 
roof of the chateau ; the little birds were placed 
with other little birds in the midst of the troop ; 
and ere long they all took flight towards the 
east. 

Spring came, and two swallows, lean and with 
rufiied feathers, came with it, and were recog
nised as the parents of last year's brood: they 
repaired and re-lined the nest, and then set out 
on an excursion as in the previous season. The 
morning after their return, a hawk pounced sud
denly on the cock, and would have borne him 

T H E SISTEF\S O F S E V I 

THE MJ 

EAELT in the year 1559, King Philip had 
arranged a marriage between himself and 
Elizabeth, daughter of the King of France, 

then only fourteen years of age. She had 
been betrothed by proxy to Don Carlos, the 
heir apparent to the throne ; but Philip, who 
disliked his son, and never intended him 
to reach the throne, ignored the contract ; 
and the wedding with himself was to take 
place in the following June, when the bride 
and bridegroom would enter Toledo in state. 
Philip was then thirty-four years of age, 
and some of the elders of his council remon
strated with him on the incongruity of the 
match. 

" Carlos shall never wed a bride to have an 
heir," was the stern reply; and all who heard 
those words read the fate of the unfortunate heir 
of Spain. 

Pageants of all kinds were to welcome the girl 
bride, amongst which, as was too common in 
those days, was to be an auto da ft, to which 
heretical prisoners from every prison were to be 
sent for martyrdom. 

May passed away, and found the two De 
Valdes even more steadfast in their faith. Since 
Inez' interview with Don Lopez a settled look of 
peace always dwelt on her face, as if she really 
lived in another sphere. No news from outside 
reached her, and she could only pray that her 
lover and Don Carlos might make their escape at 
once; and any questions as to her sister's welfare 
received no answer. 

away had not the young tutor mortally wounded 
the assailant with a fowling-piece. The swallow 
was seriously wounded by the talons of the 
hawk, and a grain or two of shot had grazed his 
breast and broken one wing, but the kind young 
man dressed his wounds, and replaced him in 
the nest, while the poor hen fluttered sadly 
around her mate, uttering piercing cries of dis
tress. In spite of every attention, he soon died; 
from that moment the hen never left her nest, 
refused the food that was constantly offered her, 
and expired five days after her beloved mate. 

There are many other birds that leave us in 
the winter, as the cuckoo, woodcock, wood pigeon, 
the nightingale and several others ; but I fear I 
have already tired you with the length of my 
paper, and so must say good-bye till the merry 
month of May. 

Toward the middle of June, the sisters were 
had up for the last examination. Valdes was 
not present, and the face of Munebraga, the pre
siding Inquisitor, wore a sullen scowl. Inez 
was soon dealt with. Her replies to questions 
as to whether she would worship the mass were 
quickly answered in the negative. 

44 Think you, my lord, I will yield heaven and 
its glories when I am so near the end of my 
journey?" she said. " One look at the face of 
Christ will pay for all the sorrows of the way." 

44 Then die, heretic I" cried Munebraga. " If 
you refuse mercy, you shall have none," meaning 
the death by strangling before burning. 

41 A poor mercy, methinks, my lord," replied 
Inez. 4< I would fain die the whole." 

44 Ha, how like you the sanbenito of the im
penitent ?" asked the Inquisitor. This was the 
dress worn by all those doomed to the fire. It 
was a loose canvas frock, without sleeves, painted 
with busts in flames of fire. .If the victim re
canted, and he had the mercy of strangling 
before burning, the sanbenito had the flames 
pointing downwards. If they were firm the 
tiameB pointed upwards, with devils fanning the 
fire. Then there was the sanbenito with a red 
cross on the back, which all wore who were 
reconciled to Borne, but were imprisoned for life. 
This is Home's mercy, and by these means she 
talks of saving souls. 

44 Madre de Dios I one would think the girl 
possessed of seven devils. Better far you were 
wise, and accepted the mercy of our holy Church, 
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for if not you will wear it, girl. We have no trif
ling in the Inquisition ; you must answer at once. 
For the sake of your father, who is a faithful 
son of the Church, we are willing to save you if 
possible ; but you, I fear, are thoroughly impen
itent. Once more, will you recant and receive 
mercy, or wear the sanbenito of the impen
itent ?" 

" I fear neither fire nor disgrace," said 
Inez. " The same Master who stood by His 
servant Stephen will stand by me.'* 

" Take her away, she is doubly cursed," said 
Munebraga. " We shall see how you will stand 
the auto. Bring Clara De Valdes hither." 

Inez was led away, and Clara stood in her 
place, the light from the iron cresset above 
falling on and revealing her pale face, yet dis
playing a look of power that told the judges their 
victim had strength beyond their reach. 

" Clara De Valdes, will you recant your errors, 
and return to the bosom of mother Church ? 
There is yet time, if, unlike your cursed sister, 
you will obey," said Munebraga. 

" Never, I am here to speak for Christ," said 
Clara. " I am His servant, spirit and soul and 
body, and He will not let me go till I see His 
face. Ye called my sister cursed ; so am I, for 
Christ's sake." 

The bold avowal startled even her cruel 
judges. They thought she would be easily won 
over, but they soon saw their mistake. " Thou 
wilt not worship the mass, then?" asked the 
Archbishop. 

" Sooner let every limb shrivel in the Que-
madero," replied Clara. " Ye may be content 
with your false gods now, but a time is coming 
when the ashes in the Quemadero will rise in 
judgment against you. Ye may burn my body, 
but ye can never touch my spirit, which is in 
the keeping of Christ." 

" Wretohed, wretched girl I " said Munebraga, 
" will you refuse all mercy ? " 

" Such as yours," was the dauntless reply. 
" I only long to be free of this body, and to be 
with Jesus." 

" Silence, dare you brave the Inquisition ? 
You shall have your wish," he added, with a 
malicious grin, " and that right soon. Take her 
away, she is impenitent. A week from this 
prepare to meet your doom." 

A light like sunshine glowed in the girl's wan 
faoe as she left the chamber, and the three in
quisitors gazed with astonishment at each 
other. 

" I never met with such obstinacy as in these 
girls," said the president. " 'Tis bad enough to 
lose them from the convents, where they might 
have been abbesses; but the stake for a De 
Valdes blue blood of oldCastile I Bah I the idea is 
revolting." I 

" And Don Diego finds it so. He has not seen 
them, nor will he," said another. " N o doubt 
he will leave all his vast wealth to the Church, 
and that is all we care for." 

That night the Archbishop received a visitor 
he little expected. As he was enjoying the 
glorious summer evening in the balcony adjoin
ing his splendid suit of rooms in the palace, Don 
Diego de Valdes was announced. There were 
no lights in the rooms, for the moon shed her 
silver beam on every part, and both preferred 
its bewitching light. 

" What can I serve you in, Don Diego ?" asked 
Munebraga, as he scanned the don's dark face, 
as hard as iron. 

" What of the heretic girls ?" asked De Valdes 
hoarsely. 

" They are impenitent, and must be delivered 
to the secular arm. An auto will take place on 
the occasion of the king's marriage. They will 
enter Toledo in state on the 24th." 

" Then I would fain bring the wood for the 
sacrifice," said the don. 

"Noble son of the Church! You will show 
your innocence of their vile crime by the deed," 
replied Munebraga. " Will you 6ee them ?" 

" I f I thought it was well," hesitated Don 
Diego. " I will see Clara, she was ever of a 
softer turn than Inez." 

" She is the worst of the two," said the In
quisitor; " you shall see her," and, summoning 
an alguazil, he gave an order, and Don Diego 
followed him to his daughter's cell. Clara was 
on her knees, but at the sight of her father she 
started to her feet, and would have embraced 
him if he had not repulsed her. 

" Will you recant ?" he asked, when the door 
was shut and they were alone. 

" I cannot, father. Never will I bring such 
shame on the name I love. Father, there is 
only one way of salvation—Jesus. His blood 
alone can cleanse from sin, and it has pardoned 
mine. Father, without Christ there is no eter
nal life for sinners." 

" Silence 1" shouted her father, " I will not 
hear such blasphemy. I came to offer you 
mercy, and you only offend my ears with your 
vile doctrine. Once for all, and only once, will 
you recant?" 

'* No, father. I belong to Christ, and He 
will be with me to the end." 

"You must die then," was the reply, and Don 
Diego left the cell. Clara's heart went up to 
God in thankfulness that she had been able to 
speak to her father, and, lying down on her 
mattress, was soon asleep. 

* * * * * * 
A day could not be more brilliant than the 

one that dawned on 24th of June. The sun 
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Rhone brilliantly, and the city was enfete^ for 
King Philip was to bring his bride, Elizabeth of 
France, that day to Toledo. The streets were 
gay with streaming flags and bull-fights, and a 
banquet was to begin the festivities. Beside, 
there was an auto, which filled the Spanish heart 
with delight, for the victims were many, and 
sent from the twelve districts where the Inquis
ition reigned. 

The day before, Philip had met his child-queen 
at Guadalapera, accompanied by Don Carlos, 
who, when he saw the lovely bride he had been 
deprived of, swore to be revenged on his father, 
which oath, repeated to Philip, led to his death. 
An old chronicler says that Elizabeth looked so 
intently at the king, he asked, " Are you looking 
for grey hairs ? " On the day I mention the 
bridal cortege entered Toledo in great state with 
bells ringing and guns firing. No one could fail 
of admiring the lovely girl who rode by Philip's 
side on a milk-white palfrey, trapped with gold 
work. A banquet followed at the palace, and, 
after a bull-fight, the royal party entered the 
large square where the scaffolds for the onto were 
erected. 

But for a moment I must retrace my steps to 
the Inquisition. Inez and Clara heard their fate 
the day before, not only with calmness, but with 
joy. The monk who brought the intelligence 
little thought of the rapture that lighted their 
won faces when he told them. 

4 'At last!" said Inez. " It will not be long 
now before we are at rest for ever, and no sor
row can touch us more. May I see my sister ?" 
she added. 

" Nay, such grace is not for the impenitent," 
answered the monk. 

" Then tell her I shall meet her soon to part 
no more," replied Inez. 

In the square the royal gallery was erected, 
opposite the one on which the prisoners were to 
sit, and one of equal state for the Grand Inquis
itor and his train. At noon the royal proces
sion set forth, and the sweet face of Elizabeth 
was overshadowed at the sight of the stakes, 
which she could not hide. " We have nothing 
so cruel in my country," she said in a petulant 
tone " and I will take no oath to uphold such 
evil doing." 

The king frowned, but made no reply, for the 
bells of the city were tolling, showing that the 
procession had Btarted from the prison. The 
square was crowded, and between the two 
scaffolds was a pulpit, where the bishop of 
Burgos was to preach the sermon. 

All eyes and ears were strained on the pro
cession, which was now in sight. First rode a 
large body of troops, who kept the way clear. 
Then twenty men and women, dressed in black, 
without sleeves, and bareheaded, carrying a fag

got 1 these were the penitents—those whose faith 
had failed—and each was attended by a patrino, 
or godfather, and a monk. Then followed those 
who were imprisoned for life, wearing a sanbenito 
with a red cross, but not the carozza or cap, but a 
paper mitre made in conical form, each one 
attended by a patrino. 

Then came the great cross of the Inquisition, 
the face turned to the penitent, and the back to 
those doomed to the fire. Behind that came the 
victims to the flames—twelve in number. Five 
of these had recanted, and wore sanbenitos and 
carozzas, with the flames downwards; but the 
other seven, amongst whom walked the sisters, 
wore them in all their fearful ugliness. Never 
had the girls looked more beautiful. Nothing 
could mar the look of peace that sat on each 
perfect face. They had time for one close em
brace ere the procession started; and Inez en
couraged her fellow sufferer with the bright hope 
of the joy to come. Arrived at the place, the 
prisoners were led to the scaffold, and Mune-
braga administered the oath to protect the In
quisition to the king, who swore to do so, but 
the queen refused it, to the Archbishop's disgust. 
The Bishop of Burgos then ascended the pulpit, 
and preached a violent sermon against heresy, 
and then the sentences of the penitents 
were read, and they took along time; but, when 
they were finished, the terrible part began. 
Headed by the soldiers the sufferers passed the 
gate of the city on their last journey, followed 
by the Inquisitors with their train. Inez and 
Clara were bound to one stake, and holding her 
sister's hand, the former said firmly, " Courage, 
mi querida, we shall soon see His face." 

The faggots were speedily piled round them, 
when the girls saw their father dart from behind 
with a blazing torch, and thrust it into the 
pile. The flames sprang up round them, but he 
could see his children's faces light up with joy, 
and he heard the last words : " Thou gavest us 
life ; we give it back, Lord, to Thee," and in a 
few minutes the sisters were with Christ. 

'Tis said Don Diego entered the monastery of 
La Trappe ; but I cannot vouch for the truth. 
The deed proves the cruelty of Borne, and she 
and her motto, " Semper Eadem," are the same 
still. 

May we learn, from the same Holy Book, the 
courage that helped the martyr sisters to be 
firm in the fires : giving their life, only remem
bering Jesus' promise, " Be thou faithful unto 
death, and I will give thee a crown of life." 

o 
How one's soul goes out, as upon a sea of 

rest, when one mingles with those whom we 
know to have the same Christ, as we ourselves 
enjoy, and who are exuberant of His love an^ 
grace, 
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T ET us now consider briefly the examples of 
I f this dangerous sin, that have been recorded 

for our instruction. (1 Cor. x.) I say dan
gerous because we shall see that such is its 
character. 

THE FIRST EXAMPLE 
is that of Cain. He, seeing that his brother's 
offering was accepted (being with blood), while 
his was rejected, became envious of his brother, 
this led to anger, this to hatred, and this to 
MURDER, and in 1 John in. 12 this case is given 
as an express warning to Christians. 

The next illustration we may take is in Gen. 
xxvi. 14. The Philistines envied Isaac's 
earthly prosperity, just as Cain envied Abel's 
spiritual prosperity. (See Eccl. iv. 4.) Their 
envy was shown by MALICIOUSNESS (ver. 15). 

We next pass on to Laban's sons (Gen. xxxi. 
1), who became envious of Jacob; Laban also 
became full of ANGER against him, though God 
did not permit him to show it. (Gen. xxxi. 
2, 24.) It is worthy of note that, though Isaac 
and Jacob were both envied for their riches, we 
do not find that Abraham (although equally 
rich) ever was, a fact that says a great deal 
for his character. The next example is that 
of Joseph's brethren in Gen. xxxvii. 11, and the 
result is, first they stripped him and threw 
him into a pit to perish, and next sold him into 
slavery for twenty pieces of silver, acts which 
we can only characterise as INTENSE CRUELTY, 
springing 6olely from envy. 

We now pass on to Numb. xi. 28, 29, where 
we find the first instance of 

ENVY IN A CHILD OF GOD. 
Joshua is one of the last we should have expected 
to find this evil in, but the seed is alas ! in all 
our hearts; and we actually find Joshua here try
ing to HINDER GOD'S WORK, led on by this fearful 
and dangerous spirit. I t is, however, only just 
to add that it is possible that the envy was not 
for his own sake but for Moses', whose servant 
he was. We have only, however, to go on to the 
very next chapter to find an undoubted instance 
of envy in no less a one than Aaron, the high 
priest, and in Miriam also. They did not like 
the growing nearness of Moses to God, and the 
difference of the way in which the Lord spoke 
to him and them ; the envy led them to DESPISE 
GOD'S SERVANT. The Lord, however, did not 
leave Moses to fight his own battles, for Miriam 
became leprous, white as snow. The sin of 
Korah, whioh follows closely in chap. xvi.,was 

also entirely prompted by envy (Ps. cvi. 16), and 
led to still more awful consequences. Envy in 
this case led Korah, Dathan, and Abiram into 
fearful LYING against and REVILING of Moses and 
Aaron (Numb. xvi. 13, 14), and brought upon 
them a most appalling death (ver. 32), so swift 
was God to visit their sin upon them. 

ENVY LEADS TO MURDER. 

Let us now pass onto Saul,in 1 Sam. xviii. 8. 
Envy here seems to possess Saul so fearfully 
that it obtains a complete mastery over him, 
leading him three times to ATTEMPT TO MURDER 
David. To one who does not know how rapidly 
and fatally the poison of envy works, it seems 
almost incredible that for such a trivial reason 
(ver. 8) Saul could have sought to kill the very 
one who had just delivered Israel. Yet I am 
sure there is not one of us who knows anything 
of his own heart, but can trace the seeds of 
great crimes in the feelings prompted by 
envy. 

In Ezek. xxxv. 11 we find, in the case of Edom, 
that envy leads to HATRED. In the case of 
Daniel (vi. 3, 4) it is, I think, clear that envy 
prompted the presidents and princes to their 
cruel course ; which cannot be called anything 
but WICKED and UNSCRUPULOUS. We now pass 
on to the most fearful thing envy ever accom
plished, in Mark xv. 10. Jesus, the Son of 
God, was delivered up to Pilate, from the 
wretched miserable feeling of envy, that had 
eaten away all that was even human in the 
heart of God's professed servants, the chief 
priests. Here envy led them to CRUCIFY CHRIST. 

In Acts xiii. 45, we find the same horrible sin 
leading the Jews, through hatred of the success 
of the gospel, to LYING and BLASPHEMING ; and in 
xvii. 5, a similar company led away by the 
same feelings were guilty of RIOTING and 
VIOLENCE ! 

THE SINS THAT ENVY LEADS TO. 
Let us now just sum up from the few exam

ples that we have selected, the crimes which are 
actually recorded in the Word, as having been 
committed through the Bin of envy. We have 
seen that THROUGH ENVY Christ was crucified— 
Abel was murdered—Joseph and David almost 
murdered; that it led at different times to 
hatred—wicked and unscrupulous conduct— 
lying and blaspheming—rioting and violence— 
hindering God's work—despising God's servant 
—lying and reviling—maliciousness—anger— 
and intense cruelty. 



THE ORIGIN OF EVIL. 59 

Surely, now that we have laid eome part of 
the horrible form of this vice bare from Scripture, 
onr readers must shudder to think that the root 

o f all these crimes lurks in their hearts. James 
does not hesitate to say that envy is a root of 
every evil work (iii. 16). I t is worse than wrath 
or anger, none can stand before envy (Prov xxvii. 
4). It hinders growth in grace (1 Pet. ii. 1, 2), 
is a proof of carnal mindedness (1 Cor. iii. 1, 2), 
it is one of the works of the flesh (Gal. v. 21), 
and one to which our spirits are specially liable 
(Jas. iv. 5), being produced by the prosperity 
and good deeds of others (Eccl. iv. 4), and also 
by arguments and disputes (1 Tim. vi. 4). Now 
to be forewarned is to be forearmed. Never let 
us give place to the devil, in allowing envy 
to sprout and germinate in our hearts; but let 
us ever check the first risings of an envious 
spirit. 

A CURE FOR ENVY. 

Seek to rejoice in the prosperity of others, 
seek to be unselfish; for, after all, envy is only 
a form of selfishness. Seek the good of others, 
not your own. Consider the Apostle and High 
Priest of our profession—Christ Jesus—who 
was not envious like Adam (Phil, ii.), but 
emptied Himself (lit), and ended a life of self-
abnegation on the cross. 

Ask yourself the question, Shall I allow for a 
moment in my heart the feeling of envy, a J 

T H E ORIGI 

YOU say you want to know about the origin 
of evil. You want to know how sin got in ; 
and when you know that, you will then 

give attention to your soul. Bat stay, friend. 
You are making a very serious mistake. I t 
matters very little whether or not you discover 
how sin got in. What you do know is, that sin 
has got i n ; and it should now be your great 
concern how to be delivered from sin's domin
ion. In yonder railway collision, what would 
you think of the passenger who says, i( I must 
know how this collision occurred, and the 
cause of all this suffering, before I will make 
an effort for the deliverance of myself or my 
fellow-passengers" ? You would say that such a 
man was mad. You would say to h im: " It 
matters very little what is the original cause of 
the collision. "What concerns us is, that there 
has been a collision. People are dying of their 
injuries; and the first thing is to get them 
attended to and delivered." Now, in the same 

feeling which prompted the crucifixion of my 
Lord? 

There is no saying to what length even a 
child of God may not be led, who once willingly 
allows this feeling. I t grows so very rapidly 
that from only beginning to be envious of 
the success, prosperity, and position of another, 
we may soon begin to hate him, and then to 
plot against him. 

As with pride so it is with envy: its most 
horrible and deadly form is when it conceals 
itself under a cover of zeal for the Lord, and 
under this or some other religious subterfuge, 
seeks the evil of another. Oh I what unrnask-
ings of all such actions will take place at 
the judgment seat of Christ. 

Seek, beloved reader, to be pure from this 
vice at least, after the fearful warnings the 
"Word of God has given us (remembering espec
ially that it is one of the five sins that hinder 
our love of the Word of God iteelf. (1 Pet. ii.) 
Eeal occupation with Christ's glory and inter
ests instead of our own, effectually though un
consciously, checks not only this but many 
other sins. I t is only the self-seeker who is 
envious. The servant who can truly 6ay, like 
His Master, " I seek not my own glory," is 
surely delivered from a spirit of envy. 

May the Lord preserve us from this sin, 
which is alas! by no means uncommon amongst 
young, as well as old believers. 

I OF p Y I L . 

way we tell men and women that the world has 
got away from God, and is sold under sin. I t 
is of very little moment to us how the first 
particle of evil sprang into existence. We have 
only to look around us to see that evil has an 
existence. Men and women are going down to 
a lost eternity. They must be rescued. They 
must be turned to God. You, unsaved one, 
are in danger. You are going down to eternal 
death in the mad whirlpool of a Christ-rejecting 
world. I t is simply a matter of a little time, 
and then your doom is sealed for eternity. 
There is therefore no time to lose. You must 
turn to God. You must flee to the only refuge 
from the coming storm; and that refuge is 
Christ And when you are saved ; and when 
there are no more sinners to rescue from the 
great catastrophe, of sin, then you may, if so 
minded, look into the question of how evil had 
its origin. 
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•' Poor tree ! this was a dreadful blow." 

WHEN the plant first saw the glass bouse 
rising around it, it felt both joy for 
the shelter it would get and pride at the 

wonderful attention it was receiving. *' What 
an expense they have gone to," it said, as the 
beautiful house was finished, never thinking of 
the infinitely greater expense of the river, on 
which it had never bestowed a thought. The 
fine spray of the carefully prepared liquid was 
also rnuch pleasanter than the drenching it used 

O R C I N G . 

to get with the cold river water, and 
when its stern began to get covered 
with bark, and its crest to rise 
higher and higher, it was quite de
lighted with itself. 

4* It is of no use," it said to itself, 
"for me to be pushing out and 
strengthening my roots in the soil, 
no rough winds can shake me in this 
lovely house. I am quite secure, and 

SELF can devote all my 
SATISFACTION. strength to growing 
higher and higher." The gardeners 
were very tall men, and always 
carried their heads very high, and 
the great desire of the little tree was 
to grow as high as they were. So it 
drew in all the sap from its roots, 
and devoted all its energy to push 
out shoot after shoot, leaf after leaf, 
and above all to send its central stem 
higher. Its roots under the sand 
gave very little trouble now, for they 
were almost dried up (so far, indeed, 
though without knowing it, the glass 
house did good). It was a proud day 
for the young plant when it saw all 
its old enemies the thorns and weeds 
cleared away, and it looked round 
with the utmost complacency at the 
bare ground, where not one weed was 
to be seen. " Now, at last," it said, 
441 have got a complete victory over 
them all, and not a vestige of them 
remains." 

It was rather foolish to say this 
while all the roots were left, but 
then the young tree had forgotten 
that. It was a sad day for the plant 
when the king came, and all its 
beautiful house was destroyed, all 
the fine syringes burnt, and worse 
than all, its own height not admired. 
441 could have borne the rest," 

thought the plant, 44but to say I have not 
grown, and am only drawn up is really too bad. 
Certainly my top leaves are rather heavy, I 
must confess, for my strength, but still they are 
very beautiful.'' 

But a sadder day than this soon oame to the 
GETTING TO IT8 V00Y ^Y6Q* ^ W f t S a gU8ty ^Y 

TRUE LEVEL. at the end of April, when the 
wind kept coming in great puffs, first from one 
point then from another. The young plant first 
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bent to one side then to the other, till its thin 
roots quite shook in the earth. " The wind has 
a special malice against me," sighed the young 
tree, " for it sees I am quite at its mercy now." 
This was true, though the tree did not know it, 
for the prince, seeing his opportunity, had raised 
the storm against it. At last a tremendous gust 
came, down went the head of the tree, lower and 
lower, till its roots were almost torn out of the 
soil. I t could not bend another inch without 
being uprooted altogether; the wind came harder 
and harder, and at last with a great crash all the 
top broke off, and hung in a confused mass at 
its side. 

Poor tree ! this was a dreadful blow ; to have 
all the apparent progress of months broken off 
short in the first storm. " If I only had had 

RESULTS OF longer roots,'' it said, " I think 
BURFAoEwonK. I Q0VL\^ ^ y e bent a little 

more; but my roots are so small, I seem 
ail above the surface." Still the wind howled, 
and did not subside till every high branch had 
been blown off. When the gardener came 
next day, the tree was a piteous spectacle. 
Its shattered state gave it great pain, but it suff
ered still more when the gardener, instead of 
tying up its^ broken branches (as it had hoped), 
took out his sharp knife and cut them all off 
short. When it was all done, and many a long 
offshoot cut back as well, you would hardly have 
recognised the tree at all. I am Bure if the three 

gardeners could have seen it, they would not 
have owned it. 

Relieved of all its lofty shoots the young tree 
set to work to strengthen its roots. No longer 

RETURN forced by stimulating nourish-
TO REALITY, ment and artificial heat, but wa

tered with the pure river water, it soon got strong 
and hardy. The prince saw that although it had 
lost its pride, the storm had done it no real 
injury, and he almost began to despair of success, 
when a circumstance occurred that greatly fa
voured his plans. 

This was nothing else than the departure of 
the old gardener. He had received orders un
expectedly, for some wise reason, to leave the 
plant entirely alone for a year, and not even to 
give it a drop of water. Great was the aston
ishment of the plant when one day it saw the 
gardener pull down the little tent he had erected 
for his shelter near the spot, and go away with 
his watering can., 

We almost forgot to mention that the weeds 
by this time had sprung up again, all except a 
few that grew close round the tree, and that now 
were so overshadowed by it that they could not 
grow at all. 

The gardener left at the close of summer, and 
although the young tree had never cared for him 
as much as for the other three, it really felt sad 
as it saw him disappearing across the desert 
sands. 

jrEow Si I H A L L W E E D U C A T E O U R C H I L D R E N 

FIRST PRINCIPLES. 
" Because to every purpose there is time and judgment, therefore the misery of man is great upon him."—ECCL. riii. 8. 

EDUCATION comprises two things: Instruc
tion, or the imparting of knowledge, and 
the formation of character or training, 

properly speaking. The two must be carried on 
simultaneously, and neither must be neglected. 
In order to train the child successfully, we must 
understand something of the laws that govern 
human nature. Those who cultivate flowers know 
that, in order to ensure success, they must not only 
study, but also comply with the laws that regu
late their growth. Many, however, attempt to 
teach and train youth, without studying the laws 
that God has implanted in our constitution, and 
the consequence is that they know neither what, 
how, nor when to teach; they may be attempt
ing to exercise powers which scarcely exist in the 
mind of the child, and neglecting those which 
need training. We are all familiar with the 
progressive development of the body of the 
infant. He takes notice at a very early age, 
that is, he learns to use his eyes; he then 
catcbes hold, or learns the use of his hand; and 
finally he walks, to the great joy of mother and 
friends. One tooth shews itself after the other, 

meanwhile; and the infant, which at first thrived 
on milk, needs stronger nourishment as it gains 
strength. No doubt many of us have dwelt 
upon the suitability of "milk for babes," food 
that requires no mastication, yet contains the 
very ingredients which are needed for the baby's 
growth. We have in these every-day experi
ences an illustration of the progressive develop
ment of the mind. You do not expect to see 
the child walk before he catches hold; you know 
he will not walk before he can stand, everything 
happens in its own order; you see also that 
God has provided for each period of development 
the appropriate nourishment. If the infant is 
deprived of its food, or improper food is given it, 
we all know that disease and death are the con
sequence. Now the mind has also its periods 
of development, and nourishment suited to each 
period must be provided for it. We all acknow
ledge this principle to a certain extent; we do 
not expect a child to do a sum in interest before 
he can count, nor to read before he knows his 
letters ; but yet, by our ignorance, we may often 
without knowing it, be guilty of mistakes quite 
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as serious. Many a child is taught to count to 
a hundred before he knows what the number 
six means, and many come to the end of the 
Beading-book before they know the powers of 
the letters. Again, a child is punished for not 
remembering, when memory is not developed ; 
and a little girl is made to cry over her music 
lesson, before the ear is sufficiently developed to 
know one note from the other. " The misery 
of man is great upon him," because he under
stands not the time when the thing ought to be 
done, nor the way in which he ought to do it. 

The early years of our life may, for conven
ience, be divided into three periods, which we 
will call, First Childhood or Infancy; Second 
Childhood; and Adolescence. The first Child
hood extends from the first dawn of intelligence 
until the sixth or seventh year, the time of the 
dropping out of the milk teeth and the coming 
up of the permanent teeth. The Second Child
hood extends to the twelfth or fourteenth year ; 
and the Third Period, or Adolescence, occupies 
the later years of education. Each period must 
be looked upon as a preparation for the succeed
ing one, and requires a treatment peculiar to 
itself. If the child has been properly trained 
during the preceding years, he will, when he 
arrives at the third period, be capable of study
ing alone to a great extent, of course under the 
direction of tutors and professors, and with 
occasional help from them. His judgment, 
memory, and imagination ought to be in full 
exercise. During the Second Childhood, he 
must be taught almost everything he learns, and 
only sparingly given lessons to learn from a 
book. He must not be expected to reason cor
rectly, or to possess much imagination. These 
qualities may shew themselves, but they cannot 
be relied upon, and if left to himself, the child is 
more likely to use them ill than well. This is, 
perhaps, the most interesting and the most 
important period of the years of education, and 
as it requires much attention, we will consider 
it in some future chapters. 

The First Childhood, or Infancy, must at 
present occupy us. Judgment, memory, and 
imagination are all in embryo -at this time. 
The will is very weak, and the conscience 
scarcely capable of " discerning between good 
and evil." These faculties shew themselves 
gradually, and towards the end of the first 
period have often gained considerable strength. 
But they must not be relied upon in the training 
given to the child during infancy. The very 
little child has two faculties, which we will call 
Perception and Conception. Perception is the 
receiving into the mind the impressions made 
on the senses by all the objects which surround 
us in the outer world. If I see a star, my eye 
sees it, but the receiving into my mind the idea 

! of a star is an act of perception. Conception is 
the power of retaining past perceptions. I t is 
not memory, for by memory we recall at will 
past conceptions, and this a little child cannot do, 
or can only do to a very limited extent. The 

. conceptive faculty of a child is constantly occu
pied with the past, but it is scarcely more under 
the control of his will than are the fancies of our 
dreams. If you listen to the soliloquy of a 
child three, four, or five years old, as he lies in 
his bed awake, you will observe past scenes of 
three or six months ago, and the events of the 
day, all passing in succession under review in 
his little mind. A few broken words are given 
to each, a smile to some, but all seem to form a 
kind of kaleidoscope passing before him, the 
pictures ever changing, and none remaining 
long enough to be thoroughly appreciated. The 
child is exercising his conceptive faculty. Now 
and then one of the pictures arrests his atten
tion, he wishes to know more about i t ; he starts 
up and asks his mother or nurse some question 
about what happened either lately, or perhaps 
six months before. Here is the first act of 
memory. I t retains, in obedience to the will of 
the child, one scene longer than the rest, as is 
shown by the child wishing for some informa
tion about the matter. Yet this very child, if 
you try to oblige him to remember something, 
when you wish him to recall a past circumstance, 
will prove quite incapable of the effort. "We 
must ever remember that we cannot really 
develop a child's mind any more than we can 
make his body grow. We cannot make him 
run before he can stand; and we cannot exercise 
memory before there is a memory to exercise. 
All we can do is to provide the suitable nourish
ment for mind and body, and each will, accord
ing to the laws God has impressed on nature, 
grow and develop in time. The nourishment 
suited to the age of perception and conception 
must be the subject of our next chapter. 

The training of children at this early age con
sists chiefly in the formation of habits. Children 
have much less conscience than is often sup
posed ; mere animal fear is not to bo mistaken 
for the actings of conscience, though the two 
seem intimately connected in young children. 
A dog does not know right from wrong in any 
moral sense, but he shows quite as much fear in 
meeting his offended master as does a little 
child who has disobeyed his parent. I t is true 
that the child will by-and-by have conscience, 
and the dog will have none—hence the differ
ence of dealing with the two. But conscience 
must not be relied upon to keep little children 
right, because they need training and teaching 
before the conscience will act. Our work with 
the little ones is the formation of habits, the 
placing the young twig in the position in which 
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it is to grow, and keeping it in that position 
until, the habit being formed, it remains there 
by its own choice. Obedience, truthfulness, 
industry, are moral habits to be formed during 
infancy. We shall have to give these subjects 
special and careful consideration, and therefore 
must postpone them for the present. 

WEZBKIAH &• SENNACHERIB. 

IN the reign of good king Hezekiah, we read 
how Sennacherib, king of Assyria, came to 
make war against Judah, and took some of 

the fenced cities. Hezekiah had to give him 
silver and gold money out of the temple and the 
king's treasury to keep peace with him, lest he 
should come up to Jerusalem to fight against it. 
But at last this proud monarch did come, and 
defied the king of Judah with disdainful taunts 
about the God of the Jews; saying, He was 
unable to save them from the same fate as the 
other nations, whose idols and temples Sennacherib 
had overthrown when he took their cities. He 
sent Hezekiah a letter of defiance, and the good 
king of Judah spread it before the Lord in His 
temple. You may remember that this Jewish king 
was the son of wicked Ahaz, who burnt his own 
little children in the fire, in sacrifice to Molech ; 2) 
Ghron. xxviii. 3.) and made altars in all parts of 
the kingdom to every false god worshipped by the 
surrounding nations. When Hezekiah came to 
be king, after evil Ahaz died, he threw down 
these altars, and broke the images, and burnt 
them. I daresay he had a great horror of idols, 
as some of his own poor little brothers and sisters 
had been sacrificed to them by their inhuman 
father; but he had been fortunate enough to 
escape, so he gave himself up to honour and to 
serve the true God of his ancestor, king David, 
and God loved and honoured him. Hezekiah 
also broke in pieces the brazen serpent which 
God had commanded Moses to make in the 
wilderness ; for the Jews had made it an object of 
idolatrous worship, and burned inoense to it, as 
at that time serpent worship was very prevalent 
amongst the heathen nations. He oalled it in 
contempt " Nehushtan," or, a piece of brass, to 
show them it was no god. When Sennacherib 
oame against Jerusalem, God sent an angel 
amongst his host during the night, and this angel 
smote the Assyrians with death, so in the morn
ing their camp was full of dead men, and their 
king was so terrified at this awful judgment, that 
he returned back to his own land as fast as he 
oould. Some time after, two of his own sons 
murdered him as he was worshipping in the 
house of his god "Nisroch." 

f A I T I N G FOR, you. 
'And therefore will the Lord ivait, that He may be 

gracious unto you."—ISAIAH XXX. 18. 
IN the gladsome light of morning, 

'Mid its music and its Bong ; 
While your heart is fresh and hopeful, 

Knowing nought of wreck or wrong : 
From the storm-cloud in the distance, 

Stealing o'er life's tranquil sea, 
Some have fled to Him for refuge, 

And He waits to shelter thee I 
By some " well " of earthly pleasure, 

In the noontide hour of life, 
Once He waited with the offer 

Of an " everlasting life." 
But you passed Him by unheeding, 

Drinking deeper draughts anew ; 
But He knows you still are thirsting, 

So He's waiting still for you 1 
From the shades of evening falling 

O'er a life grown grey with care, 
He would lead thee to a region 

Ever bright, and ever fair ! 
All these years He has been calling, 

Longing sore to set thee free ; 
Now 'mid darkness, storm, and trouble, 

He is waiting still for thee ! 
Do not keep Him any longer, 

For the day will soon be past; 
And His voice of gentle pleading 

Will be heard no more at last! 
Soon the night of wrath and judgmont, 

From which now He bids thee ilee, 
Will o'ertake you in its blackness, 

And He'll wait no more for thee ! 

BELIEVERS, in this time of awakening, seem to 
have but one knee, and that one kuoe on the 
promise—" Ask, and it shall be given you." 

A L B X « L N D B ^ A N D jSr. P A U L . 

PAUL sailed from Asia to Europe, nearly four 
hundred years after Alexander the Great 
had sailed from Europe to Asia. Bat 

how different their motives and their objects 
—their conflicts and their victories! The 
enthusiasm of Alexander was aroused by the 
recollection of his great ancestors, and by 
his determination to overthrow the great dy
nasties of the Eas t ; but, though unconsoiously 
and unintentionally, he was accomplishing the 
purposes of God. Paul had girded on his armour 
for another purpose, and to win greater and more 
enduring viotories. He was sent forth by the 
Holy Spirit, not only to subdue the West, but to 
bring the whole world into oaptivity to the obedi
ence of Christ. Christianity is not for one 
nation or one people only, but for man univer
sally ; even as Paul himself expresses it in Ooios-
sians i . ," For every creature which is under 
heaven." This is the mission of the gospel, and 

1 this is its sphere. 
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A visi t to the Godavery Dis t r ic t , India.— 
Thursday, 19*7* December, 1889.—I left Ellore for 
Chittapet by a transit boat. Had one small 
cabin to myself, the rest of the boat being 
crowded with natives. The roof was so low that 
I could only just sit upright, and could not lie at 
full length. Arrived at Chittapet on Friday, 
and had a very warm welcome from dear Mr. 
and Mrs. Macrae. Saturday evening had the 
lantern in the meeting house for the children 
and Christians. Most of the Christians live in a 
village of their own, some distance from the 
Heathen petta. Sunday was a happy, profitable 
season. From 7.30 to 9, Sunday School. A 
meeting at 10.30, when I had the privilege of 
preaching the word, Mr. Macrae translating. In 
the afternoon it was a great joy to meet so many 
Native Christians, simply gathered to the Lord, 
and to remember His death "t i l l He come." 
On Monday, left for Nursapur in the Water Lily 
(Mr. Bowden's boat). It was most enjoyable 
travelling thus by canal, and though slow, only 
about two miles an hour, yet everything was 
peaceful and quiet. We sat on the deck and 
sang hymns till quite late. Reached Nursapur 
soon after 10 on Tuesday morning, where we 
were welcomed by the brethren, and that evening 
we had the usual Telugu Prayer Meeting. 

Monday, 23rd.—Had a very profitable Bible 
Reading (English), when we considered the 
seventh of Acts. Thursday, was the prize dis
tribution for the Caste Girls' School. Soon 
after nine more than 60 girls had assembled, 
nearly all decked out with jewels and gold in 
great profusion. Some of their fathers and male 
relatives also came to look on. The verandah 
was made quite gay with shrubs and Scripture 
Cartoons. Three or four brethren spoke to the 
children, Christ being our theme, and after a 
Telugu lyric and prayer, all dispersed. That 
afternoon several of us left for Palcole, where 
Mr. Macrae examined the Sunday School. In 
the evening we had the lantern in the meeting 
house, when he preached the Gospel. 

Friday, 27th.—At Agurthapalem had a very 
good time in examining the Sunday School, all 
taking part except myself. It was deeply in
teresting and encouraging to see how well the 
children repeated their Scripture and hymns, 
shewing how well they had been taught. The 
work in this village commenced by the conversion 
of a girl, 12 or 14 years of age. Though perse
cuted bitterly, and starved for three days, she 
stood out boldly for Christ, witnessing a very 
bright confession. Her parents were the first 
Christians, and now there is quite a large 
gathering, who meet round the Lord's table every 
Lord's day. 

Palcole, Sunday, 2dth.—-At eight in the morn
ing all the caste girls assembled for Sunday 
School. Many questions were asked, and I was 
much Btruck with the correct answers of the 
children. At 10.30 Mr. Miles preached the 

Gospel to a large gathering. In the afternoon we 
gathered round the Lord's table and had a 
precious time in His presence. 

Monday, 30th.—In the evening had all the 
caste girls, and their parents, to see the lantern, 
and the Gospel was plainly put before them by 
Mr. Beer. Tuesday evening, had a large meeting 
for all the Native Christians in the small school
room ; many from a distance had come in for 
these special services, held every year. From 9 
to 10 showed the lantern to the school boys and 
any others who wished to come. The large 
school-room was over-crowded ; at least 300 were 
present, and gave most earnest attention as Mr. 
Beer faithfully set the Gospel before them. 
Mahomedans and caste people were all crowded 
together, but still the order and attention was 
remarkable. Being the last day o£ the year we 
went out at midnight, and sang hymns at the 
different houses. Then we all went into the boat 
and had a most blessed season in praise, prayer, 
and in reading the Word, thus watching the old 
year out, and new year in ; a text hanging up in 
the boat, " God is able" was our theme, which 
we adopted as our new year's motto. 

January 1st.—The lantern drew quite a large 
number in the evening. Though the moon was 
very bright, the pictures showed up well; for the 
sheet had been fixed beneath the dark shade of 
two large cocoanut trees: The scene was truly 
picturesque with the bright moonlight shining 
on ail the people, while the pictures stood out in 
bold relief from the dark shade of the trees. On 
Thursday, left for Coconada in a transit boat. 
At Dowlaishwarum, on the Godavery, I was 
much interested in seeing the large main locks, 
and the great annicut or dam, five miles long, 
right across the river. Here we had to wait 
some six hours, and friends showed us no little 
kindness, and when we left, loaded us with such 
things as were necessary. Saw the new mission 
house being built by Mr. Miles. He hopes soon 
to live here, and evangelize the neighbouring 
country. We also visited Thomas, a dear native 
brother, a veritable patriarch, and one who has 
the joy of the Lord shining in his face. Spent a 
very happy time in praise and prayer. He him
self was the first to seek for it, by produciug 
some Bibles and laying them before us. Soon 
after 8 p.m., we left in the boat for Coconada. 
Spent a very profitable Sunday here, and had 
much happy fellowship with the dear Canadian 
brethren. 

I was particularly impressed by two things. 
The first was the Btrong and bitter caste 
prejudice that still exists in this distriot; the 
second was the cruel way in which the people 
treat one another for almost every kind of pain 
or ache. Oh, that the Sun of righteousness 
might arise, and Bhine into these dark places, 
dispelling the evil and the sin, and set the people 
free from this bondage of Satan. Even so, 
come, Lord Jesus! Amen. W. H. STANEB t 
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The seaman was soon tailing with an intense earnestness. 

&ml;s &lad Tidings txf §>al-t;atim** 

T H E CRUISE OF THE " S I L V E R Spf\AY. 
BILL REID'S " TALK WITH JOHN." 

HE " Silver Spray" dropped slowly 
down the blue waters of the 
Mediterranean as the sun set in 
southern splendour. The heat 
during the day had been of the 
fiercest, and the lateen craft and 

striped-sailed feluccas had been becalmed 
upon that glittering sea for hours. Now 

^ a fresh, brisk breeze stirred all the 
waters, and filling every sail, they sped land
ward, like tired birds, to their nest. 

Both Madge and Ralph were pleased to re
new their acquaintance with Bill Reid, who, 
with the exchange of crews, had been installed 
aa carpenter of the " Silver Spray." Ralph 

could never forget the directness and simplicity 
of this man's teaching, when upon that bit of 
beach outside Algiers he had taught him, the 
educated, refined gentleman, the way to the 
Cross, the road to life eternal. The yacht was 
now bound for Algiers, and as the sun sank 
slowly, and the gloom gathered all around, 
Ralph sauntered across the deck to where he 
saw the form of Reid, apparently watching the 
waters. 

" Good evening, Reid. Getting almost too 
dark to see anything, is it not ? " 

The man turned sharply as he replied, point
ing to a dark object floating on the surface of 
the water, " Beg your pardon, Mr. Linton, 

From ,l Horner's Penny Stories for the People," Kc. 53. 
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but what do you make that 'ere out to he ? " 
Kalph's eyes strove to pierce the gloom ; then, 

as wave and tide washed the dark mass a little 
nearer, the gleam of a face appeared quite 
plainly to the view. The alarm was given, and 
in a very short time the dead body of a French sea
man was laid upon the deck of the *' Silver Spray.'' 

As they turned the body over, a small 
morocco-bound book rolled from the breast of 
his blue blouse. It was 6oddened with salt 
water; but, thinking it might give some clue to 
his home and friends, Kalph opened it, and saw 
at once that it was the New Testament, in 
French. On the fly-leaf was written in French— 

"Eugene Dnpnis, 
" Kue de ViUietta, Paris." 11 With Jeanette's love." 

Beneath were inscribed the two sentences— 
"Esp^rance en Dieu" and " Sans Dieu, rien." 

As Ealph read these inscriptions aloud he 
caught the eager inquiring glances of Eeid and 
the other men, and the former asked, " What do 
them words mean in English, sir, if yer please ? " 

"'Hope in God,' and * Nothing without 
God,'" replied Ealph. 

44 Well, I guess if them was his sentiments, 
Bir," said the carpenter, " an' he wur so fond 
of that 'ere book as to carry it about with him, 
and read it, as he evidently has done, pretty 
freely, from the looks of it, why, being drowned 
ain't the wust thing as could have happened him." 

u N o ; but what of poor Jeanette ? " The 
words came from Aggie, whose hand fell with a 
clinging clasp upon Ealph's arm, while her 
womanly sympathy with that poor French girl, 
whose dead lover lay at their feet, made her 
voice quiver as she spoke. 

Then all hands uncovering their heads, 
Ealph read the English burial service, and with 
that ominous splash which is always so thrilling, 
the body of u Eugene Dupuis " sank into the 
Bailors' grave. 

" We have been talking together, exchanging 
thoughts, Eeid, about the poor fellow we have 
just buried. I suppose you, too, have had your 
thoughts, eh? " 

44 Yes, sir. My thoughts hev been a-runnin' 
on an old text—a favourite one o' mine— 
4 There was no more sea.' Many's the time at 
sea I've a-turned that 'ere word all over, till 
I do believe it's one of the sweetest texts in all 
the Bible to me." 

44 Come, Eeid, sit down and give us the 
benefit of your thoughts on your favourite text. 
You must not forget that we are but babes in 
this new life, and you have had many years of 
experience." 

In a quiet, deferential manner, the seaman 
took his seat by the group, and was soon talk
ing with an intense earnestness. 

44 Yer see, Mr. Linton, and ladies, it's only 
nat'ral that an old salt like me should sort o' 
drop on a text like that 'ere, and try to work 
some good out of it. An' I do feel, wot we all 
wants is more submission to the Holy Spirit, 
for 'tis He as leads into truth. Well, but 'bout 
that text,4 There was no more sea.' I tries to find 
out where John was when he see that vision, 
an' I finds it was Patmos. Then I looks at the 
verse, and I sees that it would be sort o' 
finished up all right, even if that 'ere last bit 
worn't there. He see a 4 new heaven and a 
new earth,' and then it sort o' seems like a 
shout of joy as he tacks on, 4 an' there was no 
more sea,' so I sort o' talks it over with John, 
an' I says, 4 You used to like the water well 
enough, John, when you used to be a fisher
man, wot makes yer so mighty glad now at the 
thought as the sea will all be done away with 
bum-bye ? " 

" How queer ; but how nice to talk with the 
dear old apostle like that, carpenter 1 " said 
Madge. 

44 What did he reply to you ? " enquired 
Aggie. 

44 Ah, miss! I seemed to see him look sort o* 
sad at me, as he said, 4 When I wander on this 
beach, and watch that water, and remember 
how it separates me from all as I holds dear on 
earth ; when I wants the touch of a hand of a 
friend, and a glint at the faces I love, I should 
get sad and discouraged ef I didn't remember 
that bum-bye the last sea of separation would 
be done away with, an' I shall see the face of 
my Master, Jesus, and the faces of my friends 
and kindred in Heaven, and meet the converts 
of my ministry as they flock down to the pearly 
gates to greet me.' And I, too, miss, have 
learned to love the thought that soon life's sea 
will be over, and I shall never be separated any 
more from them as I've loved, but as is gone 
on before. 

44 Yes, frien's, I thinks that was one of the 
first thoughts as John had 'bout 4 no more sea.' 
But then I thinks he would say to me,4 Brother 
Eeid, I'm glad there's to be no more sea, be
cause it will mean no more mystery.1 An' 
that's true, sir. What a mystery the sea is— 
the salt water sea! But if we understand so 
little, Mr. Linton, 'bout this sea, how werry 
little we understands 'bout the sea of life. 
What a myBtery that yer i s ! Why, it seems 
to me as John would often say to hisself, 4 Well, 
here am I, the disciple whom Jesus loved; 
lived all these years, an' worked, an' preached 
for my Master, and tried to please Him, an' 
now in my old age I'm banished to this yer 
island to work like this—what a mystery! ' " 

i4 Well, Eeid, how do you think John recon
ciled himself to it ? " asked Ealph. 
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" Why, I jist think he looked back a bit, an' 
heard Jesus say, ' What thou knoweet not now 
thou shalt know hereafter,' and he'd looked 
forward, and he'd see ' a new heaven and a new 
earth, and no more sea.' " 

Turning to the two girls the carpenter asked, 
" Are yer fond o' shells, ladies ? " 

The two girls replied together, " Yes ; oh, 
yes, Eeid." 

" But why do you ask ? " continued Madge. 
" Well, 'cos it seems to me that John must 

have liked 'em too, an' have learnt another 
lesson 'bout the sea from them ; so suppose we 
ask him, like, what the shells on his beach had 
to do with his thoughts 'bout the sea." 

" Well, as the Apostle is not here, Eeid, we 
must ask you, and you must speak for him," 
said Aggie laughingly. 

" Well, yer see, miss, he wur a man o1 like 
passions as we are, and I knows wot I've a-
thought since I wur a Christian when I've took 
a shell in my hand. I thinks as I looks at it, 
all white an' glistening jist like pearl very 
often, as, if that shell could speak, it would say, 
41 wish the sea would be quiet, it's alius on the 
move, never Btill. I no sooner get settled down 
comfortable than I'm dashed about here an* 
there. Then the winds blow, an' dash the 
water over me again an' again, an' . 
Well, there frien's, that's just how people talk 
about life—this sea of life—an' all the while, 
jist as the wash of the water an' the motion of 
them waves is a cleansin' an' polishin', an' 
whitenin' them shells, so is the waves o' life, 
with its storm an' tempest an' restlessness, a-
helpin' to polish us. So I thinks John would 
say, * Presently there will be no more sea.' The 
last wave o' sorrow, the last fierce scorchin' 
o' the sun, the last restless heave to disturb, an' 
I shall be where the weary are at rest, * an' not 
a wave o' trouble rolls across my peaceful 
breast, an' like that shell I too shall be white 
and gliBtenin'." 

The group sitting so peacefully in that flood 
of southern moonlight were intensely interested, 
and Ealph was on the point of speaking when 
Eeid went on. This time his voice was very 
quiet and grave as he said, " But seems to me 
there's a sad side as well as a joyous one. If 
the children of God will be glad when there's 
no more sea, because there'll be no more 
separation, mystery, or unrest; why, them as is 
lost will for ever mourn, 'cos they are eternally 
separated from God and Heaven, and plunged 
in a sea of unrest, where it'll be storm and temp
est with 'em for ever an1 ever. May God keep us 
faithful, and help us to help some one else to 
git home to glory." 

There was a moment's pause as the carpenter 
uttered this closing prayer; then a low, fervent 
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"Amen" came from each of his listeners. As 
he rose from his seat the two girls thanked him 
heartily for his words, while Frank even, who 
had quietly joined the party during Eeid's little 
talk, declared that " Aw—weally, carpenter, 
you can pweach vewy nice, an'—aw—I don't 
believe I would—aw—ever go to sleep in church 
ef—aw—the—aw—parsons all pweached like 
that." 

The face of the carpenter was very grave as 
he replied, " Excuse me, sir, but there's one 
thing yer musn't forget; that is, that hearin' 
an' enjoyin' sermons an' good things won't take 
yer to Heaven, It's believin' in Christ, bein' 
washed in the blood, an' doin' His will on earth; 
these is the things that pleases God." 

A few more words were exchanged; then 
all retired, while that restless sea, the theme of 
their talk, rolled on, bearing the " Silver Spray" 
on its bosom nearer and nearer to Algiers. 

* * * * * * 
" Praise de Lord, I do beliebe Him answerin' 

poor ole Pomp's pray'r. I axe Him to worritt 
de berry life out of Mass'r Cleebe till he jist done 
cum to end o' hisself. Now I 'clar, he just play 
wid de chick'n at him breffust an' ain't eat 
'nuff ter starbe a dicky-chunk. Glory! Glory ! 
Glory! If only him get cn'verted, ole Pomp 
be like dat good man Simeon; I jist say, 
' Lord let dis umprof able serbant d'part in 
peace, cos my eye hab seen Thy salvation.' 
Wot's old Pomp got to lib fur now him poor ole 
'ooman gone off to glory, 'cepts it am to see 
dat dear chile, Mass'r Cleebe, bringed to de 
Lord?" 

Cleeve Webster, when we last saw him, had 
juBt registered an inward vow to seek the Truth, 
if there was a truth in Christianity. He had a 
real, honest, desire to know what hitherto he 
had denied even the existence of. One of the 
first things he set himself to do was carefully, 
studiously, to read the Bible from beginning to 
end. He had been a deep student of infidel 
literature, and had doubtless, like many others, 
accepted all its sweeping assertions of God and 
the Bible, and hereafter, without once bringing 
them to the test of fact. But now, as he read 
the Word of God through, gradually the whole 
idea of the Book began to dawn upon him. He 
saw that Genesis was a revelation from God, 
and not intended for a scientific treatise; in 
fact, in after days, he came to feel and to 
declare that all the Bible was really hidden in 
the first book. On, on he read, and each day's 
study only taught him how ignorant he was. 
He was seeking with his whole heart, and more 
and more he saw that the purpose of the Bible 
was to reveal God in the person of His Son, 
Jesus Christ. He finished the Gospels, coming 
this very morning to the 20th of John, the 
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The astonished negro stood silently watching his master. 

last verse: " These (things) are written that ye 
might believe that Jesus is the Christ, the Son 
of God ; and that believing ye might have life 
through His name." 

Is it not often the case that when the mind 
of a seeker for truth is completely, thoroughly 
aroused, he arrives at a solution of his difficulty 
almost in a moment ? The veil is lifted from 
the heart, the scales fall from the eyes. It was 
so with Cleeve Webster, as he sat in his library. 
Now he realised that it was his evil heart 
which, deceitful above all things and desperate
ly wicked, needed cleansing and changing, and 
that then all his mental difficulties would vanish 
like chaff before the wind. 

It must have been an impulse of the Divine 
Spirit prompted him to fall upon his knees. He 
did not hear the library door open, or note 
Pompey's entrance ; but that astonished negro, 
too much surprised to retire, stood silently 
watching his master, who, with closed eyes and 
clasped hands, poured out his soul in prayer to 
God—"I have read Thy Truth, 0 Lord. It 
was written that I might believe in Jesus, Thy 

Son. Thou hast promised life through His 
name, through His precious blood, His sacrifice. 
I see, I know I am a sinner. It was for me He 
died. I believe it. Give me life—this eternal life. 
Oh, God, give it—give it—give it to me now 1 " 

This was more than Pompey could stand. 
There was his master pleading with God, be
seeching Him to give him what had been given 
on Calvery, and, to the amazement of Cleeve 
Webster, who now for the first time became 
aware of his presence, he said, " Take Him, 
mass'r; take Him. De dere Lord hab given 
Jesus. Ho am our peace, He am our life. 
Dont'ee go on disbelieben de Lord, an' cryin', 
* Gib, gib, gib,' but jist take HIM, Jesus, and 
say, * T'ank yer, Lord.' " 

The reasoning was simple, yet so perfect, 
Cleeve Webster saw it at once. God had given 
Jesus for man's redemption, and now pardon 
through His name was offered. What remained 
but to receive that pardon and to give thanks ? 

And Cleeve Webster then and there took the 
pardon and gave thanks, and rose from his 
knees a new man in Christ Jesus, 
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Tears of joy rolled down the old negro's face, 
and, with all the impulsiveness and excitability 
of his race, he capered about the room, clapping 
his hands, and singing a down South plantation 
melody— 

11 De Lord hab pardon all our sin, 
Praifle de Lord fur Jesus. 

De gate wide open, we Btept in, 
Praise de Lord fur Jesus. 

He'll trabel wid us ober forny wayB, 
Praise de Lord fur Jesus. 

He'll turn our mournin' inter praise, 
Oh 1 praise de Lord fur Jesus." 

When he had subsided somewhat, and re
covered his breath a little, Cleeve asked, "What 
must I do now, Pompey ? I have received my 
salvation for nothmg. It was * finished' for 
me, I found, long, long ago. There was 
nothing left for me but to acknowledge that I 
was a sinner, to repent and believe ; but, now, 
what is my next step ? " 

"Yer jist got to go an* c'fess Him. Can't 

never told de chap'er an* verse ob de tex'es, but 
it say somewheres, • Wid de heart man beliebeth 
unter richerness, an' wid de mouf c'fession am 
made unter salvation.' Now, yer jist got to 
c'fess Jesus wid yer mouf as well as yer life. 
1 Specs de debbil berry fon' ob gittin' peoples tQ 
leab out de mouf business. Pomp ain't got no 
'pinion ob dem folk wot neber testifies. Dey 
says dey does it all wid 'em life, but guess, dey 
berry of en ain't got much life when 'em too 
chicken-hearted to testify 'bout de Lord Jesus." 

What a view was thus opened up to the 
mental vision of Cleeve Webster. But he knew 
de dare not go back. Nay, he did not desire to. 
He saw the crucified ONE hanging on that cross 
before the gaping, sneering multitudes, testify
ing His willingness to suffer for him—Cleeve 
Webster. And with a Divine insight into the 
future, and a Divine strength for his present 
purpose, this wealthy and hitherto pleasure-
loving infidel felt it would be a delight, a privi
lege, to confess Christ before all men. 

C H R I S T . 

IH. 
illustrates in this chapter, and where is that ? 
Where does Euth find rest? At the feet of 
Boaz. And where does a soul find rest ? At 
the feet of Jesus ! Kuth feels Boaz iB the only 
one in whom she can implicitly confide, and 
she goes and places herself under his wing. 
She does what the Lord allows more than one 
sinner to do in the Gospels,—places herself 
under his protection,—gets to his feet. Look, 
for instance, at the woman who was a sinner, 
in Luke vii. She gets straight to the feet of 
Jesus, and see how He blesses her 1 Have you 
found rest at the feet of Jesus yet ? You say, 
Whafc do you mean ? Ah! it is clear, then, 
you do not know it. You have not found rest 
yet. You have never yefc been quietly, calmly 
Beated at the feet of Jesus. 

There is no real rest in the world; if you 
watch the faces as you pass along, how you see 
care, and anxiety, and restlessness, depicted in 
almost every countenance, leaving indelible 
lines. How rarely do you meet a person of 
whom you can say, What a restful face ! Now, 
there are three rests spoken of in Scripture, 
and it will be my business in this paper to 
briefly open up the first two. You know where 
they both occur, in the end of Matt, ix., after 
what had been a stormy, dark day to the Lord 
Jesue. John the Baptist, His forerunner, waa 
doubting if He were the Christ; Chorazin, 
Bethsaida, and Capernaum, the oities where 

Lssstms ivxxm ths 

R E S T IN 

EUTH 
HERE is one little word in the first verse I 

of this chapter that seems to characterise 
the whole chapter—the little word Best, 

The early part of the book has given us a soul 
really decided for God. In chapter i. we have 
Euth decided for God, and the people of God. 
In chapter ii. we have what were the fruits of 
decision,—meeting with Boaz, who is a type of 
Christ. She is broken down under a sense of 
His kindness, by His gracious words, but then 
she leaves Him, type of a soul that has got a 
sense of Christ's grace, touched the hem of His 
garment, but then somehow gets away out of 
the conscious enjoyment of His presence and of 
His person. Euth goes back to her mother-in-
law, and we hear, for a time, nothing more 
about Boaz. Now, to be merely benefited, or 
saved by Christ, without the full enjoyment of 
Himself abidingly is not enough. What Christ 
gives is rest—full, abiding, present and eternal 
rest. We get, then, rest in the 3rd chapter, and 
relationship we shall find unfolded in the 4th. 

Chapter i. is Decision for Christ; chapter ii., 
Meeting with Christ; chapter iii., Best in 
Christ; and chapter iv., Belationship to Christ 
—being united to Him. 

Naomi says, " My daughter, shall I not seek 
rest for thee, that it may be well with thee ? " 
I want to ask you, my friend, one little question 
here. Have you rest ? There is no real rest 
for the soul till it is actually in the place Euth 

m 
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His mighty workB bad been done, bad refused 
to believe Him; men bad called Him "a 
gluttonous man and a winebibber," and He 
turns away from this dark, restless scene, up
ward to His Fatber, and says, " I tbank thee, 
0 Fatber, Lord of heaven and earth, because 
Thou hast hid these things from the wise and 
prudent, and hast revealed them unto babes. 
Even so, Fatber; for so it seemed good in Thy 
sight. All things are delivered unto Me of My 
Father ; and no man knoweth the Son, but the 
Father ; neither knoweth any man the Father, 
save the Son; and he to whomsoever the Son 
will reveal Him." (Matt. xi. 25-27.) 

0 , Beader, are you a babe to whom the Son 
can reveal the depths of the Father's heart ? 
The Father's heart,—the Father's bosom, can 
only be known by revelation, but the Son per
fectly reveals the Father. 

Then the Lord turns round again to this 
restless, troubled world, and gives the loveliest 
invitation that ever fell on mortal ears. Rest
ing Himself in the Father's perfect love, He 
calls every labouring, laden, restless soul to 
come to Him, undertaking to introduce the new 
comer, whoever he may be, or whatever he 
may have been, to the same sphere of restful 
delight which He Himself had in the Father's 
love, spite of any surrounding circumstance. 
Never from His blessed lips fell there words 
more God-revealing, soul-need-meeting, love-
begetting, and heart-breaking, than these,— 
" COME UNTO ME ALL YE THAT LABOUR, AND 
ARE HEAVY LADEN, AND I WILL GIVE YOU BEST." 

Beloved, there is rest for the labouring, rest i 
for the heavy laden, rest for the weary, rest for 
the anxious, rest for the troubled, at the feet of 
Jesus. IT IS BEST OF CONSCIENCE. He gives 
you rest of conscience first of all, a perfect 
clearing of all that YOU HAVE DONE, through 
what H E HAS DONE. Have you been thinking 
you must do something to be saved ? Such a 
thought is a delusion of the devil, and a snare. 
You can do nothing but sin, and you have 
surely done plenty in that line already. u GOD 
SAW (whatyou never did, perhaps) that the wick
edness of man was great in the earth, and that 
EVERY IMAGINATION OF THE THOUGHTS OF HIS 
HEART (not to name his acts) was ONLY EVIL 
continually." (Gen. vi. 5.) This is your moral 
condition, and what fit for God can come from 
you, then? Nothing, simply NOTHING. "Yes," 
you reply, " I see that, and I have given up 
trying to do anything or to be better." What 
are are you waiting for now, then? "For 
what Christ will do." This is another snare 
and delusion of the devil, Christ's work is al
ready finished. He will DO no more for you 
than He has done. He can, in this aspect, 
do no more. He has died once. He has 
suffered once. He has borne sins once. He 

has atoned for them once. His blood has been 
shed once. All this is finished, and never will 
or can be repeated. God has accepted His 
sacrifice, and raised Him from the dead in 
token of His acceptance thereof, and of His 
perfect delight in Christ. 

If, therefore, your sins are not now put 
away from God's sight by what Christ HAS 
DONE, they never can be, for you cannot do it 
yourself, and Christ will do no more in order 
to do it. Now, then, do you see ? Either the 
work which gives rest to the conscience is 
DONE, or IT NEVER CAN BE. Which is the 
truth? " I T IT FINISHED" was the dying 
Saviour's legacy of love to the heavy laden 
sinner, and the soul that hears and believes, 
gets REST about the solemn matters of sin, 
iniquity, transgression, and God's judgment 
thereof, through faith in Jesus, who died to 
secure this rest by putting away the sin, which 
hindered it, and then says, " Come unto me . . . 
and I will GIVE YOU BEST." 

Then He adds, " Take my yoke upon you, 
and learn of me ; for I am meek and lowly in 
heart: and ye shall FIND REST unto your souls." 
This rest is quite different from the rest of 
conscience which I get through the work of 
Christ; it is the REST OF HEART, the rest of 
spirit, that I get by communion with Him as 
a living Person from day to day. The first 
rest is the Sinner's rest; the second rest is 
the Saint's rest, and there is still another rest, 
of which the apostle speaks in Heb. iv., 9— 
" There remaineth therefore a rest to the people 
of God." That is God's rest, which we are 
going to get by-and-by. A sinner gets rest of 
conscience in the work of Christ; the saint 
gets rest of heart in the Person of Christ, and 
then there is God's rest—GLORY, where sin and 
its fruits can never come, into which He is 
going to take us who believe, spirit, soul, and 
body for eternity; and that is the end of the 
path on which a soul enters who once trusts 
Jesus, comes to Jesus, confides in Jesus. 

Now, tell me, would you not like to know 
these rests t You know the world cannot give 
you rest. Have you rest as you think of 
Death ? Have you rest as you think of the 
Day of Judgment ? No ! you know you have 
not; " There is no peace saith my God to the 
wicked; " no peace till you come to Christ. 
Those who have come to Him have rest. It is 
impossible for a soul to have come to Christ 
and not to have reBt. If you have not rest you 
have not simply come to Jesus, that's all; you 
may have come half way, and you may be a 
little self-complacent, too, that you are different 
now from what you used to be, but there is no 
real rest save in personal contact with the Lord 
Himself, getting alone with Him, and finding 
out how He meets the need of the soul. 
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E L P IN TIN 

FOR some time after the gardener left the i 
young tree got on pretty well. The 
ground was very moist all around be

neath the surface, and as its roots now stretched 
all over the little plot of ground owned by the 
king, it could take full advantage of every drop 
of water it had received. But by degrees the 
power of the sun not only dried up the earth on 

DEPRIVED OF the surface, but made itself 
PASTORAL OARE. felt by the uppermost roots of 

the plant, which got sadly burnt in the hard 
soil. But still the young tree kept heart, and 
kept sending its roots deeper and deeper in | 
search of moisture. It was evident, however, 
that such a state of things could not last long. 
Either some one must take pity on the plant 
and give it some water, or, to all appearances, 
it would certainly die. 

But no one came, and that autumn the sun 
blazed unusually fiercely. The prince, indeed, 
saw that now, if ever, was the time to kill the 
tree, and if he could only dry up its roots, he 
knew the winter frosts would completely freeze 
the life out of all that was above the ground. It 

DRIED UP BY was he that kept the sun 
THE SUN OF blazing down upon it (for not 

PERSECUTION. 0 Q l y b f t d h e ^ o y e r ^ 

desert, but he had also a great power in the 
air as well). He too raised blinding storms 
of hot sand against it, burying and shrivelling 
up its leaves as if they were in a furnace. In
deed, the hot blast of the desert was far more 
trying now to the plant than the rays of the 
eun. Formerly, it had been able to retire into 
its roots when the heat came, but now they 
were so parched and dried they could give no 
refreshment. Day after day passed on, no 
relief came; all the plant's beauty had gone. 
Not only had the leaves begun to fall as usual 
at the approach of winter, but those that re
mained were all withered up. 

The prince now spent nearly all his time 
watching the plant, and great was his joy at its 
weak state. He had been pleased at the build
ing of the glass house, for he forsaw plainly 
how the gardener's folly would end, but now he 
was positively delighted. "At last," thought 
he, " I shall have my triumph, and prove that, 
after all, not all the king's power, nor all the 
king's seed, nor all the king's gardeners, can 
keep a plant alive in my desert. No doubt, 
ere long, I shall get full possession of this little 
plot." 

But even as these thoughts passed through 
his mind, one thing kept troubling him, " Why 

®lms1:ia» Life, 

E O F N E E D . 

had the king sent the old gardener away?" The 
tree had got on very well under his care, it had 
grown strong and hardy with the regular water-

WITHOTJT ANT i n g > a n d 7^ &11 n a d . D e e n 

EARTHLY HELP. suddenly stopped, and if the 
plant did die, it was evidently quite as much 
for want of water as from the sun's heat. That 
is to say, to all appearanoes the king was as 
anxious to kill the plant as himself. This 
greatly puzzled him, and the more he thought 
of it the less he felt he understood it. Still, in 
one sense it did not concern him, all he was 
anxious about was the death of the plant, and 
whether it was by fair means or foul did not 
greatly matter. 

So still the hot wind blew, still the ardent 
rays of the sun beat down upon the tree until 
it was near death's door. On its part all hope 
had now departed, and the prince's success 
seemed certain, and the very thorns and weeds 
themselves, that still flourished, gazed with de
light at the wretched appearance of the 
plant. 

An event now happened that upset all their 
calculations. The tree had, as we have said, 

I sent its roots deeper and deeper into the soil, 
but even these failed now to find any moisture. 
Others of the roots had spread out nearer the 
surface, and one in particular had not only 
traversed the entire plot, but run into the desert 
beyond, in the vain hope that somehow or 
other it might meet with a little moisture. All 
these fruitless efforts, however, only exhausted 

THE CHRISTIAN the plant. One day, however, 
LEARNS. a day never to be forgotten 

by the tree, this long root fibre, in burrowing 
along under the sand, came upon some firm, 
tenacious earth such as it had never met before, 
which appeared quite moist. 

Gathering up all its strength with one dying 
effort, the plant succeeded in forcing its way by 
some means through this stratum of clay, which 
at that part was very thin, and the next moment 
a thrill of strange delight was felt in every part 

TO GO TO of the long root, whose end 
OHRIST HIMSBLF. had now reached the river 

itself. In a few moments the cool, refreshing 
stream had reached the trunk, spread along 
the other roots, and was rapidly ascending the 
branches. Higher and higher it went, for the 
supply was boundless, till every leaf that still 
remained on the almost bare branches felt its 
invigorating power. All the bent and drooping 
twigs began again to revise and straighten 
themselves. 
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The weeds looked on in amazement at the 
Biidden change, for there was no apparent cause 
for it. The river rolled where it ever did, hut 
never had the roots of a plant stretched so far, 
and they had been so long accustomed to its 
being there that not for one moment did the 
thought Btrike them that it might be the source 
of the tree's refreshment. For a longtime they 
believed that the old gardener paid nightly 
visits with his can, and thus sustained the 
plant. 

Intense, indeed, was the mortification of the 
prince next morning, and great was his aston-

AND FINDS HIM 
ALL SUFFICIENT. 

ishment at the altered appear
ance of the plant. A night 

spent in company with the precious river had 
wrought wonders. Not only had all the old 
leaves revived, and spread out their glossy 
surfaces to the sun they no longer fearecl, but 
the whole plant looked as vigorous as if it had 
never suffered at all. 

He saw at a glance he had again been foiled; 
how he knew not, and as the sunshine now 
only seemed to nourish the plant, and even the 
wind did not hurt it, he left off his attacks, and 
retired vanquished from the scene. 

Ifa^sa to tte ^xxun$> 

T H E M. ETAMORPHOSIS OF NSECTS J1 
I HAVE no doubt the youngest knows that 

the beautiful butterfly was once what some 
might think an ugly-looking grub or cater

pillar. Now these pass through four states, 
which are called the EGG state, the CATERPILLAR 
state, the PUPA or CHRYSALIS state, and the 
IMAGO or perfect state. 

Nearly all animals and birds take care of their 
young till they are able to care for themselves. 
Very few insects ever live to see their young. 
But the provision made by insects for their fu
ture little ones is one of the most remarkable j 
features in all natural history. First the eggs 
have to be preserved from many dangers, some 
of them through the whole winter; then how 
are the young to procure food the moment they 
are hatched ? The parent before it dies pro
vides for both with such labour and skill as are 
perfectly astonishing. 

For example, you have all seen around the twig 
of some fruit tree a number of beautiful little 
pearly bracelets; each of these circles contains 
from two hundred to three hundred eggs, which 
have been laid by a small moth, called the 
Lackey Moth. They are a pretty sight on 
many a branch in the orchards, and you may 
have often seen them without thinking or know
ing that every little pearl would in due time 
send forth a beautiful winged insect. All these 
eggs are fast glued to the twig, and not only 
that, but between the rows and over the eggs is 
deposited a thin coat of tenacious or fast-sticking 
gum, which secures the eggs from many insects 
that would gladly eat them up, and also protects 
them from rain and frost through the long win
ter months. There they remain in perfect Bafety 
till the warm suns of spring bring them to life. 

The gnat builds an ingenious little boat, en
tirely of its own eggs and a glutinous composi
tion. Every egg if placed alone in the water 
would immediately sink, but with great skill 

and labour it fastens them together in the shape 
of a little boat, which no disturbance in the 
water can sink. When the boat is finished away 
flies the gnat and leaves it to its fate, floating on 
the water. 

Some moths preserve their eggs by covering 
them with hair stripped from their own bodies, 
of which they are provided with a great quantity. 
Others, again, like the dragon-fly, deposit their 
eggs in the water, where the insect remains most 
of its life, and passes through all its changes but 
the last. When the appointed time comes it 
makes its way to the surface, throws off its old 
garment, and soars away into the air. 

As soon as the insect is hatched it is then 
called LARVA. If it has no feet it is called in 
common language a worm or maggot; if it has 
feet it bears the name of grub or caterpillar. 
Having lived its appointed time in this state, it 
spins for itself a covering made of a delicate 
silky fibre, which becomes a resting-place ; or 
hangs itself up by its head, or goes into the 
ground, and becomes a chrysalis, and this is 
called the PUPA state. At last the insect reaches 
what naturalists call the IMAGO state. Hitherto 
it has had on a kind of mask, which it has now 
thrown off, and it comes forth an image of what 
it truly is. No doubt most of you have seen the 
silkworm pass through all its stages. If not, by 
all means procure some eggs, which you can 
easily do ; get a little information as to how to 
take care of them, and witness the whole 
process for yourselves. Our engraving gives 
you a very beautiful picture of all theBe changes. 

The LARVA does nothing but eat, which it 
does most voraciously ; at a given time it shriv
els up, casts off its skin, takes on a new form, 
and becomes motionless ; then works for itself a 
kind of sepulchre, where it loses the caterpillar 
existence, and that of the butterfly commences. 
At the decisive and final moment, the dawn of 
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a new life, the little creature awakes from its 
torpor, becomes full of life, eats through its sil
ken covering, and appears under the form of a 
glittering beautiful butterfly. 

It is to protect themselves from the effects of 
rain and cold, and perhaps from their enemies 
too, that they surround themselves with a thick 
beautiful mantle of silk, and it is by this 
simple process that all the rich and often 
over-prized silks in the world have been pro
duced. 

The number of eggs laid by insects is some
times enormous—the Wasp 3,000, the Ant from 
4,000 to 5,000, a queen Bee from 40,000 to 
50,000. A French writer, Pouchet, says, res
pecting the maternal tenderness, intelligence, 
and prodigious perseverance of some of these 
insects, that they are perfectly unbounded. 
Some of these imitate the Eabbit, which 
denudes all its belly to form a soft pillow for its 
nest of young. They go even further than this 
animal; it only deprives.itself of part of its wool, 
while some butterflies, to protect their offspring, 
tear all the hair off their bodies, and expire as soon 
as this act of devotion is accomplished. The 
nest of one of the pests of our forests is compos
ed of a double shelter—a fine down, on which 
the eggs he, and which covers them closely, and 
of an external layer, formed of dense hairs laid 
on like the slates of a roof, and forming an im
penetrable cloth. Thus the young brood are 
doubly protected—against the severity of winter's 

By A. T. Be aNLIKE the three subjects we have already 
considered, " selfishness, pride, and envy," 
this is spoken of in two ways in Scripture, 

the one pointing out when it is right to be angry, 
the other when it is a grievous sin. Perhaps 
the most interesting as well as the most profit
able way of looking at the subject will be to con
sider first a few examples of each. 

We will begin with anger as a sin, and ob
serve from the instances selected what are its 
results when indulged in. 

THE FIRST INSTANCE OF ANGER 
is in the case of Cain. He was " very wroth, 
and his countenance fell," the result being the 
MURDER of Abel. 

In Genesis xxvii. 41, in the case of Esau, we 
find another instance of how anger is akin to 
murder, as the Lord pointed out in Matt. v. 21, 
22. When anger is sinful it is always the result 
of some previous sin. When it is righteous it 
is the result of a righteous and holy feeling. 

cold and against its destructive rains. Some 
kind of gall insects immolate themselves in 
order to protect them. As the enormously-dis
tended insect gradually expels its eggs, it heaps 
them up in a little pile, and when the body is 
quite cleared out, so that it resembles a hollow 
bladder, the female straightway covers her pro
geny with it, attaches the edges round them, 
and dies directly after; thus forming for them a 
convex, Bolid roof, which protects the eggB 
against the injurious agency of air and storms. 
The mother has paid for her child-birth with her 
life, and her young are born under the shelter of 
her mummified corpse. 

Surely we may well say, how wonderful are 
the thoughts and ways of God, and what infinite 
skill mark the construction of the smallest of 
His creatures! Oh, how wonderful the thought, 
how utterly past our comprehension, every one 
of these myriads of insects is the direct object 
of His care I 

It is good to think of God in this way; but I am 
persuaded many of my dear young friends know 
Him as the God and Father of the Lord Jesus. 
And, dear children, it is only when I know God 
as my God and my Father in Christ Jesus that 
I can find any real profit or pleasure in getting to 
know His wondrous works. But never let us 
forget, if He clothe the grass of the field, and so 
cares for the smallest insect, how much more 
will He care for you who are His children by 
faith in Christ Jesus. 

PROVOCATION IS NO EXCUSE FOR ANGER. 
It must be remembered that God as supreme 

can be angry when man cannot. Hence we 
frequently have the expression, " provoked Him 
to anger" applied to God, rightly ; but man who 
is dependent, should not give way to anger, but 
leave the matter with God as supreme. Jesus 
when on earth took the place of man, hence He 
bore all with perfect patience and meekness, 

practical Truths te lawm Mzltevws. 
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Bearing this in mind in going through these 
examples, it will be interesting to observe not 
only the results, but the causes of anger. In 
Cain's case the cause was ENVY, in Esau's JEAL
OUSLY. In Numbers xx. 10, 11, we find the 
meekest man in all the earth betrayed into an
ger by his IMPATIENCE, the result of his anger 
being DISOBEDIENCE ; the punishment he re
ceived being exclusion from the promised land. 
Many might justify Moses on this occasion, but 
God does not. It is true that he was provoked, 
but followers of Christ here see that 
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committing His cause to Him who judgeth 
righteously. The punishment to MoseB' case 
may seem severe, but we must remember that 
Moses was a great saint, " Moses, the man of 
God;" and that a little sin in a great saint is 
worse than a great sin in a sinner. God cannot 
lightly overlook outbreaks of natural passion in 
His people, even when provoked; for He has 
given them power to restrain it. 

In 1 Sam. xx. 30 we find Saul angry with 
Jonathan and seeking to kill him, his anger 
being caused by HATRED of David. In Ahab's 
cruelty to Naboth (1 Kings xxi.) we find that 

ANGER LEADS TO MURDER, 

being caused by COVETOUSNESS. In 2 Kings v. 
11, we find the anger of Naaman stirred up by 
his PRIDE, and leading him to despise God's 
message to him. 

We might easily multiply these examples, for 
the seeds of them are in every human heart (of 
the actions of which the Old Testament is such 
a wonderful mirror), but we will only select one 
or two more. In 2 Chron. xvi. 10 we find Asa 
very angry with Hanani, because the latter had 
rebuked him for his DISOBEDIENCE. This leads 
Asa to put Hanani in prison, an act of gross 
INJUSTICE. In the case of Uzziah (2 Chron. 
xxvi. 19), his wrath was caused by his being 
rebuked for committing SACRILEGE, for which 
sin he was immediately punished by God with 
leprosy. These last two instances show us how 
often anger is a result in our hearts of being 
rebuked or faithfully reproved for some sin that 
we have committed. Let us be on our guard 
against this. It is enough to have committed the 
sin, but it is far worse, when reproved of it by 
some servant of God, to add to it by a second, 
and possibly a third, as Asa did. We feel sure 
that if our readers will but carefully weigh these 
instances of anger, and compare them in cause 
and effect with their own history, they will find 
what a wonderfully accurate mirror of the hu
man heart the Word of God is. In Esther iii. 
5 we find 

ANOER CAUSED BY PRIDE, 

in the person of the wicked Haman, and lead
ing to the attempted destruction of an entire 
people. The same cause, PRIDE, in Nebuchad
nezzar's case, filled him with rage and fury, so 
that the form of his visage was changed (like 
Cain's), and led to INTENSE CRUELTY on his part 
against his victims, which, however, God mi
raculously overruled. In Jonah's case we find 
great anger caused by IMPATIENCE, which led 
him to speak against God. He appears to have 
so completely given way to it, that in ch. iv. 9, 
he actually justifies his unrighteous anger to 
God. In the New Testament we find the anger 

of Herod leading him to murder all the children 
of Bethlehem. We further see, in Luke iv. 28, 
that the Jews, stung with JEALOUSY of God's 
favours to the Gentiles (ver. 24-27), sought to 
MURDER Christ on the very spot; and in Acts 
vii. 54 we find the Jews again filled with HATRED 
AGAINST CHRIST, actually gnashing on Stephen 
with rage, and stoning him to death. 

CAUSES AND BSEULTS OF ANGER. 

From these illustrations we find that anger is 
caused by envy, jealousy, impatience, hatred, 
pride, covetousness, and by the just rebukes of 
God's people; that, if unchecked, it tends to 
cruelty and murder, also to disobedience, injus
tice and despising God's Word. 

Turning for a moment to what is said about 
it in Scripture, we find that it is expressly for
bidden (Matt. v. 22; Eom. xii. 19), it is a work 
of the flesh (Gal. v. 20), it is characteristic of 
fools (Prov. xii. 16 ; xiv. 29 ; xxvii. 3 ; &c), it 
brings its own punishment (Job v. 2 ; Prov. xix. 
19), it is often stirred up by bad words (2 Sam. 
xix. 43; &c), but pacified by meekness (Prov. xv. 
1), that we should not provoke others to it (Eph. 
vi. 4 ; Col. iii. 21). 

We will now briefly consider some instances of 

EIGHTEOUS ANGER. 

In Mark iii 5 we find the Lord angry, " being 
grieved for the hardness of their hearts." How 
instinctively we feel in this case the unselfish
ness of the anger. It is all for their sakes and 
for God's glory. Eighteous anger never has 
self in any shape or form for its cause. Moses 
was angry in Exodus xi. 8; but it was for the 
indignities offered by Pharoah to the Lord and 
His people, unlike his anger in Numbers xx. 
for which he was punished. We also find Moses 
angry in a similar way in Exodus xxxii. 19, and 
Lev. x. 16. In Neh. v. 6 we find Nehemiah 
very angry against gross injustice done by others, 
and to others, not against himself; hence he 
14 did well" to be angry. In Eph. iv. 26, we get 
the exhortation " to be angry and sin not," i.e., 
not to treasure up anger and malice in our 
hearts. 

We have now before us the two sorts of anger, 
the one generally the fruit of some other sin, 
always having " self " for its ultimate cause; 
the other springing from zeal or indignation for 
the Lord, and having Him or His people for its 
cause. We thus find that the first anger like 
other sins we have considered, is a selfish sin, 
and the surest way of being saved from it is to 
be free from oneself. It is a great moment for a 

I Christian when he practically ceases to be the 
centre of his interests and objects. This should 

I be at conversion, but does not practically take 
place till Christ reveals Himself in sufficient 
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power to the heart to replace the wretched idol 
of " self." A Christian can only be happy in 
proportion as this is the case, for a selfish Chris
tian is a most miserable object, and is indeed a 
contradiction in terms. The surest way, there
fore, to overcome the sin of anger is not by 
cultivating a placid disposition which is only 
dealing with externals, but by striking at the 

O U S E O F T H E 

BY ROBERT M 

" Quit you like men ; be strong." (1 Cor. xvi. 13. 

IT is beautiful to see, in this wonderful book, i 
how well the divine harmony and order of 
things are preserved. The Holy Ghost is 

brought before us as progressively guiding into 
truth ; not in a hap-hazard way, as if it were 
unimportant into which chamber of His house 
the Interpreter first or last led the Christian. 
There is in the growth of the child of God a 
pre-arranged order in which the Holy Spirit 
impartB the truth ; and the mark of a spiritual 
teacher is that he gives the household meat 
" in due season." Do we not frequently err in 
this both in learning and teaching ? " Milk 
for babes ; strong meat for those of full age who 
have had their (spiritual) senses exercised to 
discern good and evil." Let me say to young 
Christians, that they may frequently read and 
hear, as the word is opened up by others, much 
that they do not and cannot understand. 
When this is so, do not be discouraged—take 
what is clear and helpful to you, and as to the 
rest, wait on God. Let us who teach also seek 
always to be possessed so fully by the spirit of 
God, that we shall be able to discern the age 
of those with whom we are dealing, and feed 
them accordingly. It surely does not take 
much spiritual understanding to see that it 
must be so; and yet, if it be indeed so, the 
" INTERPRETER " is the only teacher, and there 
is no room for the merely human in reason and 
intellect, however exalted. Now look at the 
sequence of these two bits of teaching by pic
ture. Was it not well that the Interpreter 
should wisely show the truth, that in spite of 
indwelling sin, and in spite of all the wiles and 
powers of Satan, the new life was ever being 
maintained in the soul of a blood-washed sinner 

root, which is self, and replacing it with Christ. 
The true Christian is zealous for his Master's 
interests, not his own, and may be righteously 
angry when His glory is concerned, but not for 
his own sake. May the Lord make us all more 
zealous for Him, and deliver us from serving 
and pleasing ourselves. 
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> I NTEI^PRETEI^. 
oKiLiiiAM, M.D. 
) " Add to your faith courage." (2 Peter i. 5 ) 

by Jesus Christ, in a way of GRACE PURE and 
simple, and in such wise, that " they who 
receive abundance of grace, and of the gift of 
righteousness, should (by the will of God, and 
through Jesus only) come at last to " REIGN IN 
LIFE ? " (Rom. v. 17.) 

Don't you see that the brave man of our 
present picture must have been taught this, 
and received the teaching into his very soul in 
order to the courage now displayed ? Yes 1 
Glory comes out of grace in more senses than 
one. Grace displayed towards us, and grace 
revealed, is not necessarily grace received ; and 
even grace received must not be received in 
vain. Grace fully appreciated must lead to 
glory, for which, in the act of receiving it, the 
poor, weak saint humbly cries, " Who is suffi
cient for these things ? " On receiving it, as 
the flame leaps higher and hotter, he springs up, 
and dashes to the front with the shout, "Our 
sufficiency is of God " ; and with the glory in 
view, says boldly to the recorder, " Put my 
name down, sir,—for the prize of the upcalling 
—for the crown of righteousness—of life and of 
glory—for the overcomers place in the Eoyal 
City—I enter the lists." "If God be for us, 
who can be against us ? n 

Dear young Christian, have you said, in view 
of these things, " Put down my name, Sir " ? 
Doubtless the Interpreter has led you to "the 
pleasant place, and showed you afar off the 
stately palace, beautiful to behold, at the sight 
of which, in Eevelation xxi. and xxii., you have 
been greatly delighted." Doubtless, also, you 
have eagerly enquired, " May we go in ? " Has 
the Interpreter led you to the door ? and have 
you looked on the great company who also eagerly 
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desire, but never dare ? Have you seen Satan's 
hosts arrayed against them, in the shape of the 
ordinary difficulties and trials and temptations 
of life ? and have you marked well that only 
one man, " of stout countenance "—a man here 
and there—is found brave and determined 
enough to " cut his way through," and enter 
the kingdom of glory ? Listen, " Through 
much tribulation we must enter the kingdom." 
This is no picture of salvation merely; it is 
the picture of the overcomer's reward. Even 
Paul feared to miss it, when he said, " I press 
towards the mark for the prize " ; he feared lest 
he should come short. When he describes the 
race and the fight and the keeping the body of 
this mere earthly state of things under, lest he 
should, at last, find himself non-approved, he I 
meant what he said. The possibility of com
ing short was a " terror of the Lord to him." 
Alas ! I much fear that in these days we take 
things more easily, and far too easily. Deliver
ance from coming wrath is one thing ; the prize 
of the upcalling of God into glory is quite ' 
another. Oh! for singleness of purpose, earnest, 
determined zeal for God against sin and this 
present evil world—against worldly self-inter
est, and selfish ease, and time's comfort. 
Would God that eternity and eternal glory 
were written large in our hearts over against all 
besides. 

The DOOR into eternal glory is still Jesus— 
" All the way along it is Jesus." There be 
many " gateB into the City " (Bev. xxii. 14), 
but every one of them represents Jesus Christ 
in some shape or other. Look here, young 
Christian, it is one thing to know Jesus as the 
Saviour from the guilt of sin, and therefore 
from coming wrath ; it is another to know Him 
as the Saviour from the power of indwelling 
sin, and yet another to know Him as the Sav
iour by whom we enter into eternal glory. Ay ! 
and it is one thing to know about Him thus, 
and another to enter by Him through faith, and 
the courage and endurance which such faith in 
Him begets. To enter into these gates there must 
be the ever continued and repeated " washings 
of the robes, and receiving of the tree of life," 
and, with the thus God-given right and power, 
we " pass through the gates into the City." But 
there are many adversaries: The world, the 
flesh, and the devil in a thousand shapes, of 

pleasures, amusements, earthly treasures, profits 
and rewards, lusts of place and power, and 
heart affection, threats and terrors of loss and 
poverty and enmity, trials, troubles, evils, 
deaths,—" A thousand beautiful and fairy forms, 
a thousand phantoms grim "—all marshalled 
against our entrance by the devil himself. 
Surely it needs the man of stout countenance 
and determined will. 

Yet this, too, is of grace, and may be found 
in the heart of the ransomed sinner who has 
really been behind the wall and seen, by faith, 
the secret oil that keeps the fire ever burning. 
One likes to hear the cheery ring of the voice of 
such a one, as he cries out, " H o ! that's the 
way, is it ? Put down my name, sir." By the 
grace of God, he is sure to win. The many 
armed men at the door may wound him sore, 
may do him much mischief and hurt, but the 
victory is sure, and eternal glory the reward. 

To the Christian warrior and competitor for 
the glory prize, however, there must be more, 
as we find here, than bold courage and singleness 
of purpose : he must be armed. We read, 
" The man drew his sword, put his helmet on 
his head, and rushed upon the armed men, who 
laid upon him with deadly force; but the man, 
not at all discouraged, fell to cutting and 
hacking most fiercely." 

The man who would win the prize must use 
the Word of God against every snare and foe; 

I must be subject to it and use it against every
thing that would hinder or withstand—thus we 
fight if we are to conquer. This is no mere 
intellectual study of the Bible, but a determined 
application of its truths to all our ways, and 
against all our temptations. Then the helmet 
—" the hope of salvation "—that is there, is the 
Scripturally enlightened and intelligent expecta
tion of the great salvation that is yet to be ours in 
full glorification ; not a vague hope, but an eager 
and well-grounded expectation, and a 4< reaching 
forth and hastening towards it." Such a 
condition of soul will produce two things. Such 
a man thus armed will not wait till the foe 
attacks, he will rush upon all that would oppose 
and hinder, and he will care little for the deadly 
force of the encounter, and the mischief and 
hurt which he may sustain by the way. The 
glory is far dearer to him than present ease, 

! comfort, or life itself. 
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" So I saw that after he had given and 
received many wounds, he cut his way through 
them all, and pressed forward into the palace— 
hifl kingly home in the City of Kings." 

Ay! dear believer, there may, ard must, be 
many wounds—oftentimes the wounded and 
bleeding heart—the crushed and blighted earthly 
hopes—the wounds, sorest of all in the house, 
of dear earthly friends who fail to enter into 
your high purpose—wounds, also, which show 
to us failure when Satan has been permitted, as 
in Simon's case, to sift you till your own poverty 
and worthlessness is fully exhibited, and only 
the grain of precious faith in your Saviour, 
whom you have dishonoured and denied, 
remains. Yea, even so, my brother, " fail not, 
neither be discouraged; they have almost killed 
you, the force has indeed been deadly, but the 
man who winB refuses to be at all discouraged.'' 
Faith in God laughs at everything that would 
cast down, and says, " By God's grace, it shall 
be done "; and can sing, even of the wounds 
themselves, "In all these things we are more 
than conquerors through Him that loved us." 

o w S H A L L W E E D U 
"Bethou diligent. 

WHEN we begin to consider how we may I 
best carry out the principles of educa
tion, which we know to be founded on 

the laws of the human constitution, we find our
selves in presence of two distinct objects. We 
muBt prepare the child for the duties of life, 
and we must at the same time train all the 
faculties with which God has endowed him. 
"Were a child to be merely trained to gain his 
daily bread, it might be sufficient that he should 
master the three R's, as they are called, reading, 
writing, and arithmetic; but when we look 
upon the varied faculties that God has given 
him for his own happiness and that of others, 
we see at once that it was never intended that 
his education should be so restricted. The 
faculties of our mind, like the members of our 
body, become useless if not used. If you were 
to tie up one arm of a child for six months, at i 
the end of that time he would have lost the use 
of it. So it is with the faculties of the mind: if 
one of them is not trained it becomes useless. 
It is because people have not been taught to 
think correctly, that they allow themselves to 
be misled by appearances of truth which have 
no solid foundation. 

Mormonism, mesmerism, spiritualism, have I 
no doubt a moral aspect, and their existenoe 

" So he went in, and was clothed in the 
golden garments ; and Christian thus taught, 
though the fight to him was still in the future, 
understood and smiled, saying, * I think, verily, 
I know the meaning of this.' " 

No wonder that he said, " Now let me go 
hence " 1 He was eager to rush forward, and 
in his heart had already said, " Sir, put down 
my name." But one or two lessons of salutary 
or solemn import have yet to be impressed by 
the Spirit on the heart and mind ere Christian 
is prepared and armed for the battle. There is 
not only patient endurance needed when the 
fight has begun, but the Christian soldier, 
however eager to enter the lists, must be 
patiently prepared in the House of the Inter
preter, by the calm, thoughtful study of the 
Word of God, ere the activities of Christian life, 
and the din of the great battlefield, be en
countered. The quiet rest at the feet of Jesus 
must precede the breaking of the alabastar box, 
and every other kind of service which is to be 
on everlasting record. 

PART I. 

Occupations, the object of which is the training 
of the Faculties of the Children. 

The greater part of the time of a child must 
be spent in those occupations which have for 

CATE OUR CHILDREN ? 
"—PROV. xxvii. 23. 
I shows the deep degradation of the human 

heart in the midst of much boasted progress. 
But these errors have also their mental aspect; 
their propositions are not only wicked, but 
false ; and a habit of correct thought might 
have preserved many from being entangled in 
their meshes. You may strengthen a child's 
memory, but if you neglect his judgment, you 
leave him a prey to the false reasonings of 
others ; you may train him to reason correctly, 
but if his inventive faculty has not been culti
vated, he will often be at a non-plus in the 
daily affairs of life. We see, thus, the necessi
ty for training all the faculties of the mind, 
while, on the other hand, we have to impart 
the instruction necessary for earning the daily 
bread in after life. In considering the occupa
tion of young children, we will first think of 
them with regard to the benefit to the child him
self, and secondly, we will consider those occu
pations, the necessity for which is determined 
by their use in later years. 



HOW SHALL WE EDUCATE OUR CHILDREN? 

their object the healthy development of the body. 
Exercise, fresh air, plenty of sleep, good whole
some food, light, and a cheerful, moral atmos
phere are what children need in order to grow 
strong and healthy. They have to learn to 
use their eyes, their ears, their hands, 
their legs, their arms, and it will be im
possible for them to do this if they are 
not healthy. The training of the perceptive 
faculty is teaching the child to use its senses. 
Some of us may scarcely be prepared for the 
necessity for training children to see and hear. 
We may imagine that they will do these things 
of themselves, which they certainly will do in 
some sense, but not as we would have them 
do it. 

Take, at first, the use of the eye. The child 
has to learn to see correctly. I know a person 
who was fairly educuted, and who could not 
distinguish between a curve which turned to 
the right and one which turned to the left. A 
lady in Hindustan was surprised to find that the 
native children took the picture of a bull for 
that of a parrot. Many a little child has put 
out his hand to take the moon, not having 
learnt to measure distances with his eye. "What 
is often called want of observation in grown-up 
people arises from a deficient training of the eye. 
People cannot distinguish one plant from 
another, the wild strawberry, for instance, from 
the potentil, and yet the eye of a child can 
detect many differences between them, if train
ed to observe. We all know the old story of 
" Eyes and No Eyes," and we are aware how 
much enjoyment as well as profit is lost by 
those who see, without observing the works of 
God with which they are surrounded on every 
hand. We see in all the mechanical arts to 
what an extent the senses may be developed in 
any particular direction. One man will detect 
in a moment the different kinds of wood suited 
to the various manufactures; a mason will 
measure at a glance the height of a building; a 
painter will detect the faintest shade of differ
ence between two colours ; indeed, every heart 
consists in a peculiar training of the eye, hand, 
or ear. Our aim should be to get our children 
to observe carefully and correctly. Let the 
children compare a circle incorrectly drawn 
with one that is perfect, and let them express in 
words wherein the difference lies. Let them 
do the same with the square, triangle, and 
other geometrical figures. A box of geometrical 
figures may be made, and also a board on 
which the same figures are drawn ; let the 
children place the moveable figures on the cor
responding shapes on the board. They will in 
this way test the correctness of their eye. The 
rudimentsJof natural history are also an excel
lent training for the eye, whether with pictures 

or stuffed animals. The children will be de
lighted to detect the similarities and differences 
between two animals, between a quadruped and 
a bird, between one flower and another, or one 
shell and another. All this is learning to see, 
acquiring, at the same time, much useful and 
interesting information. Then objects may be 
used for the Eame purpose, sponge, coral, india-
rubber, leather, porcelain, a knife, a basket, a 
book, and many other tbingB will furnish inter
esting subjects. 

The hand must also be trained at the same 
time as the eye. Children delight in manual 
employments, and this disposition should be 
taken advantage of to train them to the right 
use of their hands. The teacher should be able 
constantly to supply them with varied employ
ments. As it is difficult to invent these at a 
moment's notice, we shall name some in our 
next number from which the teacher may 
choose those most suited to the circumstances, 
age, and capabilities of his pupils. 

K-4-H 

" IT DOES NOT MATTEE WHAT ONE 
BELIEVES IP HE IS SINCEEE.,, 

HAT is what many of the " mock charity 
school" say; but let us see if it is true. A 
man, feeling unwell, went to the cupboard, 

took, by mistake, a bottle of poison, drank some 
of the contents, and died in great agony an 
hour afterwards. Did his sincerity of belief 
save his life ? 

Two young men went to skate on a pond. 
They sincerely believed that the ice was in good 
condition, but they were both drowned. Sin
cerity of belief did not preserve them from a 
watery grave. 

A man's salvation or damnation depends on 
his belief. If he believes the lie of Satan, he 
will eternally perish; but if he believes the truth 
of God, he will be eternally saved. 

The Scriptures are very plain on this point. 
11 There is a way that SEEMETH RIGHT UNTO A 
MAN, but the end thereof are the ways of death,11 

(Prov. xiv. 12.) Sincerity of belief in that way 
ends in everlasting destruction. " H E THAT BE
LIE VETH ON THE SON hath everlasting life " (John 
iii. 30) ; " ALL THAT BELIEVE are justified from 
all things." (Acts xiii. 38, 39.) But, " H E THAT 
BELIE VETH NOT shall not 6eelrfe n (John iii. 36); 
H E THAT BELIEVETH NOT is condemned already" 
(John iii. 18). 

— i • « 

IT is as utterly impossible for a transgressor 
against the law of our country to be saved by 
that law, as for the sinner to be saved by God's 
law, every atom of which oondemns him. 
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Wavh in the Lard's Wiazywd, 
Wu-chen, Poyang Lake, China.—This is 

the dullest time for work of all the year. The 
days are short, weather bad, and the people very 
busy up to the new year. Yesterday (our Janu
ary 21st) was the Chinese new year. We are 
glad to get it over. It is a bad time for the Gos
pel, as the people are given over to idolatry. 

We hear nothing but crackers, and fireworks of 
all kinds, going off around us. The people are 
doing this in the worship of " spirits " or devils ; 
and they burn paper money, and worship the 
spirits of their ancestors. I t is a general holiday 
time—visiting, and all kinds of festivities. I have 
just come up from our Wednesday afternoon 
women's class. Four were present — two 
Christian women and two girls. The women 
cannot read, but they are learning a few hymns 
from the book. They oan now sing three with
out a mistake, "Come to Jesus," " Jesus loves 
me," and "When He cometh." They can also 
repeat a few short texts from memory, and are 
now learning Acts iv. 12, about the one precious 
"?iawie." I find they are like children, and can
not stand preaching at. One woman of 44 years 
drops off to sleep before our very eyes, when it 
comes to preaching. We are going through 
the Lord's life in Matthew, very little at a time, 
and teach them by questions aB much as possible. 
This is a continual test of how much, or little, 
they have taken in. I go out visiting with our 
woman, and |have a number of invitations into 
the homes, principally of the poor. We are 
treated very kindly, given tea, made by putting a 
pinch into a cup and pouring boiling water on 
it, then covering with the lid. The women are 
of course anxious to see the foreigner, and ask 
all sorts of questions. Sometimes we get a good 
listener, at other times are continually inter
rupted by silly questions—"What do you eat ? " 
"Have you any silver hairpins?" "How old 
are you? " &c. 

We have to keep off the public streets, or we 
should have a crowd after us, not altogether 
pleasant. As it is, we often hurry into a house, 
and have the door quickly shut after us to keep 
the people off. Tou must know in China they 
do not always wait for an invitation to each 
other's houses, but crowd in most unceremoni
ously, and are often pushed out equally so. It 
is quite a special work for women to visit women 
in China, attended always by a native woman. 
Men are never asked out or about in this way. 
I enjoy getting into the homes of the people. 
Often we have happy times spreading abroad the 
name of Jesus where it is altogether unknown. 

Our Hall is called the " Jesus Hall," a title 
most commonly adopted in inland China, and 
this of course becomes familiar to the people 
after a time. Into this Hall the men come almost 
all day when the weather is dry, and especially 
if a " big wind " keeps the boatmen from putting 
off. This is an important boating place, and our 
daily congregation fluctuates according to the 
wind, whether favourable or otherwise. The 

men coming in often buy portions of Scripture, 
which are always on sale at a very low price. It 
is not thought wise to give much to the Chinese, 
but rather to sell under price. The men just 
ask as sensible questions as the women : " How 
many foreigners are there in the house ?" 
"How far is it to England?" "How muoh 
money shall we get if we eat this doctrine ?" 

The Eoman Catholics are very strong in this 
province, and we hear they buy over their con
verts. Vegetarians are also strong in this pro
vince ; they often make good Christians when 
converted. As to the little church in Wu-chen, 
the work amongst the Christians goeB on steadily, 
and we trust the members are growing in grace 
and in the knowledge of God. We meet with our 
household and the members of an adjoining 
house every day at about 9.30 a.m. and 5 p.m., 
for exposition of the Scriptures with prayer and 
a hymn. The numbers vary at these little 
meetings from six or eight to a dozen or so. 
Sometimes, indeed very often, one or two out
side Christians come in, and any patients coming 
about are expected to attend in the morning, and 
their diseases are looked to afterwards. Mr. 
Blandford has been going through Romans, 
Corinthians, and now Galatians. Never has the 
Word of God seemed BO full, so fitted to every 
possible circumstance and need, personal or 
collective, as now reading it fresh in Chinese, 
with the Chinese. Our other meetings for the 
Christians are on Thursday and Saturday even
ings, as well as twice on Lord's Day, and the 
women come to me again on Lord's Day after
noon. These meetings are not open to the 
general public. Only those who are attending 
regularly as inquirers or patients, and a few out
side people come. As a rule there are a good 
number. Saturday evening is more especially 
for prayer ; but, indeed, the Wu-chen Christiana 
are not behind in praying, and the meetings 
would compare favourably with many at home. 
JANIE G. A. BLANDFORD. 

Buenos Ayres.—My work has been a good deal 
among young Englishmen, for whom this is a 
country full of snares and temptations, to which 
nearly all yield, and throw off the restraint 
they had in the old country. However, thank 
God for the few who have not bowed the knee to 
Baal, and who are seeking to influence and bring 
to Christ their own fellow-countrymen. English 
people here are hardened by the pleasures of sin 
and deceitfulness of riches. On the other hand, 
it is a luxury to speak to the Spaniards and Italians 
of Christ. There is a remarkable interest mani
fested in the gospel. We open our house, and 
have Italian and Spanish gospel meetings; and to 
watch the faces and expressions of the hearers is 
delightful. Several Italian brethren help in the 
work, and it is most encouraging. LaBt night two 
young Italians, just arrived from Italy, told me 
they had thrown off Romanism, and knew Jesus 
as the one Mediator. 

W. C. K. TORRE. 
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heard 

lips of 

Her voice was low and feeble, her wasted 
hand sought his, and for one moment clasped 
it as she murmured, " Cleeve, my son, my 
son I I am leaving you. I shall die before 
dawn. What, oh, what is there beyond this 
life ? I wish I knew ? " She closed her eyes 
wearily, while a sad, unsatisfied look spread 
over her face. She must have been about sixty 
years of age, and still bore traces of beauty— 
a proud, imperious type of beauty. The world 
had called her cold and hard, and, in truth, she 
had seemed to have known no warmth of affection 
except for her only child, her son Cleeve. Now, 
as she lay on what appeared to her to be a 
dying bed, Cleeve* Webster watched the wasted, 
pain-lined face till he could no longer bear the 
sight, and rapidly but silently crossed the 
cabin, and passed up on deck, leaving her in the 
care of her attendant. 

It was a still night. The deep blue of the 
Algerian sky was studded with a million stars, 
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flashing with a brilliancy peculiar to that clear 
clime. Not a Found broke the stillness save the 
lap-lap of the blue waters as they made gentle 
ripple paBt the yacht's polished sides, or the dis
tant notes of a military band which, amid a 
perfect wildwood of fuchsia, orange, myrtle, cit
ron, and lovely flowering plants, surrounding 
the temporary but luxurious quarters of a great 
French military leader, made Eoft melcdy 
through the southern night. The mast-head 
lights upon the other craft lying in those waters 
swayed lightly to and fro, looking like solitary 
fireflies on wing ; and, save for the dull gleam 
of a light here and there from some quaint 
Moorish casement along the streets of the white-
walled town of Algiers, the stars only lit this 
peaceful scene. 

Cleeve Webster, pacing the deck, stood a mo
ment by the mainmast, deep in thought. His 
face was stern, cold, hard, yet withal drawn 
with the bitter heart-anguish he strove silently 
to endure. "With hands clenched in an agony 
of repression, and his head drooping upon his 
breast, he tried to think. 

Again the words seemed to float to his ear, 
" I shall die before dawn." 

At length, with a pathetic vehemence, he 
cried aloud, " Keep back the dawn! Keep it 
back ! keep it back! " 

Was it prayer ? If it was, to whom did Cleeve 
Webster address it ? 

Both mother and son had been professed athe
ists all their lives; yet now, when face to face 
with death, both of them were uneasy. Her 
pride was keeping Mrs. Webster from expressing 
all she felt; yet so thoroughly did Cleeve know 
every change of her features, every turn of her 
voice, that he felt sure behind her feeble words, 
" What, oh, what is there beyond this life ? " 
there was a compressed agony greater than all 
the physical pain. He, too, had a strange, un
easy feeling about death, this death that was 
coming to her whom he loved so dearly. Death 
in the abstract had never troubled him—his pro
fessed atheistical creed had said with sweeping, 
specious lie, " There is no God, and no here
after ! " But now, when the grim Eeaper's scythe 
drew so near that his own mother heard with 
that inner sense the swish of the deadly 
stroke as it advanced swathe by swathe, then 
somehow Cleeve Webster's creed failed to 
satisfy. 

Still deep in thought he became conscious of 
musio on the water, and crossing the deck, 
looked over the starboard quarter, in the direct-
tion whence the sound came. 

A hundred yards astern he saw the outline of 
a boat with three persons in it. The boat moved 
slowly, and the voices, blending beautifully, rose 
and fell in sacred song. At first he could not | 

catch the words, but presently they took foim 
and floated to his ears :— 

" Hnrk I they -whisper : angels Bay, 
1 Sister spirit, come away!' 

What is this absoibs me quite— 
Steals my senses, shuts my sight, 

Drowns my spirit, draws my breath. 
Tell me, my soul, can this be death? 

" The world recedes—it disappears; 
Beaven opens on my eyes ; my ears 

"With sounds seraphic ring! 
Lend, lend your wings! I mount! I fly 1 0 grave, where is thy victory ? 

0 Death, where is thy sting T " 

Nearer and nearer the boat drew, louder and 
stronger be en me the notep. There was a 6trange 
influence about them that cause da thrill of mirg-
led emotions to pass through Cleeve Webster 
as he listened. 

IC Here are some people who evidently believe 
I in a world beyond this, beyond death, and a 

glorious world too," thought he. Then, as the 
boat came almost abreast of the yacht, and very 
close, he could see the occupants quite plainly, 
and recognised them at once as people of his own 
order. 

He had listened breathlessly during the last 
seven or eight minutes as they sang together 
the evening hymn ; some of its verses especially 
arresting his attention, as when they sang— 

110 Saviour Christ, our woes dispel! 
For some are sick, and some are sad, 

And some have never loved Thee well, 
And some have lost the love they had; 

"And some have found the world is vain, 
Yet from the world they break not free ; 

And some have friends who give them pain, 
Yet have sought a friend in Thee; 

" And all, 0 Lord, crave perfect rest, 
And to be wholly freed from sin ; 

And they who fain would serve Thee best 
Are conscious most of wrong within." 

There had been a pause here in the singing, 
and Cleeve Webster had heard the rich bass 
voice of the gentleman who pulled the light boat 
slowly over the waters, evidently commenting 
upon the sentiment of the verses just sung. The 
softer voices of his two lady companions had 
followed in reply; then blending with the ripple 
of the waves and the light dip of the sculls came 
the singing again, till the last verse rang out in 
tones of joyous confidence, and with prayerful 
appeal:— 

11 Thy touch has still its ancient power; 
No word from Thee can fruitless tall; 

Hear in this solemn evening hour, 
And in Thy mercy heal us aU." 

Cleeve Webster, with his troubled mind, began 
to debate with himself the question of seeking 
help from these evidently happy singers. Then 
the voice of the gentleman in the boat came 
clearly across the waters, " What shall it be, 
Madge ? Aggie ? Would you like another turn 
to the westward, or shall we pull in shore? " 
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But before any reply could come from the 
ladies, Cleeve Webster had suddenly decided, 
arid in a tone not too loud, lest it should disturb 
his mother, his voice rang out, u Boat ahoy! " 

" Ay, ay, yacht,'' . came back cheerily from 
Balph Linton. 

" Will you come alongside a moment ? I 
am in trouble," answered Cleeve. 

Then, a few minutes later, Kalph Linton, with 
his sister Madge and his betrothed, Aggie Tre-
hearne, stood upon the deck of the " Silver 
Spray/' 

Cleeve Webster explained in a few words his 
position. He was an American—had been from 
home nearly twelve months. His mother had 
been slowly wasting away with consumption for 
nearly two years. She had elected to travel in 
warm climates, and preferred, where possible, to 
live on shipboard. Some of their friends had 
oalled it a mad whim, but he had gladly yielded 
to her wishes. She had been able to keep about 
until the last six weeks; then, though confined 
to her cabin, she had, with the restlessness of 
the disease, wanted to pass from port to port 
in the sunny waters of the Mediterranean. 

His voice was low, and carried with it, almost 
unconsciously to himself, an apologetic tone, as 
he continued, " Neither my mother nor myself 
have ever had any belief in what is usually called 
a future state ; but I know well she is distressed 
now that she knows she is actually dying. She 
says she will die before dawn, and " His 
voice quivered, he caught his breath with a low 
sob-like sound, and manly tears of sorrow glis
tened in his eyes for a moment; then he pro
ceeded : " I heard your singing; it struck me you 
might help her, for I do not think she would 
feel comfortable with a professional minister, so 
I ventured to hail you, and " 

" Mrs. Webster has roused again, and is ask
ing for you, sir." 

It was a message from the sick-attendant, 
and turning to the group, Cleeve said, " Can 
you ? will you try to help her? Oh, come with 
me." 

The chamber of death was a luxuriously 
appointed state cabin in the yacht. When Balph 
and the two girls entered, the lamps were turned 
low, but there was sufficient light to note the 
splendour of the cabin. The doors, bulk-head
ings, and sides were all paneled. All the pan
els were valuable and exquisite paintings. 
The spaces between were of a creamy white 
enamel and rich gilding. Bare cloths and rugs, 
with handsome downy cushions, lay about upon 
the seats, while a thick Turkey pile carpet cov
ered the deck floor, hushing the sound of every 
footfall. 

Mrs. Webster's face attracted them at once. 
There was something in it which reminded 

I Madge of her own dear mother when she lay 
dying, little over a month ago. Yet there was 
an agonised, piteous, pleading look in Mrs. 
Webster's face that had never been seen in Mrs. 
Linton's. 

Madge bent tenderly over her, saying, u W e 
are strangers, dear friend; but we have come by 

j invitation of your son, hoping to help you in 
your trouble." 

Tears filled the eyes of the beautiful girl, as 
she said, " It is only a month ago that I watched 
my own dear mother die, but " The voice 
faltered a moment, then went on again, "But 
at the last 6he passed away so gloriously, trust
ing so fully in Jesus and His finished work, 
that her heart was at rest, and the wondrous 
light of that world beyond opened up to her, so 
that " 

"Light beyond! Light beyond!" Mrs. 
Webster clutched at the hand of Madge as she 
spoke. " This is what I want to know about. 
I have never believed in another world. I have 
denied, and taught my darling boy to deny, the 
existence of God, and now I come to die—for 
I am dying, I shall be gone before dawn—now 
I feel there is something beyond this life; but 
to me it is dark—dark—dark. I am trembling 
on the brink of—of what ?—I shall soon be— 
where? Where? Where?" 

The dying woman's voice rose, in spite of her 
weakness, to a piercing shriek, as she uttered 
the three last words. With a caressing touch her 
son strove to soothe her, uttering stock expres
sions of atheistical comfort. But their helpless 
coldness fell with a chill upon that mother's 
heart, and a visible shiver ran through her frame 
as she cried, " Be still, Cleeve? Be still? How 
can I ? I have denied God all these years; I 
have spurned truth; and now there comes back 
to me memories of my girlhood's home in dear 
New England. Hymns, and prayers, and Bible 
words mingle together as they strive to enter 
my poor dulled heart and brain. Now, when I 
have ruined, wrecked my soul, and well nigh 
wrecked yours, I have awoke to the truth of my 
folly, and sin, and blasphemy. My forefathers, 
your forefathers, who sought the shores of our 
loved America, in the " Sunflower," were will
ing to leave all, and die if needs be for that 
truth which I have persistently, blindly denied ; 
and now I am dying without hope, without " 

A violent fit of coughing compelled the poor 
dying woman to stop. She had spoken in short, 
jerky sentences between her laboured breaths, 
and there had been such an agony and pathos 
in her utterances that not one of the group 
around her could refrain from tears. 

Very low, very tender, but very sweet came 
the words of Madge as she bent lovingly over 
the sick woman, gently touching her brows with 
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eau de Cologne as she spoke—" You may be dy
ing, but there is hope for you." Then, as she 
told how her mother, after a life of fashionable 
follies, died, seeking salvation at the last hour 
only, Mrs. "Webster's face brightened as she 
whispered, " But your mother's case was differ
ent to mine. Will God forgive me ? " 

" Yes, dear friend, He will forgive you. My 
mother's way of life was different somewhat to 
yours. She went her way; you went yours, 
and both led away from God. I am only new 
myself to this way of life, but I have already 
learned that whichever way pleases us best, yet, 
* All we like sheep have gone astray; we have 
turned every one to his own way ; and the Lord 
hath laid on Him (Jesus) the iniquity of us all.' " 

Then, very simply, but very clearly, Madge 
told out the story of free grace, the Gospel; but 
once again the old look of terror stole into the 
face of Mrs. Webster, and she said, " But I am 
so near to death." 

Then came the story of the dying thief, with 
the recital of the Saviour's own words, " To-day 
shalt thou be with Me in Paradise." 

She lay very still for a little while ; it was a 
solemn moment. Ealph and Aggie quietly 
knelt hand in hand, and prayed that the light 
might enter her soul; Cleeve Webster stood, 
with sad, wistful eyes, gazing on that dying 
mother's face; Madge, holding her hand, whis
pered words of promise occasionally into her 
ear. Then a little smile broke over the face she 
watched, and the wasted hand of the sufferer 
was raised as if to command silence, as she 
said, "Hush 1 Do you hear it ? Cleeve, dear 
boy, do you hear it ? I t is coming up from the 
old meeting-house. What day is it to-day ?" 

"Wednesday, mother." 
" Yes, yes ; of course it is Wednesday. They 

always have the prayer-meeting on Wednesday. 
Why, it must be * Anxious Week,' surely, for I 
hear old Deacon Tupper giving his usual word, 

Listen friends: " God so loved the world, that 
He gave His only begotten Son, that whosoever 

believeth in Him should not perish, but have 
everlasting life."' " 

Some scene of her girlhood's days was 
evidently passing before her mind. Then onoe 
more she lay still for a moment or two, while 
Madge softly spoke of the dying love of Jesus, 
and the freeness of the gift of eternal life. 

Did she hear those words ? I t was hard to 
tell. She lay with a fixed look upward, and as 
if listening. Her lips moved, but no sound 
came, till presently, in a voice weaker than 
ever, she said, u Cleeve, dear, they are singing! 
I cannot sing, but I can speak the words, and I 
mean them:— 

" ' Nay, but I yield, I yield; 
I can hold out no more ; 

I sink by dying love compelled, 
And own Thee conqueror.' " 

She repeated the words with a glad ring in 
her voice; then, as her son bent over her, she 
clasped her arms about his neck feebly, and said, 
" Cleeve—there—is a—world—beyond. I see— 
its light—faintly—do not deserve—but Jesus 
died for me. Hark ! What is that ?" 

" One, two—three, four—iive, six—seven, 
eight—and all's well.'' I t was midnight striking 
on all the ship's bells, and the cry of the watch
man. Her face gleamed with a holy, rapturous 
light, her silver hair seemed almost to glitter, 
her lips parted, and in slow, joyous accents 
came the words, " All's well! I do not— 
deserve—but—Jesus died — for me — I trust 
Him—and—I—am '' 

She broke off abruptly, and Cleeve, who had 
followed her words carefully as they fell, bent 
over and asked, " You are where, mother?" 

He felt a hand laid upon his arm, and turned 
to see Ealph Linton's face full of tearful 
sympathy, and hear him say, tenderly, " Your 
mother is in heaven, dear friend." 

Yes. As a brand plucked from the burning, 
was that mother saved. " Saved, yet so as by 
fire." 

Lsastms ivtxm ths Mntxh oi Ituth* 
R E S T IN CHRIST. 

EUTH III. 

-Continued. 

IN the second chapter Boaz seeks Euth, and 
speaks to her when there are plenty of 
others by, but in the third chapter, Euth 

goes where she knows she will find Boaz and 
speak to him alone; and when a soul is bowed 
down with a sense of its own ungodliness, with 
a sense of its own utter unworthiness and the 
grace that is in Christ, you will find that it will 
withdraw, and feel that the Lord Jesus alone is 

the only One to whom it can really go. Ah, 
beloved, your whole burden is never rolled off 
until you get to Him alone, until you cast your
self unreservedly upon the bosom of Jesus. 

Naomi says, " Shall I not seek rest for thee 
that it may be well with thee ? " And where 
does she advise her to seek rest ? At the feet of 
Boaz; and to you, dear unsaved one, I say, At 
the Saviour's feet there is peace for you, there ia 
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pardon for you, there is forgiveness for you, 
there is life for you, there is rest for you; to 
Him, then, to Hirn you must go. 

Buth is the picture of a thoroughly earnest 
soul. She does what she is bidden. She goes 
where Boaz is, and she casts herself down at 
his feet. 

Perhaps some soul says, " Must I not make 
myself better first, must I not do something 
first? " You cannot, try what you will, you can
not make yourself one bit better, one bit more 
fit for the Saviour's presence. " Ah, but," you 
say, " Buth was told to wash and anoint her
self." Yes, but you are not, and that is the diff
erence, for, as Job says, " If I wash myself with 
snow water, and make my hands never so clean; 
yet shalt thou x>lunge me in the ditch and mine 
own clothes shall abhor me." That is, all the 
efforts of man are not the least use. Snow 
water is the very purest of all water, and what 
does snow water typify ? Bites and ceremonies, 
and everything else that springs merely from 
man's flesh. People are trying all this, but it 
does not do, snow water does not cleanse from 
sin; nothing can cleanse you befoi^God, or give 
relief to your soul, but the precious blood of 
Christ. To try to improve yourself is only a 
snare of the devil to keep you away from the 
Saviour. There is a little hymn that says— 

" If you wait till you are'.better 
You will never come at all." 

The devil knows that, and so he whispers, " Im
prove yourself, try and make yourself better." 
No, no I Heed him not ; come ! come I come as 
you are, the more you labour the more tn-ed 
you will get, and do yon get any nearer ? Not a 
bit, only more burdened. It is a great thing 
when a soul is heavy laden, and when the bur
den gets intolerable. The devil tries to hinder 
you finding it intolerable by slipping the burden 
first on one shoulder then on the other; now on 
the bosom and then on the back, but the burden 
is there all the same; rest you never find till 
you find it at the feet of Jesus. Oh, listen to 
His loving call: " Come unto me all ye that 
labour and are heavy laden, and I will give you 
rest." " I will GIVE," what a word for a help
less sinner. If you only knew the grace of His 
heart, and how He wants to give you salvation, 
you would trust Him at once, and receive what 
your weary soul needs,—rest. 

And now Boaz speaks to Buth. She has done 
nothing but place herself under his protection, 
" And he said, Who art thou ? and she an-
Bwered, I am Buth (which means Beauty) thine 
handmaid ; spread therefore thy skirt over thine 
handmaid, for thou art a near kinsman. And 
he said, Blessed be thou of the Lord, my daugh
ter) for thou hast showed more kindness at the 

latter end than at the beginning." How the 
Lord delights to have a soul in living contact 
with Himself! He says, "Thou hast showed 
more kindnesB in the latter end than at the be
ginning." What does he mean by that ? Why, 
in the 2nd chapter she had gone into the field 
merely as a gleaner, and there had met Boaz. 
Now she had gone straight to him, confided in 
him, put her case entirely into his hands. 
11 Take charge of all my affairs, I claim thy 
care," she seems to say, " thou art a near 
kinsman," that is, the heart claims Christ, and 
cannot do without Christ. 

Does your heart say that? Do you claim 
Him ? " How can I claim Him ? " you ask. By 
faith. Faith can always appropriate Christ. 
Because you and I were under sentence of death 
He became a man, died, and by His dying abol
ished death and put away sin; and now, in 
resurrection, He takes all who believe into living 
union with Himself, so that, by faith, I can go 
to Him andj say, " Thou art a near kinsman." 
What is that lovely word which He sends on 
the morning of His resurrection to those who 
trust in Him ? Listen, " G o to my hretliren^ 
and say unto them, I ascend unto my Father, 
and your Father, and to my God and your God." 
Who are His brethren ? Those who confide in 
Him. He acknowledges them, He takes the 
kinsman's place, He says, " I t is true that I am 
thy near kinsman." He takes our place, under 
the judgment of God, in grace upon the cross, 
takes our sin upon Him, goes into death and the 
grave, but He rises from among the dead, and 
the first thing He does is to share all His spoils 
with us. 

Oh, who would not have such a Christ? a 
Christ who says to the faith that claims Him, 
'• Blessed be thou of the Lord, my daughter." 
He delights to have a soul in close quarters with 
Himself. Look at blind Bartimoeus; He first 
brings him near to Him, and then He gives 
him what he wants. Look at Zacchdus again ; 
He brings him down from the tree and goes 
with him to his house. He delights to have a 
soul near to Himself, nothing rejoices His heart 
like the simple confidence of a soul who can 
trust Him entirely. 

" Thou hast shewed more kindness in the 
latter end than at the .beginning." That is, he 
says, "You used not to trust me and now you 
do. You have more confidence in me now than 
you had." What a lovely picture of the heart 
of Jesus! Satan says, " Don't you trust H i m : 
He will not have you; you are not good enough;" 
but do not you believe Satan. You trust Jesus, 
there is nothing He values like confidence ; He 
calls it " kindness," even. He has had hard 
and cruel treatment from many ; will you not 
show Him kindness ? Many Bcorn and despise 
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him ; do you trust hiui. Does He see you con
fiding in Him ? Behold, then, the rich fruit of 
this confidence. " I will do to thee all that thou 
requirest." He says, Every need of your heart 
I will meet. He owns Himself your kinsman. 
He owns you. He saves you entirely. He does 
all you require. You have nothing to do but to 
be still and trust Him. 

" Howbeit, there is a kinsman nearer than I ." 
Yes, there is a kinsman very near, and some of 
you have had very close dealings with Him. 
You have tried to please Him, tried to satisfy 
His claims, tried to meet his requirements. 
" Yes," you say, " I have tried to keep the law." 
You are right, there is the nearer kinsman, but 
can the law redeem ? Can the law do a kins
man's part ? No; the law can only condemn, 
can only prove you guilty ; it cannot redeem. 

11 But if He will not do the part of a kinsman 
to thee, then will I do the part of a kinsman to 
thee, as the Lord liveth." You have nothing to 
do but trust Him. He takes all upon Himself. 
H E does the whole work. H E blesses you. H E 
brings you to God, and if you have got to go 
back into the city (and you and I have to go back 
and walk through the world after He has saved 
us), see how He sends you back. He sends you 
back full. " He said, Bring the vail that thou 
hast upon thee, and hold it. And when she 

COVET* 
By A. T. Sc 

N insatiable sin, a sin that grows by that on 
which it feeds, a sin that leads to all sorts 
of other sins, the one sin of the heart 

directly forbidden by the ton commandments, 
a hidden secret sin coming from the heart. 
" For from within, out of the heart of men, 
proceed . . . covetousness " (Mark vii. 21). 
Applied to money it is " the root of all evil " (1 
Tim. vi. 10); it is never satisfied. It lead3 to in
justice and oppression (Micahii. 2), to departure 
from the faith (1 Tim. vi. 10). I t is abhorred 
by God (Psalrn x. 3), it excludes from the king
dom of God, being classed with such sins as 
theft, idolatry, and adultery (1 Cor. vi. 10). I t 
is one of the sins of the last days (2 Tim. iii. 2 ; 
2 Pet. ii. 1-3). Such is covetousness, and yet 
so deceitful is this sin that but few are aware of 
its dangerous and awful character. In the 
world, indeed, it is hardly accounted a sin at 
al l ; and it is therefore difficult for a worldly 
Christian to understand how coveting what is 
another's, is as bad before God as theft or 
drunkenness. The fact is, that it is only the 
standard of the Word of God that shows what 
sin is ; and in a measure the world at large has 

held it, he measured six measures of barley and 
laid it on her, and she went into the city." 
Six measures of barley I She could glean for 
herself about one ephah, and not a bad gleaning 
either ; but now see what he gives I And mirk 
this, too. She goes empty to him, holds the 
empty vail. Ah, there is something carried 
away that is very tangible when I go to Christ. 
I carry away something very substantial that I 
have got from Him. Six measures. And what 
are His measures I They are filled full, pressed 
down, and running over ; that is what He gives 
a soul that simply trusts in Him. 

Then Naomi says, " Sit still, my daughter, 
until thou know how the matter will fall: for 
the man tuill not be in rest until he have fin
ished the thing this day." My rest depends on 
the fact that He will not rest until there is some
thing finished that enables Him to bless me 
perfectly. You have only to sit still and hear 
what Jesus says. Cast yourself simply on Him, 
and then you learn what rest really is. Boaz 
had something to do, but has Christ something 
to do ? No I But will He not do something ? 
No! Has He done it, then ? Yes, for we have 
heard those blessed words, the precious legacy 
of a dying Saviour, " I T IS FINISHED." " I T 
IS F I N I S H E D . " 

DFIEIiD, M . D . 

profitted by thip. Theft and adultery, and other 
sins are now everywhere admitted to be wrong, 
but in other ages they were not. I t is only 
within the last century that drunkenness has 
begun to be classed as a sin by the world, while 
covetousness and other sins of the heart (though 
equally condemned by the Word) are, as yet, 
totally unrecognised as such. 

COVETOUSNESS IS THEFT BY THE HEART. 

Writing, however, as we do, for those who 
take the Word and not the world's code of 
morality for their standard, we would earnestly 
warn them against this sin, which may be 
called theft by thi heart. But, you say, 
it is very hard, not to covet when I am poor 
and struggling, to see other3 so well off. This 
is true, but, though hard, you must get the 
victory, and by setting your affections on 
things above, you will find you are as rich, 
and, it may be, far richer than they, BO that the 
positions are reversed, and the rich man, dis
contented with his riches, covets the calm and 
happy mind of the humble Christian. God has 
made U3 so rich that it can be only through 

practical Truths te Ĵrnmg: Btdbtrsrs-
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ignorance of our wealth or through earthly 
tastes that we covet at all; this we see in Psalms 
lxxiii., the whole of which is written to prove 
this very point. 

EXAMPLES OF COVETOUSNESS. 

Before, however, saying more about it, it may 
be well for us to listen, as we have done before, 
to what the Word of God has to tell us by way 
of example concerning this sin, carefully observ
ing to what sins it especially leads. The first 
sin, the parent of all other sins, was partly due 
to covetousness. Eve saw the fruit was good 
for food, she knew it was not for her, but she 
coveted, and she took, and fell. Covetousness 
is frequently the result of looking at things we 
ought not. If we let our eyes drop from Christ 
to the world, we shall soon find our poor hearts 
running after it, and covetousness, and a whole 
host of other sins, will follow. In Joshua vii. 21 
we find a fearful instance of covetousness in 
Achan. " When I saw, then I coveted, and I 
took." How like Eve, and how terrible in 
its results, causing not only his own death, and 
that of thirty-six others, but the defeat of Israel 
before their enemies; for God could not lead 
them to victory with a covetous man in their 
midst! Observe in both these cases covetous
ness leads to direct DISOBEDIENCE to God. 
Have any of my believers any hidden sin, like 
Achan's, destroying their happiness, eating 
away their spiritual life, and perhaps injur
ing and distressing others ? Oh, let us judge 
ourselves, that we be not judged by the 
Lord. 

COVETOUSNESS LEADS TO MANY SINS. 

Passing on, we may notice it was the greed 
and covetousness of Samuel's sons, Joel and 
Abiah, that led the people to demand a king 
(1 Sam. viii. 1-5). This king, Saul, was 
dispossessed of his crown and kingdom through 
direct disobedience to God, into which he was 
led by covetousness (1 Sam. xv. 9-19). Passing 
down the stream of time we come to Ahab, who, 
through covetousnees of Naboth's vineyard, 
was led to commit judical MURDER, led on 
by Jezebel. Gehazi'd covetousness led him 
into a coarse of LYING and DECEIT, and brought 
upon himself the fearful plague of leprosy (2 
Kings v. 20-2-1). 

That covetousness was one of the besetting 
sins of Israel, we may see from Jer. vi. 13, 
" From the least of them even unto the greatest 
of them, every one is given to covetousness." 
Bat let us remember that this covetousness 
in Israel was nothing like so bad in character 
as it is amongst us ; for after all what they 
coveted was merely an undue share of that 
which God had given to them all, for their 
blessings were earthly, and none could blame 
them for highly esteeming money aud property. 
The Christian's possessions are spiritual, but it 

is very rare thing for Christians to be striving 
to get an undue share of these as the Jews did 
of their temporal blessings. On the contrary, 
the object of the covetousness of Christians too 
often, is the world and the things that are in 
it—things on which they should not set their 
heart or affections at all, still less envy those 
who possess more than they. What a tale, 
therefore, it tells of spiritual deadness, when a 
child of God, an heir of glory, is seen to covet the 
poor riches of earth I 

Babylon, a type of this world in its prosperity, 
was full of covetousness. 

Turning now to the New Testament, we find 
in the fearful history of Judas, that it was 
covetousness of money that led him to BETRAY 
his Master, a character of sin of which any of 
us may also be guilty, though of course not in 
the same way. The Pharisees are branded 
as covetous, and this led them to reject and 
despise the faithful, searching words, " Ye 
cannot serve God and mammon." Covetousness 
is also the sin of Balaam (2 Pet. ii. 14), those whose 
hearts are full of covetous practices are said to 
follow the way of Balaam. We ha^ve thus seen 
that the effects of this sin, are uniformally bad; 
seeing that it leads to disobedience to God, 
rejection of His word, lying, deceit, and murder. 
None are exempt from this sin: those who 
have little would have much, those who have 
much would have more. I t is wonderful, there
fore, to possess 

THE SURE BEMEDY FOR THIS SIN, 

and that is in simply having the enjoyed 
possession of so much, that not only can we 
not wish for more, but cannot even hold what 
we have. Such a portion is the Christian's, 
and were our hearts more true to Christ we 
should be but little troubled with low covetous 
desires, for in Him we have more than we 
could wish, more than our hearts can contain. 
Hence, if we are really filled with all the fulness 
of God, what room is there for a covetous 
thought, however selfish we may be; if, as 
must be the case, occupation with Christ not 
only fills us, but transforms us. Covetousness 
is not absent so much because we are full, 
as because we hava ceased to desire for 
ourselves; what we desire being for Christ's 
glory, His interests having supplanted our own. 
Christ, then, is the cure for covetousness, by 
virtue both of His satisfying and His trans
forming power. We are sure that the lives of 
many Christians are miserable mainly from the 
efficts of this one sin; for, unlike other sins which 
miy make those who commit them happy for a 
time, this Bin makes its victims wretched, so that 
there is no more unhappy object than a thoroughly 
covetous m v i ; while, on the other hand, there 
is no happier object than a Christian toho is 
satisfied with Christ. 
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Ifag:Bs to to ^axxn$> 

T H E L 
TITHE Linnet gets its name from the fact that 
JI ** of all 6eeds it loves the flax seed most, and 

the botanic name for flax is linum, and so 
it has come to be called Linnet. But like most 
other birds, it cannot afford to be dainty, and 
for the greater part of the year it makes a plen
tiful meal on the chickweed, the seed of the com
monest of all weeds, which ripens its seed no 
fewer than eight times in the year; and on this 
it seems to thrive quite as well as on its favour
ite linseed. The linnet has many names, brown 
Linnet, gray Linnet, Bedpole, Ked-headed 
Finch, &c.; and at one time it was thought there 
were two distinct kinds, but it was found they 
only changed their colour with the seasons. 
It is a very common bird, and found all over 
the British Islands. It is a general favourite 
partly because of its sweet simple note, and per
haps most of all because of its gentle temper 
and winning ways. It soon takes to confine
ment, and thus becomes a pleasant companion 
and a household pet. 

In summer, the back, wings, and upper tail 
coverts of the male Linnet are of a rich chest
nut brown, the chin and throat brownish gray, 
and the breast and head vermillion; but in 
winter it drops this beautiful vermillion which 
is replaced by a brown tint. 

The song is short, but brilliant and soft; it 
consists of many irregular notes, but tastefully 
put together, in a clear and senorous tone. It 
is one of the few birds that sing nearly all the 
year round. The Linnet is also gifted with 
great powers of imitation, and will soon acquire 
the notes of other birds, and especially of the 
nightingale. And now, my young friends, I am 
going to give you a very amusing and useful 
story about a Linnet, told by a dear Christian 
old man who called himself " Old Humphrey," 
and who, when I was a boy, used to write beauti
ful Bimple tales which were read by thousands of 
people. He begins by meeting a supposed ob
jection. 44But, perhaps it may be said, * you 
who talk so glibly of kindness to dumb creatures, 
and prate with your pen so freely about human
ity, you to keep a bird pent up in a narrow 
cage I' He was not, gentle reader, always mine. 
I took care of him for another, until he became 
truly my own bird. He would not take him 
away again, believing that he oould not make 
him so comfortable and happy as I did. And 
then, again, so far from being pent up in a nar
row cage, he has the door of his wiry habitation 
open almost the whole of the day when in the 
house, going in and out as he pleases, to say 

I N N E T . 

nothing of the free revel he now and then 
has on the buds and gravel walks of the garden. 
If old Chaffy could speak for himself, he would 
not complain of his master, I know. 

• I love my bird, and when I give 
HiB measure free 

Of meat and drink, I try to think 
That he loves me.' 

111 know Chaffy must be ten or twelve years 
old, and for this very sufficient reason, that for 
so long a period he has been under my care. 
Twelve months ago, about the time when I 
sprained my ankle, one of his legs having caught 
in the wire of his cage, hiB thigh was put out of 
joint, so that we have been fellow-sufferers. 
You may be sure I do not value him the less 
on this account. As he is now pecking at the 
mould of the flower-pot before me, I may as 
well draw his picture. 

""When old Chaffy was young his plumage 
was ruddy; but now he has lost much of its 
warmth of colouring. His back is light brown, 
mixed, blotched, mottled, or streaked (I scarce
ly know which) with darker brown. His breast 
and the quills of his feathers are lighter; his 
legs and claws of a flesh colour, and when the 
sun shines on them they look transparent; one 
of his wings is a little rueful, for it does not sit 
close to his body, and his poor lame leg sticks 
out in a rather unsightly manner. Hardly has 
he any tail. His blue beak is strong, pointed 
and sharp ; and his eye is black as ebony, and 
almost as sharp as a diamond. 

44 Though old Chaffy seems to live the life of 
a pensioner on my bounty, I feel quite sure that 
if I were to keep a debtor and creditor account 
with him, the balance would be sadly against 
me. I give him rape, flax, and now and then 
a little hemp-seed ; and occasionally, he has a 
little water-cress, chickweed and groundsel, 
besides water to drink and to wash in. He 
lives in his cage rent free, pays no taxes, and I 
charge him nothing for attendance. This is a 
tolerably fair statement of what I do for poor 
old Chaffy. But does Chaffy do nothing for 
me ? Oh, yes, indeed he does. Why the hop
ping about in his cage is worth something ; his 
very chirp is cheerfulness; and his song is 
melody. 

44 Old Chaffy gives me a useful lesson, and 
sets me an example of cheerfulness, and thank
fulness, worth my closest imitation; for without 
hands, clothes, or books, pen, ink, or paper, he 
can be happy. He has neither a purse nor a 
pocket to put it in, if he had one; nor has he, 
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as I have, the gift of speech and the still greater 
gift of reason and understanding; and yet give 
him the range of a few flower-pots within doors, 
or hang him up in the sun without, and he will 
make the neighbourhood ring again with his 
note. 

11 Sometimes I talk i ocularly to Chaffy on 

effect. * I know that I am not an eagle, but if 
that is a fault it is not mine, and if I am a poor 
caged linnet with a lame leg, I have more need 
of your pity than your reproach.' 

" This reply is just what it ought to be. But 
Chaffy has not done with me yet, for he goes on 
thus with his chirping: ' If I am not a king 

this wise, fancifully putting such words into his 
mouth as I suppose he would use had he the 
gift of speech, and was conversing with me. 

" * Chaffy ' I say to him, * you are not an eagle, 
winging your flight upwards towafds the sun ; 
but a poor caged linnet, with a lame leg J so 
you must not give yourself airs.' 

11 Chaffy chirps his reply, which is to this 

aniong birds, neither" are you a king among men* 
Irue, my leg is lame, but yours is little better, 
for a sad hobble you make of it either when 
walking without a stick or with one* You can 
hardly, I think, blame me without reproaching 
yourself,' 

11 While I am noting down these remarks, 
Old Chaffy is sitting at the open door of his 
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cage, placed on the table before me, pulling 
away at a bunch of grass, groundsel, and chick-
weed, so close to him that he seems to be al
most in the middle of it. Linnets are seen in 
the lanes and the fields ; but they like better to 
frequent the wild braken ground of the common, 
and get among the furze bushes, and if I thought 
that Chaffy could live there, and be happier than 
he is now, he should be among them to-morrow. 
Bat he could never get his own living now. A 
cat, a weasel, or a hawk, would be sure to lay 
hold of him. 

" Should any reader churlishly say that what 
I have written is trifling, my reply is, that as 
nothing can be altogether trifling and unworthy 
which makes me feel more kindly to my poor 
injured and aged bird, and that may influence 
others to practice more humanity to them, it is 
my intention to amuse myself, and even to con
tinue my playful conversations with my feath
ered pet. I do not, however, really believe that 
any reader is opposed to me, either as regards 
my principle or my practice. Humanity is a 

WHO shall tell the joy of that first winter. 
The cold waB intense, and all above 
ground looked bare and dead enough, 

except where here and there the few leaves that 
had not already fallen off still preserved a green
ness and freshness quite unnatural at that sea
son of the year. But the main life of the tree 

THE CHRISTIAN WHOSE W a 3 d o W n i n i f c f l r 0 o t « 

RESOURCE is IN There all was fresh and 
CHRIST ALONE. ^ m o i a t j t h e w a t e r W f t g 

drawn in just as it was wanted from the inex
haustible river, and the young tree felt as it 
drank in the soft stream that flowed direct from 
the city of the great king that it had a new link 
formed in that far off desert with the one who 
reigned there. Not content with having one 
channel of supply, with some difficulty the 
young plant drove a second root through the 
clay bed of the river into the stream, and these 
two roots soon grew thick and strong, so that 
when spring came round crowds of buds every
where told of a new and vigorous life ; and the 
plant, instead of dreading the recommencement 
of the summer's heats, under which it had 
nearly died the yeir before, looked forward to 
it with joy as a time when it would most fully 
prove the boundless resources of its new friend. 

At the close of spring the tree was not only 
covered with fresh leaves, but strange to say 

precious jewel, which ought to be worn in every 
bosom ; nor are the lower creatures too insignifi
cant to be treated with kindness. God careth 
for oxen; His tender mercies are over all His 
works, and without His permission not a spar
row falleth to the ground." 

During the summer, the Linnet loves the 
waste lands of the commons, in the higher parts 
of the country where it breeds. Furzy com
mons seem to be the favourite resorts of these 
birds during that season, the bushy furze being 
admirably adapted to conceal the nest from the 
prying eye, and sometimes the quickset hedge 
or a gooseberry bush answers the purpose. The 
nest is composed of moss, woven with wool; 
and lined with wool and hair, very neatly put 
together. The Linnet lays four eg%i, of a bluish 
white, with a few purplish specks and short 
lines. No bird is more bent on rearing its young 
than the Linnet, and should its n9st get des
troyed it will build another as late as the month 
of August. 

not one of last year's leaves had yet fallen oft. 
BECOMES AN Darker in colour than the rest 
EVERGREEN, they were just as full of life, for 

from the moment that the root of the young 
tree first touched the river, it became an ever
green, no more to cast its leaf, but alike in the 
coldest winter as in the hottest sumui3r, to 
gratify and refresh the eye with a verdure that 
never faded. 

You can well imagine the surprise of the old 
gardener when, afcer a journey full of painful 
forebodings, he first caught sight of the tree one 
summer's day. All along the road he had 
pictured to himself the dead and leafless branches 
of a withered tree, and he had wondered how 
the king, who had taken such an interest iu it 
could have allowed it thus to die, when at last— 
there it stood before him, instinct with life iu 
every branch. He rubbed his eyes, and walked 
round it on every side, looking again and again 

AND TRULY at the fresh leafy verdure, and 
INDEPENDENT, utterly unable to understand 

it. " I think," he Baid at last, " m y three 
friends must have stolen a miroh on me, and 
been watering this tree behinl my back." B i t 
on looking carefully around he could discern no 
track of footsteps anywhere about the plant. 
Looking again at the tree his keen eye detected 
many of last year's leaves anong the new 

T R U E INDEPENDENCY. 
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foliage, which was a fresh source of amazement. 
"Well," he said, " I cannot tell who has 
nourished the tree, but whoever or whatever it 
is, it answers a great deal better than the glass 
house. It scarcely seems that my watering can 
is needed now. One thing is certain, the king 
knew what he was about when he sent me 
away for a year, for instead of suffering, the 

EVEN WITHOUT plant has benefited, and I 
PA3TORA.II CARE, doubt not he knows, too, 

what I am sent back for, so I'll just go on the 
old way with my watering can." So he pitched 
his little tent again near the tree, and opening 
out his instructions he found that he was not to 
water the plant regularly as before, but at irregu

lar intervals, leaving it sometimes alone for days 
together. "Ah," he said, " that is to show 
that the plant is no longer dependant on the 
old gardener, and that though he is still a help 
it can get on without him." 

The watering can, however, did wonders; and 
although the plant now drew water direct from 
the river, it never was so grateful for the re
freshing showers poured over its leaves from 
the can. It grew apace in two days. In the 

WHICH HOWEVER firdt Plaoe>ifc spread its lower 
HE VALUES MORE branches nearly all over the 

THAN EVER. pfo^ 8 Q fl^ t a Q r n ftf fcer t a Q r n 

died down to the ground, deprived of light and 
air by the thick overhanging boughs. The roots 

9* 

were still left, but as they did not get a chance 
of growing, the weeds ware practically dead. 
Some few smill ones still lingered beyond the 
shade of the branches, a poor remnant of what 
had once held undi3putad po3se33ion of the soil. 
The oth9r way in which the tree displayed its 
vigorous life was in producing fruit. On unny 
a bough were seen the small green bunches 
waiting for a summer's sun to ripen them. 
There were no flowers, for this tree was alone 
amongst all the vegetable kingdom in its mode 
of growth. It bore no bloom till its fruit-
bearing seasons were over, and then it burst 
forth on every branch with never-fading 
flowers. 

it the root in two." 

Great was the delight of the gardener at see
ing the fruit mellow in the summer's heat, and 
to think that although the plant was no longer 
absolutely dependant on his can, still it had 
greatly flourished under it. At the olose 01 
summer he again struck his tent, but oh, with 
what different feelings from the year before. 
Then all was darkness and doubt as to the 
plant's future, now he knew all would go well 
with it, and left it in perfect confidence, not yet 
having discovered the hidden source of its life, 
though he had begun strongly to suspect it. 
Best of ail he carried away with him the first 
fruits of the young tree to grace the table of the 
king. 

11A tow blows soon 

pa3tora.Ii
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THE ENEMY'S DEVICES. 

THE tree saw the departure of the gardener 
without fear, and looked forward to the coming 
winter with confidence, The prince had 
paid several visits to the place, seeking to 
find out the secret of the plant's strength, 
but so far in vain. So all through the winter 
the tree continued green and fresh, the one sol
itary spot in all that desert in which life was to 
be seen. The tree's life no longer hid itself in 
the roots from the winter's frost, but displayed 
the beauty of its verdure, though the snow lay 
thick upon its branches. One day in March, 
when the wind had been blowing hard all night, 
the prince was taking a walk round the King's 
plot, his head turned away from the river, the 
sight of which he hated even more than the 
plant, when suddenly he was nearly tripped up 
by something that lay across his path. Stop-

WHEN SATAN EVER ping to look down at the 
SUCCEEDS IN obstruction, he saw it was 

a root of the tree that had been blown bare by 
the wind. He was about to pass on carelessly, 
when he stopped, all his face lighted up with a 
savage joy. " I have it all," he said in triumph. 
11 Fool that I was, not to have guessed it before. 
It ia the river that keeps the plant so green. 
Now I understand its sudden recovery last year. 
The thing is as clear as possible." So saying 
he went home, and soon returned in excellent 
spirits, armed with a sharp axe and a spade. A 
few blows soon cut the root in two. The enemy 
STOPPING OUR PRIVATE was, however, too astute not 

READING to^know that when there was 
one root there might very likely be two. Ac
cordingly, he set to work with the spade, and in 
a few minutes laid bare, in the sandy soil, the 
second root of the poor tree. Again the cruel 
axe did its work, and now all direct connection 

between the plant and the river was cut off, and 
with these two strokes the prince had done more 

AND PRAYER injury to the tree than 
the hottest sun or the fiercest wind could effect. 
Carefully covering up the severed roots that the 
gardener might not perceive what he had done, 
he returned home in triumph, quite satisfied 
that now, at last, he had struck the fatal blow. 

For a few days the plant lived on the store of 
nourishment it had accumulated in its roots, but 
it had now grown to a large size, and required 
therefore much more support than when it was 
a tiny seedling. Spring was a trying time for 
the tree now. I t made an effort to keep up a 
fresh appearance, but this soon died away, and 

OUR FRESHNESS when the old gardener re-
ALL GOES turned, and once more pitch

ed his tent in the old spot, a sad change had 
passed over the tree he had left so flourishing. 
Every branch and leaf was drooping, hardly a 
new shoot was to be seen. The poor man was 
much puzzled. He set to work with his can, 
but soon found that it had now quite outgrown 
his strength. All that he could do did not pro
duce much effect. He certainly helped to keep 
the tree alive in the hot summer, but he did not 

AND OUR LEAVES revive its drooping looks, 
DROOP. which said as plain as words 

could speak, " We want more water than you 
can supply." Convinced that somehow or other 
the enemy had interfered with the plant's 
growth, he was walking one day near the river 
when he noticed a certain spot where the earth 
had evidently been beaten down with great care. 
Eeturning to his tent, he fetched out a spade 
and began to dig carefully at the place. He 
soon came upon the severed roots, and at once 
the whole tale was told, both of secret sources 
of the plant's prosperity, and of its present 
drooping state. 

The Ifilgrim's Ifwxgrsss and its Teachings* 

T H E M AN IN T H E ]\° N C A G E . 

B Y R O B E R T M C K I L L I A M , M.D. 

TITHE Spirit of God, always wise in dealing 
J J / with us, knows it to be sometimes need

ful in teaching and moulding us to the 
image of Christ to work upon our fears as well 
as upon our hopes. Hence the next two 
pictures shewn to Christian in the House of the 
Interpreter, are deeply solemn and full of 
dread. Surely, in looking at such scenes, 
whether presented in the Word or brought be
fore us in the events of daily life, we need, if 
our fears are to be stirred aright, and solemn 

lessons truly learnt, to be still taken in hand by 
the Holy Spirit. Our God has no pleasure in 
awaking terror in the breasts of His children; 
and His wise love, when such lessons are 
needed, must be more than ever watching over 
us and noting the effect produced. Have you 
ever noticed the difference between the way in 
which a foolish unthinking nursemaid frightens 
a child to punish or keep him quiet ? and that 
by means of which a tender and true mother 
lovingly works upon the fear of her boy to 
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deter him from wrong? Have you noticed 
also the difference of effect produced ? Thus 
it is that when such lessons are needed the 
Holy Spirit teaches. "We who profess to he 
guided by Him in teaching and admonishing 
others, would do well always to remember this* 
With what tender pity and love, and trembling 
pray erfulness, ought we to preach the terrors of 
the law or speak of the wrath af God ! How 
compassionately rebuke for sin ; and always 
"considering ourselves lest we also be tempted." 

The man in the iron cage is no creation of 
fiction. Few of us have been long engaged 
in Christian work without having seen him in 
real life more than once. He is not always a 
mere professor of religion. I have seen several 
who answered to Bunyan's description, and in 
every case the man or woman was a true child 
of God; and thank God all were ultimately 
delivered; though some of them were shut up 
in this terrible condition of mind and soul for 
years. Such are perhaps handed over to Satan 
for a time " for the destruction of the flesh " 
(1 Cor. v. 5.) ; or, as in the case of Hymenneus 
and Alexander, " t ha t they may learn not to 
blaspheme." (1 Tim. i. 20.) 

Doubtless such are taught lessons they refuse 
otherwise to learn, like those mentioned in 
Psalm cvii. 10 : " Such as sit in darkness and 
in the shadow of death, bound in affliction and 
iron ; because they rebelled against the words 
of God, and contemned the counsel of the most 
High. . . . Then they cried unto the Lord, 
and He saved them out of their distresses. He 
brought them out of darkness and the shadow 
of death, and brake their bands asunder. Oh 
that men would praise the Lord ! " Then others 
are taught solemn lessons of warning through the 
discipline they see undergone by such as the 
Pilgrirn here in the House of the Interpreter, 
that if learned well may prevent them ever 
coming unto the same condemnation. The 
Lord grant that our consideration of this 
man's sad case may have this effect on us 
to-day I 

This poor man, then, shut up in his despair as 
in a cage of iron, is seen by Christian in a " very 
dark room." Yes, such a condition is one of 
darkness ; he is not in the light, for then he 
would see and believe in the love of God. He 
is thinking in darkness and speaking in dark

ness, and wresting the very "Word of God to 
increase and perpetuate his despair. He is 
bound in chains of darkness. 

How glorious it is to be in the light: to know 
and understand God; to read light and love 
even in such terrible parte of His Word as this 
wretched man quotes in his darkened mind, as 
against the love and grace of God. He has got 
into the hands of the Prince of Darkness, and 
thus it is that to his mind God is misrepresented, 
and His Word misinterpreted. 

Then he is seen sitting in darkness; not 
walking in the light, else the BLOOD of the Son 
of God would cleanse from " all" sin (1 John 
i. 17). The picture well describes the condition 
of utter hopelessness by this word " sitting." 
He can do nothing but sink to the ground under 
his load of despair; no activity, no attempt to 
escape—without hope. What a contrast there 
is between the rest of faith which ever leads to 
abounding activity and labour, and the listless 
inaction of a despairing heart. This is still 
more fully seen in the " hands folded together." 
The devil has told him that nothing he can 
henceforth feel or say or do can make any 
difference—that his condition is fixed for eternal 
woe—that the gulf is already fixed between him 
and the redeemed, and he has believed the dark 
lie, and is turning his ear from the truth of 
grace and love. Christ 6peaks of a gulf fixed in 
Hades, but not on earth ; but this poor man 
heeds not the voice of Jesus. 

Then he does not look up—not even around; 
he looks only "down to the ground." How 
cruel the arch enemy of our souls is ; by the 
bandage of dark unbelief, he has our eyes 
holden even when the Saviour is beside us. 
Above that dark iron cage of despair are God's 
blue heavens of grace, and the Father's Sun is 
shining; but the man is looking down—down, 
ever down, to the darkness and the sin and the 
despairing feeling—down to everything of the 
"cursed ground"—anywhere but up to God. 
Is there any hopeless heart to-day thinking of 
these things ? Child, look u p ! look u p ! 
There is a faint streak of light struggling 
towards thee in the love of God through the 
thickest darkness. God is Love ; oh ! let it in. 
Struggle, however hard it be, to believe in that 
faint ray against all that seems, all that is felt, 
against precedent, against what you think even 
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reason. Only believe, and very soon "thou 
shalt see the glory of God." 

No wonder that the man is a very 6ad," and 
that " he sighs as if he would break his heart." 
There is no darkness like that of one who has 
been in the light. There is no sorrow like that 
of a soul who has known the thrillings of true 
joy. Satan will not permit him to think of any
thing but the He by which he has darkened his 
soul and bound him in his despair. Such a 
man cannot even look around him. Nothing 
interests him. His mind is not diverted by 
other things even for a little. The despair of 
his lost condition is never out of his mind. 
What wonder if he is so full of sorrow ? Surely 
there is in all this the solemn foreshadowings of 
the lost souls in the place where no grace can 
come for evermore ! 

When in awed wonder Christian turns to the 
Interpreter to ask the meaning of this man's 
condition, he is told to ask the man himself. 
The Holy Ghost will not say a word about him; 
his condition must interpret itself. When a 
little later Christian again turns to the Inter
preter with the question " Is there no hope for 
the man ?" the reply still is " Ask him." That 
is the Holy Spirit will not say whether there is 
or is not; the solemn warning, with the lessons 
to be learned, lies in what the man himself 
thinks, and in the despairing condition to which 
sin has brought him. As already said, many 

Euch are afterwards seen delivered and full of 
joy and praise ; but meantime every despairing 
thought and sorrowful hopeless word is brimful 
of warning and solemn teaching. Here again 
we have foreshadowings of the state of those who 
finally perish. They have to speak out their 
own condition, tell out their condemnation and 

its cause. In what they have become, and in 
what themselves wail out in their agony, must 
be seen and heard their lost condition. 

In the conversation that follows we hear from 
the man's own lips thatsm against light, in the 
lusts, pleasures and profits of this world, sin 
oft repeated and persisted in till the heart was 
hardened, the Saviour Blighted, and the Cleansing 
Blood neglected, has brought him to this. No 
wonder that the Pilgrim cried Cl this is fearful." 

Dear young believers, Sin is a terrible reality, 
and its master a terrible fiend. Let the terrible 
lesson in lives like this sink deep into your 
hearts. Sin knowingly committed and per
sisted in must meet its due award, even in a 
true Christian, in some awful foretastings at 
least of the very doom of lost souls. " The Son 
of the Blessed is indeed very pitiful" as Christian 
urged ; but His very compassion demands that 
if we do not take the lesson from His Cross, we 
must learn through the judgment of sin in our 
own persons that the approval of His heart and 
the joy of His salvation cannot be permitted to 
abide where sin is allowed. 

W 
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promised last month, we now present 
some of the many methods by which the 
hand as well as the eye of the younger 
children may be trained. 

Occupations of children from two to ten years 
old. 

Building with bricks; draw something on the 
blackboard, which the children imitate 
with bricks. 

Folding paper; cutting it with round-topped 
scissors ; plaiting strips of coloured paper 
together. These will make book-mark
ers or maps. 

Tracing outlines of animals on thin paper, 
and after tracing, trying to copy the 
picture. 

Drawing houses, windows, gates, doors, cups, 
etc., from copies, from the objects, and 
from memory. 

- p D U C A T E OUR CHILDREN ? 

Propose a building to be made with the 
bricks, without a copy, such as a win
dow, a door, a window above a door, a 
door in the middle and window on each 
side, etc. 

Let the children make the letters of the 
alphabet with little sticks of different 
lengths; with the same sticks they can 
make little houses, stars, gates, etc., on 
the flat. 

Cut out animals and other objects in paper, 
so as to shew their shadows on the wall. 
Spotted animals do well for this. 

Make little girls try to turn down strips of 
calico, so as to teach them how to prepare 
their work. 

Boys and girls can learn knitting. 
Cover a tray with wet sand, and form with it, 

in miniature, mountains, rivers, lakes, 
capes, peninsulas, valleys, straits, isth-
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muses, etc. The children will soon make 
these in the garden or on the sea-shore, 
but if they have access to neither, the 
tray of sand brought into the schoolroom 
will supply the lack. 

Teach the children to plait straw or rushep, 
and with the plaits they may make dolls' 
hats and baskets. 

In the summer let the children help to shell 
the peas, and top and tail gooseberries, 
etc. 

Encourage the boys to do carpentering. 
Each child may make a set of shapes in 

cardboard, in imitation of the so-called 
Chinese puzzle. These are regular geom
etrical figures, and may provide an 
endless source of instruction and amuse
ment. 

Let the children collect flowers and dry them, 
and gum them into little albums. En
courage them to collect and arrange 
neatly whatever natural curiosities the 
neighbourhood offers ; seeds, fruits, fos
sils, stones, shells, sea-weed, eggs (one 
only out of a nest), and butterflies. 
These last should not be wantonly des
troyed ; but each child may be allowed 
to have one of each kind for his collec
tion. I t is most interesting to rear the 
caterpillar, keep the cocoon, and see 
what moth or butterfly comes from each 
caterpillar. 

All the kinder-garten occupations will be 
found useful. 

A scrap-book of pictures may be made, and 
the elder children encouraged to find and 
copy out pieces of poetry suited to the 
pictures. 

For Sunday a good employment is copying 
texts of Scripture. A Sunday album 
may be made by putting a picture 
and suitable scripture on each page. 

On Sunday teach the children to sing hymns, 
repeat texts, find out the animals, fruits, 
flowers, of Scripture; also the moun
tains, rivers, valleys, women, and chil
dren, of Scripture. 

Tell them Bible stories, picturing out the 
scenes as much as possible, and leading 
them to draw the lessons intended from 
the stories. 

In all occupations, it is very necessary for 
the teacher to prevent the attention of the little 
ones from flagging, by constantly attending to 
them, meeting their difficulties in the early 
stages of any particular work, and then devising 
means for keeping them at their work when 
they understand how to do it. Give them five 
minutes by the clock to finish up to a certain 
point; let them occasionally see who can finish 

a piece first. To ensure correctness, a drawing 
done by one pupil may be exhibited before the 
class: all may be required to criticise it, the 
teacher reserving his remarks for the last. 
Personalities should be avoided in these juvenile 
criticisms, the object to be aimed at is not the 
putting one to shame or " or puffing up 
another," but that each should attain as near to 
perfection as possible. An amusing employ
ment for little children is the following:— 
Stitch a few sheets of paper together so as to 
make a small book. Draw seme object on the 
first page, give it to the child to prick all over, 
allowing him to prick through several leaves at 
once. He will then find he has as many 
pictures of the object as there are leaves in the 
book. 

It is a good thing to make children put all 
scraps into a bag kept for the purpose. One 
hour in the week may be given to cutting these 
scraps of paper, linen, cotton, &c.f into very 
small pieces (using round topped scissors); the 
scraps so cut up will fill a pillow. The elder 
children may make the pillow-case, and 
when all is done, which will be after some 
months of labour, the children may be 
allowed to take the pillow, thus made en
tirely by themselves, to some sick or old 
person. Many moral lessons are taught in 
this way, such as, Waste not, want not ; and 
again, that objects of real comfort to others may 
be made out of what costs little money, but 
labour must be bestowed on them.* 

Map-making is a good employment for chil
dren as soon as they can draw sufficiently well. 
They can also dissect the maps they have made, 
and then put them together again. This is 
much better than buying dissecting-maps for 
them. 

The transparent slate may also be used, espec
ially to help children who have not naturally 
much taste for drawing. 

Draw, yourself, on the black board any object 
which you wish the children to copy, and let 
them watch you drawing it. Again, you may 
yourself draw clear outlines and put them into 
the transparent slate. 

Boys may cut sets of chessmen out of old reels 
of cotton, boats also, and other objects. Little 
cottages may be made of card-board, moss being 
glued on to the walls out-side to imitate creepers. 
A piece of net pasted inside makes pretty 
windows. 

Great neatness may be attained by persever
ance. Most of the pretty boxes used in shops are 
made by small children. 

(To be continued.) 
*k quilt for the poor may be made on the same prin

ciple, a series of double squares being formed of various 
washing materials, each square being stuffed with cu> 
tings, and then all sewn together, 
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Bihe, Central Africa, Feb. 9th.—To-day 
was very hot, and so I stayed in camp, and 
several of the brethren went to a village six 
miles off. In the morning, a chief arrived from 
one of the villages with a number of his people, 
and a present of corn and a sheep. This gave 
Mr. Arnot a fine opportunity of preaching the 
gospel to them. Our worship meeting was very 
short on account of the chief's prolonged visit. 
Mr. Arnot read a portion of John xv., in Urn-
bundu, for the benefit of a number of men who 
gathered at the door of our hut. Christ was 
brought before us, and we had a happy time. 
I begin to enjoy camp life, and get on very well 
in my little hut. " The servant is not greater 
than his Lord, neither he that is sent greater 
than He that sent him." " He that taketh not 
his cross and followeth after Me, is not worthy 
of Me." The Lord fix our eyes more on the place 
where He said, " It is finished." The brethren 
had a good meeting at the village, over eighty 
adults being present. The chief was very kind. 
In coming back, they all got drenched, being 
caught in a thunderstorm. Peals of thunder 
are so loud here as to make you start from your 
Beat. It is remarkable how wisely and well Mr. 
Arnot manages the chiefs. We have had visits 
from several, and there has been some trouble 
amongst them about our remaining here. 
Several near us are in our favour, but I trust it 
won't lead to war. Praise the Lord, He can 
lead us in the right way. 

Feb. 19th.—On Tuesday morning, one of the 
Portuguese traders came to our camp with a 
number of natives from the Bihe chief to demand 
a mule, cloth, &c., and to order us to leave the 
country. Mr. Arnot had to sit for hours and 
talk the matter over with them • and eventually 
it was settled by Mr. Arnot paying three small 
bales of cloth, and giving the men some for them
selves. Soon after their departure another chief 
arrived with his war party to defend us. It is 
amusing to see the fuss these people make, but 
I believe they are great cowards. Their dress is 
amusing, and they are very proud of an old vest, 
coat, or hat, to be like a Portuguese or English
man, They had come with the intention of 
plundering us, but we did not feel moved by their 
presence. After they got the cloth, and were 
made comfortable for the night, they calmed 
down greatly, and went off early next morning. 
What a " war-party" they make—such poor 
guns, &c.! we could not help smiling at their 
manoeuvres. They had not long gone when 
another chief arrived, having also a war party. 
He said he had heard of the others molesting 
us, and came on at once for our defence. We 
were glad the others had gone, as there might 
have been a disturbance, owing to their demand 
that the cloth should bo returned to us. There 
were many intelligent faces among them, and I 
sometimes think if a number of them were con
verted we should soon see the different spiritual 

gifts springing up. May God grant this soon. 
All that has happened these last days will, I 
believe, tend to the furtherance of the gospel. I 
trust there may be no more trouble about our 
being here. Mr. Arnot has not got his house 
finished, there being a scarcity of grass for 
thatching. Mrs. Arnot and I still go on happily 
with school work. Our love for the children 
increases. Last Sunday we went to a village 
near, and there was a good audience for the 
preaching. The dog, Sambo, was shot, having 
(it was supposed) been affected by the sun. It 
was buried within our enclosure, but the chief, 
hearing of it, to our astonishment, demanded 
that it should be dug up and thrown in the river, 
it being contrary to custom to bury a dog during 
the lifetime of the chief. It seems that when a 
chief comes into power, it is their custom to sacri
fice a man, a bnllock, a dog, and a fowl. The skin 
of the bullock is stuffed and buried with the dog, 
to appease the spirits I suppose. The heart of the 
man is taken out and prepared with the flesh of 
the bullock, and eaten. The dog is buried, and 
that is the only dog allowed to be buried during 
the lifetime of the chief. Henoe Sambo's re
mains had to be taken up. It was a business 
for the boys. The men took a fowl, killed it, and 
sprinkled the blood over the place where the dog 
had been buried. I am sure this strange story 
will only lead to prayer for the enlightenment of 
these dear people by the reception of the glorious 
gospel. JBANIE GILCHRIST. 

Madrid.—We read with interest about the 
Bible-woman in the Godavery District, India, 
and seek to stir up our sisters here to work for 
the Lord also. To His praise we can say that 
there are some among us who earnestly labour 
for souls, though their circumstances would not 
allow them to give themselves wholly to the 
work at present; and from what I have seen of 
Spanish converts, I think it better for them to 
oontinue in the position in which the Lord called 
them, and make use of their opportunities for 
Him. Many of the women cannot read, and 
though we establish classes for them, few have 
the needed perseverance. We can always get 
listeners to the gospel, and often people come 
from a long distance to the meetings after a con
versation with us. One of the mothers said she 
could not Bleep, night after night, till the Lord 
spoke peace to her soul. She has taken down the 
Virgin and Baints, and at last the crucifix also from 
her walls. Now her husband is an earnest en
quirer, and they sing and pray with their children. 
Another woman, who comes to the cottage-meet
ing, cut up her great Virgin, and the other figures 
had to follow. We expeot others to do the same 
as the living Saviour takes possession of their 
hearts. An old woman who carries a great 
crucifix in her boBom, and takes it out to kiss 
occasionally, said yesterday, before all, that it 
had never done her any good. MARIE E. GIBBER 



"LET THE CAPTAIN TAKE THE HELM!" 97 

•« Wreck ahoy 1 Kouse up 1 rouse up I.' 
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gj-ud's &Jatl Tidings of Saltmtim** 

h ET T H E p APTAIN T A K E T H E p E L M 

iT was a fearful night. The rain 
had been falling heavily all day
long, but now it seemed to be 
coming down like a deluge; added 
to this, a terrible gale had arisen, 
and the wind blew pitilessly 

against our house, forcing the water 
of the descending shower through 
every creek and crevice. We were 
tolerably secure in the well-built 

rectory, but the poor fisher-folk, in their frail 
cottages, must have been in a wretched plight. 

I remember that it was just after a vivid flash 
of lightning, quickly succeeded by a long, 
reverberating burst of thunder, that my wife 
said to me, " There would be no hope for a ship 
off the coast to-night, John. May God help 
the poor sailors 1" 

Hardly had she spoken the words, when we 
heard a loud knocking at the front door. 

" Hurry, John, and open the door," 6aid my 
wife ; li it is probably some one seeking shelter 
from the storm." 

I quickly drew the bolts, and unfastened the 
lock. I opened the door, or rather, allowed the 
wind to open it, a short distance, and called to 
the person outside to come in. The stranger 
entered. With our united strength we contrived 
to close the door, though not before the blast 
had swept into the house, extinguishing the 
light in the hall, and blowing the lamp into 
atoms on the floor. It turned out to be George 
Flegkis, the harbour master. 

" There's a ship in the bay—a yacht, we 
think. Come and help us to save her crew, 
sir," he cried. 

The fishermen often came to me for assist
ance in their difhculties, for I possessed a 
thorough knowledge of matters nautical, having 
been some years in the navy before I became a 
clergyman. I t did not take me long now to 
don my leggings, my coat, and my sou'wester. 
I kissed my wife, promised not to enter danger 
heedlessly, and set forth with George. 

The moment we sallied forth the voice of one 
of the brave life-boat crew sounded clear and 
loud above the raging storm, "Fishermen, 
ahoy ! Eouse up ! rouse up! Wreck, ahoy ! 
Bouse up 1 rouse up 1 " and the brave fishermen 
were already donning their sou'westers as they 
hurried along the street. 

On reaching the harbour, I learnt to my 
diBmay that the vessel had been wrecked on 

the rocks. One of her crew only had been 
saved, the rest had been drowned. The man 
who had been rescued was brought to me. He 
was an old tar, who had evidently spent a great 
portion of his life on the sea. He was, of 
course, in a very weak condition now, and 
appeared to me to be becoming delirious. In 
answer to all my questions, he merely said, 
speaking as one in a dream, " Let the captain 
take the he lm!" 

After we had made as thorough a search of 
the shore as was possible in the circumstances, 
I took the rescued sailor to the rectory, where 
we put him to bed, after which the doctor gave 
him a sleeping draught to soothe his excited 
nerves. He said nothing but, " Let the captain 
take the helm " ; and, as he fell asleep, he 
whispered the same words. I stayed by the 
poor man's bed the whole night through. He 
had refused the nourishment which had been 
offered to him, and it was probable that when 
he awoke he would need food. I t was a dreary, 
but a strange, watch. The sailor's body, 
exhausted and worn, was inert and quiet; the 
mind was working yet. Every now and then I 
would be startled by the cry from the slumberer, 
"Le t the captain take the helm 1" I t seemed 
to have taken possession of his being. Mar
vellously weird and impressive it was to me in 
that lonely room, to hear again and again the 
mysterious command, " L e t the captain take 
the helm !" What did it mean ? 

About three o'clock in the morning, the man 
started up in bed. His eyes were wide open, 
glassy, and fixed, but I oould perceive that he 
was still asleep. He swung his arms wildly to 
and fro. He clutched at some imaginary objeot, 
and appeared to think that he held it tightly in 
his grasp, and he made a strong movement, as 
though casting a person aside. 

"Away l" he shouted. "Away, I tell you 1 
You cannot steer in this storm. Your yacht 
will strike the rock, and you and all of us will 
be lost if you keep to the wheel yourself. Let 
the captain take the helm 1" Louder still he 
Bhrieked, u Let the captain take the helm 1 Let 
the captain take the helm, I say I" Then, with 
a despairing groan, he fell back on the pillow, 
and slept quietly till the morning. 

He did not seem inclined to talk much the 
next day, indeed, all the information which we 
could at first obtain from him was when we 
took him to identify four bodies which had been 
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found on the shore in the morning. These, he 
told us, were those of Sir William Peterliouse, 
who had owned the yacht, of the captain, and 
of two of the crew. When he saw the first 
named, he gazed at the face in regretful anger, 
and murmured, " I told you to let the captain 
take the helm. You would have your own 
way, and what are you n o w ? " Towards 
evening he hecame more calm and rational, and 
then it was that we learnt all the sad story. 

The yacht, the Niobe, had started on a trip 
round the coast under favourable circumstances. 
There were on board five men, including the 
captain and the owner, Sir William Peterhouse. 
Sir William was a young man who had lately 
come into a baronetcy and a large fortune 
through the death of a distant relative. He 
had formerly been a clerk with some London 
firm, and his sudden elevation to wealth and 
position had not proved to be for his benefit. 
His great desire was for display. It was with 
the sole intention of appearing an important 
personage that he had bought the Niobe, and, 
to use his own words, he made the first voyage 
unaccompanied by his friends, because he did 
not wish to invite them for an outing until he 
could manage the yacht himself. 

Well, no incident of importance happened 
during the first two or three days of the trip. 
The captain gave Sir William a few lessons in 
navigation, and instructed him how to steer the 
vessel. At first, the young owner submitted to 
guidance, but soon he became very masterful, 
and wished to control the vessel entirely. In 
consequence of this, frequent quarrels occurred 
on board. One day, it was the day on the night 
of which the wreck took place, Sir William 
passed a great portion of his time in the cabin 
drinking. Towards evening he came on deck 
excited and flushed. Going to the wheel, he 
said to the captain, " Let me steer." 

44 Beg pardon, sir," replied the captain, " but 
I think you had better let me guide the yacht; 
there is a bad sea on, and I am afraid there will 
be a storm before night." 

" D o you hear what I say?" answered Sir 
William. " Give me the helm." 

The captain at first refused to comply with 
the request. *' Our lives rnaj7 be in danger," he 
remonstrated, " if the wheel gets a wrong turn. 
You will be wise to leave me as I am, sir." 

However, after some more words, the captain 
consented to allow Sir William to steer, on 
condition that he would permit him to stand by 
and direct him. In a short time, a violent 
storm began to arise. The sailor who was 
Baved heard the captain entreating Sir William 
to leave the helm. Mild words were, however, 
in vain, and soon the two men turned to violent 
language. Sir William grew more and more 
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excited ; suddenly he loosened his hold on the 
wheel, and, seizing the captain, hurled him on 
to the main deck, down the wheel-house steps. 
Then, as he took the helm again, he cried, 
41 Come up here again, and I will throw you 
into the sea." 

Meantime, the gale had increased to almost 
a hurricane. Added to this, the yacht was 
dangerously near to the coast, and was in peril, 
even under the most careful handling, of 
striking the rocks. The captain held a hasty 
council with the crew. It would have been 
absurd to leave themselves in the care of a man 
maddened with drink. They determined to 
force him away from the wheel. 

The captain was the firBt to mount the steps. 
Sir William met him at the top, and pushed 
him violently down to the deck again. The old 
sailor who narrated the story to us contrived at 
last to mount the upper deck, and he dragged 
the intoxicated owmer down the steps. The 
captain was about to take the helm when the 
yacht struck a rock; the next moment they 
were all in the water. Fortunately, the old 
sailor was cirried in shore by a breaker, within 
reach of the fishermen, and so was 6aved. The 
cry, " Let the captain take the helm !" was the 
oft-repeated appeal of himself and his mates to 
the foolish baronet. 

11 Let the captain tafte the helm /" I suppose 
the advice has often been given to us. How 
unwilling we are to follow i t ! Who is the 
Captain I allude to ? The Lord Jesus Christ. 
When I re-told the above narrative in our 
village church on the Sunday after the wreck, 
many of our people came to know their need of 
the Captain of their salvation as they had never 
known it before. "You 6ee, sir," said a 
fisherman to me, after the sermon, " I never 
understood the need of the Lord Jesus Christ; 
but when you told us of sins and temptations 
being like rocks and billows, I knew that I 
must have some one wiser and stronger than 
myself to steer my barque into the safe harbour 
of heaven." 

Many of us are like the owner of the yacht; 
we are— 

1. Intoxicated. The cares and pleasures of 
this life have taken such possession of us, that 
we cannot see the danger of the punishment of 
sin which lies ahead. 

2. We are foolish in ourselves, and cannot 
possibly direct our course aright. 

3. We are hastening to destruction if we are 
steering ourselves. There is only one Way, 
and one Guide, to safety—Christ Jesus. 

Shall the Captain take the helm ? Shall He 
who has promised to be with all who ask His 
aid be our Help for evermore? Are you 
without peace t Let the Captain take the 
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helm! Are you luithout faith * Let the 
Captain take the helm ! Are you fighting in 
vain with sin ? Let the Captain take the 
helm! Are you lost} Ah, yes, lost indeed 
without Christ. Then let me entreat you now, 
in the time of salvation, now that the offer is 
made, now that there is a possibility of it for 

us all, " Let the Captain take the helm !" He will 
bring you to the end of your life's voyage safely. 
He will cause you to rejoice in heaven with the 
redeemed, that while on earth you listened to 
and obeyed the call—" Let the Captain take 
the helm I" 

w. L . T . W , 

/ 
A / L o T H E R 

O H E was lying on her couch, thinking of them 
i N (when was she not thinking of them, that 
i sweet gentle mother?), her hand—what 
a little white snowflake of a hand it was, and 
how proud Charley was of it to be sure!— 
pressed against her brow. You would scarcely 
have thought her their mother at all, for, lying 
there in her pretty soft blue robe and white-lace 
trimmings,< she looked, in her fragile beauty, 
little older than her eldest-born daughter pretty 
Althea. 

None in all the family knew what strides 
the cruel insidious disease had taken, that 
caused her to be now almost entirely a prisoner 
upon her couch. I t had come on so gradually, 
and it had been borne so uncomplainingly, that 
they had never found it out. At first they no
ticed wonderingly that " darling mother seemed 
to be so soon tired now," and that each day 
Bhe had to rest a little longer; but as time went 
on they got used to missing the quick, light 
step about the house, and got accustomed to 
Beek her always on the couch where now she so 
often lay. 

And BO her couch became the household shrine 
—for everyone was always wanting mother— 
and, as all the roads in Italy lead to Eome, it 
was wonderful to note how all the little white 
pathways worn upon the carpet led to mother ; 
for how could they do without her, whose ears 
were always open to listen in tenderest sym
pathy to all their little tales of joy, even as her 
heart responded ever to their childish sorrows. 

Of course, they expected mother was going to 
get better some day, and then they would hear 
her dear step about the house again as of old, 
and hear her ringing hearty laugh; for mother's 
laugh used to be a sound to listen to. They 
never heard it now; sometimes they would 
remember this with a sharp pang, but then she 
smiled (they were sure of this) more than ever 
she used to do. Oh, what a smile mother's 
was 1 How full of exquisite tenderness and 
love; how resplendent with a sweet unearthly 
radiance, that told them more plainly than 
words could have done, in spite of all she might 
have to bear and suffer, of a heart in perfect 
restful peace. 

's A P P E A L . * 

Not that they ever knew how much she suff
ered—she never would let them. There were 
days which they called " mother's bad days," 
when she never left her room. Then she saw 
no one but her faithful attendant and her doctor. 
And they were not allowed to divulge the secrets 
of those hours of agony—agony which was so 
intense and piercing, that the sufferer would 
press her face into her pillow—ay, and some
times grip it with her teeth, lest her cries should 
burst from her and wring the hearts of her loved 
ones. The next day would find her in their 
midst again, their pretty, gentle mother, always, 
in spite of all her suffering, robed so tastefully, 
so that they might always gaze upon her with 
pleasure; a little weaker, perhaps, a trifle more 
exhausted; but mother just the same ; only, as 
the time wore on, the strange celestial radiance of 
her moral being shone out more brightly, for 
during those hours when the cloud of agony had 
closed around her she had not been alone, One 
had held her hand, communing with her, 
strengthening and upholding, and it was the 
reflex of His glory that still hung lingeringly 
upon her. 

"Mother darl ing!" I t is Charley that is 
speaking; he has crept in noiselessly, and is 
kneeling down beside her. She removes her 
hand and greets him, as she ever does, with a 
tender smile, but his quick eye notices the 
bright tear that is trembling on her lashes. 

" Why, little mother, little mother, I do be
lieve you have been crying I" he cried in dismay; 
" you're never fretting about us, are you ? You 
don't suppose we mind being poor, do you? 
Why the children are perfectly delighted, and 
are in the wildest of spirits. They're packing 
all their things so as to be ready to start off at 
the shortest notice, and Althea, in a sweetly 
pensive frame of mind, is remodelling all her 
dresses to suit our altered circumstances, which, 
by-the-way, she thinks delightfully interesting. 
She has come to the conclusion that the severe 
Grecian style will be the most appropriate as 
well as the most artistic, for, as she told me 
with a gentle sigh, * Poverty surely need not pre
vent us from studying the harmonies. '" So 
Charley rattled on, hoping to bring a smile to 

»From " Where the Wild Thyme Blows." The Summer Number of •* Horner's Penny Stories for the People." 
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' Charlie, I have another guef, y j i are still afar from God." 

his mother's face ; but it did not come, indeed 
her thoughts seemed far away. 

" Charley, my boy," she said at last, taking 
both his hands and looking into his face with a 
strange yearning wistfillness, " have you ever 
thought that there may be a sorrow looming 
before you that you cannot laugh away as you 
do the poverty, which indeed you know nothing 
about?" 

" A sorrow ? what do you m9an, mother ? " 
cried Charley wonderingly. " I cannot imagine 
any trouble being so very dreadful so long as we 
are all together." 

" But what—if—we—were not all together ? " 
Slowly and impressively the words fell from 

Mrs. Clifton's lips, while the tender, pitiful eyes 
still sought her boy's face. 

For a moment the words seemad incompre
hensible to him, and then she saw the dawn of 

a terrible thought break upon his face. For 
suddenly, as he gazed upon her, a veil dropped 
from before his eyes ; he saw as he had never 
seen before the change that had taken place in 
his mother. With a new vision he took in the 
slight attenuated form; the sweet, pure face so 
white and thin; the little fragile blue-veined 
hand lying with such helpless weakness beside 
her. Oh, poor blind fool I His mother was 
sinking away before his eyes, and he had never 
seen it. With a cry of sudden fear—a fear that 
had blanched his cheeks and lips—he wrapped 
his arms tightly about her as if to keep her 
always thereby the very strength of his wild, 
strong love. 

"Oh, mother! mother ! " 
" Hush, my boy I my boy ! " for convulsive 

sobs were shaking him. " I did not mean to 
I tell you that there is no hope," 
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The boy shuddered. " Oh, mother, hush ! 
hush ! That it had come to that! " 

" Darling, will you not for my sake be strong 
and brave ? Oh, my Charley, to whom shall I 
speak if not to you, my eldest son ? Listen, then, 
it will comfort me to speak to you I " 

She had touched the right chord. For her 
sake ? what could he not do for her sake ? 
With great power of self-command he grew 
quite still, and soon raised his face to hers. I t 
was very white, but the tears were gone. 

' ' I can listen now, mother." 
11 There's my brave Charley. I want to tell 

you that when you all go into the country, as 
you must do very shortly, I shall not be able to 
go with you." Charley started, and his hand 
closed more tightly on hers. " I t is fearfully 
hard for me to send my fledglings forth alone, 
but the doctors assure me that to leave their 
treatment in my present critical condition now, 
and shut myself off from medical aid in a far
away country village, might be fatal. There is 
to be a consultation, and some new method is to 
be tried, by which they hope—the doctors hope— 
Charley, to do me good. All this makes it 
necessary for me to remain here for a time." 

" But it will only be for a little time, mother ! " 
cried Charley joyously, for Hope, ever so strong 
in the young heart, had reasserted itself, " a n d 
then you will come back to us quite well and 
strong, just like you used to be, and we—why 
we'll just be getting everything lovely for you 
when you come home again. Why, mother,"— 
speaking rapidly and eagerly—" after all it will 
be really better to leave you here a time till we 
get everything nice and straight, won't it ? " 

Mrs. Clifton smiled her gentle smile, but Bpoke 
nothing. How could she tell her boy her fear 
that was wringing her own heart, that their 
parting might be a final one ? 

" It shall be as God wills* it, my son, and that 
will be the best." 

" Oh, mother, how could it be for the best if 
He were to take you from us ? " the boy almost 
wailed. 

" His ways are infinite in love. Would God 
you knew it, Charley." 

Charley did not_ speak, but laid his cheek 
against his mother's. Nothing, nothing, he 
thought, could make him believe it best for her 
to be taken from him. 

" Charley," said his mother—and there was 
a tone of piteous anguish in her voice—" I have 
another grief, one that lies heavy at my heart ; 
it is that you, my son, are Btill afar from God— 
still a rejector of your Saviour. Charley, 
my boy! my boy 1 what holds you back ? 
Scarcely a day since you were a babe but you 
have stood beside my knee listening as I have 
spoken to you of H i m : you have seemed so 

near, so very near to the kingdom that my heart 
has beaten high with hope and gladness; and 
yet the step which you alone can take is still 
untaken. The final decision—which is left with 
you—has never yet been made. My heart aches 
for you, my son ; I am in alarm that you should, 
in spite of all the Spirit's tender pleadings, still 
do despite to His grace." 

Never before had Mrs. Clifton spoken so 
sternly, so solemnly to her son. 

" Mother," said Charley, and there was a touch 
of reproach in his voice, "have I ever been an 
undutiful son, or an irreligious one, that you 
should feel this alarm for me. Although I may 
not yet have decided, you know I fully intended 
to do so; I have the deepest respect for the 
religion that is my mother's; how could it be 
otherwise ; and, oh, mother ! mother I and here 
his dignity all went, and the boy broke out 
again—" I do try to be good and please you 
always; oh, say that I have done so, mother 
darling ! " 

" You are everything that is good and precious 
to me, my boy, and ever have been," and as she 
looked into his fair frank face and sunny eyes, 
dimmed now somewhat at the very thought of 
grieving her, her love rose up so overwhelmingly 
as almost to make her tremble. Oh, God I how 
she loved this child who had ever been so true, 
so tender, so faultless ; and yet he must not be 
her idol. For Christ sake, for his eternal soul's 
sake, let her be faithful now. 

Solemnly she looked into his eyes as she 
said—" * Ye must be born again.' You are as 
far, my son, from God's kingdom as the vilest 
reprobate. Oh, do not deceive yourself; greater 
is your responsibility, and greater will be your 
judgment, than that of the poor homeless, ignor
ant vagabond that only lives to sin, and sins 
that he may live. Has God been wearied with 
prayers for him as He has been for you ? Oh, 
my child, why do I tremble so for you, more 
than for all my others ? " And Charley saw 
with fear how strongly moved his mother was. 
" Something tells me you have much to bear 
and suffer if you still go on rejecting your 
Saviour. Will you not, for God's sake, for your 
soul's sake, for your mother's sake, receive Him 
now ? Nothing but His strength will Bave 
you when the hour of temptation comes." 

But the boy turned sadly away. "Oh , 
mother 1 mother ! ' " he said, " I wish for your 
Bake I could say I had done so, but I cannot be 
a hypocrite, and I do not feel that I want to be 
converted yet. But you shall not speak another 
word, my precious little mother, you are tremb
ling now ; lie still and rest, and never fear for 
your Charley when you leave m e ; I'll never do 
anything to bring shame and sorrow on you and 
my father; " and, just a little wounded, and half 
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proudly, Charley stooped and kissed her on the 
brow and left the room. 

And his mother burst out in strong wild 
pleadings : " 0 God, save my son, my first-born, 
my heart's best treasure ; save him, save him, 
bring him into Thy kingdom, even though it be 
by great tribulation. Oh, let him not be lost! 

D E C E I T AI 
By A. T. SCE 

HIS is one of the special sins connected with 
the tongue, that unruly member which no 
men can tame. Over and over again it is 

emphatically forbidden and condemned by the 
God of truth (Col. iii. 9; 1 Pet. iii. 10 ; Prov. 
xxiv. 28; Prov. xii. 22, &c). When Peter 
speaks of the life of the Lord, 

No DECEIT IN CHRIST, 

as an example for us to copy, he emphatically 
points out that no deceit was found in His mouth. 
Those who are deceitful are therefore evidently 
most unlike Christ; but not only so, but those 
who practise lying are children of Satan (John 
viii. 44), and are expressly excluded from heaven 
(Rev. xxi. 27; xxii. 18), and condemned to hell 
(Rev. xxi. 8). As we write for those who are 
professedly children of God, in looking at a few 
examples of this fearful sin in Scripture, we will 
only take those whore a child of God, or at least 
a professor, is concerned. 

LYING THROUGH FEAR. 

We find, in Gen. xviii. 15, Sarah telling a 
direct lie through fear. How often i9 this the 
case, resulting from having done or said some
thing we are ashamed of? It may be a right 
thing, and we are thus ashamed of Christ; or, 
it may be a wrong thing, and we are ashamed 
of being found out. In either case a lie slips 
from our lips ere we are aware. The radical-
cure for this is not to do what we are ashamed 
of; or, if the thing is right, not to bo ashamed 
of what we do. If, however, we have slipped 
into a sin, let us not add to it by another, but 
just as the lie is about to leaye our lips, let the 
thought " GOD HEARS ME " instantaneously ar
rest it. A lie of this sort to screen oneself is, 
perhaps, the most contemptible kind, despised 
alike by Christians and men of the world. 
Having thus looked at it, let us resolutely avoid 
it, even in the smallest things, and never lend 
our tongues to such mean deceit. 

LYING FOR OUR OWN ADVANTAGE. 

The next instance is in Gen. xxvii. 19, when 
Jacob tells a direct lie for his own advantage— 
another despicable variety of this hydra-headed 

my God ! my God ! " And her prayer was car
ried quickly up to the listening ear of her Father, 
and in the purpose of God her boy was saved. 
And a peace stole over her, for He gave her to 
know that it was so, only in His tender mercy 
He veiled her eyes lest she should know through 
what great tribulation. 

ID L/YING. 
)FIELD, M.D. 

sin. Mark, too, Jacob was a child of God, and 
the result is that through the next thirty years 
of his life he suffered from the consequences of 
his sin; by which, too, he gained nothing, for 
God would have given him all in due time. 
Have any of my readers fallen victims to this 
sin ? Making haste to be rich, or improve their 
position, or in some way run in advance of God ; 
have they ever, through selfish motives, told a 
lie ? If so, I am sure they have suffered 6ince, 
and there can be no real restoration until that 
lie is confessed not only to God but to man. 
Too often, alas ! one lie leads to another, as in 
Jacob's case, and once embarked on this fatal 
course who can tell what the end will be ? Oh! 
beloved reader, I plead with you : never, never 
allow yourself to tell a lie for your own advan
tage. Think for one moment what a horrible 
denial such a sin is of all that Jesus ever was or 
did. 

LYING TO COVER A SIN. 

Passing over several, we come to David, who 
was guilty both of lying (1 Sam. xxi. 2) and 
deceit (2 Sam. xi.) of the most fearful character, 
by which he sought to cover up an awful sin, 
thereby making it twice as bad. Oh, how often 
some previous sin is the cause of a long course 
of deceit and lying. Beloved friends, let us, 
above all thing3, seek to be straight with God, 
with our fellow-men, with ourselves ; and should 
we fall into a sin, never, never seek to cover it 
up by another still worse than the first. A 
course of deceit positively blights the soul, des
troying all simplicity, all joy, all communion. 
The result of these sins in David's case was a 
course of sufferings almost unparalleled in their 
severity from the hands of his own children. 
Let not us, therefore, think to escape the all-
searching tye of God. 

LYING FROM HABIT. 

We find in 1 Kings xiii. 18, a prophet of God 
lying in a most wanton manner, without any 
apparent reason. We find some such characters 
now, even amongst God's people, some who ap
parently have no regard for the truth, and find 
it easier to tell a lie than to avoid it. The only 
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remedy when the disease has so developed is to 
go straight to God, and cry to Him for strength 
and daily watchfulness to overcome it. One 
such case I remember. I noticed that a person 
was almost always silent, and one day asked the 
cause. He said that he had been so addicted to 
lying that he was determined now not to speak 
at all if he could not speak the direct truth ; and, 
therefore, he seldom opened his lips, and 
always considered well before he spoke. Deep-
rooted sins require some such radical measures. 

Two SOLEMN CASES OF LYING. 
In the New Testament the two solemn cases, 

one of lying and the other of deceit, in Peter and 
Ananias, stand out above all others. Peter, fore
warned by the Lord, yet strong in his own 
strength, told three lies to save himself, actually 
going the length of denying the Saviour while 
he was standing dumb before His accusers. 
Such sins are, alas I not unknown even now. 
Many of us are ashamed of showing our colours, 
and when suddenly asked an unexpected ques
tion, through fear or shame, are betrayed into 
a lie to the triumph of Satan and the grief of our 
Lord. Let us watch earnestly against this ; 
and, if entrapped, let us follow Peter in his path 
of restoration. It is remarkable to see that the 
very one who fell himself is so perfectly res
tored as not only to be able to charge home the 
very same sin to the Jews (Acts iii. 14), but was 
also chosen by God to be the executor of His 
justice on the flagrant deceit of Ananias. This, 
too, was a wanton sin—a course of deceit being 
practised merely to give others a false impression 

JHE J 
TTAvlNG told you a little about the Night- t 
M ingale, the Lark, and the Blackbird, I 

J think the next English singing Bird that 
claims our attention is the Thrush. There are 
several kinds ; the common Thrush, sometimes 
called the Throstle, the golden Thrush, the rock 
Thrush, and the missel Thrush. The first and 
the last, however, are what are chiefly found in 
England. They are much alike as to colour; 
but the missel Thrush is much the larger bird, 
indeed about the largest singing bird we have. 
It weighs five ounces. Its length is eleven 
inches ; its breadth sixteen and a half. The 
head, back, and lesser portions of the wing are 
of a deep olive brown ; lower part of the back, 
tinged with yellow; cheek and throat mottled 
with brown and white; breast and stomach 
whitish yellow, marked with large spots of black; 
the legs are yellow. The common thrush is ' 

of his generosity, and to appear other than he 
was. This, alas ! is another common variety of 
this sin. Anxious to stand well in the eyes of 
our fellowmen, rather than in those of God, we 
do not hesitate sometimes to descend to deceit
ful practices to appear other than we are, and so 
get praise from men that we do not deserve. 
Surely, such a course needs only to be named to 
be condemned by every upright heart. All these 
instances have been selected from the lives of 
professing children of God, and will well repay 
careful consideration; giving, as they do, strik
ing illustrations of the main causes of deceit and 
lying among Christians. Lies may be told 
without using the lips; we may act so as to 
deceive, and seek to excuse ourselves because we 
have not said what is untrue. This is a worth
less subterfuge, and will not stand before God 
for a moment. All such refuges of lies will He 
sweep away. 

The only way to be happy before Him, and to 
be in any degree like Christ, is to turn our backs 
firmly and resolutely on deceit in every shape 
and form by word or deed; and determine, in 
God's strength, that we will earnestly seek to say 
and do nothing that is not absolutely true, thus 
saving ourselves from reaping the bitter fruits of 
shame and sorrow that will some day follow. 
May God help each one of us that is tempted by 
this sin to overcome it in His strength, and to 
abhor and hate it because it is so hateful to 
Christ and so dishonouring to His name. 

" The lip of truth shall be]established forever, 
but a lying tongue is but for a moment." 

HF^USH. 

about two-thirds the size of the missel, but in 
every other respect, except in song, they are 
very similar. 

The common Thrush is one of our very finest 
songsters, not only for the sweetness and variety 
of its notes, but for long continuance of its 
harmony. One thus sings of his song ;— 

11 Sweet Thru9k! whose wild untutored strain 
Salutes the opening year, 

Renew tho*e melting notes again, 
And soothe iny ravished ear. 

" While evening spreads her showy veil, 
With pensive steps I'll stray, 

And soft on tiptoe gently steal 
Beneath thy favourite spray. 

" Thy charming strain shall doubly please, 
And move my bosom more; 

Biiioe innocence attunes thoso lays 
Wnispered by joy and love.,, 

Like the Blackbird, the note of the Thrush ifl 

^ag#8 fxxv the ¥au»a> 
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very loud, and only suited for the woods, through 
which it rings with a shrill clear sound that is 
peculiar to itself, but most animating. It chiefly 
consists of wild trills, and" most distinct call 
notes. It also most clearly imitates other birds. 
It is altogether too loud for the house, though it 
is a favourite of all boys who are lovers of sing
ing birds. My next door neighbour has a great 
pet which begins its thrilling notes with earliest 
morning, and will continue all through the day. 

to articulate words distinctly. "We have heard 
one express in the course of its singing sounds 
which fell on the ear as if it were repeating the 
words,—* My dear—my pretty dear—my pretty 
little dear.' These accents were not caught up 
by one listener alone, who might, perhaps, have 
been deemed a little imaginative ; but all who 
heard them were struck by the resemblance." 

But perhaps the nicest thing about the Thrush 
have been said by a certain lady, who for months 

THE THRUSH. 

It will answer the inmates of the house most 
distinctly, will trill out with almost deafening 
tones quite a variety of call notes; suddenly stop, 
and in gentle strains imitate a Canary in the same 
room. For a moment it will stop, as if listening 
to the notes of some distant bird, which it at once 
takes up; first repeating them gently, as if trying 
its hand, but shortly trilling them out with 
amazing force. A great admirer of birds thus 
speaks of the powers of the Thrush, "Like all 
powerful song birds, the Thrash often seems 

was confined to bed, but who found the 6ongs of 
the birds a source of constant pleasure. Numbers 
of Blackbirds and Thrushes built their nest in a 
garden, and the wood pigeons mingled their soft 
notes in the high trees. But there was one 
Thrush whose notes she soon learned to distin
guish from all the other Thrushes. Every 
morning its voice was sure to precede the matins 
of all the other birds. In the day time its brilliant 
tones were mingled and almost lost in the general 
melody, but as soon as the sun was preparing to 
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set, when the blackbirds bad either sung them
selves to sleep, or where flown off to keep their 
festivities else where, then came its practising time, 
I t selected a tree not far from the window of the 
invalid, while the other Thrushes placed them
selves at a respectable distance, and edged in a 
note here and there when they could. I t opened 
the rehearsal with a number of wild trills and 
calls, which the listener could not understand, 
only she found them very sweet and cheering, 
and it would pause between each, till it heard a 
soft response from a distant bough. 

But when it had fixed on a little cadence 
pleasing to the songster, the Thrush would chant 
it over in a low tone, two or three times, as if to 
make itself sure of the strain, and then it was 
poured forth, with triumphant glee; when the 
bird wTould stop on a sudden, as if to say to its 
rivals, " Which of you can imitate my strains ? " 
" Their notes sounded, says the lady, "most sweet 
at various distances during these little intervals ; 
but they seemed conscious of their inferiority to 
my favourite, who would suddenly break out into 
the 6ame melody, upon which, doubtless, the 
songster had been musing all the while, enrich
ing it by some little note or trill, the wildest and 
most touching that ever came into a Thrush's 
heart, I needed neither concert nor music-
master, while I could listen to the untaught, but 
not unpremeditated harmony of this little original 
professor." 

R E L A T I O N S H I I 

EDTH 
HE complete and thorough espousal of our I 

cause by Jesus is that which leads to our 
espousal to Him. "When once I learn my 

own utter weakness and incapacity as a sinner 
to rightly respond to the claims of God, I am 
glad to have my case taken up by one who can 
settle every difficulty and liquidate every claim 
that lay against me. This Jesus does. 

By nature my relationship to God is grave 
and serious to a degree. The Psalmist acutely 
felt it when he said, " Behold, I was shapen in 
iniquity; and in sin did my mother conceive 
me." (Ps. li. 5.) To this true witness Paul adds 
his testimony, " And you who weire dead in tres
passes and 8ins; wherein in time past ye walked 
according to the course of this world, according 
to the prince of the power of the air, the spirit 
that now worketh in the children of dis
obedience; among whom also we all had our 
conversation in time past in the lusts of our flesh, 
fulfilling the desires of the flesh and of the 
mind; and were by nature the children of 
wrath, even as others." (Eph. ii. 1-8.) | 

Beautiful as this is, and perfectly right in its 
place, yet let us hope that this highly gifted but 
invalid lady, had a loftier source of pleasure and 
consolation, during her hours of pain and sickness. 
To God, the note of every bird is sweet, and it 
ascends to Him in praise. But if our hearts 
have not been attuned by God, the richest Bong 
of the sweetest Eongster of the woods will fail to 
call forth a song of real, though feeble praise to 
God Himself. We may love the song of the bird, 
but how woefully and fatally ignorant are we of 
that blessed God who gave him that beautiful 
song 1 How glad I am to know that I write to 
many dear little ones, and some older ones too, 
who do know God; yea, who know him as the 
God who has saved them, and has put a new 
song into their mouths, even praise unto our 
God. 

And now I must just tell you why the larger 
and rarer kind of Thrush is called the " missel" 
Thrush. I t lives chiefly on berries and 
especially on the berry of the Mistletoe, of 
which it is very fond, and whence it has got its 
name. 

His song is very inferior to the common 
Thrush, but he is said to be a very bold and pug
nacious bird, and will suffer no other bird to 
approach hi3 nest. The Welsh call it " the lord 
of the coppice," for it drives away all comers by 
its vehement cries. 

P TO UHFUST. 
I iv. 
I What solemn statements of God's word re-
| garding man in nature 1 

Born in sin—shapen in iniquity—dead in sins 
—children of disobedience—children of wrath. 
Man's history begins in sin, and ends in wraths 
Such, dear reader, is your present relationship 
to God if not yet brought through grace to own 
your state, and to trust simply in the Lord Jesus. 
If this latter be true of you, however, everything 
is changed, and the above-quoted scriptures, 
though they rno3t truly describe what was your 
relation to God in no wise apply to you now. 
Everything is altered the moment I have simply 
come to Jesus. " If any man be in Christ he is 
a new creature : old things are passed away; 
behold, all things are become new, and all things 
are of God, who hath reconciled us to himself." 
(2 Cor. v. 17, 18.) 

Jesus is my Saviour, and does a Saviour's 
part, and all this in view of a deeper purpose of 
His heart, viz., to have me in relationship to 
Himself, as a member of His Body, that blessed 
assembly, which, as His Bride, He will have for 

Lsestms from the Botxk of !l|uth* 
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ever by His side, the partner of His joys and 
glory, as well as the witness of His grace. 

To have believers thus united to Himself is 
that for which He apprehends us. No pains, no 
trouble, are spared to effect this deep and eter
nal purpose of His heart, and in the action of 
Boaz in this 4th chapter we have this precious 
truth illustrated. 

" Then went Boaz up to the gate, and sat 
him down there : and, behold, the kinsman, of 
whom Boaz spake, came by." Boaz states the 
case to his nearer kinsman; but is there any help 
to be got from the nearer kinsman ? "Will he 
redeem ? No, he cannot. He says, " I cannot 
redeem . . . lest I mar mine own inheritance." 
The law can do nothing for the poor, guilty sinner 
but prove his guilt. 

You remember the parable in the New Testa
ment of the man who went down from Jerusa
lem, the place of royal grace, to Jericho, the 
place of cursing,—figure of man, as a sinner, 
turning his back on God and the place of blessing, 
and going down the high road to hell. The poor 
man falls among thieves, who strip him, and 
wound him, and leave him half dead. " And 
by chance there came down a certain priest that 
way." By chance, mark. "Ah," you say, 
11 here is just the right man, here is a man of a 
tender heart, a man who can help," but " he 
passed by on the other side." " I cannot touch 
him," he says. Why? Because to touch him 
would have been to disqualify himself, to make 
himself unclean; he would, so to speak, have 
"marred his own inheritance." 

Then there comes a Levite, the second func
tionary of the law, but he passes by too, he 
cannot touch him or help him. The priest and 
the Levite were the "nearer kinsman" of the 
wounded man, they were both nationally 
and religiously connected with him, but they 
cannot help him; the law cannot help, it can 
only condemn those who are under it. But 
when the Samaritan, type of the Lord Jesus, 
came down, he, though not bound to touch the 
wounded man, who had no claim on him, came 
where he was, went right down to the spot where 
he lay, picked him up, and set him in a perfect 
place of safety, yea, put him in his own place. 
The law could not help the sinner, so, passing 
by, it made the way clear for the Saviour. The 
nearer kinsman could not redeem, and the way 
was made clear for Boaz ; there was no reason 
why Boaz should take up Ruth's case, save that 
he loved her; and there is no reason why Christ 
should take up our case save that He loved us. 

JeBiis is ready to do a kinsman's part. He 
buys us and brings us back to God by the won
derful redemption price of His own life blood 
which He shed for us. But you ask, " Am I 
worthy ? " That is not the question. The whole 
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point is, not your worthiness, but the grace of 
Christ. A soul brought into contact with the 
law is necessarily miserable and self-condemned, 
for its claims can not be responded to, for " by 
the law is the knowledge of sin; " the law gives 
a man a sight of hiB guilt, his 6in and unworthi-
ness, and the deeper the soul feels that the better, 
for the more it has the sense of its utter ruin, 
the more suited is it to Christ, for then it is a 
question only of the total ruin of the sinner and 
the absolute grace of the Saviour. Oh, take the 
place of utter ruin, of being thoroughly lost and 
helpless ; own yourself a sinner, and nothing 
but a sinner, and then you will find what the 
grace of His heart is. Nothing can be done to 
improve you ; Christ takes up the case, and He 
does the whole work ; it is not you doing your 
part, and Christ doing His, but He has done the 
whole work. The gospel is not, as one described 
it once, like a boat pulled by two oars, one oar 
" fa i th" and the other oar "works." That is 
the devil's gospel ; you do your part, and Christ 
will do His I No, no, He saves the soul; He 
puts away sin ; He brings in redemption ; He 
settles all with God ; He brings us to God, and 
then He says, " You will ivalk differently now, 
of course, now that you belong to me." 

" And Boaz said unto the elders, and unto all 
the people, Ye are witnesses this day that I have 
bought all that was Elimelech's, and all that 
was Chilion's and Mahlon's, of the hand of 
Naomi. Moreover Ruth the Moabitess, the 
wife of Mahlon, have I purchased to be my 
wife." The price that Boaz paid we are not 
told, but th e property and the coveted person 
became his. Redemption gave him title to claim 
Ruth as his bride. And have we not heard of One 
who both said and acted Thus ? " Again, the 
kingdom of heaven is like unto a treasure hid 
in a field : the which, when a man hath found, 
he hideth, and for joy thereof goeth and selleth 
all that he hath, and buyeth that field." (Mat. 
xiii. 44.) The field is the world. The hidden 
treasure defines the souls in it precious to the 
Saviour's heart, and for the sake of them 
" He selleth all that he hath," gives up every
thing, and in sorrow, and woe, and bloody sweat, 
and death, and for the glory of God, He, on the 
cross, makes propitiation, meets the righteous 
demands of God, pays down the ransom price of 
His own life, and then make3 all His own by 
purchase. For the sake of the treasure—"His 
own "—He buys all. 

" Again, the kingdom of heaven is like unto a 
merchant-man, seeking goodly pearls: who, 
when he had found one pearl of great price, 
went and sold all that he had, and bought it." 
(Matt. xiii. 45, 4G.) The pearl is usually con
sidered to be Christ, to possess Whom, the sinner 
sells all. Such a thought is totally without 
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foundation in scripture. What has the sinner 
to sell ? Nothing, unless yoiv count his sins as 
being worth something, which is worse than 
folly. The sinner is guilty, defiled, ruined, bank
rupt, lost, and dead in sins, and can do nothing 
but what ensures God's righteous judgment. To 
talk of his " selling," therefore, is folly, he has 
nothing to sell, and Christ cannot be valued at 
any price you may name, 

But how simple and surpassing sweet becomes 
the similitude when I see Christ as the heavenly 
merchant-man, who, beholding the Church, 
figured here as a ' 'goodly pearl," sells all to 
make her His own. Little wonder that He says, 
" One pearl of GREAT price," for the price was 
Himself, and who, I say, can value Christ aright ? 
None I 

As the pearl lies deep in the mighty waters, 
and has to be fetched up by the venturesome 
diver, so the Church (composed, as it is, of sin
ners saved by grace) lay deep in sin, ruin, and 
condemnation, the mighty waters of Divine 
wrath and judgment righteously impending on 
every soul thereof. And what did Jesus do ? 
" Christ LOVED the church, and (1,) GAVE HIM
SELF for i t ; (2) that he might SANCTIFY and 
CLEANSE it with the washing of the water by the 
Word, (3) that He might PRESENT IT TO HIMSELF 
a glorious church, not having spot, or winkle, or 
any such thing; but that it should be holy and 
without blemish." (Eph. v. 25-27.) 

Yes, blessed be His name ! deep into the dark 
waters of our condition did He fling Himself, 
that by dying He might blot out our guilt, and 
then, rising from the dead, connect us with 
Himself in everlasting glory. His love was the 
spring of it all, and here is presented in a three
fold espect. In the past, " He gave himself," 

that settled every question of our guilty 
state before God. For the present, He sancti
fies, purifying us by the water of the Word. In 
the future, He will present us to Himself as 
the Bride, the Lamb's wife, glorious and spot
less, suited to Himself, His intelligent helpmeet 
for ever, sharer of His glories and joys. What 
love ! Our past, present, and future are canopied 
with a love that leaves nothing to be desired but 
a more appreciative heart, to return to Him the 
blessed affections which fill His own bosom, and 
which alone can be gratified by such return, for 
love is only satisfied with love, and can brook 
no less requital. 

"So Boaz took Euth, and she was his wife." 
What an unexpected, but bright and happy 
finale to the path that opened full of sorrow and 
loneliness, when with firm purpose of heart she 
turned her back on moab and its gods to go to 
Israel's land and to confide in Israel's God. 
But such is this touching history (full of deepest 
meaning, too, as truly typical of Israel's future 

days of blessing under a risen and reigning 
Christ), and so, too, dear reader, will it be with 
you if Jesus is now the object of your heart by 
faith. You are related to Him in anew, living, 
and eternal manner by the Holy Ghost which 
dwells in you. The nuptial day is not yet come, 
but in the meantime the Holy Ghost forgets not 
to say, " I am jealous over you with godly jeal
ousy : for I have espoused you to one husband, 
that I may present you as a chaste virgin to 
Christ. But I fear, lest by any means, as the 
serpent beguiled Eve through his subtlety, so 
your minds should be corrupted from the sim
plicity that is in Christ. " (2. Cor. xi. 2, 3.) 

As espoused to Him, 0 beloved, let there be 
chastity of heart to Him, simplicity, fervour, 
faithfulness, earnestness, confidence, unfeigned 
affection, untiring industry, unswerving loyalty 
of love, till the moment when He shall come 
and gather us up to be with Himself, and then 
shall every desire of His heart and ours be satis
fied. He will have us in his own likeness and 
glory, and we shall have the joy of unbroken 
fellowship with Him for ever. I wonder not at 
all that in Eev. xix. 7-9, of that day it is Baid, 
11 Let us be glad and rejoice, and give honour to 
him : for the marriage of the Lamb is come, 
and his wife hath made herself ready. And to 
her was granted that she should be arrayed in 
fine linen, clean and white : for the fine linen is 
the righteousness of saints. And he saith unto 
me, Write, Blessed are they which are called 
unto the marriage supper of the Lamb." 

I t is the day for which He waits, shall not we, 
with joy and patience, do the same ? 

The place nearest His heart, the highest place 
of all, is the place we shall get by-and-by. He 
will come and take us into the Father's house, 
and then the marriage of the Lamb will be con
summated. O, blessed Lord, hasten the day I 

Bat, ere I close this sweet and fruitful book, 
I must put a few pointed queries to thee, dear 
reader. 

Now, tell me, will you be there? Are you 
going to spend your eternity in those bright 
scenes of eternal joy and rest, or are you going 
to spend your eternity shut out from them, and 
in the lake of fire ? 

The day is coming, dear unsaved soul, when 
all you cling to so tightly will be torn from your 
grasp most ruthlessly, and you must pass into 
eternity. And, listen, you have not wanted 
Christ here, and you have lived without Him 
here, and you must live on without Jesus there. 
When a man dies here, he passes out of the sight 
of his fellow-men, this is the first death; but 
then there comes the second death, and what is 
that ? He passes from God's sight for ever. 

Ah! beloved, does he still exist? Listen! 
41 The fearful," that is, tho3e who are afraid to 
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confess Christ, ashamed to own Jesus now; 
" a n d the unbelieving," that is the scoffer, the 
rationalist, the sceptic ; " and the abominable, 
and murderers, and whoremongers, and sorcer
ers, and idolaters, and all liars, shall have their 
part in the lake which burnetii with fire and 
brimstone ; which is the second death. " (Rev. 
xxi. 8.) 

Sinner, there is your eternity. As God lives 
in heaven you must live in the lake of fire. The 
first death closes irrevocably all intercourse 
with man ; the second death closes irrevocably 
all intercourse with God. And oh, I ask, are 
you going to brave it ? Are you going to risk 
it? Do you say " I do not believe that bit of 
the Bible " ? Then throw it all in the fire. I t 
is all true, or none of it is true. If God is worth 
believing at all, He is worth believing entirely ; 
and whether you believe or not, still is His word 
true. But then there is the other side, Jesus 
says, " I want you to live with me. I want you 
to be loved by me. I want you to dwell for 
ever in my Father's house." But man often, 
alas, replies, " I would rather live without God, 

T H E E N E M Y ' S C 

" T^JOW I see," said the gardener to himself, 
y^ " the reason of everything. I was sent 

J away by the King in order that in its 
extremity the plant might discover the real 
source of its strength, and be able to draw its 
supplies direct from the river. I was only al
lowed to nourish the plant at uncertain inter
vals on my return, in order that I might see 
that the plant did not depend on my efforts, and 
now I have been sent again to find out, and, if 
possible, to repair the mischief the prince has 
wrought, for I doubt not it is his hand that has 
done all this." 

The gardener therefore set earnestly to work 
to unite the severed ends of the two roots, feeling 

THE BEST WAY while doing so that it was a 
TO HELP A SOUL higher honour to seek to ena

ble the tree again to find its own nourishment, 
than merely to give it water. To restore the 
action of the roots was, indeed, no easy matter. 
The end that was still in connection with the 
plant was alive, but the severed end ap
peared almost dead. Nothing daunted, however, 
and feeling sure that in doing this work he was 
fully carrying out the wishes of his master, he 
first dug a very deep trench along the line of 
the roots from the tree to the river; he then 

is TO LEAD IT TO carefully bound the severed 
RESUME G n j s together and laid them 

deeply down at the bottom of it. After putting 

and die without Him, and be damned without 
Him, than bow down to be blessed by Jesus." 

Ah, my friend, there will be no pride in hell; 
there will be no rebellion in hell, and you will 
carry down your memory with you there, and 
then you wrill remember how His grace besought 
you here. Oh, turn, turn to Jesus now, accept 
Him now, and in that day when He makes up 
His jewels you will be there, as, through His 
grace, I know I shall be there. If He has loved 
me enough to die for me, He is worthy of 
having all my heart. You may depend upon it 
you could not do a better thing than turn to Jesus 
now. He will give you rest for your conscience 
through His work, rest for your heart in Him
self, from day to day, and, by-and-by, He will 
stoop down and lift you into the rest of God, 
where your song shall be of Him and His grace 
through all eternity's blessed bridal day. 

" Thine eye in that bright cloudless day 
Shall, with supreme delight, 

Thy fair and glorious bride survey, 
Unblemish'd in Thy sight." 

EVICES.—(Concluded.) 

I in a little soft earth, he then filled the trench up 
with the hardest rocks he could find, and covered 
the whole so completely with the sand that not 
even the prince himself could tell what had been 
done, as during the time the work was carried 
on, he had been absent in another part of his 
territory. He was much annoyed on his return 
to see that the plant was not looking nearly so 
badly as he expected. Still he waited on confi
dently expecting to see the tree die. 

It had certainly had a very narrow escape, 
and if it had not been for the gardener's skill in 
repairing the broken communication it would 
have perished under the hot summer's sun. 
This may be a useful hint to gardeners, that 
when they see plants drooping, the watering-
can is not everything; a more difficult, but at 
the same time a more valuable, work being to 

PRIVATE HEADING discover whether there is no 
AND PRAYER. hidden injury to the roots. 

I t is here the enemy loves to work. He knows 
well enough that breaking branches and pulling 
off leaves, though it may injure a plant's beauty, 
cannot affect its life; but that if only he can cut 
the roots, through which it draws its nourish
ment, he has fatally injured the tree, 

L I F E IN THE DESEBT. 
ONCE securely united and buried beyond possi-

I bility of further injury, the severed roots soon 

§.n (PlstttMftj xxf ©Imstiat* Life* 
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united, and now again the tree feltathe refreshing 
power of the river in every pore. Gradually it 
grew higher and higher, not in the quick unhealthy 
way it had been drawn up in the glass house, 
but developing in strength even faster than in 
height. So thick was its trunk that the fiercest 
blasts never shook it. I t stood a monument 
of the triumph of the King's seed, of life in the 
midst of death. Many came year after year to 
see the tree, which was indeed a wonderful 
sight. Green all the year round, its refreshing 

A CHRISTIAN foliage, seen afar off, like an 
FLOURISHING, oasis in the desert, across the 

burning sand, gladdened the eye in the hot 
summer's day; just as in winter, the only green 
spot in a white world of snow, it still asserted 
the power of its changeless life. Great was the 
curiosity of many of the travellers to find how 
6uch a mighty tree flourished in a wilderness, in 
spite of howling winds and barren sands, and 
equally great was the delight of the old gardener, 
who now lived on the spot, to tell the story of 

BY DEPENDING ON the plant's hidden sources of 
CHRIST ALONE. strength. Every season quan

tities of ripe sweet fruit was sent from the far 
off desert to the lung's table, and it is said that 
amongst all his dainties there was nothing the 
King enjoyed so much as the fruit of the desert 
tree. What delighted the plant the most was, 
that none of the praise was bestowed on itself; 
for it had lost all the pride it had long ago. 
Some praised the gardener's care and skill, some 
is A REFRESHING the King's love and wisdom, 
SIGHT ON EARTH : but most delighted to stand by 
the broad river, aud, in its cool refreshing waters, 
to see the sources of the life of the desert tree. 
The prince, discouraged and utterly baflled, no 
longer hoped to gain the little plot for his own, 
for not only did the spreading branches of the 
King's tree take all life out of the few remaining 
thorns and weeds, but they stretched over the 
desert itself. Worst of all in one of his walks 
he noticed some tiny plants opening their first 
leaves under the protection of the tree, that 
were evidently neither thorns nor weeds, but 
must have sprung from seeds dropped by the 
King's plant. News also of the approaching 
AND AFTER LEADING end of hiB own rule over the 

OTHERS TO CURIST. desert began to reach him. In 
his rage he did all he could. The fiercest heats 
the tree had known, beat down upon it in 
the summer, the most withering blasts howled 
through the desert, the most piercing cold froze 
it in winter; but so great was the strength it 
got from the river, that they could not cause 
even its leaves to fade. There it stood, a tower 
of strength, a grateful shelter to the passing 
traveller, causing him to sing songs of praise to 
the One who had made such an oasis in the 
desert, a monument to the life-giving power and 

satisfying waters of the river of the King. Some
times the tree wondered what was to be its ulti
mate destiny. Was it ever to be surrounded 
with nothing but a trackless desert, was it always 
to bear the sun and frost. Bumours had reached 
it from time to time of other lands where there 
were no burning sands or cruel enemies, and 
sometimes it longed to be there, but then again 
it thought, no I I would rather have all the trials 
of the desert and my beloved river to sustain me, 
than the most luxuriant soil without it. It had 
heard of a coming day when all the desert should 
revert to the King, and it contented itself with 
the thought that perhaps it should live till that 
time. 

One day strange news came to the desert. 
The old gardener received a hasty message to 
say that, as fruit-bearing time was now over, 
and that as the King was satisfied with the suc
cess of the seed which had fully proved its power 
by means of the water of the river, to live in a 
desert where everything was against it, as it had 
thus triumphed in the midst of a scene of death, 
he was now going to have it transplanted to his 
own garden, by the 6ide of the river's fountain-

CAN DEPART TO head, there to rejoice him 
HEAVEN a n ( i a n hfg COurt with the 

display of its never fading flowers, while it 6till 
drew its strength from the same waters that had 
sustained it in the desert. 

The old gardener's feelings were very min
gled as he read all this. Joy for the plant, sor
row that the King had not sent for him yet, 
and yet joy again as he thought that his tried 
and faithful master must have some further 
work in the desert for him, ere he called him 
home. u Ah," he said, " he means me to stay 
awhile and care for the little seedlings left be
hind." 

The plant was now covered with a wonderful 
show of fruit, all of which the gardener carefully 
gathered, knowing it was the last time he should 
ever see any on the much-loved tree, and then 
despatched as usual to the King. Somehow or 
other the plant got to know the news. At first 

WITH GREAT JOY. it was filled all over with a 
strange trembling joy at the thought of the 
eternal pleasure in store for it, so far beyond its 
highest thoughts, and then a new thought struck 
it as it looked at the tiny seedlings so confidingly 
trusting to its shelter. " Ah, what will they do," 
it thought, " when I am gone. Is there nothing 
I can do to help them ? " 

After much thought one evening, when all 
was hushed to silence, and nothing was to be 
seen but the silent stars as they kept watch over 
the desert, the old tree addressed the seedlings. 

1 » i 

I F we are to measure love by the greatness of 
its gifts, how infinite is the love of Christ! 
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-Mow SHALL WE EDUCATE OUR CHILDREN? 
PART I I . 

Occupations, the object of which is to prepare the child for the Business of Life—Reading^ 
Writing, and Arithmetic. 

IT is advisable to begin reading, writing, and 
arithmetic, as soon as it can be done with
out injury to the child. In so doing, we 

must remember that, though our primary object 
is to prepare the child for the business of life, yet 
we ought also to employ these subjects as means 
for training the faculties. The perception and 
conception are to be trained by our reading lesson 
—the former teaches a child to observe correct
ly, and the latter to retain a correct image of 
what he has observed. Hence, if a child who 
is learning to read is allowed to guess the words 
instead of observing them carefully and pronoun
cing them correctly, his teacher is doing him 
many injuries at once. A good opportunity for 
teaching him to observe has been lost, a habit of 
careless observation has been fostered, and a 
foundation has been laid for slovenly, superficial 
habits in work. 

In teaching writing, we aim, as we have 
before said, at training the hand and the eye. 
It is best not to allow little children to use ink 
at all. The pen is too delicate an instrument 
to put into their hands. Let them copy print
ing, in pencil, on slates or paper. This 
practice will not injure their handwriting, 
as we will show in a future chapter. 

In teaching object arithmetic, we train the 
observation, directing it to number, while, in 
reading, it has been directed to form. Mental 
arithmetic is, with young children, little more 
than retaining past conceptions. Figurate 
arithmetic they should do no more than com
mence. 

On teaching to Bead. 
We now come to the first step in what may 

be considered the essential part of education— 
book-learning; and this first step is by no 
means an easy one. Let us realise what it is 
to read. I t is to recognise ocular signs of 
things an d ideas for which we have already learned 
oral signs. Neither the oral nor ocular signs 
have any necessary connection with the thing 
they represent. When we see the word ball 
written, the idea of a ball is called up in our 
minds ; in fact, the same idea is called up as 
when we hear the word " ball." We have, 
by the force of habit, become accustomed to join 
these three things together: first, the peculiar 
arrangement of black marks which makes the 
written word, Bal l ; secondly, the spoken 
sound, Ball ; and thirdly, the idea of the thing 
itself. A little thought will convince us that it 
would be quite possible for us to connect any 

other written or spoken sign with the idea of 
the thing Ball. If we learned Chinese we 
should connect a totally different word with the 
same tbing: the spoken word would bear no 
resemblance to the sound " ball," and the 
written word would be as utterly unlike ours 
as it is possible for it to be. When we learn to 
speak on our fingers, we connect certain posi
tions of our hand with the thing Ball: and in 
the alphabet for the blind the written word 
would present a very peculiar appearance. 
There may, therefore, be various signs for our 
thought, many that are addressed to the eye, 
and many addressed to the ear, and yet all 
this variety of signs conveys the same idea. 
Beading is the art by which the mind 
learns to attach the right sound and the right 
idea to the written sign that the eye sees. 

Before going further, I will pause to make 
a few remarks on teaching the letters to very 
young children. Be sure that the exact form of 
each letter is well fixed in the child's mind. 
Madame Jonge's alphabet (to be procured at the 
Home and Colonial Society's Depository) is a 
great help in this. It consists of a box filled 
with straight and curved pieces of coloured card
board of different sizes, so arranged that the 
child can make the letters as he learns them. 
I t employs the little busy fingers, and fixes the 
attention of the child on the forms of the letters. 
You may use it in various ways ; but I should 
recommend you not to give the child the whole 
contents of the box at once, but only those pieces 
which he will require to make the letters of to -
day's lesson. Sometimes require him to make 
certain letters ; at other times give him the 
pieces and let him see what letters he can make : 
when further advanced, let him pick the required 
pieces out of the box. It is also necessary not 
only to give the child the names but also the 
powers of the letters ; that is, their actual value 
in spelling. H will then prove to be a simple 
aspirate; B should be pronounced as if the 
French mute " e " followed i t ; give C its hard 
sound, and place the mute " e " after i t ; Y is to 
be given the sound which it possesses in 
" you." Children who know the powers of the 
letters can teach themselves to read many 
words, whereas you will observe that the names 
of the letters would often mislead as to their 
sound. But we will suppose that our children 
have learnt the powers of the letters, and we are 
about to teach them little words. 

(To be continued.) 
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Wnth in tte Parti's BmtnjawL 

Marin, Spain.—Miss Wreford and I had a 
very pleasant walk this afternoon up through the 
woods to the top of a hill, where some of the 
Christians live. We visited one of the houses, in 
which we found the husband and wife at home. 
He is a weaver, the father of the boy Francisco, 
who was converted at fourteen years of age, 
whilst in a boat; he is now a young man of 
twenty. Six months ago he was drawn for the 
King's service as a marine. To-day his parents 
had received his photo, and were proud to shew 
i t ; his mother also shewed us some calico she 
had bought with which to make him a shirt 
ready for the new year, when they hope to see 
him for a day or two. They told us that he, with 
his company, had been ordered to go to confession. 
He hardly knew what to do, but made up his 
mind he could not go, so he went to the officer 
and said, " You have given orders for me to go to 
confession. I must tell you I cannot do so—I 
never confess to any man; but to God. I am 
ready to bear whatever punishment you may 
inflict for my disobedience to your command, but 
go to confession I cannot." Much to his astonish
ment the officer replied, " Very well, my son, you 
can do as you like." He went away and sought 
a quiet spot where he read his Bible ; and when 
some of his companions found he was not going 
to Church, they collected around him, and he 
read and talked to them about the Gospel. His 
parents naturally were very thankful that their 
Bon had courage to be firm at the beginning. 
Now and again good testimony reaches us con
cerning others who, like this one, are away in 
foreign parts. 

I had a very good class at San-Tom6 last 
Sunday ; twenty-four came. Thus far I have 
been much encouraged, and very happy in i t ; 
they have all come regularly, and said their verses 
well, shewing a real interest; and some of the 
young as well as the older women ask questions. 
Will you continue to remember this class in 
prayer, that I may be taught of God, and 
especially that I may live and do ? 

On Sunday, after the meeting, I had a most 
interesting conversation with Sefior Kamon, the 
blacksmith of Cela. He does look so happy. Mr. 
Hoyle was struck with this, though he did not 
know who he was. I enquired how things were 
getting on in his village, and if there were any 
signs of God working in the hearts of the people. 
He replied, "Many talk about going to hear the 
preachings. I tell them to buy a Bible, and read 
and see for themselves. This is what I did, and, 
thank God, this waB how I was converted ! Ah"— 
he continued, his face lighting up—" the Bible ! 
when a man getB a grip of it, he knows where he 
is; it is everything—God's own Word! better than 
all the preaching." It was good to see him and 
hear him talk. He is the man, you will remember, 

I watched with such interest at the Cela meeting 
from the first Sunday; every week it appeared 
one could see how far he had got, until at last it 
needed none to tell me he had found rest. 
HELEN MORGAN. 

China.—We have been often surprised at the 
manifestations of God's power for' us, when we 
were much cast on Him, and I think we know 
Him and His ways much better than when we 
landed in Shanghai about sixteen months ago. 
In the many rough ways which we have had to 
walk since then we have been drawn nearer to 
Himself. We thank our Father much for these 
times, as the tokens of His love, revealed in His 
Word, are all the sweeter, our pilgrimage here a 
greater reality, and our Master's return more 
earnestly looked for, which helps us to quicken 
our pace in His service, and makes us long for the 
souls of the perishing heathen more. Pray that 
we may ever be kept loyal to Christ our Master. 
ROBERT STEPHEN. 

Bihe , Centra l Africa.—We had a visit from a 
powerful chief of the district Chisende, lying 
north of us. He was very friendly, and hoped 
that missionaries would soon come out to live in 
his country. God willing it will be my joy to 
itinerate in that country, which is so densely 
populated. Within two days' journey N.E. of us 
are the borders of another country, the people of 
which live by their agricultural and industrial 
occupations, and not by trading, as all the people 
do around here. The country is oalled Ondula. 
I am longing to get among them. 

It is late, but I cannot retire without telling you 
what a profitable Bible reading we had together 
to-night. It was as to how far these heathen are 
responsible, and as to how we can clearly put 
before them their guilt in the sight of God. 
Passages in Romans i., ii. and iii. were read, and 
the quotations from Psalm xix. and Isaiah lii. 
were searched into. It is an exceedingly im
portant subject to us ; and it is the earnest deBire 
of all of us, so to learn that we may with much 
boldness declare the Word of God, being fully 
assured that He will bless it to the salvation of 
SOUIB rather than their condemnation. We have 
now many things to attract us here, and we find 
ourselves becoming more and more attached to 
these poor Africans. 

I am wondering what you will think of the 
strange news we are sending home this time, but 
I believe God will give you perfect peace about us 
all. Humanly speaking, should we be turned out 
of Bihe, our lives are in perfect safety; but this is 
unlikely, and suppose it were not so, it could only 
be one of God's wise methods for sending UB on 
elsewhere. So, whether we receive evil or good, 
we must not forget Paul's words : "Rejoice in 
the Lord alway, and again I say rejoice." 
WALTER FIBHBR. 
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Wow CAN J KNOW ?* 

" The dying thief rejoiocd to Bee 
That fountain in his day, 

And there may I, though vile as he, 
Wash all my sins away." 

41 TTOW can I linoio ? " This was the question 
M that Ada kept asking herself as she 
J grew weaker and more weary of life 

day after day. " How can I know that my sins 
are forgiven ? n 

Nurse Barton—the one ( 

who had brought Bess 
through the ward—was 
the nurse on day duty, 
and Ada at last summon
ed courage to ask her. 

* From Homers Pemiyj.8tories for the People, "Runaway Bess," Xo, 51 



H 4 HOW CAN I KNOW? 

" Nurse," she said feebly, after a long con
tinued fit of coughing had passed, " Nurse, can 
you iell me if anyone can know as their sins is 
forgiven ? " 

11 Nonsense ! " said the nurse sharply ; " it's 
all nonsense "worrying yourself like that now. 
It's my opinion folks must reap what they sow, 
and it isn't all repaired in a minute. If you've 
sins on your mind that you're afraid of, and 
want to have forgiven, you must pray, of course ; 
but it's late in the day to repent now. I've no 
faith in death-ted repentances myself." 

The tears came into the lustrous gray eyes of 
the eager questioner as nurse turned away. 
Perhaps it was true, perhaps it was no use now ? 

She certainly deserved no forgiveness, she 
had sinned deeply she knew. And yet—back 
came the words of the song she had heard at 
the shelter:— 

" I have heard of a Saviour's love, 
And a wonderful love it mti8t be, 

But did He come down from above 
AU to Bave Rueh a sinner as me ? 

Yes, oh yes, all to save such a Binner as me." 
Then, too, she remembered amidst her pain 

and weakness how once she had joined in the 
worship of God, and had known something of 
His love—how long ago it all seemed now !— 
and His word came to her in the stillness of the 
night, with only the heavy breathing of the 
many sleeping sufferers, and the frequent strik
ing of the large clock outside, to break the 
solemnity of midnight silence,—" Come now, 
and let us reason together, saith the Lord: 
though your sins be as scarlet, they shall be as 
snow; though they be red like crimson, they 
shall be as wool." 

Ada could not sleep to-night; her cough was 
almost incessant, and her thoughts, too, were so 
troubled. She sighed deeply, and lay looking 
with dry, burning eyes into the embers of the 
glowing fire. Death was staring her in the face 
—death, with all its unknown mysteries, all its 
dreaded realities. And she was not sure that 
she was ready to die, she was such a great sin
ner. She knew God loved the world, but, oh, 
to be sure, really sure, that He loved her t As 
the train of thought ran on, she unconsciously 
said aloud, " Oh dear, I wish as I knew, I wish 
as I understood it." 

The night nurse sat at the far end of the ward, 
plying her knitting needles noiselessly, and ever 
and anon going to the side of one and another 
to give help or medicine as required. She wore 
a large white linen apron over her pink cotton 
dress, and a neat little cap rested on her soft 
dark hair. Her face was grave, but young and 
very sweet, and her expression was thoughtful, 
almost sad. Ada had never seen her before. , 
She was on duty in this ward for the first time 
to-night, 

Hearing the sick girl's troubled question, Bhe 
crossed the room and sat down on the chair by 
the bedside. 

14 "What is the matter, dear? " she asked, in 
a low, gentle, musical tone, as she laid her hand 
on Ada's, and looked inquiringly into her face. 

44 Oh, nurse I " she said, " I wish as I under
stood the way to 'eaven. Can anybody Know 
for sure as their sins is forgiven ? " 

A smile came over the nurse's face as she 
said,— 

11 Oh! I once felt like that, just like that. 
But there was a little boy brought into the 
children's waid about two months ago, and he 
taught me to trust in God's word simply, and 
just as it is written." 

44 Do tell me about it," said the sick girl 
eagerly. 

Nurse Langton arranged the pillows more 
easily, gave her a cooling drink, and then said,— 

44 "When I came up from home I was so sad. I 
had a great sorrow in my life, and I didn't 
know, as I do now, how real a friend Jesus can 
be to anyone. I wanted to serve God, so I 
came up to be trained here as a nurse. But 
when I saw people die, I felt sure I was not 
ready for it myself, and that doing good couldn't 
make me ready, and all I could do to help them 
was to tell them to 'trust and hopo in God's 
mercy.' But when this little boy was brought 
in, suffering from rapid decline, and fearfully 
wasted with want and exposure, I learnt from 
him the greatest lesson of my life. 

44 He use to beg me to sing to him— 
1 There is a happy land, 

Far, far away,' 

and one day, as I ceased, ho said,— 
'*4 Nursie, are you going there ? * 
44 4 Well, darling, I hope so,' I replied. 
444 Why, nursie,' said he softly, 4 mamma 

always said you could know for sure.' And then 
he told me some of his favourite texts, and my 
heart cried out, 4 Oh, for like simple faith ! '" 

Then she knelt by Ada's bedside and asked 
the Lord, in very Bimple words, that He would 
show her how willing, how anxious He was, not 
only to forgive her sins, but to give her the 
knowledge of HiB forgiveness. 

It was put to her so very simply and for the 
first time, this blessed old, old story, and Ada's 
heart was gladdened for a moment as she strove 
to believe it. 

" But, nurse," she said falteringly, " ain't it 
too late for me now ? I'll never be able to 
serve Him or live no better than I've done, for I 
know I'm dyin'," and a sob shook the shattered 
frame. 

Nurse Langton feared the effect of this 
excitement, but she knew that nothing could be 
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worse for her patient than anxiety of soul, and 
she felt this to be more important than even 
her physical condition. 

The ward was very still, and the low musical 
voice fell on Ada's ear most soothingly as she 
read the story of the dying thief. As she came 
to the promise, " To-day shalt thou be with Me 
in paradise," 6he pressed her lips to the girl's 
brow and caught a whisper, " Nurse, I'll trust 
Him in that there way too," and then, with 
her hand clapped closely in that of her new
found friend, Ada fell asleep, and the watcher 
returned to her seat at the end of the ward, 
wondering what was the history of this soul 
struggling into light, and praying for strength 
and guidance to help her aright. 

All next day Ada lay quietly thinking; not 
joyful—hardly restful, but quiet, and trusting 
the Lord Jesus, as nurse had said. 

About four o'clock in the afternoon she fell 
asleep and dreamed of her home, her long lost 
forfeited, forbidden home, and she lived over 
again the bitter scene of leaving her white-
haired, sorrow-stricken mother to return to her 
hard, lonely life in great London. Then as her 
dream ran on, she stirred restlessly in her sleep, 
and woke with the words of Mrs. Mason's song 
ringing in her ears,— 

" I have a homo that is fairer than day, 
And my dear Saviour has Phown rae the way: 
Oft Allien I'm Bad, and temptations arise, 

I look to my home far away." 

The assurance that her sins were forgiven for 
Christ's sake dawned slowly, but clearly, on 
Ada's soul, and when the hour drew on for 
Nurse Langton to come on duty; she eagerly 
waited to tell her of her new-found peace. 

" Oh, nurse," said she—and her thin cheeks 
glowed with fervour, whilst her breath came in 
painful gasps—" ain't it too good to be true ?— 
I do b'lieve as I'm goin' to 'eaven. There's an 
'ome for me there if there ain't none down here 
—I don't—deserve it—but—I do b'lieve as my 
sins is forgiven." 

Muriel Langton's tears fell fast on the thin 
hands of the dying girl, as she stood holding 
them in hers. She was no stranger to sorrow, 
her young heart had suffered terribly, and her 
young life had been almost crushed within her 
by the weight of an overwhelming grief. Almost 
—not quito. No, thank God, she had learnt to 
"bury " her " sorrow," and to seek to comfort 
those who suffered too. 

There was something inexpressibly sad about 
this girl, this almost friendless, dying girl, 
which touched the young nurse deeply. What 
could have been her history ? Why had she 
, (no homo down here? " She was young, no 
older than Muriel herself, and she had been 
beautiful once; the traces of this were still visible 

in that thin wasted face with its lustrous grey 
eyes and soft fair hair. 

44 Nurse," said she faintly,44 tell me what was 
the name of that there little chap as you spoke 
about ? " 

44 Fritz," said Muriel. " Fritz Davenport was 
the name they gave. Poor little fellow ! he was 
in a low waxwork show, and " 

44 Oh," said Ada eagerly, " it's our Fritty! 
Oh, do tell me— is he dead ? " 

" Yes," said she gently, 4t he is gone home to 
heaven; he went so happily, dear little Fritz. 
But how do you know him, Ada ? " 

Then came snatches of Ada's sad story, told 
as her cough and weakness would allow; and 
Muriel's sympathetic ear listened to all, whilst 
her indignation was kindled against the one 
who had first led the poor girl to leave her home. 
The midnight hour was reached, and Ada lay 
quietly resting, with her hand still confidingly 
laid in that of her friend. She said suddenly,— 

44 Nurse, when I am gone, do seek for Bess ; 
tell Bess about Fritty, and about Jesus. Good
night." And then she fell into a more peaceful 
sleep than she had known for very long. 

And Muriel sat by, hour after hour, praising 
God for His great mercy that this 44 Man Christ 
Jesus " still44 receiveth sinners," even the very 
vilest. 

Bess passed a lonely quiet week after her first 
visit to Ada. Her little store was getting lower 
and the rent was falling into arrears. She could 
only earn very little at the music hall. One 
evening a week she was engaged there, and she 
was so weary, and hungry, and faint, that she 
feared the manager would soon deny her even 
this, for her voice had grown weaker, and her 
appearance was poor in the extreme. And all 
the time her thoughts were with her dying 
friend. Oh, how she longed for the next visiting 
day ! 

It came at last, a bleak, cold, raw day; no 
sunshine to cheer its dulnesB, and a drizzling 
Bleet falling all the time. Bess shuddered as 
she stood at the porter's lodge, and was relieved 
to get inside the building; the cold wind searched 
her through and through. 

At the door of No. 3 ward she met Nurse 
Barton, and asked timidly after her friend. 

44 Oh, it's nothing to do with me I I'm out of 
that ward now, and a good thing too. Here's 
someone that maybe can help you," and she 
went on into No. 5. 

Bess turned and saw a young nurse standing 
near her. She was pale and looked very weary, 
and the marks of tears were plainly visible on 
her face. 

44 What is i t ? " she asked kindly; 44 do you 
want to see some friend ? " 

14 Oh," said the girl eagerly, l4take me into 
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that ward, will you ? I want to Bee Ada—Ada 
Jeffreys." 

Muriel—for she it was—said, " Are you Bees, 
dear?" 

11 Yes," said Bessie. 
"Yourfriend has told me of you," returned 

the nurse. " Come with me, will you ? " So 
saying, she led the way into a narrow corridor, 
at the end of whioh was a red baize door. 

"Ada is not in No. 3 ward now," she said, 
seeing the inquiring look on the girl's face. 

The little room they entered was light and 
pretty, and seemed to Bess, after the Mile End 
garret, like a little paradise. The narrow iron 
bedstead was covered with a snowy quilt, and 
on the wall, over the head, there hung a brightly 
painted text in a plain wooden frame. Bess 
read the words:— 

"Who comforteth us in all our tribulation, 
that we may be able to comfort those that are 
in any trouble, by the comfort wherewith we 
ourselves are comforted of God." 

" Bess," said Muriel softly, taking the little 
hard brown hand in her own, " Bessie, Ada is 
not in pain now ; she " 

"Not dead?" gasped the poor girl, looking 
eagerly into the nurse's face with a frightened, 
almost despairing expression, and in a tone of 
agony. 

Muriel was doing her best to tell the ragged, 
friendless child very gently of her terrible loss, 
and had waited long and patiently outside No. 3 
ward to waylay anyone who might be likely to 
be Ada's "Bess," so as to spare her the shock 
of seeing the empty bed, and reading ail at once 
the terrible truth. But now the worst must 
come. 

"Yes, dear," she said, drawing the rough 
black head on to her shoulder. " Yes, Ada went 
last night; but, oh, Bessie I she was very happy. 
She told me to tell you all about it. She had come 
to Jesus and had trusted Him to forgive all her 
sins, and she died BO happily. I was beside her 
myself," she continued with a tremor in her 
sweet voice; " and it was very blessed to see how 

R E C K E D B 

IT was when nearly finishing a periodical visit 
at an Ea6t End lodging house some little 
while ago that the subject of this sketch at

tracted my attention. 
She sat apart from the usual inmates, and ap

peared to shrink from notice. 
My sympathies were aroused ; there was one 

who needed the gospel of Jesus Christ. 
Exercising the caution that experience taught 

me, I drew near; and apologising for any ap
parent intrusion, asked her to favour me by ao-
pepting a little book* I said, 

simply she had learned to trust in Christ. And 
just about an hour before she went she said, 
1 Nurse, my only care is for Bess ; and that my 
mother may know as I'm forgiven in time, and 
as it's not too late.' And I promised her, dear, 
that I would look after you, and try to persuado 
you to go home again." 

Deep sobs interrupted her, and she bent over 
the girl, who clung to her convulsively. 

"Oh, nurse!" she said, "I wish I could; 
but father, he'd never forgive me, never; and, 
oh, I've nobody nowin the world! Oh, Ada 1" 

" But," said Muriel tenderly, " but dear, don't 
you know there is someone who never sends 
anyone away, and never refuses to forgive any
one who comes to Him ? " 

" I know," said Bess, still sobbing, " but I 
don't understand it, and I've put off trying to 
for such a long time. Oh, dear ! " 

It was an utterly sad story—young, helpless, 
penniless and now friendless ! Yet Muriel felt 
quite sure that her greatest need was of a Saviour, 
and very lovingly she talked with her for a long 
time. At length they knelt together by the 
little bedside, and Muriel prayed for Bess. 

It was long since she had even heard the 
voice of prayer; and as she knelt there many 
thoughts of days when her mother was alive, 
when she knelt at her mother's knee and said, 
" Our Father," came thronging into her mind. 

Ah I 'tis blessedly true, that— 
11 Down in the human heart, crushed by the tempter, 

Feelings lied buried that grace can restore; 
Touched by a loving hand, wakened by kindness, 

Cords that were broken will vibrate once more." 

Bess left the great infirmary that cheerless 
afternoon with a very heavy heart; yet there 
was just a ray of hope nevertheless. She would 
try to learn how to trust in God and how to 
serve Him—so she told herself—and Nurse 
Langton had promised that to-morrow after 
dinner she would come for her, and take her to 
a friend of hers, who would, she thought, be 
quiet willing to help her. 

(To be continued.) 

T t l E S C U E D . 

" You will find it full of interest, and it will 
help to while away the time which must hang 
heavily on your hands." 

She took the little book with a freezing man
ner. 

Then I ventured a little further by saying, 
" Is not this your first visit to this room ?" 
She did not reply at once, but presently, con

fronting me, she exclaimed impetuously, 
" Yes. But why do you ask this ?" 
" Only because, being in the habit of visiting 

here daily, I have not seen you before; and, 
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pardon me, but I am persuaded, both from your 
choosing this dark corner and from your speech, 
that this wretched place and life are Btrange to 
you. You are of quite another class. Is this 
not BO?" 

Her features changed constantly while I 
spoke ; she did not shrink from my outspoken 
language, but with fixed gaze she sought to 
penetrate my very soul, as I evidently touched a 
tender chord in her life's history. ' 

Then, overcome with her feelings, a violent 
paroxysm of coughing came on; and when it 
passed, she was far too weak to renew the con
versation. 

Next day, when I called, she was in bed, too 
ill to rise. 

She appeared almost glad to see me. I re
sumed the conversation where we left off. 
After a confused hesitation she quietly said, 

44 My life has been too bad to recount." 
I urged her to relieve her mind by telling me, 

and that we could then carry it to God in 
prayer. 

She looked wistfully at me, then turned away, 
her face working, and only low moans escaping 
her. 

At length she turned to me, and with an effort 
said, 

II Perhaps it is better so. My time here is 
brief. Listen to my saddest history : 

14 I am the child of very wealthy people ; and 
my youth had every indulgence. When scarce* 
ly more than a girl, I suddenly discovered my* 
self helplessly in love with our footman. How 
I tried to stamp it out, and banish the idea from 
my mind. 

" I shrank from breathing it to my father, 
well knowing the grief it would be to his pride. 

" The day came when, my mother being from 
home, I essayed the task. 

"I found my father in the library. "Without 
any formality, I at once told him my errand. 

11 He listened breathlessly to my romance. 
Looking strangely at me, he rose, and said, 

41 * Bertha ! You shall have two choices, and 
forty-eight hours to decide. Either renounce 
this horrid fanatical notion of loving this scamp 
of a footman, or leave this house never to return 
as a daughter.' 

44 What was I to do ? I had no counsellor but 
my own wayward heart. I determined to haz
ard all consequences, and remain attached to my 
lover. 

44 The forty-eight hours were soon gone ; and I 
found myself tremulously before my father. 

44 He looked kindly at me, and bade me be 
Beated. But when I told him my resolution, 
he rose from his chair, and exclaimed, 

44 4 Bertha I you are mad. You have chosen 
your lot. You will pack at once, and quit this 

house before nightfall! ' and stamping his foot 
with passion he left the room. 

141 at once informed my intended husband. 
He seemed surprised, but said he would be in 
readiness at the appointed time. 

44 We left together. He found a lodging for 
me, and then for himself. On the morrow we 
were married; and left town for the country, 
where we might quietly think of our ultimate 
plans. 

44 My husband soon found employment, and 
was all to me I could desire. 

44 As time passed on, however, and no help 
coming to us from my father, he became more 
indifferrnt to me. My love was deep and true* 

441 gently chided him one night for staying 
out drinking instead of coming home to me* 
He turned fiercely on me, and struck me. 

44 He grew colder and colder, until one morn* 
ing I found a note on my dressing table, which 
told me he had gone, and never intended re
turning to me again. 

441 sank on the floor in a stupor. On regain • 
ing consciousness, my awful position came before 
me. 

44 Surely he will return I But he came not* 
My money almost gone ; knowing not how to 
work ; in my agony I wrote to my father* telling 
him everything, and imploring forgiveness. 

14 He returned my letter with the curt com
ment, 4 You have chosen your lot, you must 
abide by it.' 

44 Soon hunger and remorse did their work* 
Despair made me reckless ; and with no alter
native I entered upon a life of degradation and 
shame. 

441 sank from bad to worse J and now you find 
me a shattered wreck on the verge of the grave. 

44 On that bench there is a letter addressed to 
my father in Belgravia, telling him where I die, 
and assuring him that his daughter never ceased 
to love him, or think of him, morning, noon, 
and night." 

Her sobs interrupted her story* 
She resumed t— 
44 Will you take him that letter, please ? for 

when he receives it I Bhall be no more." 
My heart bled for her. I gently told her of 

the Christ who receiveth sinners. None so 
black but He would make whiter than snow in 
His precious blood: that life eternal was free 
to all who believe in Him. Would she not come 
to Him now, before her last opportunity had for 
ever gone ? 

I read several promises from the Word oi 
God. 

She listened attentively, and seemed much 
impressed with John hi. 16, which 1 got her to 
read for herself. After praying with her I left 

I her in someone's care, and stole away* 
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My road lay West, to seek the old home m 
Belgravia. 

As I stood before that stately mansion, the 
contrast between the magnificence and opulence 
of the one, with the squalor and poverty of the 
cheap lodging, made me sick at heart. The 
little that would have kept the poor daughter 
from want and woe would not have been missed 
where such wealth was expended in keeping up 
an outward appearance. 

A ring at the bell brought the butler to the 
door, who, letting me into the hall, took my card 
and my note to the master of the house. 

After a little delay I was ushered into an 
elaborate drawing room, and was confronted by 
an elderly gentleman of aristocratic bearing. 
He enquired who I was, and how I obtained the 
note. 

His mind was set at rest; and I saw a tear 
run down his wrinkled cheek. 

He said, " I will go with you at once." 
We were soon seated in his brougham ; and 

he plied me with questions regarding his long-
lost and only child. 

Arriving at the Minories we left the carriage, 
and walked some five hundred yards on foot, as 
he did not care to let his servants know his 
errand. 

We ascended the rickety staircase; and father 
and child were together. 

A look of intense horror appeared in his face 

as he looked on her wretched bed of straw 
Then he rushed forward exclaiming, 

11 Bertha, my child ! " 
She raised herself with difficulty and cried, 

11 Father I" and both remained locked in each 
other's embrace. Their sobs were loud. At 
last the father's voice was heard, 

11 Oh, my dear idolized child! God forgive 
my cruelty to you, and the harshness which 
drove you to this. My reason will go." 

She sought to comfort him. He became calm, 
and at once intimated his intention of removing 
her to his home. 

But God willed otherwise. 
She showed signs of extreme exhaustion. 
Her father sat beside her. His sobs were bit

ter. 
Ballying, she spoke gently to him, 
"Don't fret for m9, father dear ; I shall soon 

be resting and happy, far beyond all hunger 
and pain, for this morning I have found Jesus 
Christ as my own Saviour." 

How I rejoiced and gave God the glory. 
She pleaded with her father that he would 

seek the same Saviour; and then she passed 
away—to be " with Christ." 

The father was enabled to be true to his 
promise. He consecrated himself and his wealth 
to the Lord ; and his labours are being abund
antly blessed to the salvation of immortal souls. 

B. 

Ifiactical Truths to 1$aw# 'Mzltevws. 

WE have seen in a previous paper that the 
Christian is not to identify himself 
with the world, as such, religiously or 

socially, and have had abundant Scripture proofs 
that all such associations are condemned by 
God, If such connections then with the world, 
many of them for good and unselfish objects, 
are condemned by the Word, it is easy to see 
there can be no justification of joining with the 
world merely for one's own pleasure. 

CRICKET CLUBS, ETC. 

In the present day, when nearly all games 
and amusements have their special clubs and 
organisations, a young Christian is often vory 
hardly pushed to join oue or another. Some, 
indeed, may join willingly from various reasons, 
such as better to enjoy themselves, or perhaps 

W O R L D L Y A M U S E M E N T S , 
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thinking to do others good by a little Christian 
influence, &c. Instances, however, are exceed
ingly rare whore any good has been effected by 
tins means; too often the result is the other 
way, and the Christian soon acquires the worldly 
tastes that characterise his associates. When 
this is the case, he has only himself to blame 
for taking the wrong step at the outset, for with 
the Bible (2 Cor. vi.) in our hands, we must 
characterise as wrong, contrary to, and beneath 
true Christian walk, any alliances for pleasure 
with the world. 

In this, reluctant as we are to lay down any 
law, or to make any path narrower than God 
has made it, we must include all rowing, cricket, 
football, tennis, bicycle and other olubs. Of 
course, when boys are at school together, the 
caso is quite different, and the amusements as well 
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as the studies are largely regulated by others. We 
speak of those who have left school, and are free 
agents, and we must repeat that for any such to 
join a worldly club for any purpose of pleasure 
or amusement is beneath their calling as Christ
ians, and contrary to the Word of God. 
BECREATION AND EXERCISE ARE PROFITABLE. 

Kecreation and exercise are recognised by the 
Word as profitable for a little (1 Tim. iv. 7, 
B.V.) meaning, we believe, for a short time (that 
is this life), but these can be tiken and enjoyed 
without joining clubs. No doubt there is not 
the same scope or the same advantages. An 
eleven often cannot be made up for cricket, or 
a full crew for rowing. This is true, but here 
the child of God must take his stand, and delib
erately counting the cost, be prepared to suffar 
all inconveniences that may arise from his being 
true to Christ. 

An old Christian may not think it much for a 
young man to refuse one club afcer another that 
is pressed upon him, for he, if not too devoted a 
Christian, is at any rate too old to care for such 
things. But Christ knows, and Christ will not 
forget, what it costs at such a tiui9 to refuse 
resolutely for His sake, and His smile and 
approval is surely well worth the inconveniences 
that may follow. As the Christian grows in 
years, however, he begins to feel that to spend 
hours in mere recreation and amusement is no 
longer necessary, and he finds that he can 00m-
bine some variety of work for the Lord with his 
recreation, so as not absolutely to spend all the 
time on himself. Long walks can often be com
bined with profitable visits, and change of soone 
and air with looking up the scattered saints 
of God, that seldom get a help ; in m\ny ways 
the believer who seeks to redeem the t i im , " and 
who feels that the Lord is at haad," can and 
will seek to turn even hi3 hours of recreation to 
good account. 

A CHRISTIAN IN THE WORLD. 
But what shall we say if we look at the other 

side of the picture, no longer considoring those 
who deiire in all things to glorify Christ, but 
those who, though still His (at least professedly), 
are worldly in heart, who are seen at concerts, 
flower shows, cricket matches, athletic sports, 
&?., if not actively engaged, at least pleased 
spectators, surrounded with worldly friends, and 
being for the moment not only i?i but o / the 
world ? What a description we get of the world 
(say at a concert) in Job, " They take the timbrel 
and harp, and rejoice at the sound of the organ. 
They Bpend their days in wealth, and in a 
moment go clown to the grave. Therefore they 
Bay unto God, Depart from us ; for WJ deiire 
not the Icnoiuledjo of Thy wiyi" (xxi. 12-14) I 
And can you, dear reador, feel happy in m\king 

one of such a company ? Oh, how true it is for a 
believer when seeking his amusement in such a 
way. " Even in laughter the heart is sorrowful, 
and the end of that mirth is heaviness." (Prov. 
xiv. 13). The reflections next morning when 
the Word is opened, and we are alone with God, 
are not pleasant, and too often the amusements 
of the evening lead to the neglect of the Bible 
in the morning. This is repeated until the soul 
becomes deadened under the round of worldly 
gaiety and want of spiritual food, while the out
ward course can only be characterised by, 
" Lovers of pleasure more than lovers of God " 
(2 Tim. iii. 4). Surely all would shrink from 
Buch a brand I 

SATAN'S DEVICES. 

But Satan i3 clever, he is subtle; and if we 
turn from worldly amusements, he will mix 
them with religion to suit us ; and the deluded 
Christian, following his own will, and not guided 
by God, substitutes the oratorio for the concert, 
the bazaar for the flower show, and thinks 
himself at last consistent. Alas! he has only 
made matters worse. What can be] more 
blasphemous to the ears of Almighty God, what 
more offensive to Christ, than to hear the most 
sublime passages of the Word of God sung by 
those who openly reject Him ? At first sight it 
certainly does seem inoredible that any true 
Christian could be found willing to listen to the 
sacred sorrows of His Saviour sung by soma 
professional vocalist or " prima donna.'* The 
mixture seems so horrible that surely it is a 
masterpiece of Satan's skill to lead Christians to 
believe that their presence at oratorios is better 
than at concerts. Bazaars, too, are another 
specious, though not so repulsive, a form of 
mixing up what God has for ever separated by 
the grave of Christ — His church, and this 
present evil world. 

The one who is following Christ is found at 
none of these places. Indeed, to be there would 
be a pain and no pleasure to him. His happi
ness is in Christ and in Christ's people. How, 
then, can he find it in that world that crucified 
His Lord. Besides, he is better employed. He 
does not stand about idle, waiting for Satan to 
send him off on some errand, for surely it is true 
that " idlers are the devil's workmen," but he is 
busy in work for his Master, seeking to send to 
Him a good account of every day that he lives, 
and to account to him fully for every talent 
entrusted to his charge. We trust enough has 
been said to show that although recreative 
exercises are perfectly legitimate and needful for 
the young Christian, all distinctly worldly 
amusemonts, clubs, a u l other associations are 
not for the one who desires to be true to Christ, 

I and to obey the Word of God. 
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CyOME may object to our placing the Canary 
kN amongst our English singing birds, but 
J surely it belongs as much to England as 
to any other country in Europe ; and it has 
become such a universal household pet that we 
may fairly claim it as one of ours. And well 
does it deserve to be such a favourite. You all 
know how gentle and winning are its little ways; 
how beautiful its plumage, and how charming is 
its song. I need not tell you it is not found in 
a wild state in England, nor indeed in any part 
of Europe ; but it is one of the most valued and 
cheerful inmates in nearly every home, Now, 
let me tell my young friends a little of the 
Canary's history. If you get an atlas and look 
Hear the west coast of Africa, you will find a 
cluster of Islands called the Canary Islands. 
Here, originally, was their home. And a beau
tiful one it is. The temperature is most de
lightful, the soil is so fertile as to produce with 
scarcely any toil several crops of grain during 
the year; the most delicious fruits everywhere 
grow wild ; and altogether they are said to be the 
most charming places in this poor world. 
About the year 1330 these Islands were first dis
covered by a French vessel being driven ashore 
in a storm. Fifty years after, the Spaniards, 
who at that time were amongst the most pow
erful, enterprising, and warlike nations in the 
world, attempted to settle on some of these 
Islands, and in about one hundred years more 
they took possession of the whole group, and 
have held them ever since. 

Nearly all these Islands are full of the richest 
and most beautiful valleys in the world, and 
these were the original homes of our pretty little 
Canaries. How then have they got so widely 
spread ? Well, just about three hundred years 
ago, a ship was bound for Leghorn from these 
Islands, but when off Elba, near to Italy, it was 
wrecked and driven ashore. A large number of 
Canaries formed part of her freight, which by 
some means got free and settled in the Island. 
They would soon have spread over the whole of 
it, but the beauty of their plumage, and the rich
ness of their song, made them such favourites 
with the people of the Island, that the whole 
number was speedily caught and placed in 
cages ; and from that time the Canary began to 
spread over nearly the whole world. 

But naturalists tell us the Canary has greatly 
changed since it left its native home. I t is 
larger and not so slender, and its plumage has 
greatly altered. As most of you see and hear 
the Canary in its captive state every day, I am 

CANARY. 
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sure you would like to hear something about 
his little ways, and his song just as he is in his 
native home, and as you could see and hear him 
to-day if you were in these beautiful Canary 
Islands, where great numbers of them are Btill 
to be found. A writer who has been there, and 
has written a great book about them, tells us 
the Canary is principally to be met with in such 
places as are covered with wood or shrubs, near 
springs of water, also in the gardens and houses 
of the inhabitants, and is quite as numerous in 
crowded cities as in the quietest nooks. The 
colour of the wild Canary is very difficult to des
cribe, owing to the delicacy with which the diff
erent Bhades are blended, but its prevailing 
colours are green and gray. They live upon 
green herbs, small seeds, and delicate juicy 
fruits which abound so plentifully in those Is
lands. A fig tree, when the fruit is perfectly 
ripe, is a beautiful sight when covered by the 
various singing birds,—the blackbird, green
finches, tomtits, and many others, in variegated 
confusion, all feasting on the dainty food, in 
common with our friend the Canary. 

Water is essential to its welfare, as it drinks 
much, and is fond of bathing. They begin to 
build about the end of March, generally on a 
pear or pomegranate tree. The nest is broad 
at the base, very narrow at the top, with a tiny 
little entrance. It is formed of snow-white 
wool, woven together with a few blades of grass. 
The eggs are of pale sea-green, spotted with 
reddish brown, indeed exactly like those of the 
tame bird with us. The Canary usually breeds 
four times in the year, but occasionally only 
three. The same writer describes in glowing 
terms the song of the male-bird. "During the 
period of incubation he perches upon a tree near 
his mate, and from thence delights her with his 
song of encouragement and sympathy. It is a 
real pleasure to listen to this pretty songster, as 
it inflates its throat and pours forth its lay, 
turning as it sings from one side to another, as 
if it would bathe itB glowing breast in the flood 
of bright sunshine. All at once it hears the call 
of its little companion, and darts with responsive 
tenderness to perch at her side. Indeed, in our 
opinion, this modestly-attired bird, as it sits 
surrounded by all the varied and delicious blos
soms of its native trees, is a far more attractive 
spectacle than its more brightly-coloured and 
elegant brother, with whose appearance in cap
tivity we are all BO familiar. 

The Canary with us, as we all know, is a most 
sociable bird. I t is the same in its wild state 



THE WILD CANARY. 121 

and on this account it is easily captured in great 
numbers. 

The Canary in Europe, however, knows noth
ing of all this freedom and fruit, and beautiful 
wood and valley, in which to roam, and sing its 
sweet song. It is doomed to a life of captivity, 
yet it is such a dear friend to all, that every one 
delights to make it happy. 

The breeding of Canaries in England and on 
the continent has long been a great branch of 

figures by the assistance of numbers given it to 
choose from. Others will sing when command
ed, pretend to fall dead when a pistol is fired, 
then allow themselves to be laid on a little car, 
to be carried to the grave by two other Canaries, 
and when the journey is accomplished will jump 
up and sing a lively song. But all such little 
tricks, as with dogs, horses, and all other Crea
tures, are only taught by keeping them ^without 
food, and the infliction of much cruelty/ 

THE WILD CANABY. 

business. In some villages in Germany, almost 
every house has its breeding room; many 
thousands are reared every year, sent off 
for sale to many parts of the world, especially 
Kussia, Europe, and America. The canary is 
well known to be a most docile pupil, and will 
learn to exhibit its skill by spelling words that 
are repeated to it, selecting the letters in proper 
order from an alphabet laid before it: it has 
been taught to add-up, to multiply or divide 

Strange stories have been told by some writers 
about Canaries learning to talk. Many years 
ago one was exhibited in London. One of many 
thousands who saw it says, " It was an exceed
ingly fine bird, of beautiful plumage, and the 
history of its singular power was thus given by 
its exhibitor : "This Canary had been as usual, 
in the family room, when it was suddenly heard 
to speak, and to repeat what it had uttered, and 
it was not long before its number of words be-
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came much enlarged; the words being distinctly 
sounded in the midst of its song. There ap
peared to have been no teaching of the bird ; its 
power of imitation was spontaneously exercised. 
I t distinctly uttered the words, 'Mary,' 'Dicky 
dear,' ' Oh pretty dicky dear,1 and Pretty 
queen/ Five hundred guineas were said to have 
been offered for the Canary, but in a few weeks 
it was dead." Mr. Lotheby has described 
another talking Canary. " Its parents had pre
viously reared many young ones, but one year 
they hatched only one out of four eggs. Tnis 
they immediately neglected, and begin to build 
a nest upon the top of it. The unfledged bird, 
almost dead, was taken away, restored, and then 
brought up by hand. It was constantly talked 
to, and not having heard the notes of any other 
bird, when it was about three months old, it 
astonished its mistress by repeating the tender 
terms used in speaking to it, such as ' Kissie 
kissie,' with its significant sounds. This went 
on, and from time to time the little bird repeated 
other words, until for hours together, it would 
ring the changes, according to its own fancy, 
and as plain as any human voice could utter 
them, on such words as—'Dear sweet Titchiet' 

(it's name) * Kiss Minnie/ 'Kiss vie then, dear 
Minnie,' ' Swset pretty little Titchie,' Sc.% 
dec" 

The Canary will also imitate other birds, 
especially the nightingale. It has been taught 
to whistle very clearly the first bar of the National 
Anthem. 

I am sure I can ask all my young readers to 
be kind to- the captive Canary. He seems al
ways cheerful and happy, and, with his merry 
song, does his best to make others as happy as 
himself. God has told us there is a time near 
at hand, when this earth shall be no longer a 
desolation, but when it shall blossom like the 
rose. What a time that will be, when every 
valley and every hill shall be alike beautiful; 
when birds, and beasts, and flowers, and fields, 
and little children, and men and women, shall 
form one harmonious scene of peace and joy; 
when praise and thanksgiving to God shall as
cend from-every living creature, and the Lotd 
Je3us will reign from one end of the earth to 
the other 1 That will be a blessed time for this 
world when, in its full sense, " the time of the 
singing of birds shall have come." 

$» $lle$txrt} txf ©hnstiat* Life. 

, X P E f \ I E N C E S . 

WE haye traced the history of our allegorical 
tree till the mornant it was to ba trans
planted into the owner's own and 

beautiful garden. Before his departure he thus 
addressed the young seedlings :— 

" You have heard that in a few days I am 
going to leave you. The King h i s sent for 
me, now that my time of fruit-bearing in 
the desert is over, to bloom in his own garden; 
and as I do not know on what day I may have to 
go, I would like to give you a few words of counsel 
now. When I am gone you will have to pass 
through many trials, of which at present you 
can have no idea. In the first place the thorns 
and weeds will all revive, and do their best to 
choke you. Your only way, really, to overcome 
them, is to absorb all the nourishment you can, 
and to gradually overshadow them, as I have 
done. If you don't choke them they will choke 
you; and remember they have the prince on their 
side. Beware of him. I once was nearly killed by 
his cunning. I had got discontented with my gar
dener ; and thinking I would like to be indepen
dent, I pushed out my roots into the sand, which 
he continually moistened, (to persuade me I was 
getting nourishment from it), and then, when ho 
hod me in his territory, he dried up the sand to 

a burning ha at, a ad noarly scorched up all my 
life. Do not think for a momant there is a sing
le thing that can help you on in this desert but 
the waters of the river. This you can get at 
present through others. Be thankful for this, 
and value their care to which you owe so much; 
but, oh, never, never rest until your own roots 
go into the river. It was a sad long time before 
I learnt this. Indeed, I never should have 
found it out if the King had not driven me to it 
by taking away the gardener. Then, indeed, 
had I not found out the river I should have per
ished. Oh I the joy of the moment when I first 
drank its water myself 1 Seek then without 
delay to have two roots at least stretching into 
the river. 

•'Another danger I would warn you of is from 
a different quarter altogether. The gardeners 
are not to be trusted implicitly. Even they may 
err, as they did in my case. Thinking to be 
wiser than the King, they built a glass house 
round me, and watered my roots with mixtures 
of their own preparing, instead of the pure river 
water. Baware of this. Kemember, I have 
proved that the water of the river is all that a 
tree r eh i r e s to live vigorously, and to produce 
fruit in this desert. 1 am not now being taken 
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away because I was unable to live here, but 
because I was able. Refuse, then, everything 
that is adulterated or mixed. Beware, too, of 
the glass house ; if once you are enclosed in it, 
you will get so vain of your own importance, and 
go shooting higher and higher, regardless of your 
strength, that you are certain to have a down
fall as I did, when the house is gone. It is far 
better to grow in strength than in height. Never 
aim at making a show. 
"Remember, too, that it is only when you have 

your own roots in the water that you become 
an evergreen : unless you do this you will only 
keep green in the summer while you are watered, 
and lose ail your leaf (not your life, that is in 
the roots) in the winter. Do not make the mis
take I did, in letting the roots, on which all your 
strength depends, run near the surface. L9t 
then^ be deeply buried where none can find 
them, so that their existence is only known by 
the fruit they produce. If these roots are se
cure you can defy the sun, the wind, the frost, 
the burning sand, the thorns, and all the enemy's 
devices. If these are touched, not all the water
ing will suffice to keep you vigorous. And when 
in the prime of your life your broad branches 
afford a grateful shade to the weary traveller, 
and your boughs are laden with fruit, never, 
never forget that you owe all to the King's son. 
It was he that obtained the seed, and it is his 
river that keeps you alive." 

Such were the words of counsel the King's 
tree addressed to the seedlings. Next morning 
a number of men were seen coming across the 
desert. They were servants from the King, sent 
fco transplant the tree. This was a moment the 
plant had rather dreaded ; for it expected to get 
a great shaking, especially in its long outstretch
ing roots. Witb wonderful skill, and in quite 
an unexpected manner, however, the skilful 
workmen avoided all injury to the plant. Find
ing that its two main roots ran into the river, 
they carefully lifted the tree, with a large ball of 
earth, into a large wooden stage, which they 
wheeled towards the river, gently lifting the two 
roots out of the ground as they went along. 
They then pushed the wooden platform, like a 
raft, into the river, leaving the «nds of the two 
roots in the water they' so greatly loved; and 
then the tree was gently floated along, on the 
broad bosom of the river without a jar, to the 
city of the great King. It was planted in his 
garden near the fountain head of the desert river; 
and thus its roots still drank in the same preci
ous stream, only in greater abundance, that had 
been their strength and delight in the desert 
land. So that from that never-to-be-forgotten 
time, when in the dark hour of its despair the 
trea firdt struck root into the water it never left 
it again. 

Thus end3 the story of the desert tree. We 
leave it in the royal garden in a soil of surpass
ing richness, never more to bear the burning sun 
and rough desert blast, but before all the court 
to bear witness, by its never fading flowers, to 
the sustaining power of the river. Surely the 
tree was satisfied far beyond its highest wishes. 
The King's Son loved to gaze upon it, the fruit 
of his toil and hard labour, grown from the seed 
he had found, nourished by the river of his love, 
and as he looked upon its beauteous flowers—he, 
too, was satisfied. 

WHAT IT ALL MEANS. 
ALTHOUGH the last chapter, " Experiences," 

has almost taken away from the necessity of any 
explanation of this " Allegory," still, we just 
add a few words. 

The first chapter (p. 8), as indicated by the 
side notes, represents the reception of the gospel 
into the human heart, after it has been prepared 
by the action of the Word (p. 9). The desert 
is the wilderness of this world, of whioh Satan 
is the God and prince. 

Chapter II. (p. 24) gives the early growth of 
the new gospel seed, cared for by God, and look
ed after by pastors and teachers sent by Him ; 
the saved soul being of the greatest interest to 
Him, as saved by the work of His beloved Son. 
On Lord's days especially (p. 24) the young Chris
tian gets fed and watered by God's servants. 
The source of all blessing to the soul is Christ: 
hence He is the river whose source is in heaven, 
and which refreshes and sustains all His people 
here. Temptations and trials, of course, arise, 
but it is wonderful to see how often (p. 25) God 
shields the young Christian from the severity of 
these until he is established and strong in the 
Lord. Therefore just at this time, surrounded 
by care, and well nourished, the believer has not 
much to fear. 

In chapter III. (p. 40), we have a change: the 
love of the world begins to reassert its power in 
the young Christian's heart, and he begins to 
seek for refreshment in the desert sands around. 
This, of course, pleases the enemy, who, by 
mixing up a little religion with the ivorld> 
lures the unsuspecting believer on. The worldly 
element, however, soon takes the heart away 
from Christ, and the Christian gets cold and 
careless from thus backsliding from Christ. 
Now oomes the time for spiritual guides to show 
(p. 40} their wisdom; but in this case, instead of 
doing so, mistrusting the power of Christ alone 
to nourish and sustain the soul, they prepare to 
encase it in some religious system of man's 
devising, where it will be comparatively secure 
against danger from without. The true pastor, 
mistrusting such plan, retire for awhile (p. 40). 
The system in this case (for they vary greatly) 
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appears to be specially designed to foster spirit
ual pride. The Word of God is not shut out 
(the water), but it is adulterated (p.40); all out
ward gross sins are discontinued (p. 40). The 
young Christian, however, inflated with self-im
portance, though outwardly flourishing in the 
unhealthy atmosphere around, is not truly grow
ing in grace; and on the visit of the King (p. 40), 
all is condemned, and he is delivered from it. 

The young believer, brought to himself again, 
soon loses the artificial height to which he ap
parently had attained (p. 60), and gets to his 
true level. Assisted by the faithful though un-
spairing teaching (p. 60) of the true pastor, he 
ceases to devote his attention to outward growth, 
but seeks to progress inwardly in soul. About 

direct, by means of the private study of the 
Word of God, and prayer, and that these are 
indeed the roots of the soul (Psalm i.), by means 
of which, for the first time, he can really flourish 
when all around is against him (p. 90). Having 
now become independent, by learning the secret 
of direct dependence on Christ, God restores the 
pastoral care, which the soul now rightly values. 
The young believer i( abiding in Christ " (John 
xv.) now begins to produce fruit. 

In chapter VIII., however, we find Satan 
again at work ; and at last he gets his opportu
nity, and by repeated efforts induces the believer 
first to neglect, and then to give up, private 
reading and pnayer (p. 92). This done, the rest 
soon follows. The Christian loses his freshness, 

" The tree waB gently floated along to the City of the great King.' 

this time, however, in the wisdom of God, he is 
suddenly deprived of all Christian teaching, and 
left for a while quite alone in the world. Now 
is the enemy's opportunity, and well does he 
use it against the young soul (p. 71). The ab
sence of all Christian fellowship proves even more 
Berious to the young believer than his first stray
ing after the world, and his new life almost cea
ses to act, when, while reading the Word it may 
be, his heart for the first time casts itself in 
reality on Christ alone, and holds communion 
with Himself, unaided by any human help or 
teaching. From this time, the soul has learnt 
a very deep secret—the all-sufficiency of Christ, 
even in the most trying circumstances. It has 
also learned that communication with Christ is 

and the pastor strives in vain to make up for 
want of communion with Christ (p. 109). When, 
however, he discovers what the real reason of 
decline is, and that Satan has succeeded by some 
means in hindering or stopping communion ; if 
he be a true pastor, instead of seeking to sustain 
the soul with ministry, he rather tries to lead it 
back to Christ (p. 109),to find again for itself in 
Him refreshment for the soul. Surely, to be the 
means of restoring a soul to communion with 
Christ is the highest form of pastoral work. 
How little, alas I do we know of this I Now 
that the Christian is firmly restored (p. 110) he 
rapidly grows, not in pride or self-esteem, as 
when artificially forced on at the first, but with 
the gentle natural growth in grace and in 



HOUSE OF THE INTERPRETER—JUDGMENT TO COME. 125 

strength, rather than in appearance, that is true 
Christian development. Such a Christian is, 
indeed, a monument to the sustaining power of 
Christ, and brings great glory to His name. 
He is satisfied with Christ, which in itself is 
great testimony to His worth; he bears fruit to 
God's glory, which is a great testimony to His 
power; and finally the grace that he receives 
Hows out to others, and from his simple and 
consistent testimony others rise up to believe in 
Christ's name (p. 110). The end of such a one 
is truly blessed; and he is fitted to give great 

help and instruction to those who are just be
ginning their Christian career (p. 122). Sum
moned at last to depart and be with Christ, 
which is far better, he still finds in heaven as on 
earth that same One, only now in unhindered 
enjoyment, the food and delight of his soul (p. 
122). Such is the meaning of the " Allegory of 
Christian Life," and if it should help on any-
young believers in the narrow path, or enable 
them to avoid any of Satan's snares, the object 
of the writer will be gained and his prayers 
answered. 

ER JUDGMENT TO CoME. 
CrLLiAM, M.D. 

only short of Hell, as the results of wilful sin, 
Now we have another warning given us, this 
time given by means of A DREAM. 

By the dream here, Bunyan may mean only 
a vivid imagination exercised by the terrible 
truths of the Word that tell of the judgment of 
God, and perdition of ungodly men. Imagina
tion such as poor Felix must have had, when 
roused to its fullest powers, under the calm but 
terrible descriptive power of the Holy Ghost in 
Paul, he trembled. Others there perhaps 
sneered, scoffed, laughed with the frivolous, or 
stared with the cold, far-off, polite wonder of 
the haughty aristocrat by his side, but the 
Eoman Governor shook from head to foot; his 
keen, imaginative mind pictured everything as 
if he 6aw and felt it. And yet, in spite of all, he 
is without doubt in the place of the lost to-day; 
how that dream of his as the simple words of 
Paul—the word of the Spirit of God—haunts 
him now, and will haunt him for ever and for 
ever. 

Reader, a vivid imagination is one of God's 
gifts; it makes the poet, the orator, the novelist, 
but it is a gift which renders you intensely sus
ceptible of impression, and doubt not God will 
use it to reach the soul. His word has come to 
you, man of genius, woman of poetic fancy, 
with tenfold greater power than to those you 
call the " common herd " ; nevertheless, if, like 
Felix, you have only trembled and said, "Go thy 
way " and dreamt of " a convenient 
season " that may never come, be sure of this, 
your majyellous gifts wil} make for you but the 

Tbs itfil^nm'e l^xtx^xt 

OUSE O F THE J N T E I \ P I \ E 
B Y R O B E R T MI 

WE have spent a long time in the House of 
the Interpreter ! But not by any means 
too long. Month after month we have 

liogered here, and more than once, a month has 
passed that time might be given to think over 
all that has been said and written. I do not 
mean that this has been the writer's intention; 
for he has been simply rendered helpless by 
circumstances ; and thus he desires to apologise 
to the Editor of " Grace and Truth" and to its 
kind readers. But, as all things are in the hands 
of God, this has doubtless been His meaning in 
such pauses ; for, in these dayB of busy activity, 
it is well to sit down to listen, to think: yea, and 
over and over again to ponder the same truths. 
Without this, no Christian ever comes to much 
for God down here ; therefore it is that I hope 
our young friends do not consider the long time 
we have lingered in the Interpreter's House 
misspent. Now, however, we have come to the 
last bit of teaching at this stage of the Christian's 
life ; teaching needed that he may go forth to 
face the difficulties of the next stage fully 
equiped and duly warned. 

This life of ours is a school with its progressive 
"forms" from the time that the sinner firBt 
trusts Jesus, till he is raised in the likeness of 
the Christ in eternal glory. There will be sad 
loss if we shall pass from any form without 
having truly and practically learned what God 
intended. The last bit of teaching we had 
together to consider was by way of warning; 
the Holy Ghost having brought us face to face 
with a fellow Christian, suffering untold agonies, 

r 
Tbs Ifilgtim's Ifrograss a»d its Teachings • 
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hotter hell. And when the "common herd" 
are beaten with few stripes, you will for ever be 
learning in the lash of that brilliant imagination 
—the many stripes of rejected love. Perhaps, 
however, Bunyan meant to use the story of a 
literal dream. 

In all the long history of man, as related to us 
in the Word of God, dreams have had their part 
to play; and we have the Spirit's authority that, 
in the closing days of this dispensation, the 
elder men shall see visions, and the young men 
shall dream dreams. Thus we learn, that 
though many dreams may be vain and idle 
enough, coming of overfeeding and indigestion, 
others may come direct from God. 

Perhaps there are few Christians that have 
not, in their unconverted days, something like 
the dream here narrated, and the effect left on 
the mind has, in some such cases, resulted in true 
conversion : the dead rising, the angry judge, 
the mouth of Hell just at our feet, the bright 
saints gathered home, among them perhaps a 
loved mother, a darling wife, a lovely and much-
idolized child caught away, and WE OURSELVES 
left behind under tho dark frown and flashing 
eye of an angry judge. Separation for ever and 
for ever from all you love and esteem most, and 
would fain be with. Did you ever dream a 
dream like this ? I beseech you, do not in your 
waking moments despise and turn from it ; to 
you the Holy Ghost is in it. 

The dream here is not by any means meant to 
teach clearly the truth of God about " judg
ment to come," it is meant only to convey 
warning. Exception may bo taken that, so far 
as teaching is concerned, it is a mixture of truth 
and error—a jumble of truths that speaks of the 
judgment of Christendom before the millenium, 
and of the finally impenitent after it. Well, 
this is so, and Bunyan may have been ignor
ant of this or not; for, as we have already said, 
he is not here professing to give Holy Ghost 
teachings on dispensationai truths, but listening 
under the Holy Ghost's impression to the story 
of a dream sent by way of warning. Let us 
not forget that the Spirit of God works in many 
ways; and there be those who have clear 
enough intellectual perceptions of orthodox 
Scripture truths, who are far from knowing the 
Spirit's power as some are made to know and 
feel it who are comparatively ignorant of dis

pensationai truth. It becomes us all to aek, 
what has been the result in our souls, and 
practically in our lives, of the Holy Spirit's 
w arnings and teachings, especially now that, 
with Christian, we are about to leave the l i house 
of the Interpreter, what can we say to the 
Spirit's question, "Hast thou considered all 
these things? " That they have interested us 
I doubt not. We have hearkened and read and 
been more or less interested. Have we con
sidered ? Can we honestly answer, " Yes, and 
they have put me in hope and fear.'1 Hope to 
draw us onward, and fear to separate us and 
repell us from evil. 

Henceforth for a time the blessed Spirit may 
cease to give such abundant teaching. We 
leave the House of the Interpreter. It is God's 
way to test our reception of truth thus 
taught, and this will be the next part of the 
journey. But though, as the " Interpreter," 
the Spirit may not be specially with us, as the 
"Comforter" Ho will bo always. Hence the 
words, " Tho Comforter be always with thee, 
good Christian, to guide thee in the way that 
leads to the City "—to guide, to warn, to 
plead with, to exhort, to comfort—this is the 
Holy Spirit's continued and unwavering work. 
Let not this be forgotten. We are apt to over 
exalt His special teachings, and think over 
much of His special gifts; underrating the 
ordinary every day work, if I may so speak, of 
our Blessed Comforter. 

As Christian left this special teaching place, 
the first effect of all that he has learned is praise 
to God. He girds up his loins in preparedness 
for whatever may be before him, and goes 
forward with an outgush of praiseful song. 

May it be so with you and me, dear reader, 
to-day. 

1 » 1 

BELIEVERS are said to be co-heirs with Christ, 
co-sufferers with Christ, and to be co-glorified 
with Christ. TheBe aro the three glorious 
links in the one glorious chain of Christ, 
uniting the heirdom of heaven with the pains 
of earth, sanctifying the briny sorrow, the tears 
of life, with the glory of heaven. And the 
suffering and the glory, in their relation, are 
well linked together, inasmuch as the suffer
ings give the intense longing for the glory: 
tho issue, tho glory, becomes endeared by the 
Buffering. 
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J* ow S H A L L W E EDUCATE OUR CHILDREN ? 

PART I I . 

WE must recollect that our object is to 
connect in 1he children's minds the 
written and spoken word and the 

thing tpolun of; and though nnderEtanding 
what they read is not the first object, hut 
rather pronouncing correctly, yet we must 
not let them fall into the habit of reeding 
without thinking of the sense of what they read : 
this kind of reading is detected by its peculiar 
twang and meaningless accentuation. All chil
dren are apt to fall into it, especially EO, if given 
reading lessons which contain a large proportion 
of words of whose meaning they are ignorant, 
and I have more than once met with English 
girls who had learned to read French apparantly 
well, but a critical observer would soon discover 
that nothing was understood. But the art of 
reading includes more than reading, pronoun
cing correctly, and understanding what is read. 
Our pupil cannot read, properly speaking, unless 
ho understands the laws which, in the language 
he is learning, connect written with spoken 
language. These laws are generally called the 
art of spelling. Some may perhaps think that 
spelling has nothing to do with reading, that it 
is a separate, though sister, art. This is not a 
correct view. Spelling is a very important 
branch of learning to read, and those who 
cannot spell cannot in reality read. I have met 
with (so-called) educated young ladies who are 
unable to read a chapter in the Bible when 
many proper names occur, and who are quite ill 
at ease if, while reading any book aloud, they 
come to a proper name. "Wo may say, then, 
that reading includes three studies— 

First, Understanding written signs called 
words; 

Secondly, Being able to make other people 
understand them, which we call good reading 
aloud; and— 

Thirdly, Being able, in accordance with 
certain known laws, to express written signs, 
though never before seen in spoken words ; and 
also to express spoken words corrootly in written 
signs. 

Did it ever occur to you what a complicated 
process learning to read is ? It is no wonder 
that it is ono of the most difficult feats for an 
adult to accomplish. When we think what a 
largo proportion of the whole business of learn
ing to read is often got through before seven 
yearB old, we feel an increased respect for the 
powers of the infant mind. The first art, that 
of recognising at sight written signs and fitting 
them on to the idea they represent, is the most 
simple and natural process that goes on in the 
child's mind. Some people have seized on this 
fact, and taught children first to read little 

wTords which they could understand and could 
already say. The child taught on this system 
sees the words "cow," " dog," "pi t ," and says 
the word at once without spelling it. He leamB 
a large number of these little words, and many 
of thtm often serving to make up longer cnes, 
he is supposed to be helped in reading the 
longer words by the little ones. This system 
is based upon the principle that children more 
easily remember v^ords that they understand. 
If you give a child some such row of syllables as 
the following to read—cart, part, last, tart, hart, 
sart,—you will most likely find that the 
syllables which make words that he under
stands, he will remember best. By following 
this system, reading is made more interesting 
in its early stages, and no doubt the plan offers 
great advantages when combined with teaching 
of another kind. 

The fault in the system lies in its want of 
thoroughness ; the child who has learned to read 
in this way has most likely acquired a habit 
of guessing rather than reading, and you will 
find him reading hall for ball part for pert and 
so on. It may be said that this is the effect of 
carelessness; but carelessness in this matter 
is superficial observation. There is no objection 
to your telling the child at once that the letters 
placed before him spell " ball," but you must 
remember that when he knows that much, 
your work is only just begun. You must make 
sure that he has observed each letter that goes 
to make up the word "ball ," and for this end, 
no means is better than the spelling tablet. If 
your child can hold a pencil, teach him to make 
printed letters in imitation of those he sees in 
his spelling-books, and let him write in this 
way on his slate, so that reading and writing 
may be a help to each other. Keep your little 
pupil constantly busy, taking to pieces and 
putting together the word he learns. Reading, 
writing and spelling will thus keep pace together, 
and help each other on. Your child's progress 
in reading will be apparently slow, but it will be 
solid; and it is not very likely that, provided 
his health continue good, he will have to be put 
back to the beginning of his reading-book. He 
will also be able to spell as soon as he can read, 
and need not go through the drudgery of long 
spelling lessons after he has learned to read. 
If the child's health fail, you must be prepared 
for a corresponding flagging in his powers of 
learning; and sometimes a great grief, the loss 
of a loved nurse or relative, will so affect the 
child's memory that he will have actually to 
learn over again what he has known perfectly 
for months. 

(To be continued.) 
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Berlin.—We are still much encouraged with 
the progress of the Lord's work in Charlotten-
burg, where, since the opening of our tent on 
April 30th,. we have had several most blessed 
gospel meetings, with large attendance. God is 
manifestly at work by His Spirit among the 
people there, and in almost every service some 
oome forward who testify to what the Lord has 
done. There are here and there signs of 
awakening, for which we are truly thankful; and 
the children of God feel more and more drawn 
to one another than in former years. Notwith
standing reproach and warning, tbe Lord's work 
spreads and deepens in the hearts of believers, 
who become more filled with the knowledge of 
His will, and know in whom they have believed, 
and are persuaded that He is able to keep that 
which they have committed unto Him against 
that day. Sunday School work prospers, and 
some of the children have given themselves to 
the Lord.—JULIUS ROHRBACH. 

Malvalli, South. India.—I have been in 
several Brahmin houses lately; and in many of 
the houses I am visiting now, the people listen 
very readily to the gospel. But they do not seem 
to apply it to themselves, or to feel their need of 
salvation, and I suppose this desire and sense of 
need must come before they can truly begin to 
realize the grace of God. But there is no diffi
culty in getting them to acknowledge they are 
sinners, and have the wrath of a holy God on 
them; but the thought brings no sense of fear 
or responsibility. The other day, in a house, 
while I was trying to impress on some women 
the danger they were in if they died in their 
sins, one woman said to me earnestly, " Then 
what must we do ? " I was BO thankful to hear 
her ask, though I do not know how much she took 
in or will remember of the answer. In some of 
the villages round here it is most interesting 
work to go amongst the people. The other 
evening I went to one a good way aoross the 
country. It lay on the side of a rising ground, 
hid till we came up to it. I do not think many 
white people had been there before. I went 
especially to see a sick woman, and on taking off 
my shoes was allowed into the house. After 
seeing her, I spoke to the people a little while, 
and then went outside and a large crowd was 
waitiDg. They had brought several sick people 
for me to see, most of them being chronic cases 
or incurable. Again I had an opportunity to 
speak to them ; and then I wanted to go back, as 
it was getting dark, and I had a long way to go, 
but every little way we were stopped by friends 
begging for medicine for some sick one. It made 
me feel very Bad to think how little I could help 
them all. As we got to the end of the village, a 
woman came running from the Pariah Pettah, 
which is always outside, entreating me to come, 
and I had to go. She led me into her yard, and 
there, seated on the ground on a blanket, was a 

poor dying boy. His mother suddenly threw 
herself on the ground and took hold of my feet, 
crying and entreating me to heal him. By this 
time a good crowd had gathered round, and I had 
to get the neighbours to tell me what was the 
matter, as the mother would not be quiet. I had 
to tell them I could do nothing for him, and then 
spoke to them of a better and happier world than 
this, and told them of Jesus and His love. They 
all stood quite still and listened earnestly. I 
felt quite sorry to have to go; and yet there are 
hundreds of such villages all around us, and 
thousands of people hidden away in them who 
never hear the gospel.—FLORENCE P. BIRD. 

A Young- Brahmin Convert.—I am sure 
you will be glad to hear of Sambamurty's con
version and baptism. He undoubtedly is the 
fruit of sohool work, and many there are, I am 
sure, who are as convinced as he was that Jesus 
is the only Saviour ; but they have not courage 
equal to their convictions. This young man 
first heard the gospel in the school, and there 
learned the scriptures. He was one of a number 
of young lads who used to attend a Bible-class 
which the late Mrs. Beer had in her own room, 
and also one of those who, like Nicodemus of 
old, came to my class which I held every Satur
day evening. He now accompanies me to the 
villages, and in simplicity is able to tell what 
great things God has done for him. Though his 
confession of Christ has cut him off from all his 
kindred and friends, he hopes to be able to 
secure his little property, whioh will be a help 
towards his maintenance. In this, and in all 
his future course, may God help and prosper 
him to glorify Him who hath called him out of 
darkness into marvellous light.—DONALD MCLEAN. 

Near Amoy.—I do indeed praise God for 
sending me here. It is much better to learn 
Chinese right among the people. Mr. Hill and I 
have our lesson in the morning, and in the after
noon, if fine, go into some out of the way village 
and practice what we have learnt. I am daily 
proving the importance of the tones. The 
Chinese oannot possibly understand unless these 
are uttered correctly and distinctly; but they 
are very polite people, and will sit and listen if 
they do not understand. This often conveys a 
false ray of hope to the beginner, who imagines 
he is well understood. We often stand on the 
housetop and look at the many surrounding 
villages without a single witness for the L o r d -
crowds of men, women, and children who have 
never heard of the love of Christ. Our hearts 
grow sick while we gaze, and BO we descend to 
plead with the Lord, that He Himself would 
thrust out suitable men and women for these 
villages. We long to break the Bilence that has 
so long reigned. The Lord hasten the day when 
we shall master this diffioult tongue, and so 
spread fort^the Saviour's fame.—A- R. THQBURN, 
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&ad's &lati Tidings txf Salvatitm, 

" Oh father, father 1" was all she could say. 

ROUGHT p A C K . * 

How utterly unworthy one feels to do such work 
for Christ! When she was going—sinking fast, 
hut conscious—I knelt down, and, putting my 
mouth to her ear, I said, 'Ada, is Jesus with you 
now ? ' She did not answer, but her smile was 
quite enough. 

4i Oh, Grace, isn't it glorious that the very 
worst may come to Him ? I shall see her again, 
I feel sure. 

• A sinner made whiter than snow, 
She shall join in the mighty acclaim, 

* From Horner's Penny Stories for the People. "Runaway Bess," No. 54. 

" Infirmary, 
"—Jan., 18—. 

DEAREST GRACE,— 
M My girl of whom I told you 

—the music-hall singer, Ada Jeff
reys—is dead. I was on duty in 
No. 3 last night, and I did think 
it was good of the Lord to come 

for her then, for I had the privilege of being 
with her, and of seeing her calm, quiet trust. 

3p 
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And shont through the gates as she goes, 
Salvation to God and the Lamb 1 * 

But here I am, running on at such a rate, and 
have never yet told yon why I am writing! 

11 Her great friend, ' Bess ' by name, has just 
left me, and my heart is saddened as I write of 
her. She is a girl of about seventeen—ran away 
from home three or four months ago, and 
daren't go back. Mother dead, and afraid of 
her father. She lives in a garret in Mile 
End, and sings at a low music-hall, etc., etc., to 
pick up a living. It is a sad story, and I prom
ised Ada I would look after her. I feel sure 
your heart will go out to her, and you will help 
me in the case if you can. 

u So I shall bring her to Whitechapel Koad, 
to-morrow, Thursday, about 3.30 or 4 o'clock 
p.m. Farewell, dearest, I 'm very weary—was 
up all night, and not been to bed to-day for fear 
no one should be near to break the news to 
Bessie, and I 'm on duty to-night again. But 
His service is very sweet, and I 'm not at all 
tired of it, I can tell you. 

" Ever, dear Grace, 
" Your affectionate friend, 

" MURIEL LANGTON." 

"There," Baid the girl, as she passed her 
hand over her aching head and uttered a sigh 
of relief—"There's the first step to helping my 
little charge, and now to rest," and she laid her
self on her narrow bed and slept, dreaming of 
Ada and the land to which she had gone. 

Ay, weary girl-heart! thy toil is not in vain. 
Thy place awaits thee in that golden city—and 
many ransomed ones shall greet thee there— 
loving much, because " forgiven much ; " come 
out of great tribulation, washed, sanctified, glori
fied ! 

" Well, here's a case," said Grace Fisher, as 
she laid down Muriel's letter on the table. 
" Here's Murie wants me to help her with a 
girl, and there's an urgent need for imme
diately doing something, and yet I don't quite 
see what we can do ; do you, sister ? " 

The person thus addressed looked up from 
her needlework inquiringly. She was a woman 
of some forty-five years of age, with a motherly 
kind face and happy expression. 

" Hark to the child! Why how you do run 
on, honey, to be sure, and never tell a body what 
you want, to begin with 1 How can I tell if we 
can help till I know what's needed ? " 

"Well ," said Grace apologetically, " I know 
I should have explained. Here, you can read 
my friend's letter for yourself." 

Her companion took the letter and read it 
through slowly, and then removed her glasses 
to polish them, and wipe away the gathering 
tears. 

"Bless the child I " she said in a broken voice, 

looking up at the fair graceful figure at her side. 
" Why, if the place was never so full I'd make 
room for a case like that. Don't you trouble 
yourself, Miss Grace ; you meet the girl and 
talk to her, and Til find a corner for her, and 
take her in hand." 

" I fancy, sister," said the young girl playfully, 
" that she has already found a corner in your 
warm heart," and so saying she went out of the 
matron's cheery room into her little study, and, 
closing the door behind her, sat down at the 
writing table, which was strewn with books, 
papers and pens. One could see at a glance 
that a great deal of business was transacted 
here. 

She sat for a moment in stillness, gazing at 
the coloured motto before her,— 

" This man receiveth sinners, and eateth 
with them." 

" Whoso receiveth one such little one receiv
eth Me." 

Then she took her pen and wrote :— 

" Whitechapel Koad, 
"—Jan., 18—. 

" My dearest Muriel, 
" By all means bring your girl to us. 

Our good matron, Sister Martha, as we call her, 
has already taken her into her heart, and we 
will all do our best to help her. 

" The great thing will be, if possible, to get 
her to go home again, but this subject must not 
be forced. 

" Dearest, I can sympathise with you in your 
joy over your * lost sheep.' How blessed must 
be the holy, safe, calm of heaven, after such a 
weary, brier-torn, wilderness life. 

"And there is room, yet room, for many 
more—blessed be His name, ' Friend of sin
ners! ' 

" Bring your * Bess ' along. I will be in, and 
we will welcome her as from Him. Farewell, 
dear. 

" Ever your friend and co-worker together 
with Christ. 

" GRACE FISHER." 

Muriel received this note next morniug, when 
Bhe came out of No. 3 ward, feeliug stiff and 
weary, and it cheered her very much. 

After a long rest she started for Mile End, 
carrying a tidy hat and a warm Bhawl under 
her long blue uniform cloak. The day was cold, 
but fine over head, and the fresh air brought a 
Bhade of colour to her pale cheeks. 

She walked on through one street after 
another, thinking how little the scenes of suffer
ing and death within the great hospital walls 
seemed to matter to anyone ; how little these 
people around cared that another weary, sin-
stained, cruelly wronged, young life was at an 
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end—another blighted existence lived out. 
And yet—oh, how her heart rejoiced as she 
thought of the beggar who lay at the rich man's 
gate! Verily an angel eBcort had awaited this 
lost one too! And though no funeral wreath 
should to-rnorrow lie upon her pauper coffin, 
yet Muriel could firmly trust that a crown 
awaited her Ada in the "happy land"—one 
of those many crowns which Bhould be cast 
at His feet, Who had loved her and washed her 
from her sins in His own blood 1 

" Ah 1 Ada," she said to herself, as she wen
ded her way through the filthy thoroughfares, 
and gazed at the miserable, sinful faces around 
her, u better so than live to sin more deeply. 
And He cared for thee, if all the world was hard 
and cared not." 

At last she found the house she was seeking, 
and walked in through the wide-open door. 
The stairs were carpetless, dirty, and steep, and 
Muriel stumbled as she ascended them cauti
ously. At last a ray of light from a grimy, 
broken staircase window showed the door at the 
top described to her by Bess. She knocked and 
found the girl anxiously awaiting her. She had 
packed her little belongings, such as they were — 
her precious Testament, her pink tinsel-trimmed 
dress, and one or two little treasures of Ada's— 
into a bundle, and sat waiting for her new 
friend. 

Muriel seated herself on a rough wooden box, 
and waited till she could recover her breath; 
the stairs had been almost too much for her. 

44 Well, Bessie," she said at length, " I'm here 
at last. Now I want you to tell me, dear, how 
much rent you owe." 

" For three weeks," said the poor girl, begin
ning to cry. 

"Don't cry," said her friend. " Bessie, I 'm 
going to take you away from here altogether, so 
I must see the landlord and settle up with him." 

So Muriel went down on to the ground floor, 
saw the man who owned the house, and arranged 
with him to take the old table, boxes, and mat
tress from the garret against the debt, finding 
the small balance of the amount from her own 
pocket. 

u And I'm sure, ma'am," he said, taking the 
coin from her hand, 4i I 'm sure I 'ope as the gal 
may have found some friends. It 's a sorry case 
to be in, is that there, and Lunnon's a big place 
to be alone in." 

Muriel thanked him for his kind words, and 
would have liked to tell him of that Friend who 
wants to be with every one, so that even in 
mighty London they need not feel alone ; but 
at that moment Bess ran down the stairs from 
Mrs. Mason's room, where she had been saying 
good-bye, dressed in her tidy hat and shawl, 
and they started together for Whitechapel Koad, 

Muriel telling her companion more about Ada's 
illness and all about little Fritz, and the lessons 
she had learnt from him. 

Muriel and Grace, though very great friends, 
did not often meet. The work of each was so 
all-absorbing that they had little time to call 
their own, and Grace's fair cheeks flushed with 
pleasure as she greeted her friend. 

44 And this is Bess ?" she said kindly, holding 
out her hand. 

Bessie looked up, and seeing her face said, 
" Oh, nurse, it's our young lady ! Ada's and my 
young lady I " 

Of course, they were very much astonished at 
this exclamation, and then Bess explained her
self more fully. 

"And why didn't you come back to me 
sooner ? " asked Grace, looking lovingly on the 
Bad young face before her. " I would have been 
so glad to help you." 

" I did want to ; and then I put it off and put 
it off and—I was afraid you'd ^lake me go 
home, and I daren't, please, miss." 

44 I won't * make' you do anything, responded 
Grace. " Now say good-bye to Nurse Langton 
for the present, and come with me." 

Bessie obeyed, feeling very loth to leave her 
friend ; for was she not her only link with Ada, 
and with little Fritty, whom she had once 
learned to love ? 

But Muriel encouraged her with a bright 
smile, saying, " I am sure you'll be happy, Bess, 
if only you try to do right," and in two minutes 
more she was in the matron's parlour, under 
the care of good " Sister Martha." 

It would not be possible for us to follow the 
girl too minutely through all her new experiences 
—how the kind matron gave her warm, clean, 
tidy clothes, and dispensed with the pink mus
lin dress in a summary fashion ; how that even
ing Bess heard " their young lady " sing once 
more. " I have heard of a Saviour's l ove ; " 
and how her tears flowed as she heard the 
verse about the home in heaven, and thought of 
how Ada had gone there—her dear, dear Ada. 

41 Sister Martha " had a wonderful faculty for 
seeing just the very best thing to do in every 
case that came under her care, and as they sat 
over the office fire that winter night, when all 
their long day's work was over, she told Grace 
of her plan for Bess. 

44 You know, dear," she said, " I've been 
making up my mind as the lass had better be 
sent to the cottage home. Mrs. Davison, she'll 
take good care of her, and here she'd see too 
much of sorrow and wickedness, and a child like 
that wants to be in a different place to this. 
Besides, she'll be taught there to do a lot of 
little odd things that she don't know how to do 
in the house, and she'll get good food and fresh 
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air, and plenty of kindness, and what's more, 
plenty of hard work to occupy her mind. What 
say you, Miss Gracie ? " 

Grace thought it was an admirable plan. 
" Just like your dear, sensible old self, sister," 
she said, as she kissed her good night; " and 
I'll take her down there to-morrow myself." 

" Yes, and use your persuasive powers with 
her, and try to find out her other name, and 
where her father lives." 

Grace promised to do this, and retired to rest 
fall of thought of to-morrow, and the fresh start 
in life that it was to bring to her new charge. 

* * * * * 

The cottage home was about twenty-five miles 
from London, in a quiet village, and the little 
house faced a village green, where ducks and 
geese waddled about, and little children played 
happily. 

Within, the house was clean—oh, so clean 
after London dirt I—and the inmates were busy 
all day long in one way or another. 

Mrs. Davison was a real " mother " to the 
five girls under her care, and by her little Bess 
was received with open arms. 

The change from her lonely, exposed life in 
Mile End was very great, and the feeling of 
being once more in the country, and of breath
ing the fresh, pare air, was delightful. 

Grace lefc her in her new home, having got 
the information she wanted on a promise that, 
11 she would not make her go home again ! " 

Several weeks passed; uneventful, quiet, 
somewhat monotonons weeks they were, but 
they witnessed a great change in our little hero
ine. The womanly, tender influence of Mrs. 
Davison, the real home-life in the cottage, the 
daily routine of duties, and the earnest prayerful 
spirit pervading the place, took strong hold of 
her, and she gradually became more teachable, 
more anxious to please, and grew to understand 
in a measure how to begin to serve the Lord. 

It was not all smooth sailing even now. 
True, her little boat had been rescued from 
the imminent danger of shipwreck, and the 
storms no longer beat upon her unchecked, but 
there were still cross currents to steer against 
and adverse winds to brave nevertheless ! The 
girls wore not all easy to get on with, and the 
daily duties sometimes seem 3d a drag upon her 
after her wild, free life of the past few months. 
But Bess was learning to rely on a strong arm 
for help, and to trust in Him, even though 
things were against her. 

Grace came down for a week when she had 
been there rather more than two months, bring
ing Muriel, who was knocked up with her night 
duty, for rest and change. 

Bess was extremely proud to wait on the 

young ladies, and they were astonished how 
nicely she could do it. 

" And Bessie is really a good girl," said Mrs. 
Davison, as she stood at the little parlour door 
one night, when the girls were all in bed. 
11 She tries very hard to do right, and is much 
more settled than she was at the first. And 
more than that, Miss Fisher, I do believe that 
she has given her heart to God." 

Muriel looked up, the tears standing in her 
dark eyes. " Oh, how glad Ada would have 
been !" she said hoarsely, " wouldn't she, 
Grace ? " 

"Yes," said Grace reverently, "bu t Murie, 
she does know, and there is joy there—* joy in 
the presence of the angels of God over one sin
ner that repenteth. '" 

"There's just one thing," said Mrs Davison, 
" there's just one thing I should like to say be
fore you ladies go, and whilst I think of it. It 
does seem a pity the girl's father can't be told 
about her. She's terribly afraid to go home, I 
know ; but it seems to me, may be her father's 
breaking his heart over her "—and here a great 
sob shook her strong frame, " jus t like mine is, 
miss, over my lost boy—and yet he can't find 
her, and she daren't go home to him." 

"Yes, dear Mrs. Davison," said Grace softly, 
" I think I must try to find Mr. Gray and tell 
him; and, oh, do trust your boy afresh with 
God ! He will answer your prayers, I feel sure." 

" I believe it, Miss Grace," said the poor 
mother, as she wiped away her tears, and went 
to rest, to prepare for another day's toil amongst 
those who were lost and friendless too. 

Perhaps someone, somewhere, was caring for 
her boy ! At any rate, she would trust him again, 
though with breaking heart, in the hands of 
God, and believe that some day she would meet 
him again, if not on earth, then,— 

" Where the child shall meet its mother 
And the mother meet her child, 

Where the whole families Rhall gather, 
Whj were scattered on the wild." 

She would go on labouring to bring back the 
lost children of other mothers, trusting that that 
God, who " gathereth the outcasts," would not 
be unmindful of her importunate prayer 1 

One very bright sunny morning in April, 
Grace Fisher took the train from London Bridge 
and started on her long-planned journey to 
Iveston, in search of Bessie Grey's home. 

She had to change at a small junction, and 
altogether the journey took Boine hour and a 
half, and then she had a mile to walk along the 
country lanes. But somehow her heart felt very 
light, for had she not committed the whole case 
into the Lord's hands ? and she felt quite sure 
that He would go before her, preparing the 



BROUGHT BACK. 

father's heart to receive tidings of his wandering 
child. 

" Can yon tell me which is Mr. Grey's 
cottage ? " she asked of a bright dark-eyed little 
girl who was trotting along with a slate under 
her arm. 

" You mean father's, I s'pose," said the child, 
timidly looking up at her. " I ' m going home 
from school, and I'll show you," and she walked 
at Grace's side, wondering very much whatever 
the lady could want, at their house. 

" Here, Nellie," said she, lifting the latch and 
running in hastily, " here's a lady wanting 
father." 

Nellie came forward, evidently an older sister 
of Bessie's ; the likeness was so strong that 
Grace had no doubt that she had got to the right 
place. 

" Will your father be long, Miss Grey ? " she 
asked pleasantly, holding out her hand to the 
young woman. 

" No, I think not, ma'am," said Nellie res
pectfully; "come into the parlour, please, and 
sit down." 

Grace followed her, through the homely little 
kitchen where the dinner was being prepared, 
into a small, old-fashioned front room, with 
chintz-covered furniture and a large supply 
of ornaments under glass shades. Here Nellie 
left her, and Grace gazed round the little room, 
thinking lovingly of Bessie, and wondering how 
her father would take it all. 

On one side of the room hung highly-coloured 
largo-sized portraits of Mr. Grey and his wife, 
and on another was an engraving, representing 
the return of the Prodigal Son. It was a poor 
production, framed in a common gilt frame, but 
its very presence in the room gave her some 
insight into the feelings of the father's heart—at 
least, she thought so. 

At this moment the door opened, and a tall 
strongman in working clothes entered the room. 

Grace rose and said simply, " Mr. Grey, I 
have come to bring you some good news; can 
you guess what it is ? " 

He looked enquiringly at her, and asked 
eagerly, " Oh 1 our Bess? " 

" Yes," said the girl gently. " Yes ; I have 
come to tell you that Bessie is safe and well, 
and " It was too much for the strong man ; 
he had not wept when he had found his child 
had gone, but now he heard that Bhe was safe 
and well, and that his prayer for her was an
swered, he bowed his head on his hands and 
gave way. 

Grace stood by, much moved, yet rejoicing in 
his joys as he broke out, uOh, miss, it's too 
good to be true a'most; only I've prayed for it so 
much, so I oughtn't to say that, ought I ? But, 
oh, it was my own fault largely, for I was hard 

on the girl sometimes, and I went to the ' Red 
Lion ' often, and came home the worse for drink. 
But those days is all gone now, and praise the 
Lord I've been forgiven, and am striving to 
please Him. Oh, He is too good, to give me 
back my child." 

" She will return a sadder and a wiser girl," 
said Grace ; " she has suffered, Mr. Grey, very 
much." 

Then the eager father wanted to know when 
Bess would come home, but Grace explained 
the girl's fears, and said she thought Mr. Grey 
had better go to the cottage home for her him
self. 

11 That I will," said the honest labourer, wip
ing the tears of joy from his stained face. " Yes, 
miss, I'd go to Australy or Ameriky, or any
where, to-morrow"—Mr. Grey's geography was 
a little deficient—" if only I could seethe girl 
and bring her home." 

Then Grace sat at the humble cottage table 
and shared their midday meal, whilst Nellie and 
her father talked over what they would do to 
welcome the little wanderer home. 

'* And, Nell, my lass," said he kindly, " if 
Tom's agreeable you needn't to wait no longer 
than he likes, for when you're gone to a little 
home o' your own Bess '11 look after me and 
the children, I know." 

Ay, a real father's heart was John Grey's; a 
place, and a place of honour, too, was reserved 
from the erring, returning child. 

" The lass is real sorry," he said to Grace, as 
she took her leave, "and if I couldn't take her 

I back, same as God took me, I'd be a queer kind 
o' parent." 

Grace promised that she would be at Barfield, 
at the Home, on Monday, so as to be with Bes
sie when he should arrive. 

* * » * * 
Rat, tat, rat, tat! The little cottage door 

was opened by a girl in a striped calico dress 
and white apron. 

John Grey stood in the porch, tall, strong, 
and manly, and dressed in his Sunday suit. He 
asked, as Grace had directed him, for Miss 
Fisher, and was ushered into a bright sunny 
little room on one side of the door. Grace Bat 
in the window, the sun falling on her head and 
lighting up her fair hair, and at her knee, on a 
low wooden stool, sat a young girl with short, 
thick black locks, intently busy on her needle
work. She either did not notice the door's 
opening, or thought it was Mrs. Davison, or one 
of the girls, and she did not raise her eyes. 

Grace smiled but did not speak, and John 
simply said, in a low, loving tone, " Bess ! " 

The girl started up, and in an instant was 
clasped in her father's arms. 

I " Oh, father, father 1 " was all she could say, 
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and for very long the scene was one of tears of 
joy and very few words. Then Grace left them 
together, and Bess gradually told her father 
how sorry she was for her folly, and how she 
had suffered for it, and about Ada's death, and 
her life in the Home, and all. 

11 But, oh, Bess, my poor child ! " said John 
as he folded her in his strong arms, " I, too, 
was to blame, and your poor mother was dead, 

or it might never have happened. Bessie, lass, 
I've given my heart to the Lord since then, and, 
oh, how I've prayed for you, and that He would 
forgive me for my neglect of you." 

" And He has heard, father," she said, as she 
lay resting her head, for the first time since she 
was a little child, against his strong shoulder, 
" and has brought me back to you." 

JHE y H I T E 

0NE evening when on my way to speak at a 
Gospel Temperance Meeting in London, 
I was hurriedly passing along the Thames 

Embankment, and within a hundred yards of 
the Hall I noticed a fine prepossessing young 
woman in deep mourning standing in profound 
thought. Her attitude and manner arrested 
my attention; I hesitated a minute, and then 
felt prompted to speak, asking her to pardon 
my apparent rudeness in addressing her. I 
invited her to our meeting close by, saying no 
one should interfere to prevent her leaving at 
any time, and as a further inducement promised 
a cup of hot coffee and a bun. She indignantly 
resented my interruption of her reverie, and 
emphatically declined to come to the meeting. 
Here I may say that the lady with whom I had 
just taken tea, had presented me with a white 
rose. I had alwayB made it a rule not to wear 
a * button hole,' but my hostess was so persis
tent, and some power seemed to be compelling 
me to accept, that I yielded on this occasion 
(not knowing then that God's Holy Spirit was 
about to use that flower to bring a sinner to 
Christ. 0 the depth of the riches, both of the 
wisdom and knowledge of God, how unsearch
able are His judgments and His ways past find
ing out). So removing it from my coat, I 
turned and asked as a parting favour if she 
would accept it. Looking first at the rose, then 
at me, she finally grasp the beautiful flower, 
and as the gas-lamp shone on that sorrow-
stricken countenance, I noticed a falling tear. 
Giving her the name of the street where our 
Hall was situated, and saying good-bye, I left 
her, hoping she would yet alter her decision and 
come to the meeting. 

I had finished speaking, and another worker 
was following me, when I espied in a dark 
corner of the Hall my friend with whom I had 
spoken an hour before. On his concluding Bhe 
rose as though she had something to say, and 
yet was afraid ; presently, however, in clear and 
distinct, though tremulous tones, she told the 
meeting her sad story. " I was standing," she 
said, "on the Embankment, just deciding 
whether to go back into the haunts of vice and 

R O S E . 
immorality in which I have lived five years, 
in sin of the most wretched and degrading kind, 
or end all (which seemed by far the best,) by 
simply throwing myself over the Embankment 
into the surging waters of the Thames. I had all 
but decided to drown myself when that gentle
man spoke to me and aroused me from my 
hellish thoughts. After again and again pressing 
me to accompany him to this meeting, and I 
insultingly refused, he asked my acceptance of 
this beautiful white rose, the same pure white 
flower my widowed mother gave me five years 
ago in our quiet country village, in the north of 
England, far from this awfully sinful city— 
her favourite floiver, cut from a much cher
ished tree—at the same time remarking, 
1 Ellen, my dear girl, you are leaving your 
poor lone mother, much against her wish, to 
roam, I very much fear, into sin ; and when you 
are far away from her, and you ever see a white 
rose, always remember your mother's parting 
gift to you will be followed by fervent prayer 
for the return of her sinful child. Day nor 
night shall I ever cease to pray that God may 
bring you home again a saved child.' I have 
often thought of my mother and her words, and 
have had to stifle conscience many times, and 
while contemplating that awful step to-night, I 
thought of her, and I pray to God to forgive me 
the sorrow this night's act would have caused 
her. This pure sweet rose brought me to my 
senses. I gazed at it, kissed it, moaned over 
it, felt powerless to resist coming to this meet
ing, and I've been listening to the invitations to 
'Come to Jesus,' and I feel I dare not go from 
here without salvation ; if Christ will only ex
tend His mercy to one so deep in sin and im
morality as I am." 

We stopped our meeting and began to speak 
to her on John iii. 10, " God so loved the world, 
that He gave His only begotten Son, that who
soever believeth in Him shall not perish, but 
have everlasting life." To this she listened 
eagerly, then burst into tears and fell upon her 
knees, imploring in deep anguish the Lord to 
save her soul. We joined in prayer, then leav
ing her with God, with whom she was pleading 
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for forgiveness. Her state at times waB alarm
ing, but presently she became more calm and 
subdued, and then quietly rising she exclaimed, 
" Oh, mother, your long-lost child will return 
to you saved by believing in the merits of a 
crucified Saviour." 

After giving thanks to God for answering 
prayer, we sheltered her for the night, and on 
the morrow communicated with her mother, 
who was overcome with joy and thankfulness at 
the glad news. We sought and obtained for 
her a situation among Christians, where she is 
to-day, happy in Christ, and living a consistent 
life, and seeking to lead others to the same 
precious Saviour; and she will always remember 
and thank God for the gift of the White Eose. 

" How good is the God we adore I 
Our faithful, unchangeable Friend : 

Whose love is aa great as His power, 
And knows neither measure nor end." 

This may be read by one who has never be
come so great a sinner as the subject of this little 
story, but who nevertheless is guilty before God, 
for " ALL have sinned," and *' except ye repent, 
ye shall all likewise perish" are the words of 
Christ; but our God who is rich in mercy and 

abundantly able to save, has promised a Way 
of Escape, not willing that any should perish. 
The Lord of heaven and earth gave His only 
begotten Son—He who is so dear to us, but 
infinitely more dear to the Father, yet He 
withheld Him not, but gave Him up, that who
soever (great or little sinner), believeth in Him 
may not perish, but have everlasting life. 

"EVERLASTING L I F E . " 

Oh, what a gift! everlasting joy ! everlasting 
glory I everlasting happiness! in the presence 
of Jehovah (Father, Son, and Spirit). Eye 
hath not seen, nor ear heard, neither have 
entered into the heart of man, the things which 
God hath prepared for them that love Him, 
but God hath revealed them unto us by His 
Spirit. 

Smner I are you willing to forego ALL this 
and far more, and for WHAT ? Will you allow 
the paltry, perishing, fleeting pleasures of this 
little life to rob you FOR EVER of that eternal 
weight of glory laid up for all those whose sins 
are washed away in Jesus' precious blood, and 
are writing for that glad summons : " Come up 
higher, enter thou into the joy of thy Lord"? 

practical Truths te ^tmu# Islmrsrs* 

O N o u r \ 

IT is evident that the limits of this short paper 
will only enable us to consider this vast sub
ject in the briefest possible manner. The 

Christian is in the world, but not of it. He is 
surrounded with those who know not God, and 
it is a most important thing for him to know 
how to conduct himself in relation with worldly 
people, but publicly and privately, in social life, 
business life, and religious life. Before, how
ever, speaking briefly on this, we will just take 
up very shortly a few examples of relationship 
with the world, and its effects as seen in Scrip
ture. 

WORLDLY MARRIAGES. 

In 1 Kings xi. 1-8 we find the sad result in 
Solomon's case of marrying strange wives, idol
atrous women. No doubt, as many a child of 
God since, he trusted in his wise heart, in the 
Bplendid temple he had built, in his own long 
religious life, to lead him aright, but instead of 
that they led him astray. And so it is in nine 
cases out of ten. A Christian marries a worldly 
girl, an idolater ; that is, one who has her heart 
set on earthly things called idols (1 John v.). 
He hopes, no doubt, to set her straight, but hav-
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ing committed a sin by marrying her, he is soon 
led by her into another ; for not only has he all 
her influence to lead him wrong, but that of his 
own deceitful heart as well. I t is, indeed, la
mentable to think how many ships, starting on 
their heavenward voyage, have been shipwrecked 
on the quicksands of this life, through sailing in 
company with an enemy's vessel. For, hard as ti 
is to believe, the young and attractive are equally 
Satan's slaves with the grey headed sinner. 
Beware of worldly marriages, which are con
demned and forbidden by God (2 Cor. vi.); per
haps few sins so surely meet with heavy chastise
ment, too often life long. Most earnestly, then, 
would we warn young believers of this most 
fatal of all worldly alliances. Other false steps 
can be retraced at will, this NEVER. It may be 
these lines are read by some one whose affections 
are already engaged by some worldly person. 
We would warn you against such a marriage at 
your peril. Better far to have a broken heart 
for God's glory, and one that He can heal, than 
to have a heart broken later on, as you surely 
will, through seeing with your eyes open, and dis
covering when TOO LATE, the fearful error jox\ 
have committed, 
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WORLD-BORDERING. 
In Jehoshaphat we find another case of 

worldly alliance ; this was in joining to fight a 
common enemy (2 Chron. xvii.)—no great sin 
apparently. The king of Syria was a foe to both 
of them, and the victory of one would help the 
other. Nevertheless, what saith the Lord? 
44 Shouldest thou help the ungodly, and love 
them that hate the Lord ? Therefore is wrath 
upon thee from before the Lord." Has this no 
voice to those Christians who, like Jehoshaphat, 
would join the world to fight some common 
enemy ? There are common enemies : drink, 
vice, poverty, disease, are such to a great extent. 
It will, then, be seen at once that this one exam
ple strikes a fatal blow at all alliances of a social 
nature between believer and unbeliever. In this 
it is evident the Christian is not to join in 
improving or bettering the world. He must 
walk in his way and the world in theirs. In
deed, if the Christian is true, they cannot work 
together, for the ultimate end of the one is the 
advancement of the world, and the good of man
kind, that of the latter the glory of Christ. In 
a place therefore, where He is despised and still 
rejected by the world at large, it is evident that I 
there cannot be much harmony in common pur- I 
suits. (See on this an important tract called 
"Jehoshaphat, a Word on World-Bordering," 
by C. H. M., Morrish, Paternoster Square). , 

In Jehoram we get another instance of the 
evils of a worldly match. (2 Chron. xxi. 6.) Many | 
as are the instances of the unbeliever leading 
the Christian astray, we do not remember 
a single case where in such a marriage the 
Christian brought the unbeliever right. In this 
case the evil is worse still, for not only is the 
husband led wrong, but the child also is led 
astray (xxii. 3) by the evil counsels of his 
mother. This, too, will often be found to be 
the case, especially when the mother is the 
unbeliever ; and thus the result of one false step 
may descend to generations. 

Again, in Ezra ix., do we get fatal instances 
of these unholy alliances. But surely we have 
had enough to show us what are almost invar
iably the results of thus dishonouring God. 

WORSHIPPERS MUST BE CHRISTIANS. 

In Ezek. xliv. 7, we come to another class of 
worldly fellowship, and that is in religion. One 
of the crying sins of Israel of old was that they 
brought in unbelievers to the temple worship, and 
the prophet is bid to " mark well the entering in 
of the house, with every going forth of the sanc
t u a r y ; " and further, " N o stranger uncircum-
cised in heart, nor uncircumcised in flesh, shall 
enter into my sanctuary, of any stranger that is 
among the children of Israel." Our sanctuary, 
we know, can only be entered by believers (Heb. 
xf) in reality ; but surely this plainly shows that 

in outward worship we cannot place believers 
and unbelievers together before God. It is not 
for us, of course, to try the hearts, and a hypo
crite may creep in anywhere ; but surely divine 
worship ought to be confined to the children of 
God. Indeed, none else can worship, and it is 
an awful mockery to see those who have no pre
tensions to be saved (not even the lip profession), 
joining with God's people in singing His praises. 
This is strangely like this very sin of Israel of 
old. We do not now speak of preaching the 
gospel. At all such services unbelievers have 
their right place ; but these are surely perfectly 
distinct from the worship of believers, spiritually 
within the veil. In religion, therefore, we can
not place believers and unbelievers on a com
mon footing. 

Neither can we seek the aid or help of the world 
(pecuniary or otherwise) in the Lord's work. 

Nehemiah avoided the danger of worldly help 
in Neh. vi., and one reason why he was BO bleB-
sed was because he was so separate to God. 
The people of Israel, too, at this time entered 
into a curse and an oath, not to marry unbeliev
ers (x. 29). Would that every one " having un
derstanding" (ver. 28), followed (without legal
ity) the same course ! Separation from worldly 
company is the result of having the Word as the 
enjoyed portion of the heart (Jer. xv. 16, 17). 
The joy of the world and delight in the Word 
cannot go together. " Thy words were found, 
and I did eat them ; and Thy words was unto me 
the joy and rejoicing of mine hear t : for I am 
called by Thy name, 0 Lord God of Hosts. I 
sat in the assembly of the wicked, nor rejoiced." 
We have now seen enough to show UB, without 
quoting the many precepts in the Word on the 
subject, that worldly marriages are in every way 
to be condemned and avoided, that all philan
thropic and social worldly alliances are expressly 
condemned, however good their object (of course 
it is understood that only real alliances are 
here spoken of, i.e., believers and unbelievers 
publicly banded together). We have also seen 
that no religious mixture is to be tolerated either 
in worship or Bervice (such as giving money, &c, 
&c): God's people must bo separate. The path 
is a narrow one still, and not less so because we 
live in Christendom, Indeed, now one needs to 
be closely walking with God to learn how to 
keep one's feet separate from all such evil al
liances, and have one's heart wide enough for all 
right sympathies and feelings. May the Lord 
enable each of us who desires to be true to Him, 
to discern the path of wisdom through this world, 
so as to be kept from all " unequal yokes," 
learning at the same time to bear more of the 
44 equal yoke " of Matt. xi. " Take my yoke 
upon you and learn of me, for I am meek and 
lowly in heart, and ye shall find rest unto your 

I souls." 
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B E E S A N D T H E I R -HABITS. 

NO wild bees are to be found in England. When 
they swarm they are carefully watched to 
secure them, and if a new swarm should 

perchance make its escape, it is so valuable as 
speedially to be captured by some one. Once it 
was not so. England was a vast forest; the 
wolf, the bear, and the wild bull abounded, and 
bees were so numerous that it was known abroad 
as the Island of Honey; and, as a Eoman poet 
expressed it, the very oaks dripped with honey: 
nor need we be surprised at this. I have known 
in the vast forest of America whole companies 
sally forth with waggons and oxen, and after a 
few days' hunt, return with their waggons liter
ally loaded with honeycomb. They find im
mense hives or nests containing hundreds of 
pounds of cornb and honey. 

I need not tell you that honey bees live in 
swarms, and not like some insects, separated one 
from another. There are three kinds in every 
swarm or company :—the male or drone; the 
neuter, or workers; and the female or Queen. 
These are as different in their shape as is the 
work they have to perform. The drone is much 
larger than the others, and distinguished by its 
breadth, its large eyes, and its much larger wings, 
and is of a pale brown colour. The neutar, or 
worker, is of a dark brown colour, nearly black. 
In a well-stocked hive the number of drones is 
from six or seven hundred, to two thousand. 
The number of workers will amount to 15,000 
or 20,000. Their occupation is to collect honey, 
pollen or bee bread, and a substance called pro
polis and wax, with which to construct their 
cells, and attend upon their young. The con
struction of the bee, as indeed of every kind of 
insect, displays an exquisite fineness of mechan
ism that makes the most delicate workmanship 
that man can construct appear coarse and rough 
in the extreme. For example, if you look 
at what is called the proboscis— a kind of trunk 
with which it collects and then deposits honey 
into the mouth—through a microscope, you will 
find it composed of five distinct parts ; a central 
part or the tongue, with which it laps up the 
honey, and four kinds of stalks, two on each 
side, one of which is a feeler, and the other the 
lower jaw. But the hind legs of the working bee 
are a perfect masterpiece of mechanism. It is 
at one and the same time, a basket, a brush, and 
a pair of pincers. The brush is composed of ex
tremely fine hairs arranged in well-proportioned 
rows : with this brush of fairy delicacy the bee 
continually brushes her velvet robe to remove 
the pollen dust with which it becomes loaded 

whilst she is rifling the flowers and sucking up 
the nectar. Another part of the leg is hollow 
like a spoon, and receives all the gleanings which 
the bee carries to the hive, and thus becomes a 
basket for provisions. In addition to this, the 
bee has the power of opening one part of the leg 
upon the other part, the two pieces thus becom
ing a perfect pair of pincers by which it performs 
important Eervice in the construction of the 
combs. When the bee is loading her basket she 
first kneads the little pellet till it becomes some
what dry and less adhesive, as otherwise it would 
stick to her limbs, and then passing it into the 
cavity of the basket gives it two or three pats to 
make it adhere. All this beautiful arrangement 
is found only in the workers, and is looked for 
in vain in one of the drone bees. 

Besides the males and the workers there is the 
Queen bee, which is the most striking feature in 
the whole hive. Strictly speaking, the workers 
or neuters are female bees, but owing to the pe
culiar way in which they are brought up when 
first they break through their little eggs, none of 
them are capable of producing other eggs. All 
the eggs in one hive are produced by the one 
Queen, and there is never but one allowed in the 
same hive, and she is treated with every atten
tion by the whole colony of bees. But if acci
dent carries off the Queen they miraculously 
know how to create for themselves another. 
When the females first break through their little 
eggs, and while in the caterpillar state, they are 
so scantily supplied with food that they never 
become perfect female bees, but the moment 
the Queen dies the nurses construct a vast royal 
cell, forty or fifty times as large as the others. 
Then they bear away a simple workwoman 
from her narrow cell, and placing her in this 
palace, they load her with the most agreeable 
and sweetest-sceuted bees' bread, under the in
fluence of which she immediately begins to grow 
and soon becomes a perfect Queen bee, and 
receives the homage and obedience of the hive. 

It would fill a big book to tell you all about 
the way in which the bee builds its wonderful 
hive ; how it sallies forth for miles round to find 
honey and honey-bread, and the material with 
which it makes its comb ; how it makes beauti
ful little cells, joins them one to another, fills 
them with honey, then seals them up for winter 
food: how the Queen lays vast quantities of 
eggs in a great number of cells made on purpose 
for her ; how the nurses take care of these eggs, 
as soon as they are hatched feeding the female 
bees differently from what they do the males, 
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by which they become what are called the 
neuters or workers ; how wonderfully the whole 
company is organized, so as to divide the 
labour, and all attending to their own duties in 
the most perfect manner; in what a remarkable 
way they keep clean and ventilate and defend 
their hives ; then, again, if their hive is at
tached by another swarm of bees, how wonder
fully they put themselves in battle array, march 
forth under their leaders, and with what fury 
they set upon their assailants. Then, again, 
it would be most interesting to tell you all 
about the way they swarm; how, at a certain 
time, a great number will surround a new 
Queen, become exceedingly restless, and at a 
given moment how the new Queen gives a 
signal, sallies forth, and is instantly followed by 
all that intend to leave; how they follow her 
wherever she goes, and when she alights how 
they all cluster around her, hanging one upon 
another in such a great cluster that you would 
think all the inside ones would be smothered 
and die, and how in this state they are easily 
taken, when, being placed in a new hive, they 
immediately begin to work and form a colony 
for themselves. But all this I can only name 
to you with the hope that many will be led to 
learn much more about these wonderful little 
creatures. By way of exciting your curiosity 
let me tell you the remarkable intelligence they 
display in dealing with enemies that intrude 
into their hives. If it be an enemy little to be 
dreaded, the first sentinels pierce it with their 
stings, and in the twinkling of an eye eject the 
corpse from the common dwelling. But if it be 
a strong and heavy slug, a general agitation 
siezes the workers, each one getB ready his 

weapon, whirls round the invader, and pierces 
it with his dart. Wounded on all sides, and 
poisoned by the venom from their stings, the 
invader dies in violent contortions. But what 
is to be done with such a weighty foe ? The 
little feet of all the tribe could not suffice to stir 
the corpse, and the door of the hive would be 
too narrow to allow it to pass. Its putrid ex
halations would, however, soon infect the 
colony and develop the germ of some malady. 
How are they to escape from this dilemma ? 
The republic take council and come suddenly 
to just such a resolution as they would have 
done if they had thoroughly known one of the 
arts of ancient Egypt. The bees set to work to 
embalm the dead animal. For this purpose 
the workers scatter themselves over the country 
in order to gather the resinous matter which 
clings to the buds, with which they closely 
envelope the dead body and deposit all round it 
a thick solid layer, which preserves it from 
putrifactipn. But if the invader, instead of being 
a soft slug, vulnerable on all sides, should be a 
mailed shell-snail, he is attacked in a totally 
different manner. As soon as the swarm 
begins to attack it, the snail entrenches itself 
within its shell and is proof against all their 
stings. The bees at once set to work and 
deposit around the shell a solid frame of resinous 
matter which glues it firmly to the hive, and 
thus the intruder is doomed to die in his 
lair. 

Wonderful indeed are the works of God, and 
not the least wonder is this, that the more 
minute are His creatures, the more wonderful 
and exquisite are all their parts, and the more 
interesting their ways. 

L i i i . 20. 
Moreover, Angela was a slave, and worked 

hard all day for her master, and when she had 
a little leisure time, which seemed a " conveni
ent season " (Acts xxiv. 25) to set in order her 
piece of ground, she never worked long 'ere her 
master would walk through (1 Pet. v. 8), and 
tauntingly point out to the weary maiden how 
vain were her efforts, how hopelessly over
grown with weeds, and how hard and how stony 
was the ground 1 One would almost wonder 
how it came to pass that Angela had any desire 
to cultivate such wilderness waste. The secret 
of it was that not very far away, surrounded by 
lofty trees, was a beauteous garden, well 
watered, and diligently cared for. (Ps. i. 3.) 
The protecting trees cast their leafy limbs like 

T H E G A R D E N AI 

AN ALL] 
Eevelation 

TTNGELA was only a poor maiden, she had 
r j [ nothmg of her own save a small piece of 

/ waste ground. (I Tim. vi. 7.) She 
would have liked to make her piece of ground 
into a garden, but the soil was so bad that she 
was never able to do so. (Rom. vii. 18.) Some
times she worked hard in it, and sowed seeds, 
and planted shrubs, but the seeds would not 
come up, nor did the plantB live for long. (Job 
xiv. 4.) The only things that flourished were 
rank, noxious weeds, and some of these had 
such far-spreading roots that Angela's weak 
hands were not able to pull them up, and there
fore they checked the progress of everything 
pleasant and useful which she sometimes 
wished would grow. 

T H E G A R D E N AND ITS O W N E I \ , 

AN ALLEGORY. 

* This beautiful and instructive Allegory can be had aa a booklet, from E. PATTENDBN, bookseller, Queen's Road, 
Hastings, Price Id, 
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loving amiR around it (Deut. xxxiii. 12), and 
through these spreading branches Angela some- I 
times caught glimpses of its wondrous beauty 
and fruitfulness. What radiant wealth of colour 
was there ! But the oriental fragrance from 
that garden told Angela far more of its loveli
ness than did her occasional glimpses of it. 
What odorous scent of myrrh and frankincense 
and sweet spices the winds wafted hither and 
thither ! (Sol. iv. 13, 14 ; Sol. vii. 13.) What 
a refreshing smell from its orchard laden with 
ripe fruit, which grew so luxuriantly that here 
and there appeared the rich clusters over the 
wall that enclosed that fair garden. (Gen. xlix. 
22.) 

How Angela longed and sighed for a garden 
such as thiB. It was also whispered among the 
neighbours that the soil of it had at one time 
been as poor and barren as was Angela's (Prov. 
xxvii. 10 ; Eom. iii. 23) ; and further, that the 
maiden who had owned this piece of ground in 
its former bad condition had done nothing to 
improve it herself, but had one day invited a 
Friend to come in and undertake the labour of 
cultivating it. I t was even said that this 
Friend still did everything that was needed to 
be done in the garden, and to Him was due all 
the praise of its rare loveliness. (Gal. ii. 20 ; 
Ps. cxv. 1.) Angela, however, counted the 
neighbour's words to be but idle tales. (Luke 
xxiv. 11.) 

One day Angela was standing alone, and 
gazing with admiration at the fair garden, and 
murmuring half aloud, " Oh, that it were 
mine I " when she heard some One near calling 
in gentle tones : " Angela ! " (John xx. 16.) 
She turned herself quickly and saw One looking 
at her garden ground with eyes of tender com
passion. He was a Stranger to her, and His 
form was u altogether lovely." (Sol. v. 16.) 
Angela noted His kingly bearing, and hastening 
to make obeisance to Him, she timidly said: 
11 Who art Thou, my Lord ? " (Acts ix. 5 ; 
Luke ix. 58.) He answered her: " I seek a 
home ; give Me thy piece of ground that I may 
dwell in i t ! " (Prov. xxiii. 26; Kev. Hi. 20.) 
But Angela answered : " Nay, my Lord, I can
not make a fit abode for such as Thou (Luke 
vii. G), and even were it possible to clear away 
these thorns and briars, and make Thee an 
habitation, yet Thou couldst not come in, for I 
am only a slave maiden, and my master wills it 
not that I should entertain a Friend." But the 
Altogether Lovely One raised His hands, and 
the maiden saw that they had been pierced, and 
He pointed to His feet, and they likewise had 
been pierced, and Angela also saw a wound in 
His side. (Pa. xxii. 16; John xx. 27.) Then 
Bhe wept, and cried : " What are these wounds ?" 
(Zee. xiii. 0.) And the Wounded One said : " I 

fought with thy master and overcame him on 
the Hill called Calvary, and in the conflict I 
was wounded thus sorely. (Isa. liii. 5.) I did 
it for thy sake, for I loved thee, and would come 
in and abide with thee (Luke xix. 5), and I can 
make they wilderness to blossom as the rose. 
(Is. xxxv. 1.) I am an Almighty One, and i I 
will plant in thy desert the cedar, the shittali 
tree, and the myrtle, and the oil tree. I will 
set in it the fir tree, and the pine, and the box 
together.' This 4 solitary place shall be glad for 
them ! ' " (Is. xli. 19.) Then the maiden wept 
again, and believed not His words for the joy 
they gave her (Luke xxiv. 41), and the Alto
gether Lovely One waited still outside her gate, 
and then Angela said: " Alas, my Lord, such 
blessedness is not for such as I. Dost thou not 
know that I am miserable and poor, and have 
nothing to pay Thee ? " (Rev. iii. 17; Luke 
vii. 42.) 

Then He said to her: " I know thee and thy 
sorrows, and ' am come to deliver thee.' (Ex. 
iii. 7, 8.) Thou mayst have the fruit of my 
labours and pains 4 without money and without 
price.' " (Is. Iv. 1.) 

And when Angela heard the " gracious words 
that proceeded out of His mouth " (Luke iv. 22), 
she fell on her face and bowed herself to the 
ground, and said unto Him, " Why have I 
found grace in Thine eyes . . . seeing I 
am a stranger to Thee ? " (Ruth ii. 10.) 

Then she thought no more on her waste 
places for her eyes were filled with the surpass
ing loveliness of this Blessed One, and He had 
answered all her objections, and she rose up and 
hastened to unbar her gate and let Him in 1 (1 
Kings x. 3.) 

As soon as the Blessed one had come into her 
garden, Angela rejoiced greatly, and she said: 
u 4 My heart rejoiceth ' (1 Sam. ii. 1), for I am 
* poor and needy ' (Psalm xl. 17), yet Thou dost 
think upon me, and ' Thou hast spoken friendly' 
unto me and comforted me, yea, ' Thou hast 
made me full of joy with Thy countenance.'" 
(Ruth ii. 13; Acts ii. 28.) 

And He answered her: " When I passed by 
thy piece of ground and marked its sad con
dition, 4 thy time was the time of love.' (Ezek. 
xvi. 8.) And many times would I have entered 
in, but thy gate was fast closed." 

Then the maiden sighed, and said: " I knew 
it not, neither did I see Thee, my Lord." (Hos. 
iv. 6; 2 Cor. iv. 4.) 

And while she " communed thus with Him of 
all that was in her heart" (1 King x. 2), the 
maiden walked through her wilderness ground, 
u leaning upon the arm of her Beloved." (Soli 
viii. 5.) And when she grew weary He shielded 
her from the fierce rays of the sun (Matt. xi. 28). 
and she "sat down under His shadow with 
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great delight," and her Beloved placed His 
arms around her, and she lay in His embrace. 
(Ps. cxxi. 6 ; Sol. ii. 3 ; Sol. ii. 6.) 

After a while, when Angela had thus rested, 
the Blessed One said to her : " ' What wilt thou 
that I should do for thee ? ' Ask of Me, ' and 
whatsoever thou asketh I will do it for thee.' " 
(Matt. xx. 32.) 

And the maiden, still leaning upon His 
bosom (John xiii. 23), told Him how barren 
was her garden, and how she longed that it 
should bring forth sweet flowers and fruits in
stead of the thorns and briars and weeds with 
which it was over-run. And she told Him also 
that she feared that to cultivate such poor soil 
as hers was a task well nigh impossible ; but He 
gently bade her not to fear nor to doubt Him, 
for, said He, " I am able to do exceeding abund
antly above all that you ask or think." (Eph. 
iii. 20.) 

And He told her that her garden was very 
precious in His sight, and " tha t He cared so 
much for it that His eyes should be upon it 
always, from the beginning of the year even 
unto the end." (Deut. xi. 12.) And the maiden 
found that His words were true, for day by day, 
and hour by hour, He dug, and weeded, and 
watered it, and sowed in it all manner of pre
cious seeds. (Is. xxvii. 3.) And one of the 
plants which the Blessed One put into Angela's 
ground struck its roots far down into the earth, 
and blossomed every day. (Gal. v. 22.) Its 
name was Joy, and when Angela saw it, she 
said to H i m : 

" Joy is a plant which would not grow 
In this poor barren soil ; 

All I could boast till Thee I knew 
Was vanity and toil." 

Not far from Joy the Peace Plant spread her 
fair green leaves towards the light, and the 
pure pale flowers covered every delicate spray. 
(Eph. ii. 14.) The maiden loved to gaze at its 
perfect blossoms, and would stay near it to 
enjoy its sweet perfume. 

There was one little tree in her garden which 
the Master valued highly. It was a mere shoot 
as jet , and He watered it constantly, but, 
Btrange to say, it did not progress as He wished 
it might. If one day it appeared to be 
green and flourishing, the next morning when 
He visited it He would perhaps find that Borne 
contrary wind had blighted its leaves, and it 
would look drooping and half dead, instead of 
extending its leafy arms upwards to the blue 
heavens beyond. (Sol. vi. 11.) The name of 
this little tree was Desire (Ps. xxvii. 4), and 
jiear it the Master planted Forgetfulness. (Phil. 
iii. 13.) This latter plant loved the shady 
corner, where He had placed it. (Ps. xlv. 10.) 
Angela had thought it bore a strange name, but 

since her Beloved desired its presence in her 
garden she made room for it, and she soon 
found that its leaves possessed healing virtues 
when applied to wounds of long standing, and 
was valuable also for other purposes. The blue 
Forget-Me-Not formed a strong contrast to it as 
they cast their azure sprays across the path 
where the Master's pierced feet trod, as though 
to lovingly greet His coming steps. 

Now this Blessed One had made a wall round 
the maiden's garden (Zech. ii. 5; Isa. v. 2 ; 
Sol. iv. 12), so that no lion or other ravenous 
beast might pass through to spoil it, and He 
had barred her gate so that none might enter 
in, save himself. (Job xxviii. 8; Isa. xxxv. 8, 9 ; 
Isa. xliv. 2, 3.) And when the neighbours 
passed by that way they were much astonished 
at the change which had been wrought, and 
said : " This land which was desolate has been 
tilled ; it has become like the garden of Eden. 
This waste ruined place has been fenced and 
planted! " 

But it was not always (Ezk. xxxvi. 34, 35) 
sunshine in Angela's garden. There was often 
cause for sore doubts and fears, for though her 
old Master had been conquered by her Beloved, 
yet he was not slain in the dread fight which 
had taken place. And oft times he would vex 
and frighten the poor maiden by seeking to mar 
and destroy the work of the Blessed One in her 
piece of ground. (1 Pet. v. 8.) For he bore the 
deadliest hatred to that Mighty One who was 
now Angela's " Lord and Master" (John xiii. 
13), and knowing that the maiden was for ever 
freed from his cruel bondage (John x. 28), he 
yet sought to trouble her in any way that he 
might devise. Many tears would Angela shed 
in the quiet hours of the night as she remem
bered how much damage her enemy sought day 
by day to do to her flowers. 

One day her Lord found her weeping over the 
shattered petals of the beautiful plant which 
had hitherto blossomed so luxuriantly. And so 
intently was she gazing at it that she knew not 
that her Lord was near her until she heard the 
loving tones of His voice calling her to look up 
and greet Him. Then she turned to Him and 
told Him that some one had spoilt her plant in 
the night. u See, my Lord," cried she, " it is 
Joy, my best plant, not a blossom remains to 
me." Then He bade her observe that the root 
was uninjured, and so firmly imbedded in the 
soil with its many fibrous shoots that none 
could take it away. (John xvi. 22.) 

And He asked who had done the mischief to 
His pleasant plant, and she replied : " Doubtlesa 
my enemy (Ps. cxliii. 4) hath smitten my plant 
down to the ground, for he seeketh daily to mar 
the work of Thy hands. And what can I do, 
Lord, for he is stronger than I ? " 
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And her Lord said: " 'Am I not always nigh 
unto thee ? (Pa. cxlv. 18, 19, 20.) Am I not 
ready to help thee when thou dost call upon 
me ? ' Lest any hurt thy garden I will keep it 
night and day. (Isa. xxvii. 3.) I will deliver 
it out of the hand of the enemy, for I am 
stronger than he ! " (Jer. xxxi. 11.) 

And then He pointed upwards to where a 
bird spread its white wings in the balmy air, 
and hovered for a moment over Angela's fruit 

trees. And He said to her : " As a bird flying 
so wilt I defend it. Defending it, also I will 
deliver it, and passing over it I will preserve it." 

Then the maiden's fears were all calmed, for 
she knew that she might "pour out her com
plaints before Him, and shew Him all her 
troubles (Ps. cxlii. 1, 2), and He would be her 
Guardian and Master even unto the end of her 
life. (Ps. xlviii. 14.) L. 

Tb$ pilgrim's Ifragms and. its Teachings* 
T H E CI^OSS A N D S E P U L C H R E . 

B Y R O B E R T MCKLLLIAM, M.D. 

" \ J O W I saw in my dream that the highway 
\ \ up which Christian was to go was fenced 

J on either side with a wall; and that 
wall was called Salvation. Up this way there
fore did burdened Christian run, but not with
out great difficulty, because of the load on his 
back." 

In these days of clear gospel light, when the 
very youngest Christian sees " NO CONDEMNA
TION " written large enough for even him to 
read, it may seem strange that Bunyan should 
represent the Pilgrim—after knowing that the 
Saviour had received him, and after being under 
such precious Holy Ghost teaching—as still 
burdened with a sense of guilt. There is never
theless a fitness in this. Even now, one cannot 
be much in spiritual work without seeing that 
many who have truly come to Jesus, remain 
often in a more or less uncertain condition of 
mind as to their standing before God; and their 
sense of acceptance or otherwise depends not 
upon an intelligent apprehension of God's pur
poses, as revealed through the Word, but upon 
happy or depressed moods and feelings. Thus 
it is that many young believers who are at first 
filled with joy, very soon lose this, and come to 
doubt all their former experience. We may 
read the precious words, NO CONDEMNATION, over 
and over again, and persuade ourselves even 
that we have believed them; but it is not till 
we have had revealed to UB by the Holy Spirit 
the meaning of the Cross and the empty Tomb, 
that we can read those words aright, and rejoice 
in sin put away, and in a full and perfect accep
tance in righteousness before a holy God. The 
man who has not seen the cross of Christ, or 
seen it only as a beautiful example of natural 

suffering, even unto death, cannot have a clear 
knowledge of his own salvation. There is no 
salvation for any sinner except by the vicarious 
sufferings of the Son of God; and there is no 
intelligent knowledge of such salvation except 
as the truth of " Christ crucified for our sins, 
and raised again for our justification," has been 
revealed to our heart by the Spirit. 

Thus it is that after one has truly been led 
to trust Jesus, and been taught many precious 
lessons, he may still be burdened, more or less, 
with a sense of guilt. He has not yet seen all his 
sin atoned for by the precious Sacrifice, and all 
his sins borne away into the land of forgetfnl-
ness, far from the face of God. 

Yet, even thus, blessed be God, he is in the 
Highway walled in by the Salvation of God. 
Without being, as yet, intelligently conscious of 
it, he is as safe as the Lord our Righteousness 
can make him. He is IN CHRIST. In Him who 
is the way—God's Highway to glory yet to be 
revealed. 

Well may Bunyan represent this upward 
way as " fenced in on either side by Salvation. 
Yes, the burdened one is indeed safe with God's 
safety. Saved from everything out of Christ, 
and saved to everything that in the purpose of 
God is included in the words, " IN CHRIST." 
Shut out; shut in ; blessed salvation 1 The 
sinner who has trusted Jesus is Christ's, and 
Christ is God's. The little helpless sheep lies 
secure in the loving grasp of the Son and of 
the Father, 4< and none shall pluck them out of 
the Saviour's hand, and none is able to pluck 
them out of the Father's hand. 

This well-fenced way is an upward progress; 
and as Christian runs, he comes to a point a 
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little higher than he has yet been, and he sees 
the cross and the sepulchre. " S o l saw in my 
dream that just as Christian came up with 
the cross, his burden loosed from off his 
shoulders, and began to tumble, and so con
tinued to do till it came to the mouth of the 
sepulchre, where it fell in, and I saw it no 
more." Yes, just as he came up with the 
cross, in a moment, the burden was gone—in a 
moment he was " glad and lightsome." He 
entered rest, and knew that he had life, for he 
sang, " He hath given me rest by His sorrow, 
and life by His death." 

My brother, have you seen the Cross and the 
Sepulchre ? I do not mean have you read 
about them, and pictured the scene in your 
mind. Many make a mental picture of them, 
and there might just as well be the carven 
crucifix and the false relic of Eome. Have you 
seen them in relation to yourself personally— 
to your sin and its desert, to your soul and its 
salvation ? The Cross and the Sepulchre ! You 
must see them both. Death, burial, and resur
rection are all revealed there, for the Sepulchre 
is empty. " Come see the place where the 
Lord lay; for He is not here, He is risen." 
His death, burial, and resurrection, in relation 
to you and your sins, believer! To be in Christ 
is to be associated with Him in all this in the 
mind and purpose of God (Romans vi.). Have 
you seen this ? Then you are indeed free in a 
sense of ever-abiding righteousness before the 
face of God. " There is therefore now NO 
CONDEMNATION " ; and you have rest and joy. 

Though the very first glance of true faith 
brings about this wonder, the true Christian is 
not satisfied to glance only. In a moment he 
has seen and understood it all, and he rejoices 
in pardon and life; but now he must " stand 
still awhile to look and wonder." 

" H e looked and looked again." Aye, the 
heart of a saved sinner will turn again and 
again to this marvellous sight. No wonder that 
the angels desire to look into these things, for 
in the mystery of Christ crucified is hidden all 
the " wisdom and power of God " ; and through
out eternal ages we may again and again turn 
and gaze at the cross of Christ. 

Dear young believer, stand for a while and 
consider the cross and the sepulchre. Gaze and 
meditate and wonder, for the blessed Spirit 

SEPULCHRE. 

would have it so. " H e will take of the things 
that are Christ's, and show them," as you gaze. 
The first glance may have brought you into the 
consciousness of much blessing ; may have 
given you a sense of ease from your burden; 
of sweet rest and new-found life. But as you 
continue to look and look, your heart will 
become tender with a sense of the love of God 
shed abroad in it, till it sends back a stream of 
love in return to Jesus and His Father, and 
shining ones will come with fuller and fuller 
blessing. 

" He looked and looked again, even till the 
springs that were in his heart sent the waters 
down his cheekB." The first sight of the croBS 
brought liberty, and rest, and joy ; continued 
meditation on its wonders made Christian weep. 
There, as nowhere else, he could see the love 
of God, and nothing so surely breaks the sin
ner's heart as the revelation of such marvellous 
love. In those tears there was a deeper re
pentance than ever; a hatred of sin, a loathing 
of self, a broken and a contrite heart—" of 
great price " in the sight of God. 

Dear young Christian, have you kept gazing 
on the Cross, till feeling your sinfulness as 
never before, you have nevertheless laid your 
worthless head on the bosom of Him who died 
for you, and wept till you hardly know whether 
moEt of sorrow or of joy ? Then to your heart, 
in the power of the Spirit of God, came three 
shining ones. 

They came, I think, in andby the Word. Do 
you not remember when first the words, "Peaoe 
be unto THEE," seemed to come with power as 
from the lips of Jesus Himself to your heart ? 
A risen Christ, who but yesterday had lain dead 
in the grave, slain by our sins, now alive, and 
whispering in love to Mary and Peter, and to 
the rest of us, " Peace be to thee." Three 
shining ones ;—the Father, the Son, and the 
Holy Ghost, all saying, and because of the 
virtue of the Great Sacrifice, " Peace be to 
thee." Three shining ones !—the Spirit, the 
Water, and the Blood, all witnessing the same 
—peace, peace ! " Peace with God through our 
Lord Jesus Christ." (Rom. v. 1.) Then, in 
words shining with heaven's light, our God 
comes as Father, and says to us, " Thy sins be 
forgiven thee." Jesus Himself brings the 
message, just as in the days of His flesh, in the 
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authority of God His Father, He spake them 
to Mary of the many sine, and to the poor man 
whose 6ins had made his body a palsied wreck— 
41 Thy sins he forgiven thee.'* Have yon not 
heard Him speak thus ? 

"The second stripped him of his ragB, and 
clothed him with change of raiment." Who 
that has stood gazing at the cross does not 
understand the meaning of this ? There, for 
the first and last time, we leave the folly and 
the filth of all our own righteousness, of which, 
till that sight taught us, we had been so proud. 
Now it is, that passages of Scripture, dark be
fore, contrasting "rnine own righteousness'» 
with the righteousness of God," speak to us in 
words of living light; and turning our best 
righteousness into filthy rags, strip them from 
us, while Jesus clothes us with Himself as 
God's righteousness, and we are glad, and yet 
humble, in our change of raiment. 

Once again comes a shining one, and the 
Holy Ghost sets a mark upon the forehead, and 
gifts us with the " sealed roll." The mark in 
the forehead I take to be spiritual power to 

Corsica.—I returned from Corsica in June, 
after eight months Gospel work, and found the 
people and the work as interesting as ever. 

How I long to see an evangalised Corsica.— 
Corsica whose people are so fervent and fearless ? 
If it is " the land of the Vendetta," it is surely 
the land of the shadow of death. Your heart 
would be touched if you could stand on the shores 
of Coi-Bica. Those women, with their pathetic 
faces, who look at you so wistfully, have such 
sad storieB to tell. The men, who almost without 
exception have intelligent expressions, are as 
grave as the women. " Tout est yrave en Corse" 
as the saying is. 

There is a spirit of enquiry in every part of 
Corsica. They are weary of the bondage of 
Romanism, complaining that the priests lade 
men with burdens grevious to be borne, and they 
sigh for liberty, light, and happiness. "Our 
people cannot always be fed on lies," said a 
village-mayor to me last November, " they long 
for truth." Then came the queation, " What is 
truth ? " And the answer was to be found, even 
as it had come from the lips of Jesus, " Thy 
Word is Truth." Another village-mayor said to 
me, "There is just this difference between 

discern the things of God (1 Cor. ii. 12-16) ; and 
the roll sealed to be the whole Word of God. 
The Old and New Testaments, sealed to all but 
the Christian, and sealed to him even, save so 
far as the Spirit of God unfolds and reveals. I 
do not know what you think, but it seems to 
me that all these precious gifts are brought to 
us in power only when we have stood at the 
cross and seen aright the meaning of the death, 
burial, and resurrection of our blessed Lord. 

The first glance gave rest, and a sense of life 
begun, but now there is a very foretaste of 
heaven's merriment. " Christian gave three 
leaps for joy, and went on singing"—the dance 
and song. David like, one of God's kings is 
agam leaping and dancing before the ark. For 
such joy he will be despised by the world; but 
on both sides, just because of this, there will 
be fuller separation, and he will be drawn 
nearer the home of the Father, with its pleas
ures that " never pass away." 

He went on singing, and his song is of Jesus: 

14 Blest cross, blest sepulchre, blest rather be 
The MAN that there was put to shame fur me." 

your religion and ours. We believe in the infall-
ibilty of the Pope, and you believe in the infall
ibility of the Word of God." When I asked, 
" And which is best ? " he answered, " Oh, you 
know." This is how our work in Corsica always 
begins. The people sigh for something, and we 
tell them to believe the Word, and receive the 
promises of Him who cannot lie, and that then 
they can never, never be disappointed. Oh, what 
unutterable joy to know that though the moun
tains be removed, and the hills depart, though 
the island of Corsica be sunk in the sea, His 
Word cannot fail! 

We began our work in November, in the rugg
ed mountainous region which I had visited 
once before. Miss D and I had a sad time 
in one village, for two young girls had died on the 
same day, and all the villagers were in mourning. 
When we heard the lamentation of the women, 
one ex-mayor whispered to us, " The priests are 
saying to-day, ' It is good for us when the people 
die, for then we fill our pockets !' Death-masses 
are expensive, and the priests become so rich that 
their nieces marry rich men on the Continent.' 
Marie, one young woman, who had received us at 
the inn, had suffered fearfully because, when her 

Wnxh in th# Lard's winmwH. 
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husband had died some weeks before, she had 
refused to pay money for masses to be said over 
his soul. " Then you can take the body, and bury 
it with your own hands in the mounta ins , " the 
Cure" had said to the poor creature to make her 
believe tha t it was impossible to do wi thout a 
priest. Marie had become a widow soon after 
she was a bride. Since last I saw her she had 
been married to a man who had heard the t ru th 
a t one of our former meetings. On his death
bed he had said to Marie, " Don' t believe what 
the priests tell you about purgatory. I t is all lies, 
Marie, nothing but lies. I am going straight up | 
from this bed to God's a rms . " Tha t woman, J 
Marie, was full of courage in spite of all her I 
troubles. She showed me a large barn which she 
promised to give us, if we can have it fitted up as 
a Mission Room when next we re turn . 

In December we settled at I R , a pret ty 
little town on the coast. The mayor there, being 
related to one of the priests, did not favour us, 
and at first there were many difficulties in the 
way. The country was swarming wi th priests 
and monks, who were continually moving 
about amongst the people, selling indulgences. 
Many of the priests were Jesuits , and men, as 
well as women, were afraid of them. Yet there 
was the Bpirit of enquiry here a3 elsewhere. 
People were dissatisfied, sick at heart , and 
came to us, asking strange searching questions. 
Every t ime I went with Miss D to post letters, 
the old post-master, at the office, talked to us 
without ceasing in a plaintive troubled voice. His 
complaint, h is long, bit ter cry, reached my ears 
even when I was sending telegrams. " Do you 
know how iniquitous is th is religion called Roman
ism, the only religion of the country ? " he said. 
" W e tu rn away from religion, we who want to be 
g o o d ! " 

The people of t h e town were very proud of their 
post-office, which was newly built (how seldom is 
anything new ever seen in Corsica ! ) . Next door 
to the post-office was another new building, large 
enough to hold 200 people. We hired this ball, 
and had it fitted up with platform and seats, and 
we covered the white walls with bright texts, and 
filled the windows with text-curtains. Here we 
had our meetings, night after night, through 
December and par t of January . We began by 
explaining tha t the Gospel is the power of God 
unto salvation to everyone tha t believeth, and 
t ha t the Word of God is the Voice of God tha t 
speaks to man. Then we distributed very many 
New Testaments , which were sent by Mrs. 
Robertson. The names were given to us of all 
those who were anxious to read the Scriptures, 
and we wrote these names in the Testaments , 
marking important passages in red ink. I shall 
never forget the first distribution of Tes taments 
at I R . There was the table on the plat
form covered with the precious books. I t was as 
if a feast was spread ; for the people in the hall 
all rushed towards the platform, crying like a set 
of starving creatures, " Donnez ! Donncz ! " 

One day, soon after the New Year, we received 
a letter addressed to, " Les dames Anglaises," and 
wri t ten by a Romanist , a native of I R ." 
" Continuez toujours," said the letter, "Continuez 
a repandre la bonne et divine Parole de VEvanyile, 
Et le jour viendra surement ou vos efforts seront 
couronncs cVun plein succcs." I was sure then that 
God was blessing our meetings. 

The first convert was a young man named 
C . This is what I heard h im say at the time of 
our arrival a t I R , " I walk between two 
abysses. On one side I see nothing but falsehood 
and superstit ion. On the other side, there is the 
darkness of unbelief. There is not a ray of light 
on my pa th . There is nothing on which I can 
rest rny foot." Afterwards, when he had listened 
to the Gospel-message, and studied the Scriptures, 
he described his conversion in these words, when, 
wi th glowing countenance, he spoke to his com
rades, " I lean my soul upon t h e promise of God, 
as on a pillow, and am at rest, a t rest for ever." 
" T h e n you have found your point tfappui, for 
which you have been Beeking for so long 1 " cried 
his companions, when they listened to these 
simple words. " Y o u have found something you 
can be sure of,—something upon which you can 
rest your hear t 1 You are much to be envied, 
Not one of the philosophers who sought for light 
and happiness was ever able to find his 'point 
d'appui. Nor can Rome give i t ; for the monks 
who preach to us, all tell us t h a t it is impossible 
for man to have t rue happiness on ea r th . " 

This led to a number of young men seeking for 
wha t they called the i r "point d'appui." They 
had given themselves up to the s tudy of philoso
phy, they said, before our arrival , for they had 
become ut te r ly sick of supersti t ion. Nothing had 
ever satisfied them till now. The Word of God 
was peculiarly a t t ract ive to these young meu. 
They were s tudents who were all exceedingly 
intelligent, and they were thirs t ing for knowledge, 
and crying for light. I wrote notes in their 
Testaments so t h a t they should be able to study 
the Word carefully, and they did read and medi
ta te a great deal every day. 

There was more to be done at I R 
than we knew how to get through. I was longing 
to visit the villages, yet could not bear to let the 
Mission Hal l be closed in th is lit t le town, in which 
God had given us a work to do. From I 
R we were able to see a road running at a 
great height along the mountain-side, and close to 
the road was a succession of villages. Then, 
further away in the Upper Balagna, toward the 
topmost heights, were many more villages— 
thirty-six communes in all. 

" T h e harves t is great up there in the Bala
gna," my companions and I said to each other. 
We could not add, " but the labourers are few? " 
We should have had to say, " The labourers are 
none." For not a single Christian worker was 
there to be seen anywhere amongst those villages. 

(To be continued,) 
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"How dare ye'read the Bible?" 
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" FOR THIS GOD IS OURE GOD, FOR EVER AND EVER, AND HE SHALL ALWAYE BE 
OURE GYDE." 

SCENE of infinite interest took 
place in a meagre little cottage, 
which stood on the edge of a 
thick and gloomy forest in the 
South of England. 

The forest still exists, though 
^ much curtailed, and contains many 

fair scenes, many mighty monarchs 
of the wood within its boundaries. 
Here our artists are continually finding 

delight in depicting on canvas these truly 
magnificent beauties of nature. 

In this small cottage, however (which owed 
its picturesqueness to its surroundings and to 
remoteness from the beaten track), was being 
enacted a thing of daily occurrence. 

It was the calm evening hour in which Isaac 
Dunbar and his daughter, who had suffered so 
sorely for their faith, drew together for prayer 
and consolation; it was the hour in which they 
rose above the thought of all earthly things— 
their trial, persecution, loss, danger—in the 
contemplation of the sublime mysteries of God. 

Here it was that they obtained that sense of 

* From Horner's Penny Stories for the People, "The Puritan's Daughter," No. 60, 
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peace and security which nothing could take 
away from them. This was the hour set apart 
for communion with Him whose name they 
bore, and for worshipping whom they were 
despised and persecuted. 

"Would there were more in our day who 
drew aside from the hurly burly, the restless 
toiling after that which satisfieth not, for the 
quiet hour's communing to gather fresh sup
plies of grace for every need, even as they did 
of whom we write. 

Isaac Dunbar was a remarkable character. 
Beneath his apparently austere exterior there 
beat a tender heart, a heart that never forsook a 
friend, and never deserted a cause, even though 
he was compelled to follow it through despair
ing blackness. 

And now the faithfulness of his heart had 
been tested, and he, and all who were attached 
to him, were passing through the flames of a 
bitter and torturing persecution. 

Such men as he, and such women as the 
daughter who now shared his holy contempla
tion, showed to the world that God's laws were 
greater than the edicts or the proclamations of 
even the most powerful potentate ; such pioneers 
of the true faith brought England out of a 
horrible and death-like lethargy and super
stition into the full light of Him who was 
ushered into the world at Bethany. 

4' What readest thou so attentively, dear 
father ?" whispered the frail but beautiful 
child, who sat on his knee and looked with an 
almost saintly devotion into the great pathetic 
eyes of her father. 

" It is a chart, my child." 
" A chart of what ? " she asked in surprise. 
" A chart of the land whither so many of our 

brethren have fled to worship the true God, a 
land where by law established is liberty given 
to all to follow their own conscience." 

A new light sprang into the eyes of the girl. 
" Would that we were in that land, father dear, 
so that we could worship without fear of being 
hunted down like the timorous deer that range 
in the forest close by." 

Something like a reproachful look passed 
over the patriarchal face. " I don't worship 
God in fear, my child. 'Tis true that we are 
hunted from place to place, but perfect love has 
long since cast out all fear. If they hunt us 
again, then God will protect His own." 

14 Yes, father; but how much more pleasant 
would it be to erect our altar in a land where 
the preaching of the precious Word is allowed, 
and even encouraged by the law." 

44Yes, dear child; but God has bestowed a 
nobler destiny upon us. Would that we had 
strength to fulfil it." 

44 What destiny is that, dew father ? " 

44 To win religious freedom and equality in 
the land of our birth, the land that we love BO 
well." 

44 Amen," reverently replied the girl, and 
her eyes wandered up to the rudely-raftered 
roof of their poorly furnished retreat; and 
mayhap even in that hour of devotion she con
trasted it with the luxury of the home from 
which, through faith in the promises of God, 
they had been ejected by the cruel devices of 
man. 

44 And what is this ? " the girl asked, as she 
picked up a piece of tattered and dirty parch
ment upon which something almost illegible 
was scrawled. 

44 It is a letter from a noble brother who led 
hundreds of our countrymen and women across 
the cruel water, and founded a small Btate in 
this new land of liberty. My old eyes ache 
with pondering over the precious book, which 
is our only guide in this crisis. Kead again to 
me, my child, the message from our brave 
brother." 

The young woman took the long-cherished 
communication, and with faltering but almost 
musical voice, slowly read : 44 God has brought 
us in safety through many trials and much 
sorrow to the land of promise. It is a barren 
land. We are busy preparing homes for our 
wives and little ones, but we never forget your 
cruel persecutions. Our hearts shall be foun« 
tains of tears for your everlasting welfare when 
we shall be in our poor cottages in this wilder
ness." 

The girl's eyes brightened, and she whispered 
beneath her breath: 44 Tnis is from the new 
land which God has led me to dream of so 
much of late." 

44 Why delayest thou, my child, in the read
ing of the message from God's noble servant ? " 

She started from her reverie. 44 The writing 
is hard to read, my father, and I joy to dwell 
upon such a record." 

44 Ay, verily, they have reached the promised 
land, and we are left to fight and struggle." 

44 But We have faith in our leaders," sug
gested the girl, who was anxious to dispel the 
unusual feeling of gloom which seemed to have 
settled upon her father. 

441 have faith in God," he replied. 
44 Ay, verily, a better faith than faith in man." 
44 But read on; this letter refreshes me." 
Again she read, 44 We now enjoy God and 

Jesus Christ, and is not that enough ? I thank 
God I like so well to be here that I do not 
repent my coming. I would not have altered 
my course though I had foreseen all these 
afflictions. I never had more content of mind." 

44 May God be with them in the wilderness! " 
she murmured, as she carefully wrapped up 
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the precious missive and handed it to her 
father. 

He placed it in hia l>reast and said em
phatically, " Ay, God will be with them, and 
with us. Though thousands of miles of flood 
divide us, we are bound together by the cords 
of divine love." 

Bang 1 Bang 11 Bang ! 11 
The calm of the evening was suddenly broken 

by a sound they knew too well. The pale face 
of the girl became paler, and timidly Bhe drew 
nearer to the old bent form, as if seeking pro
tection. She clasped his hand convulsively and 
threw her whole terror into the cry, "Oh, 
father, they are hunting us still." 

" Courage, my child. 'Tis but natural that a 
frail child should be afraid at such a sound, but 
God will protect His own. Let us read a Psalm 
and betake ourselves to prayer." 

" 0 geve thanckes unto the Lorde, for He is 
gracious and Hys mercy endureth for ever. 

" Let Israeli now confeBse that Hys mercy 
endureth for ever. 

14 Ye let them now that feare the Lorde con-
fesse that Hys mercy endureth for ever. 

" I called upon the Lorde in trouble, and the 
Lorde herde me at large. 

u The Lorde is my helper and I wyl not feare 
what man doth unto me." 

After reading these verses he ceased. 
The daughter looked at him in utter amaze

ment. These soldiers had hunted him from 
county to county; they had literally thirsted for 
his blood, and even now, when their revengeful 
fervour seemed in the hour of triumphant ful
filment, they caused no fear in the heart of the 
hunted one. 

Down on their knees they went, and in a 
clear, distinct, and unfaltering voice the old 
man poured out his grateful soul in prayer. 
And what a prayer it was I Full gratitude for 
the mercies which God had vouchsafed unto 
them; not a single murmur at what others 
might have called the hardness of their lot; 
nay, rather, he glorified God because He had 
counted him worthy to be one of His disciples 
at such a critical period. From himself he rose 
in his prayer until he had covered, as with a 
benediction, the pilgrims struggling in the far 
West, and even the ruthless soldiery who even 
now were hastening towards his door with such 
bitter resolves. 

Bang 1 Bang ! 1 Bang ! 1 1 
" They are there again, father dear," cried 

the startled girl as the sound of carbines again 
rang across the night air. " They are much 
nearer our cottage now. Oh, whatever shall 
we do? They are sure to find us here. Let 
us fly, father; but oh, whither shall we 
fly?" 

" Why should we fly ? " asked the old man, 
with a slight degree of sternness. 

11 Because the Scripture saith, * When they 
persecute you in one city, flee ye into another.' 
Whatever shall we do ? " 

Thus the poor stricken girl ran on in her ex
citement and fear. 

u My child, come near to this fading rush
light, and read to me God's promises." 

Oh no, father. Let me put out the light, and 
then, mayhap, they will march past our cottage 
and leave us in peace." 

"Come and read," he replied, with determi
nation." 

She took down the great, well-thumbed 
Bible, and in great trepidation turned over the 
pages at random, ever and anon listening for 
the expected but dreaded sound of the soldiery 
on the mow-covered path that led to the cottage. 

" Come, my child, read," the old man said 
in a subdued tone. 

Her eyes, filled with tears, fell upon the 
book, and she read : 

" Fret not thyselfe at the ungodly, be not 
thou emulous against the evil doers. 

14 * For they 6hall soone be cut downe lyke 
the grasse, and be wytherede even as the grene 
herbe. 

" * Put thou thy truste in the Lorde, and bee 
doyng good ; so shalt thou dwell in the lande, 
and verily it shall fede thee.' " 

She stopped, and well 6he might. She was 
but a child, scarcely seventeen years of age, and 
in her terror she had failed to lay hold of the 
promises which had imparted to the old saint 
the courage of a hero and a martyr. 

" Come along, my men ; we have run them 
down at length," cried a hoarse voice from 
without, and a moment later a savage attack 
was made upon tho frail wooden door. 

"Oh, Father, the door will give way." 
" My child, dost thou not believe the promises 

thou hast just read ? Bead on yet again." 
" Delyte thou in the Lorde and He shall geue 

thee thy hertes desyre. 
" 4 Committe thy waye unto the Lorde, set 

thy hope to Hym, and He shall bryng it to 
passe. '" 

The door had fallen under the attack, and 
Captain Fitzmaurice rushed in and seized the 
old man. 

Yet there was no fear pictured on the old 
withered face. 

"How dare ye read the Bible against the 
orders of the king ? " cried the captain, and his 
coarse, wine-bloated face was inflated with rage 
and hatred. 

" I obey a power higher than the king's," 
Dunbar replied with infinite meekness. 

" By the holy power, I never met with such 
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rank evidence of treason. Men, take ye note 
of what he sayeth.*' 

€i We will, sir," returned these time-serving 
slaves in chorus. 

" Thou must come and answer to the king 
for thy crime." 

44 I shall answer to no one save my king, 
who, I am sorry to say, is not thy king." 

"Treason, egad. Come along," and he be
gan to pull him towards the door. 

Dorothy fell to the floor in a beseeching 
attitude, and cried, 4l Oh, sir, leave my father 
and me to worship God in our own simple 
fashion, and we will meddle not with the king 
nor his affairs." 

The Captain started at the sound of the sweet, 
girlish voice, and let go his rough hold of the 
preacher. 

44 Eise, my child; God will protect His own 
priesthood," said the old man. 

" Thou art not of the priesthood, thou old 
vain pretender," retorted the enraged captain. 

" I am not of thy priesthood. I am of God's, 
and to Him alone will I answer for the charges 
thou makest against me. Lead me to the 
king, or before any other tribunal which the 
Godless authorities have set up. Lead me on, 
I say," cried the old man, in a tone of authority 
which startled the captain, who had been de
voting a good deal of attention to Dorothy, who 
still clung to her father for protection. 

11 Egad! thou art pretty, my wench. I will 
kiss thee," he cried, in his drunken effrontery. 

441 would rather thou slay me with thy 
sword," replied the girl, whose courage had 
risen with the danger. 

44 Thou art a brave girl, but a foolish one. 
But I will kiss thee, so thou need resist 
not." 

He stepped forward as if to carry his threat 
into execution. The girl stepped behind her 
father, and cried, 44 Oh, save me from this 
indignity." 

The old man's patience, great though it was, 
had been almost exhausted by the conduct of 
Captain Fitzmaurice and the ruffians from 
whom he derived his Dutch courage. 

Pained and angry he drew himself up to his 
full height, and a dignified and noble man he 
looked, contrasting strangely with the host of 
the persecuting king who frantically yelled 
around him. 

Taking his child by the hand he led her into 
the centre of the cottage and whispered, 4t Stand 
there; " and there she would have stood if 
flames had surged all around, so awe-struck was 
she by the almost Godlike dignity and grandeur 
which seemed to have invested the white-
headed man before her. Then with his long 
arms raised towards Heaven, and his eyes look

ing for inspiration from above, he, with majestio 
mien, walked in a circle around her. 

Then turning to the soldiers, he cried, 
44 Within that circle is holy ground. If any 
one crosses it, then God's judgment be on ye." 

An awful fear and superstition filled the 
minds of the captain and his men, and none 
dare raise a finger to touch the maiden, who still 
stood within her circle of holy ground. 

Captain Fitzmaurice was checked and foiled. 
His anger knew no bounds. 44 Seize them I 
shoot them! " he cried in his blind rage, but 
not a single hand was raised to do his bidding. 

44 What, ho, ye cravens ! Do ye refuse to 
obey me ?" 

No answer. Then a young officer stepped 
forward towards his superior. '* You have 
never before had cause to doubt our loyalty, 
either to yourself or the king; but we feel that 
the vengeance of the Most High and Mighty 
One would be raised against us if we raised our 
arms against these, His servants." 

44 What! Treason within my own regiment. 
What are we getting to ? But remember this, 
Lieutenant Lofthouse, that though you are a 
member of a great and titled house, you are 
my subordinate as a soldier, and I command 
you to retire to the rear." 

The young lieutenant was too good a soldier 
to disobey his officer. With wonderful sub
mission he turned upon his heel, and whis
pered, 441 obey; but have a care, captain." 

The warning had directly an opposite effect to 
what was intended. 

441 will not be baffled in front of my own 
men," cried the enraged captain, and he 
stepped forward and raised his hand in a 
menacing attitude. 

The old man did not resist. 
A flash I Another! ! Yet another! I! 
The captain staggered and fell. The lieutenant 

raised him, and glancing at his right arm, which 
still maintained a feeble hold of his murderoufl-
looking sword, saw that it fell as if dead at his 
side. 

44 Oh, thou old wizard, with what devilish 
force hast thou smitten me," roared the cap
tain, when a momentary cessation of the pain 
brought back a confused sensibility. 

441 have not smitten thee; it is God who 
hath struck thee. Go in peace, and let this be 
a warning to thee to cease thy warring against 
the Lord's anointed." 

To be continued. 

THE very atmosphere of the Christian ought 
to be free from the slightest shade of doubt, 
since the power of the law, of sin, of hell, of 
death, and of the grave, are broken. 



ON A START IN LIFE. 149 

practical Truths inv ^nvatg Mzlxmws. 

U N A O T A R ^ 

TO YOUN 
By A. T. BCHOI 

0UE readers are necessarily divided, with 
regard to this subject, into two classes 
—those toho have started in life, and 

those about to start. I t is for the benefit of the 
latter that we especially write. There is no 
doubt that the most critical moment for a young 
believer is when he is called upon to make a 
start for himself, to begin a voyage across the 
great ocean of life, with apparently no hand on 
the tiller but his own; we say, apparently, for 
reasons that will be seen further on. 

THE START. 

To start is a very real thing, but may take 
place actually in a variety of ways. To young 
men, for whom we now write, it occurs when 
the well-thumbed lesson books are finally laid 
aside, and the new clerk takes his seat for the 
first time on the high stool, or the sailor-boy 
steps on board his first ship, or the apprentice 
gets his first instruction in his future trade, or 
the undergraduate first dons the cap and gown. 
That which makes the act so serious, is not the 
mere fact that the steps which were only yester
day directed to the well-known school, are now 
turned to the office, the ship, the workshop, or 
the college, but that the boy has all at once 
sprung into the man. It is true that at times 
he seeks to blossom into the "genus homo," 
even at school, but this is distinctly premature, 
and all such attempts are justly checked. But 
when once a boy enters a profession, a trade, or 
any other calling, and begins to fight the battle 
of life, he justly expects to be considered and 
regarded, at least, a young man. 

THE DANGERS. 

Herein lies the chief danger for the young 
Christian. Up to this time he has taken all 
that his parents had told him for granted. He 
has steadily attended the well-known church, 
chapel, meeting, or Sunday-school, where he 
first learned the value of the blood of Christ; 
and, shielded in a comfortable home from temp-
tation^he has caught, hitherto, but stray glimpses 
of the sea of wickedness without. But now 
comes the time when his principles are to be 
tested. He is sent away to a strange town, he 
lives in lodgings, he is thrown amongst a set of 
godless, cai'eless, and often immoral young men; 
he is surrounded on every side with new and 
strange temptations. Oh, how many dear 
bright young believers have made shipwreck of 
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their faith on these fatal rocks which are met 
with on first sailing out of the harbour of home! 
It is not too much to say that one weelc at a 
time like this, largely determines a young man's 
fate for years. 

HOW TO MEET THEM, 

If being forewarned and therefore forearmed, 
he leaves his home a bright, happy Christian, 
prepared to stand for God, and test, in a fiercer 
fight, the strength already gained in many a 
little skirmish at school; if he firmly believes 
in the truth that if the devil is resisted, he will 
flee from him, and shows his colours at the first 
opportunity at his work and in his leisure hours; 
if on the first night in his lodgings he opens his 
Bible, and after reading God's Word, prays to 
his Father in heaven, the victory is as good as 
won. In the first place, he is at once saved 
from a thousand temptations by showing his 
colours, for the really vicious at once shrink 
away from an openly declared Christian, and 
will seldom long trouble a man who at once 
stands up against them; in the second place, 
the stand he has taken, to a certain extent com
mits him for the future, and makes his life com
paratively easy after the first week ; and, thirdly, 
he having honoured God, God will honour, 
protect and strengthen him. 

W E HAVE A FATHER TO GUIDE US. 

But now there is another matter, and it is this. 
We spoke of the young man starting on the 
voyage of life, his hand apparently holding the 
tilier, and guiding the ship. Now many a 
young man, and even a young believer, thinks 
that thiB is not only apparently, but is really so, 
and that he is the architect of his own fortunes, 
and that it is his will that is to direct his future 
life. Many accept Christ as their Saviour, 
who have but a very faint idea of what it is to 
accept God as their Father, and yet the one 
relationship is as true as the other; and if the 
one makes them happy for eternity, the other 
is certainly the secret of true happiness for 
time. There is a wonderful difference between 
the young man who goes forth rejoicing in his 
own strength and sagacity, and thinks that he 
can outwit the world; and the humble Christian, 
who leaves home placing the tiller of the little 
vessel of his life into his Father's hand, and 
trusts Him to guide him aright through the 
dangers and difficulties of eaoh day. "Trust 
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in the Lord with all thine heart, and lean not to 
thine own understanding." Do not think that 
any detail of your new life is too small for God 
to guide you in. The choice of your business, 
of your future home, of your companions, should 
all be entrusted to Him; and He will greatly 
own and honour such confidence, and lead you 
in the very best path. For it is folly to suppose 
that if we have a loving and allwise Father, He 
would or could do anything else. The poet's 
words are indeed true:— 

" All that God does, or suffers'to be done, 
That we ourselves should do, 

Could we the future of our lives as clearly scan, 
As He does now." 

THE BIBLE OUR CHART. 

Start, then, in life with a definite trust that 
" God will guide;" and though you apparently 
are steering the ship, get all your orders from 
above, so that, after all it is His hand, not yours, 
that is really holding the tiller. One other word 
and we have done. A ship requires a chart and 
compass as well as a rudder. Now the Christian's 
chart is the Word of God, which shows him his 
course plainly down here, telling him that his 
first object should ever be, under all circum
stances, the glory of God; that he is left here 
for this very purpose, not to please himself, but 
Christ. The compass is the conscience, instruct-
ed by the Word of God, that tells me in an j 
instant when I am out of the true course. 

MAKE A GOOD START. 

We would, in closing, again entreat every 
young man just about to sail out of the harbour, 
to make a good start. If he wavers at first, or 
yields a little for the sake of peace, he will not 
get i t ; but, on the contrary, he may be drawn on, 
little by little, from bad to worse, until no out
ward sign of Christianity is left at all. A bold 
front at first, saves a great deal of trouble and 
fighting afterwards. Be sure, however, that the 
trust is not your own strength, bub that every step 
is taken with prayer and dependence on God. As 
for the future, leave that with your heavenly 
Father, seeking only to live each day more truly 
to His glory than you did the day before. Such 
a course is worth a hundred sermons, for who 
can tell the mighty power of the unconscious in
fluence exercised by a consistent Christian life ? 

FOR YOUNG WOMEN. 

A START in life must come sooner or later to 
young women as well as to young men. Like 
the latter, they must say farewell to their quiet 
girlhood in entering upon some occupation—it 
may be as servant, it may be as seamstress, or 
as a clerk in some of the higher branches of 
women's work, in the postal, telegraph, and 

other services ; or it may be as a governess, or 
music-mistress. lu entering on any of these 
new positions, a great and important step is 
taken, entirely analogous to that on which we 
wrote a few words in our last chapter. To such 
who have thus, in some way or other, to leave 
their homes to earn their daily bread, what we 
said there is perfectly applicable. 

SHOW YOUR COLOURS. 

A young girl, going out from under her 
mother's care to service, or becoming an appren
tice, or a clerk, is surrounded with temptations. 
She will, in most cases, find that those around 
her are worldly, giddy, and have a general dislike 
to " religion." If she would live to God's glory, 
she must begin by showing her colours, and the 
sooner she lets it be plainly known amongst her 
fellow-servants or fellow-workers, that she be
longs to Christ, and means to stand up for Him, 
the sooner 6he will be understood. I t is in vain 
to try and go on with the world, and to follow 
Christ as well. Once she has taken her stand, 
the world—represented by her godless com
panions—is against her, and she must under
stand this. Of course, in her ways and 
manners she must be additionally obliging and 
kind, doing others a good turn whenever it lies 
in her power. But she must be prepared for 
every little inconsistency to be shown up in the 
most glaring light. The very fact of her being 
in such company will help to keep her straight, 
for if she tries to copy any worldly ways, her 
companions will be the first to point out the incon
sistency with some such kind remark as, " She 
a Christian, indeed I " These taunts are felt, be
cause in a measure they are deserved, and the 
young Christian sees that the world is sharp 
enough to discover when she does not adorn her 
profession. 

BY PRACTICAL CHRISTIANITY. 

It is evident, therefore, that both for her own 
I sake and for her Master's, the more quiet and 

consistent her walk, the happier her life. Re
specting her work, it must be well and thor
oughly done. No worldly master or mistresB 
can understand or respect a Christianity which 

I consists in reading religious books, instead ot 
doing one's work, or in always wishing to go 
out to some meeting, instead of keeping the 
house straight. Our work must be done cheer
fully, and be " Good measure, pressed down, 
shaken together, and running over." A Chris
tianity that makes one help a slower worker, 
when one has done one's own task, that dooa 
not draw the line at the exact amount of work 
paid for, that seeks to help and assist generally, 
that takes an interest in what is being done, is 

I readily understood and appreciated. Oh 1 seek, 
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then, my dear fellow-believers, thus to adorn the 
gospel of God your Saviour in all things. Not 
only in being in your accustomed seat on the 
Sunday, but in little acts of kindness all through 
the week, done for Christ's sake—ever seeking 
opportunities of doing good. If you have helped 
some poor girl to get through her heavy task, 
and taken half the load on your own shoulders, 
you have won the gratitude of your sister, and 
may have opened a door in her heart to some 
loving words about the One who took your bur
den on His shoulders. In your dress, too, 
surely there is great scope for adorning the 
gospel of Christ, in a way those of your own sex 
especially, are ready to observe. I do not mean 
in dressing like a nun, or sister of mercy, but 
like a Christian, having a desire to please Christ 
even in your outward appearance. 

A GOOD EXAMPLE ENCOURAGES OTHERS. 

One reward, of standing up for Christ, is that 
it frequently is the means of encouraging some 
more timid sister to show her colours, and you 
will often discover some hidden member of 
Christ in this manner. It is a wonderful help, 
when there are two in a business, or situation, 
that love the Lord. I t doubles their strength 
and halves their trials. If, therefore, you find 
you are really alone, resolve that by God's grace 
you will not remain alone, and earnestly seek to 
win some soul for Him from amongst your com
panions. 

MARRIAGE. 

Besides all these ways, however, in which you 
make a start in life, there is another and a more 
important way still, and that is by marriage. 
To young men marriage seldom comes as a be
ginning in life, for, generally, they have been 
out in the world some years before. But to girls, 
and especially to those who are not compelled 
to labour for a livelihood, marriage is often the 
portal through which they are introduced, from 
the quiet seclusion of home, into the vast world 
without. Many children of God have, from 
time to time, borne witness as to the vast impor
tance, for good or evil, of this momentous step. 
It has been shown by instances drawn from real 
life, and by the direct Word of God, how this 
union, to be blest, must be in the Lord (that is, 
both husband and wife children of God), and of 

the Lord (that is, both naturally and spiritually 
suited to each other, and His guidance sought 
in the matter). We do not now allude further 
to this, save again to point out that more young 
Christians are wrecked, and the fair promise of 
their young lives blighted, by hasty and ill-
assorted marriages, than by anything else. It 
is probable that most, who read these lines, are 
yet unmarried ; to such we would earnestly say, 
above all things honour God in this step. Let 
no inclination, no apparent worldly advantage, 
lead you to overlook the fact that as surely as 
you are God's child, and as surely as He is your 
Father, so surely as you sow you Bhall reap ; 
and if you, with your eyes open, disobey Him to 
please yourself, you must inevitably suffer deep
ly for it, whereas if you seek in this truly to 
glorify Him, He will uphold you. 

How To ACT IN MARRIED LIFE. 

We will suppose, however, that you have taken 
the step, and that no objection is to be made to 
your marriage, there still remains the question, 
"How are you to act in your new relationship ?" 
In the first place, never let the new scenes and 
occupations interfere with the old duties—daily 
private reading, and prayer. This is the sheet-
anchor of your soul, and if you have already 
experienced the blessing of it in your girlhood, 
it is worse than folly to neglect it now. Next, 
as in business, so here—it is the first step which 
is all-important. Let it be plainly understood at 
the outset by your new connections and friends 
that you are a believer, by your servants that 
they have to do with a Christian mistress. 
Lastly, make your start in life with a definite 
object before you for attainment, and that is, to 
glorify God in the new sphere in which He has 
placed you, as a wife—a mistress—a friend—and 
a mother. Let nothing obscure this object, but 
let it quietly underlie all your actions, and you 
will be blessed in all your relations. Not that 
such a steady course is easy. You will have to 
strive through many cross-currents, especially 
when your interests, or those of your children, 
seem to point one way, and God's glory another. 
But if it is the constant habit of your life to know 
and feel that this is your object, you will be 
greatly helped at such times, and—by God's 
grace—ever gain the victory. 

jp HE Weasel is one of the fiercest little animalB 
in England, and like most fierce large 
animals, as the lion, the tiger, the leopard, 

and the fox, lives on flesh, and so is called car-

s to tl» *$mn$> 
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nivorous, which means flesh eating. There are 
several kinds in England, the common Weasel, 
the Marten, and the Polecat. They are much 
alike in shape and habits, but different in size 



EASEL 152 THE Wi 

and colour. The length of the Polecat is seven
teen inches, exclusive of tail, which is Bix inches. 
The Marten, says Pennant, is the most beautiful 
of the British beasts of prey. 

Besides these there is another kind of Weasel, 
called the Stoat, or Ermine Weasel. There is 
this peculiarity also about it, that with us in 
winter it partially changes its colour, becoming 
nearly white. In the most northern parts of 
Europe, the Ermine becomes in the winter 
most brilliantly white, except the ends of the 
tail, which remain perfectly black. In Norway, 
Lapland, Bussia, and other northern cold 
countries, they are found in prodigious numbers, 
and the trade in their skins is an exceedingly 
large branch of the business. Many hundred 
thousands are annually imported into England, 
both from the countries just named and also 
from the northern parts of Canada. Most of 
the comfortable furs which keep you warm in 
the cold winter days have once clothed this 
little, elegant, but vicious, animal. 

I will now tell some things wherein all kinds 
agree, both as to their form and habits. They 
are all long and slender, have a Bharp pointed 
nose and very short legs. Their construction 
fits them admirably for the manner in which 
they hunt their prey. They can creep into the 
most tiny holes. They are most nimble and 
active, run very fast, will creep up the sides of 
walls with great agility, and spring with vast 
force. In running, the belly seems to touch 
the ground; in preparing to jump, it arches its 
back, which assists it greatly to take a long 
spring. Their feet are broad, the claws large 
and sharp, well adapted for climbing trees, 
where, in this country, it chiefly lives. 

The chief characteristics of the whole Weasel 
family is their fierceness. They feed on rats, 
mice, squirrels, and birds. If once they can get 
into a poultry-house or a rabbit warren, they 
kill all the inmates, and then content them
selves with drinking the blood and eating the 
brains of their victims. They are bold and 
fearless little fellows, and there is scarcely any 
small animal they will not attack. As you will 
Bee, by one of the stories I shall tell you, they 
will even in some cases attack a man. Their 
bite is very painful, indeed so much does the 
wound inflame, and so long is it before it heals, 
that some think it is really poisonous. In 
attacking a mouse or a rat it springs at once on 
its head, pierces its brain with its long, sharp 
teeth, and its victim is dead in a moment, and 
without suffering any pain. If attacking a 
larger animal, it usually fastens itself on the 
neck, just below the ear, bites through the veins, 
which it tears open, and its victim speedily bleeds 
to death. I t never eats its prey where it kills 
it, but carries it off to its young, or its retreat. 

The common Weasel is much more domesti
cated than the other kinds, and will be fre
quently found near out-houses, barns, and 
granaries, where it performs good service to the 
farmer, and makes some atonement for its 
depredations on the poultry by ridding his 
stacks and buildings of rats and mice, which, 
from their great numbers, often destroy an 
immense quantity of grain. The Weasel hunts 
by scent, like the dog, and follows mice and 
even moles with the utmost perseverance, 
tracking them through all their runs or winding 
galleries. All these small animals have great 
dread of the Weasel, and will fly with the 
greatest alarm if one approaches their haunts. 
I t will even cross the water in their pursuit if 
its prey be in sight, nor does swiftness avail, 
for onwards will the Weasel travel till its 
victim falls from exhaustion. 

I know all my readers like stories, especially 
really true ones, and now let me tell you several 
about these fierce, destructive little creatures. 
One day, while riding over his grounds, a 
gentleman saw a kite suddenly pounce down 
and take up something in its talons. Shortly, 
however, the kite began to show signs of great 
distress; at one moment rising swiftly in the 
air, at another flying down with all its might, 
wheeling round and round, and trying to shake 
off something that was clinging to it. After a 
sharp fight, down came the kite with a sharp 
flap, quite dead. On approaching, he saw a 
Weasel quietly running away, apparently un
hurt. On turning the bird over, it was found 
that the Weasel had eaten a hole through the 
skin under the wing, and torn through the 
large blood vessels. 

A Weasel was once seen to attack an eagle, 
and after allowing himself to be carried high 
in the ah', it succeeded in biting through the 
throat of the king of birds, and then both fell 
to the ground. The eagle died, but the Weasel 
was unhurt. 

From all this, you would perhaps conceive 
that the whole Weasel tribe are nothing less 
than horrid little monsters. But wait a little, 
till I relate another and a very different story, 
and then you may see what a wonderful power 
kindness has over even the fiercest animal. 
Thus runs the tale :—A certain lady had a tame 
Weasel, winch she greatly petted, and which 
became exceedingly fond of her. •' If I pour 
some milk into my hand," says the lady, " it 
will drink a good deal, but if I do not pay it 
this compliment, it will scarcely take a drop. 
When satisfied, it generally goes to sleep. My 
chamber is the place of its residence, and I 
have found a method of dispelling its strong 
smell by perfumes. By day it sleeps in a quilt, 
into which it gets by an unsewn place which 



THE WEASEL 'S3 

has discovered on the edge; during the night 
it is kept in a wired box or cage, which it alwayB 
enters with reluctance and leaves with pleasure. 
If it be set at liberty before my time of rising, 
after a thousand little playful tricks, it gets into 
my bed, and goes to sleep on my hand or my 
bosom. If I am up first it spends a fall half-
hour in caressing me, playing with my fingers 
like a little dog, jumping on my head and on my 
neck, and running round on my arms and body 
with a lightness and elegance which I have 
never found in any other animal. If I present 
my hands at the distance of three feet, it jumps I 

into them without ever missing. It exhibits 
great address and cunning to compass its ends, 
and seems to disobey certain prohibitions 
merely through caprice. 

" During all its actions it seems solicitous to 
divert and to be noticed, looking at every jump 
and at every turn to see whether it be observed 
or not. If no notice be taken of its gambols, 
it ceases them immediately, and betakes itself 
to sleep, and even when awakened from the 
soundest sleep it instantly resumes its gaiety, 
and frolics about in as sprightly a manner as 
before. It never shows any ill-hum our unless 

when confined or teased too much, in which 
case it expresses its displeasure by a sort of 
murmur, very different from that which it 
utters when pleased. In the midst of twenty 
people this little animal distinguishes my voice, 
Beeks me out, and springs over everybody to 
come to me. His play with me is the most 
lively and caressing imaginable. With his two 
little paws, he pats me on the chin, with an air 
and manner expressive of delight. This, and a 
thousand other preferences, show that his at
tachment to me is real. When he sees me 

I dressed for going out, he will not leave me, and 

it is not without some trouble that I can dis
engage myself from him ; he then hides himself 
behind a cabinet near the door, and as I pass, 
jumps upon me with so much swiftness that I 
can scarcely perceive him. He seems to resem
ble a Bquirrel in vivacity, agility, voice, and 
his manner of murmuring. During the summer 
he squeaks and runs about the house all the 
night long; but since the beginning of the cold 
weather, I have not observed this. Sometimes, 
when the sun shines while he is playing on the 
bed, he turns and tumbles about and murmurs 
for a while. 

THE WEASEL. 
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" From bis delight in drinking milk out of 
my hand, into which I pour a very little at a 
time, and his custom of sipping the little drops 
and edges of the fluid, it seems probable that 
he drinks dew in the same manner. He seldom 
drinks water, and then only for want of milk, 
and with great caution, seeming only to refresh 
his tongue once or twice, and even to be afraid 
of that fluid. During the hot weather it rained 
a good deal. I presented to him some rain
water in a dish, and endeavoured to make him 
go into it, but could not succeed. I then wetted 
a piece of linen cloth in it, and put it near him, 
and he rolled upon it with extreme delight. 

" One singularity in this charming animal is 
his curiosity. It is impossible to open a drawer 
or a box, or even to look at a paper, but he will 
examine it also. If he gets into any place 
where I am afraid of permitting him to stay, I 
take a piece of paper or a book an d look atten
tively at it, on which he immediately runs upon 
my hand and surveys with an inquisitive air 
whatever I happen to hold. I miiBt further 
observe that he plays with a young cat and dog, 
both of considerable size—getting about their 
necks, backs, and paws, without their doing 
him the slightest injury." 

,oi\p's G O O D N E S S TO M E , 

anything in My name, I will do it." (John xiv. 
13f 14.) 

But although I went to Jesus for everything, 
if I were asked whether I was saved, I could 
not reply, Yes; for Satan would whisper, 
" H o w can you be saved, such a little girl as 
you are, and so often naughty? " for I was a 
very self-willed child, and had a proud spirit. 
"When I had done anything wrong, I very sel
dom owned it to any one, but always went to 
Jesus and told Him all about it. My mother 
knew when I was sorry by my way of acting, 
as I would run about and see what I could do 
to please her. I t is said that actions speak 
louder than words, and it is quite true. 

I could not say I was saved till the year 
1875, when, one Sunday at school, some one 
read John iii. 16 : " For God so loved the world 
that He gave His only begotten Son, that 
whosoever believeth should not perish, but have 
everlasting life." At the close of the school, 
the superintendent asked those who were the 
Lord's to stay behind for a short prayer meet
ing, to pray for the unsaved. He said, " You are 
either the children of God or the servants of Sa
tan." I shuddered at the thought of belonging to 
Satan, and from that time could say with a 
smiling face, "Jesus is mine, and I am Hifl." 
I was never afraid now to say that I was saved, 
but could not venture to tell other little girls 
about Jesus, as I thought they would make fun 
of me. Was this right ? No, certainly not; 
for those whom honour God, God will honour. 
But I wanted something. What was it? 
Listen, and I will try to explain. By nature 
we are dead in trespasses and sin, but when we 
really begin to fear God, our ears are opened to 
hear His Word, which tells UB of a Saviour's 
love in dying for us, and then the eyes of our 
understanding are opened, and we see what 
sinners we are—what a free and perfect salva
tion the Lord offers us, if we will only believe 
Him, and own our lost and helpless condition, 

O M E / A C C O U N T O P T H E 

Y parents lived at Brixton, where I was 
born. My mother was a God-fearing 
woman, and her longing was that her 

children should grow up in the knowledge and 
love of our Lord Jesus Christ. She prayed 
much for them and with them. Dear Christian 
parents, do not only pray for your children, but 
pray with them. I can now look back and 
ponder over many things which I heard my 
mother pray for. 

My father, having lost his reason, was taken 
from home when I was little more than a baby ; 
then my mother became very poor, and had a 
hard trial to provide the needful food and 
clothing for herself and her children ; but our 
loving Lord, who is ever watching over us, 
never let one of us want for a meal. 

I was very young when I first felt my need 
of a Saviour. I was only six years old when, 
one evening, my mother was reading the 51st 
Psalm, and came to that beautiful verse, "Purge 
me with hyssop, and I shall be clean : wash me, 
and I shall be whiter than snow." (v. 7.) 
At that moment I felt for the first time what a 
real sinner I was, and, looking up in my 
mother's face, I said, "Oh , mother, don't you 
think that would be a nice prayer for me ? I do 
want to be whiter than snow." 

From that day I began to go to the Lord for 
everything. Naturally I was a very nervous 
child, so that, when frightened at anything, I 
would say, " Lord Jesus, keep me safe ! " Or 
if at school, and could not do my lessons, I 
would say, " Lord, help me to do them ! " Such 
were the prayers of my Bimple childlike faith. 
Dear reader, do you believe that the Lord hears 
and answers such short and simple prayers as 
these ? Whether you do or not, He certainly 
does. He IOVOB to hear earnest prayers which 
come from the heart, and will surely answer 
them : for He hath said, " Whatsoever ye shall 
ask in My name, that will I do, that the Father 
may be glorified in the Son. If ye shall ask 

P 
V 
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and accept Him as our Saviour. If we do, we 
are saved. 

What do we want next ? That our lips 
should be opened to speak of the love of Jesus. 
If, dear reader, you gave a child a packet of 
sweets, and you saw that the child kept thern 
all, and did not offer any to any one else, would 
you not think that he or she was selfish and 
greedy ? So it is with the love of God. It is 
selfish to keep it to yourself, and not tell others 
about it. Thus it was with myself. My lips 
were not opened to speak of Jesus till the year 
1876. 

A Christian gentlemen was holding some 
services at the day school, when one morn
ing, alter a meeting, a schoolfellow came run
ning tome, saying, " D o you love J e sus?" I 
looked surprised; but before I could answer, 
she added, " Oh, I wish you loved Jesus ! " I 
then said, " So I do, and have loved Him for a 
long time past." To my astonishment, I saw 
that her face clouded at this, and I exclaimed, 
" Why, Maria, what is the matter ? I thought 
you would be so pleased to hear that I loved 
Jesus." " So I am," she replied; " but you say 
you have loved Him for a long time past. How 
was it that you never told me ; were you 
afraid ? You remember the gentleman said, 
that was being ashamed of Jesus, and Jesus 
said, ' He that is ashamed of Me, of him shall 
also the Son of man be ashamed.'" (Mark viii. 
38.) Maria, who was a very affectionate child, 
seeing that I was grieved, threw her arms 
around my neck, and said, " Never mind, dar
ling, let us both thank Him that we are saved, 
and ask Him to teach us the way to tell others 
of His love. "We will work together, dear." 

I think you can now understand what I mean 
by having our lips opened. 

I was a very delicate girl, suffering much 
from my eyes, which were often blindfolded for 
weeks, and even months, but never during 
these times did I feel unhappy. When I could 
neither see to read, nor play with my toys, I 
would sit all alone in an arm-chair in the par
lour and sing all the hymns I could think of; 
but whon unable even to sing, I would just ask 
the Lord to help me to bear i t ; and the loving 
Jesus spoke such comforting words to me, that 
it made me forget all my pain, and I would fall 
into a sweet sleep, from which I was often 
awakened by my dear mother kissing my fore
head, or taking hold of my hand. 

In after years I heard, that two or three per
sons who lived near us, used to stand in front 
of our little cottage and listen to my singing, 
wondering how I could be happy when in such 
pain. Ah, they did not know the happiness of 
having Christ as their Saviour. 

In the year 1871, I was invited to go and 

visit my aunt in the North of London. My de
light was very great, but very soon I found that 
our humble home was after all the best and 
happiest; for although she had everything she 
could wish as regards this world's goods, there 
was no Christ there. My well-dressed cousins 
looked at my patched frock and darned apron, 
saying, " We should not like to wear such old 
things I " I loved the dear old nurse, who took 
great care of me. 

One day my cousins and I were told that we 
were to have a treat, and go to the theatre. 
Having never visited such a place, I had no 
idea what it was, but thinking it must be some
thing very nice, was delighted at the thought ot 
going. When inside, I looked round in aston
ishment; but as soon as the play began, I felt 
disappointed and bewildered. A war was being 
acted, which frightened me so much that I 
began to cry, and begged my aunt to take me 
out, saying it waB like hell. Several people 
called out, " Why don't you stop that child's 
mouth ? Take her out! " My uncle and aunt 
were pitying me, saying, a What a shame it is 
her mother has never taken her out anywhere." 
But I did not want their pity, and only wished 
they would take me out, which, after a time, 
they did, whereupon I declared I would never 
go to a theatre again, as it was a wicked place. 
My reason for saying this was because I heard 
nothing of Jesus, but only bad words. Now I 
can understand why it was I felt so miserable 
there. Being a Christian, I ought not to have 
any liking with what transpired in that place ; 
and the Lord kept me from being drawn away 
from Him to enjoy the pleasures of this world. 

Being fifteen years old, I began to think of a 
situation. My first place was in a large family. 
I got on very well, as my mistress took pains to 
teach me a housemaid's duties. When I had 
been there several weeks, one morning, at 
prayers, my master was explaining the two first 
ver see of the 12th chapter of John, also the 
26th chapter of Matthew, 27th and 28th verses,* 
how it was the Christian's place to be at the 
Lord's table, to remember His death, in obedi
ence to His command. I thought at once that, 
as I was a Christian, it was my duty to obey 
my Lord's command. So in the evening, when 
I know my master would be alone in the dining-
room, I ventured to go up and speak to him, 
telling him how much I wished to be at the 
Lord's table. However, there were some 
Christians who thought I was too young, which 
was a great disappointment to me. At the end 
of five months I went home, as my mistress had 
found another housemaid. 

A few months later, a gentleman asked 
my mother if she would like me to come 
and help his wife with the children, and 
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He suggested that he might be persuaded to go 
to the gospel preaching ; so arrangements were 
made for him to come to our house to tea on 
the following Sunday. Meanwhile, Joseph 
(which was the name of my brother) was told 
by his mother that a young man was coming to 
have tea with them. He seemed pleased, not 
guessing the cause of his visit. George (which 
was the young man's name) came at the ap
pointed time, and, when tea was over, asked 
Joseph if he would care to go to the meeting 
with him, but he replied, " I am not in the 
habit of going to such placeB." "OhI" said 
George; " then you won't come with me? I 
am very sorry." " A h ! " answered Joseph, 
11 now that you put it in that light, I don't 
mind going for once." Our delight, when we 
fully realized that ;he was going to hear the 
Word of God, cannot be expressed, and still 
more so when he stayed to the after meeting. 
He was invited by George to go and have tea 
with him the following Sunday, and so he felt 
constrained to go again to the meeting. It was 
there that the Lord met him. During the 
preaching he was convicted of sin, but also of a 
way of escape ; and that night their was joy in 
the presence of the angels of God over one sin
ner that had repented, and also in the hearts of 
mother and sister who had so earnestly longed 
for his conversion. 

Now it was a happy home. I was no longer 
afraid to speak when my brother was in the 
room; on the contrary, he was constantly 
asking me questions concerning the things of 
God, and delighted to hear me sing my favour
ite hymns. One day, he asked me if I could 
ever forgive him for his cruelty to me, and I 
replied, •' Oh, Joseph, I forgave you when you 
did it, how much more now 1" 

For many months I passed through severe 
Buffering, but the happiness I enjoyed during 
the whole time none can tell, but those who are 
resting on the Lord Jesus. Many prayers were 
made on my behalf that it might please the 
Lord to spare me a little longer to my mother, 
and they were answered, for the next spring I 
was able to go out, and attend the meetings 
once more. A kind lady sent me to the sea-side 
for a few weeks, and the change so greatly im
proved my health, that in a short time I was 
able to take a new situation at Sutton. 

When I had been there a few days I began to 
feel lonely, as I thought how far I was from 
home, and wondered why the Lord had led me 
to that place. You shall see that He had some 
lessons to teaoh me. 

One day, when taking the children for a 
walk, I came across a stone with a text 
written thereon, and while examining it, I 
distinctly heard a voice saying, " What 

learn to be a nurse. She consented, and 
as I was very fond of children, it was not a dif
ficult task to win the hearts of the four little 
ones. They never had a nurse before, and 
were used to run all over the house, and you 
may judge what difficulty it was for me to keep 
them in the nursery. I had only been there 
about a fortnight, when my mistress told me 
she was very pleased with the way I managed 
the children, and therefore wo aid give me full 
control and management over them. I was 
very pleased to hear this, but, nevertheless, 
realized how great was the responsibility of 
having these little ones entrusted to my care. 
However, always finding health and strength at 
the throne of grace from a gracious and loving 
Father, my labourB were not in vain. After 
having been there two months, the subject of 
my coming to the Lord's table was again men
tioned, and as it was thought wrong to keep 
me waiting any longer, I was allowed to join 
with those who remember the Lord's death. 
Great was my joy at having this earnest desire 
fulfilled. 

In the following spring my eyes became very 
weak again, which obliged me to return home, 
where I was kept blindfolded for several 
months, andwaB not allowed to return to my 
situation again for nearly a year, which was a 
very hard trial for me to bear, as we were very 
poor. Besides this, my brother, who was only 
a year and a half younger than me, was very 
unkind, and caused UB much sorrow. For 
months past he had not attended any place of 
worship, and had treated my poor mother most 
unkindly. One day, when my eyes were getting 
better, and I was able to wear a shade instead 
of the bandage, I asked my brother to read a 
leaflet to me, which, much to my sarprise, he 
did. I then asked him if he believed what he 
had read ; he only replied, " That I was not to 
bother him with such rubbish." I rose from 
my seat, and, kneeling down, began silently to 
pray for his conversion. He then began to 
question me as to what I was doing, but finding 
I did not reply, began covering me with all the 
things he could gather in the room, which 
caused much pain to my eyes ; but still I would 
not rise. At last I began to pray aloud ; this was 
too much for him, and he rushed from the 
room. Telling me of it afterwards, he said he 
looked through the window to see if I would 
remove the things he had thrown over me, but 
finding I did not, came in and said, " Well, this 
beats all I have seen " ; and, picking up every
thing, put them in their right places again. 

Some weeks after, my mother and I went to 
visit a Christian friend, who had a nephew, with 
whom I got into conversation about my brother, 
telling him of my desire for his conversion. 
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are you doing for Me ? M I felt it was God 
Bpeaking to me, and answered, " I am training 
these little ones for Jesus ; but can I not do 
something else ? " Then I remembered a large 
school of fatherless children which I had often 
met on the downs, and determined to buy and 
give them little books about the Lord Jesus. 
I soon found that the children looked out for 
me, and I not only gained their friendship, but 
also that of several of the nurses. Notwith
standing this, I had difficulties to overcome, 
for several of them often took me aside and 
bitterly taunted m e ; also taking a delight in 
frightening the children. I began to think what 
I had better do, whether to stop giving away 
these silent-messengers of God, or go on with 
my little work ? But finally I determined to 

press on in spite of all opposition, and show 
them that my heavenly Father was able to give 
me both courage and strength to bear all the 
insults they might shower upon me. So the 
next time they came—there were four of them— 
I asked them to tell me all they had to say, and 
when they had finished, if they had the pat
ience to hear me, I would explain to them why 
I gave these little books or tracts away. They 
looked surprised, but did not Bpeak, so I com
menced to tell them of the love of Jesus ; and, 
oh ! what strength was given me from above to 
shine out for Him, during which time they re
mained quite still, then quietly walked away, 
and never spoke to me afterwards. 

To be continued. 

I R S T W O R K . 
£HiLiAM, M . D . 

The three men are but samples of three great 
classes of unsaved Burners. There are thousands 
of them everywhere around us, my Christian 
brother; and whether we compassionate them 
and seek to help them or not, we cannot fail to 
see them. They are all asleep as to the things 
of eternity ; they are lying only a " little out of 
the way," and not far from the cross, but in " a 
bottom " where the mists of earth roll thick 
above them, so that it is hid from their sight, 
One of the saddest things is that they are only 
a "little out of the way." " Not far from the 
kingdom, yet in terrible danger of eternal 
death I " They are all most likely professing 
Christians, lying asleep there in church fellow
ship, or Christian association; so near, and yet 
lost. As long as a man is not IN CHRIST, it matters 
little how near he may be. Some unsaved 
people think they may venture to put off their 
salvation because they are so nearly saved; a 
very little rousing up just when they please, and 
all will be right. Alas ! they have yet to learn 
that they are bound as with fetters of iron. 

Many around us are thus fast bound who 
little know it, as they lie and dream of security. 
One little step, they think, will bring them in, 
and they can take it when they choose. Not 
yet, however ; a little more sleep, a little more 
of the world's sweet dream of pleasure and self-
indulgence, then—to -morrow or next week, or 
next year—they will rouse themselves. Mean-

CHRISTIAN'S 
B Y R O B E R T M 

HE revelation of God's love at the cross 
not only filled the soul of Christian with 
joy, but prepared him for work. As long 

as he was burdened with a sense of sin, true 
Christian work was an impossibility. A bur
dened soul cannot work for Jesus ; he has quite 
enough to do with his load. God's true servants 
must ever be free, strong, able-souled, light-
hearted men and women. Our pilgrim had 
now " a heart at leisure from itself" ; he could 
afford to think of others, and his soul filled to 
overflowing with a sweet sense of fragrance 
and of God's love; some of the love ran over to 
others. Thus was he fitted to work for Christ. 
We cannot love Jesus till we know assuredly 
that He loves us. " We love Him because He 
first loved us," and most certainly if we do not 
love Him, we never work for Him ; it is only 
when the " love of Christ constrains us " that 
we begin to wonder what we can do for Him 
who has done so much for us. Neither does a 
man ever truly love his fellows unless he has 
begun to love the Lord Jesus Christ. All so-
called works of philanthropy and charity are 
vain, unless they spring out of this. 

With the desire to do something came also 
the opportunity—walking circumspectly: that 
is, looking around, you know. He spied three 
men " fast asleep with fetters upon their heels," 
and the Hight of their sad condition drew this 
man, filled with compassion, towards them. 

>F 
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while, their harmless sleep may deepen into 
death, and the only waking to them be the final 
perdition of lost souls. The names of these 
men are fall of interest as indicating not only 
their character, but telling us, as Bunyan can 
so well do by the names he gives, the whole 
condition in which they are : telling us the kind 
of sleep they severally indulge in, and the sort 
of fetter which binds each. SIMPLE, SLOTH, 
PRESUMPTION. Let us take a closer look at 
them ; and while we look at their faces, let us 
remember that every one of them is an every
day acquaintance, needing our pity and help. 

Simple is a young man; a foolish, easy-
minded, careless fellow. He sees no danger, 
and will not trouble himself to look into such 
things. He is not wicked; to be sure, he has 
his foibles and frailties—who has not? But, 
well, it is his nature to take things easy, and he 
means to take them easy still. He sleeps in his 
good-natured, foolish, easy-mindedneBs, and his 
careless simplicity is the fetter which is fast 
about his heels. He takes things for granted in 
a pleasant sort of way, and will take it for 
granted, whatever may be said to the contrary, 
that if he cannot see any danger, there is none. 

Look at Sloth. His sleep is laziness, and the 
fetter that binds him, stronger than iron chain, 
is laziness. Yes; strange as it may appear, 
there are a good many people too lazy to get 
saved. They cannot rouse themselves to face 
the question of salvation. " Oh, bother salva
tion ; let us eat and drink and sleep ! " Besides, 
salvation of the soul means earnestness and 
energy and work, does it not ? And he, why 
he doesn't even like to think of such things ; he 
really can't take the trouble. 

Bunyan is right; there are such men, and 
not a few. Have you not often met with men 
and women, young and old, who, in a good-
humoured sort of way, deprecate even the dis
cussion of spiritual things, on the ground that 
there is not in their nature anything of the 
earnestness or energy needed to deal with such 
things. They pride themselves rather on their 
lazy nature, and give you to understand that 
they don't mean to exert themselves. " Can't 
be bothered " they tell you, with a becoming 
yawn ; and many of them will at last drop in a 
gracefully lounging sort of fashion into the dark
ness of eternity. Look fur them mostly in 

haunts of comfort and wealth; in very easy 
chairs and cosy corners. They never do violence 
to good taste by anything that savours of 
energy; they can't walk, they glide in a beauti
ful languid sort of fashion. They smile in the 
same languid way, but never laugh; they have 
never offended taste by raising their voices 
above the quiet tone of propriety. They are 
beautifully lazy—too lazy to do anything worth 
doing, even in this world; and the fetter binds 
them so fast that no human hand can break it. 

The last of the three is " Presumption." He 
is not, as on first hearing his name, you might 
suppose, a daring profligate, defying God, and 
sinning with a high hand ; on the contrary, he 
is often enough, BO far as the outward decenciea 
of life are concerned, what the world calls 
honest, upright, and without reproach. His 
presumptuous nature is in this, that he counts 
too much on this irreproachable life of his, and 
on his own opinion. He presumes. His creed 
is short and pithy, if not very elegant; " Every 
tub must stand on its own bottom." Short as it 
is, there is more in it than at first you may 
fancy; and its want of elegance might be of 
little consequence if only it were true. It means 
a good deal more than " Mind your own busi
ness," though that is included. "Look to 
yourself," that cloarly; but this, too, " I'm 
quite prepared." " If God made me, He made 
me what I am, and as I am ; H E perhaps needs 
to care. Myself, I shall chance it." This is 
the presumption that binds those here repre
sented ; and the poor man sleeps on in wilful 
ignorance of the Word of God. 

Servant of Go J, shout in the ears of these 
sleeping sinners the Word of the Living God, 
whether they hear or whether they forbear. 
Faithfulness does not always meet with appar
ent success. Christian Bounded a loud and 
faithful and loving note of warning. He woke 
them from their sleep, but only for a minute. 
He would fain have unbound them, and helped 
them into the way; but they would have neither 
his warning nor his help. 

Nevertheless, good Christian, the work was 
well done. For this bit of service, sorrowful 
and unsuccessful as it may seem, yowr name, 
be sure, is down as " faithful sorvant." It 
seems hard, that the first effort should meet 
with discouragement; nevertheless, in this too 
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there is wisdom and good. Success mighth&ve 
led to pride and self-esteem. Discouragement 
will cast you all the more upon God, and keep 
you humble; and the love that prompted the 
Bervice, and that is troubled now, because those 
poor foolish men continue in their sin, is 
precious to Jesus, and is of Him a sweet savour 
to God. It seems to me that in many ways we 
may learn lessons from this bit of faithful, 
though unsuccessful, work. 

Christian went away " troubled." Others 
might have left these sinners in a very self and 
satisfied state, congratulating themselves on 
having at least done their duty. Not so this 
man, so young in the path of service. The 
motive constraining him was no mere sense of 
duty; it was the warm, tender, pitying love of 
Christ for the poor unsaved men and women 
round him. To him, if not to them, their 
danger was real and awful, and very unwillingly 
he leaves them ; and u greatly troubled " with 

When our two good Swiss friends left us 
last January (they spent ten days in Corsica), 
we continued working at I R , scarcely 
thinking that we would be able to move away 
from there. 

One evening, at the close of a meeting in the 
large Mission Hall, a young man of twenty-one, 
who was studying to be a lawyer, came up to the 
platform to ask a question. He had been 
anxiously seeking for his "point iVappui" he 
said. His heart was troubled, and he longed for 
peace and rest. It was of no use to study the phil
osophy of the wise men any more. He knew 
that none but believers in Jesus could find true 
happiness on earth. When a man was converted, 
was not this a transformation much more won
derful than any miracle ? Was it not a miracle 
of grace when his comrade, the young school
master, passed from death unto life ? Oh, if only 
he too could believe and be at rest ! There was 
one question that perplexed him greatly, and 
that seemed to him to be all-important. " What 
is faith?" he asked. " I s it something in one
self ? Is it intrinsic ? Or does it come from God ? 
Is it His gift ? How can I believe unless I have 
faith ? And how can I have faith unless God 
gives it to m e ? " The people had all left the 
Hall, and we were hurrying to go, but there 
stood the student, his pale face turned to
wards us. "What is faith?" he repeated 
earnestly. 

I was obliged to answer him as best I 
Qould. ' 'Faith is the hand that lays hold of," 
I said, 

earnest prayer for them, and many tears that 
the words of warning might remain behind 
him, and at some future time do God's work in 
their salvation. 

The Lord give us in all our service for Him a 
like spirit. 

o 

I NEVER knew what to do with my sorrows 
until I understood the sorrows of Jesus. I 
never knew what to do with my wounds until I 
understood His wounds ; all my wounds find a 
s'olace in His. It is in sight of His that mine 
are assuaged. 

I will wash me with Thy tears, 
I will ease me with Thy fears ; 
Take Thy bleeding thorns and pain, 
Put them to my wounds again. 

Every groan of Thine is balm, 
Every cry but makes me calm; 
As I see Thee, sobbing die, 
All my sorrows seem to fly. 

This answer did not satisfy him. He seemed 
almost in despair. " How can a dead man lay 
hold of anything?" he cried. " Am I not dead 
in sins till Jesus makes me live? " 

For some days after this, no one saw that poor 
young fellow. He shut himself up in his room, 
and his own relatives could not speak to him. 
At last, one bright morning, he stood at the door 
of the hotel in which we were staying. His face, 
his expression, was quite changed. There was 
joy on his countenance. " This is Ambrogi," I 
said to Miss D . "But he is another man, a 
new creature." 

In a few words he told us what had happened. 
He had found all that he had been seeking for, 
and now he had passed from darkness to light, 
from death unto life. When reading the fifty-
third chapter of Isaiah, he had Been his Saviour 
by faith, Jesus, the Christ of God. He had heard 
the voice, the voice of God that speaks to man. 
Then the light from heaven had suddenly shone. 
It was a light above the brightness of the sun, 
because it was bright enough to dispel the dark
ness, to dissipate his doubts and difficulties. . . 
Yes, Ambrogi had been converted, like Saul of 
Tarsus. 

The work at I E. was deeply interest
ing. How wonderful it was to watch the work 
of the Spirit of God, as that Spirit moved on the 
hearts of the people. Truly, the heart of each 
one was without form and void, before conver
sion ; all was chaos and darkness. Then the 
Spirit of God moved, and God said, "Let 
there be light, and there was light." So we 

W O r « in t h « l ) L t m i ; 8 W%UtKW&>-Continitid from page Ui. 
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saw one after another who was born of the 
Spirit, who became a new creature in Christ Jesus. 

Some of the converts noticed a very remarkable 
verse in the Scriptures. (2 Cor. iv. 6.): " God, 
who commanded the light to shine out 
of darkness, hath shined in our hearts, to give 
the light of the knowledge of the glory of God in 
the face of Jesus Christ." 

They read the verse in French, which certainly 
came as a message from above. The light had 
been given so that (afin que) we might enlighten 
others. 

uDieu, qui a dit que la lumi6re sortit des 
ten§bres a repandu sa lumiere dans nos coeurs 
afin que nous eclairions les homines par la connais-
ance de la gloire de Dieu, en la presence de Jesus 
Christ." 

Without any suggestion of ours, the converts 
understood that they were called to become 
missionaries amongst their own people. They 
themselves who had seen the Light, who had 
heard the sound of the glorious Gospel, were 
ready to go forth to tell the glad tidings to those 
in their own island, who were still dwelling in the 
land of the shadow of death. 

Now we felt able to leave I K , as 
there were converts there who were about to 
become missionaries, and who themselves could 
carry on the worK. 

"With what joy did my faithful companion, 
Miss D , and I journey to the villages of 
the Balagna mountains. 

In March, the converts of I K wrote 
letters full of eloquence, telling how they longed 
to labour in the great harvest-field of their island. 

"We desire with impatience to become soul-
winners," wrote Ambrogi. 

Another said that he implored God to grant 
that he might become a preacher of the Word, 
and that he might speak openly and with bold
ness, to make known to all the mystery of the 
Gospel. 

At M , a large village in the heart of the 
Upper Balagna, we again watched the work of 
the Spirit of God. Besides the evening meetings, 
we had meetings for conversation and Bible-
reading nearly every afternoon. There were 
alwayB some who were anxious to ask questions. 
Here, as at I R , we marked many New 
Testaments, and wrote notes in them. The 
enquirers who came to our little mission-room 
each day, spent their whole time in studying the 
Scriptures. In less than one month, three 
young men, one " conseiller municipal," and two 
women, declared that they had passed from 
darkness to light. They begged us to give them 
an upper room, and have it furnished with seats 
and lamps, so that they themselves might con
tinue the meetings after we left. 

At our last meeting at M , several of the 
converts stood up and called upon their comrades 
to arise and quit themselves like men, and be 
strong. How soon were bhey to be left, as sheep 
without a shepherd, with none to teach them, and 

none to guide. But they would go forth in spite 
of enemies and opposition . . . God was with 
them, and God's Word had been given to them, 
and they had nothing to fear. 

Miss D and I then continued our 
journeyings. We were happy indeed when, with 
harmonium and box full of Testaments, we 
travelled along the diligence road that led to the 
next village, away towards the blue mountain-
heights. 

There was much opposition in one quaiDt 
village that we visited. One Sunday, when we 

I were there, some of the converts arrived from 
I I R and from M , greatly to the 
I astonishment of the inhabitants of the place. 

These converts had never met before, and it was 
good to see them clasp each other's hands, and 
call each other "brothers in the faith." Seven 
of them, all young men, joined to stand before 
the people of this village, to witness for the Truth 
as ambassadors of Christ. Ambrogi was the 
chief speaker when a little company of villagers 
gathered together, first in the open air, and then 
in a small mission room that had just been fitted 
up. Well did he plead the cause of the Gospel. 
He spoke until those who listened were melted to 
tears, and when he and his comrades prepared 
for their homeward journey, after sunset, the 
Spirit of God was already moving on several 
hearts. 

Now, what more can I add? I will only say 
that two young fellows from a mountain-village 
have come to London to be trained as evangelists. 
They are at Dr. Grattan Guinness' Missionary 
Institute. 

We have good news from Corsica. I have a 
letter before me from one who tells how glor
iously, how victoriously the Light had shone into 
his once dark and agonized heart. 

Ambrogi gives an account of the work at I 
K . He and his comrades have continued the 
meetings there every evening since we left. It is 
indeed joy, he says, to see the people hasten to 
the mission hall when their work is done. He 
writes : " There they stay all the evening, listen
ing to our Gospel addresses as if hanging on our 
lips, and drinking at the ever-flowing streams of 
the living waters of the Word of God." 

It seems to me that if we want Corsica to be 
evangelised, we ought to make known the Gospel 
in as many villages as possible, and then let the 
converts continue the meetings. 

There are now three little halls in that part of 
the island which is called the Balagna. Ought 
there not to be a mission room in every village in 
which there are converts ? 

How I hope that some of your friends will 
write to you about Corsica, if they happen to 
read this account. Perhaps they will do so for 
the sake of Him who bids us " glorify His name 
in the isles of the Bea." 

When autumn comes we hope, with God's help, 
to resume this blessed work. Who will help? 

I Ever yours, E. G. GRANT-BROWN, 



T H E P U 
Challenged by the Sentry. 

RITAN'S D A U G H T E R . * {Continued from page 148.) 

A MARVELLOUS LIFE'S STORY. 

BUT the old man's blessing was not allowed 
to descend upon his persecutors. They 
were not allowed to go in peace though 

they now very much desired it. A marvellous 
deed had been wrought in that humble cottage. 

God's arm had been bared there as much as it 
was when His mighty power vanquished the 
host5* of Midian in the old days, recorded in 
the Scriptures. Aided by that power, an aged, 
tottering, and almost blind man, and his frail, 

* From Horner's Penny Stories for the People, «' The Puritan's Daughter," No. CO, 
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weak, and timid child had overcome all the 
resources of an army which had for weeks 
and months hunted them to the death. 

And now they had gained their hearts' desire. 
The odds in the eyes of man were unequal. 
Two weak individuals unarmed, on the one 
hand; an army a thousand strong, armed to 
the teeth, and trained to fight from their youth 
up, on the other. But the two conquered the 
thousand, and they slunk away afraid to parley 
further with a man who could call down such 
terrible powers to his assistance. 

"Whilst this discomfited host marched across 
the wild heath which skirted the gloomy forest, 
the old man and his daughter returned to their 
devotional meditations. 

" God hath kept the precious promises which 
thou didst read to me before these men broke in 
upon our sacred home." 

"Yes ; God hath kept Hia promise verily, 
father. I tried to be brave, but such frail flesh I 
and blood as mine must shrink from such a I 
terrible ordeal." 

"Ay, verily, but when once frail flesh and j 
blood have derived immortal courage from the i 
burning altars of the ever-living and ever-present | 
God they will not shrink from the worst deeds 
of His enemies. It was such a courage as this 
which gave so many of our weak sisters the | 
inspiration to walk through the flames, which, 
even in our own dear land, have been lighted to 
quench God's love. But that love, spite of all 
their cruelty, still burns in the hearts of so 
many brave men and women." 

" Would that I had such a spirit," fondly 
replied the girl. " I would that God accounted 
me worthy to suffer for His cause." 

The old man bent down and kissed the young, 
almost angelic-looking upturned face. A tear 
was forming in his eye, and something akin to 
sad memories were being re-awakened in his 
old faithful heart. Great thoughts were in his 
mind, a ad whilst he was filled with joy at this 
outburst of fervour for the cause for which he 
had suffered so much, yet even his lion-like 
courage almost failed him, as he thought of the 
meshes which even now the foiled captain might 
be weaving around her unwary feet. 

Should he tell her all about his history? It 
was a matter requiring great consideration. 
The revelation of such a history might sadden 
her, and it might unnerve her for the conflict 
which was inevitably and unavoidably before 
her. His sadness was soon pictured upon his 
weather-beaten, but placid face. 

"What thinkest thou, father d e a r ? " she 
asked, with her sweetest smile. 

"Thinking, my child, of God's goodness, and 
of the future when I flhall " i 

" Oh, don't, father dear, say anything about 

that. Even with my new-born strength I arn 
not strong enough to bear mention of that." 
She hung her head and wept, wondering ever 
and anon into what mysteries God's finger was 
leading them. 

Dorothy was the child of her father's old age. 
Though for almost ten years she had been bis 
only and inseparable companion, she knew 
nothing about the family history; she knew 
nothing about her mother who had been dead BO 
long, save that when three or four years of aga 
she had been so carefully watched and guarded 
by " a fine lady," who bore an angelic face, but 
withal a saddened smile. She had often felt all 
a young girl's curiosity to peep into the history 
of the family. She had had her wild imaginings, 
which had, perhaps, been created by tlie fact 
that her earliest recollection of her father was 
that he was a tail, dignified, almost a regal-look
ing man, dressed in robes which contrasted 
strangely with those he had worn during their 
many years of wandering and persecution. 

Child though she was, sho could grasp great 
truths with alacrity. She knew that when her 
father talked of " soon receiving his reward," 
it was no vain imagining born of a morbid fancy, 
but was the result of a determined knowledge 
that the earthly house would soon be dissolved. 

And so, as they sat together in the shadow of 
the feeble flickering rushlight, she felt that she 
was on the threshold of great secrets which 
might soon be locked in the unrelenting jaws of 
death. 

So she seized the opportunity, not knowing 
how many more would be offered to her in this 
life. 

"Father, dear, thou hast often promised to 
tell me the story of my life." 

" My child, thou hast been the sharer of the 
better part of it, why shouldest thou seek to 
learn its worst part ? " 

Though he replied thus, he himself was con
vinced that, in duty to his child, he ought not 
longer to shirk the responsibility. 

" I long to know something of it, and of her 
whose memory thou BO fondly cherishest even 
yet." 

Well, well, my child, thy faithfulness deserves 
to know. Would I had a better story to tell 
thee." 

" The story of my dear father's life mii3t be a 
noble one, as noble as himself." 

" Well, be it so, and may God give thoo 
strength to derive much blessing from it. Dost 
thou remember passing, three days' journey 
from here, a fine castle with its fortified turretted 
tops, its ivy-clad walls, its luxuriant foliage, and 
with a sparkling river dashing by its side ? " 

" Ay, right well do I remember passing it, 
and " 
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"And what, my cliild ? " asked the old man 
with Rome degree of eagerness. 

" My flesh was weak enough to make me 
desire to live in such a place." 

Isaac Dunbar pondered gravely over some
thing, the girl could not tell what. Then strok
ing his long white beard he said slowly, " Well, 
once thou didsfc live there. Thy infancy was 
spent within those scarred walls ; near there thy 
sainted mother died, and just outside the walls 
is she buried." 

The girl started in wonderment, "And how 
came we to fall from such an exalted state, 
and " 

She had asked the question without due re
flection, but the reproof pictured upon her 
father's face brought her back to her right mind. 

" Fall from that estate, didst thou say, child ?" 
he asked in reproachful anger. *' May God 
forgive thee for such a saying. But perhaps to 
such a child the reasoning is fair. I have 
learned to see that the change was not a fall, 
but a glorious rise. Greatness in His account 
doth not consist in unlimited wealth, in holding 
high office in the State, in the wearing of glitter
ing uniforms and other things of that nature. 
A peasant residing in the woods, one who sees 
God's handiwork around him, who under the 
vast canopy of heaven holds sweet communings 
with Him, and who trusts in Him is richer in 
that knowledge than the man who knows him 
not, though he should have untold gold. The 
peasant knows what true life is, with the other 
life has not begun. Happier, far happier, am I 
now, than when (as I shall tell thee presently) 
I was an officer of state. Would that those who 
Beek to persecute us knew wherein consisted 
only real life, that they too understood that 
which God hath revealed unto us. 'Tis true 
that this cottage is not like that castle ; but here 
I have been nearer to my God than I was there, 
and that is the true nobility and the true dignity 
of life." 

" Ay, truly," meekly responded the daughter. 
" I spoke out of the foolishness of mine heart. 
But what produced the—the change, father 
dear?" 

" I will tell thee. At the time thou wast born 
I dispensed great affairs of state. I was known 
amongst men as the Earl of Clare. Then came 
the new revival of religion, and I, as an officer 
of the State, was called upon by the king to 
commence a bitter persecution of the new sect, 
for the purpose of exterminating them. I knew 
nothing of the religion which soon afterwards 
possessed me, but on purely humanitarian prin
ciples I recoiled with horror from such a task. 
I was accused of being one of the sect in dis
guise. The King, whose coffers were unusually 
impoverished, directly accused me of treasonable 

intents upon hi* person and upon the welfare of 
the country. My castle, lands, and wealth were 
forfeited to the crown, and I was cast into 
prison." 

"Oh, how horrible!" interposed the girl, 
who was anxiously awaiting the further develop
ment of her father's story. 

" B u t this was not the end. With the great
est difficulty I escaped, and in disguise I hurried 
through the streets of London for the pur
pose of meeting thy mother and thyself, and 
then I intended to erect a home in the wilderness 
where I could fret my heart out because of the 
evil lines upon which my country had fallen. 
But a different fate was in store for me, and a 
strange incident led me to recognise it. Hur
riedly passing down one of the by-streets I saw 
the heavens lit up with flashing fire, and I heard 
a cry as of a multitude yelling in fear and mad
ness. Thinking some household was on fire I 
ran down a long passage which led me into a 
great public square. Then a horrible sight 
was before me. There was an immense crowd 
of people, some yelling in fear, others in demoni
acal exultation. But the object of their yelling 
was the same. In the centre of the fquare the 
fire was burning, and in the centre of tbe flames 
stood a young woman. I think she must have 
been dead when I first beheld her, t b o ^ h her 
hands were still clasped m the attitude of prayer, 
and upon her face, which had not yet been 
reached by the flames, there was a look of angelic 
beauty which changed my life, changed it from 
tbe cool contemplating dispenser of the affdirs 
of State and a favourite of the king into the 
homeless, humble wanderer, that thou hast 
known these many years. The object of burn
ing that young woman was, as ihe sentence 
which ordered it, " to stamp out the heretical 
doctrine," which she had never wearied of 
preaching and teaching; but it had the opposite 
effect. Many who formed part of the yelling 
multitude are now the bravest of the brave; 
men who are to-day fighting for the establish
ment of religious liberty and equality in this 
dear land of ours." 

" Poor young woman! " pathetically inter
posed Dorothy, who had been tearfully inter
ested in the narration of the maytyr's story. 

" Pity her not. She is now amongst the 
angels of God, and to her was allotted the sub
lime task of effectually spreading the divine 
truths in a dark hour. Her death was my birth. 
When I saw with what sublime courage she met 
such an awful fate, I thought there must be 
something noble in the creed she had taught, 
and henceforth I became what thou hast known 
me for these many years. I have, as thou know-
est, sought to teach and to exemplify in my life, 
even if it be in a poor and honiely manner, the 
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truth as far as my light goes. I have had many 
hard lessons to learn, but God has humbled me 
and taught me, and though in perils oft, and 
though dangers have beset me behind and before, 
yet has He kept me these many years. His 
love have been so sweet unto me that I would 
fain tell others what He hath taught me. 
Would that there were no such scenes enacted in 
our land ! Would that the light might penetrate 
into the hearts of the powers that be, and that 
our fellow citizens might never more see another 
burning at the stake, such as that of the young 
woman I have described to thee. Would that I 
had been a more devoted servant! Sometimes I 
think I am not acceptable because I have not 
been called upon'to suffer much for the cause." 

44 But thou hast suffered, father dear. Some
times it is the sublimest courage to live and not 
to die, and methinks this is a case of that sort. 
But prithee, father, what became of the castle 
in which thou sayest I was born ? " 

" It was given into the hands of one who 
earned it by being the most vigilant persecutor 
of the new sect—the man who has for so long 
ordered the soldiers to hunt us from one retreat 
to another, and to kill us if the opportunity do 
present itself. fcThou see'st, child, how that op
portunity came to-night; but the Lord is 
stronger than he, or the strongest army that 
does his bidding." 

4'And how earnest thou, dear father, to lay 
my mother within the shadow of the castle walls, 
if she lived when thou was ejected from thy 
possessions ? " 

" She had been delicately reared, and though 
she struggled cheerfully, the new lot was too 
hard for her, and God called her home to a more 
peaceful haven. Her last wish was to be bur
ied near the home where she had been so happy. 
Fortunately I knew of a secret passage under
ground, and in the dead quiet of a winter's night 
I laid her body there, and commended her spirit 
to God." 

"And hast thou seen the place of burial 
since ? I could not rest if I thought her dust had 
been disturbed by those ruthless men." 

44 Oh, yes, I have seen it many times. Dost 
thou remember that when we were near the 
castle last, I pulled a wild flower from the heath, 
and then left thee for a lengthened period ? " 

44 Yes ; full well do I remember the anxiety 
which thy absence caused me." 

441 left thee then to place that white flower 
upon her tomb, as an emblem of the immortality 
in which her spirit dwells." 

44 And why didst thou not take me ? " asked 
the girl. 

44 Ay, thy life is too sacred to be risked in 
such a dangerous undertaking, my child." 

44 And thine also, father dear." 
44 My life is in the hands of God. When He 

requires it I will cheerfully resign it." 
44 And leave me all alone ? " cried the girl. 
" Yes, in His hands." 
4CBut what sound is that ? " asked the girl, as 

the blast of a trumpet sounded across the clear 
air of the snow-clad heath. 

44 The army of the aliens is rushing to it3 des
truction. That sound is the rallying cry of our 
friends." 

The girl shuddered. 4i Will there be more 
blood shed in the advancement of the cause of 
the Prince of Peace ? " 

44 Ay, verily, unless some miracle intervene. 
Let us arise and go to the place. If we cannot 
prevent hostilities, perhaps we can render ser
vice to the wounded, and give descent burial to 
the dead." 

44 Wilt thou give burial to friend and foe ? " 
asked the girl, 

44 Ay, verily; in God's eyes there is no differ
ence, and in the presence of death our differ
ences ought to be forgotten or forgiven." 

(To he continued.) 

&txd's &iati Titlings txi Saltratitm* 

S O M E ACCOUNT OF THE LOF^D'S GOODNESS TO M.E 

{Continued from yage 157). 

BUT fresh troubles were in store for me. I to go there; and as I see it to be right, if you 
After having been a few months in this new cannot let me, then I must leave you, although 
situation, my mistress told me she could no 

longer allow me to go to the meetings, the 
room being three miles off, and that I must 
therefore attend the chapel in the village, which 
was the best place for me. I then answered, 
441 beg your pardon, mam ; unless you can give 
me proof by God's Word that I am going to a 
wrong place of worship, I must still continue 

I shall be sorry to do so." She then began to 
cross examine me, and I had to keep looking 
unto the Lord for help to answer aright; but it 
grieved me very much to see how red her face 
grew with passion, as she exclaimed, 44 How 
dare you preach to m e ? " I quietly replied, 
441 am very sorry if I seem to do so, as I did 
not intend it. I am only answering your 
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questions, and telling you my reasons for not 
going to your chapel." I little thought that 
my mistress, who apparently seemed so angry, 
was, in her heart, admiring my firmness, as 
she told me afterwards; and you can therefore 
imagine my surprise, when after about a three 
hours' discussion, she quietly took my hand, 
and said, " You shall go to your meeting-place 
whenever you like, and I only wish I was like 1 
you. I always thought I was right for heaven, . 
but now I know I am not.'1 

In October, 1882, I was taken ill with con
gestion of the lungs, and, on recovery, was told 
by my mistress that I should not be strong 
enough for the place, and was therefore obliged 
to leave. But at Christmas, the same lady 
came and asked me to come to her for a few 
weeks, as she required a nurse for the children. 

I had not been ten minutes in the house, when 
Mr. S came to the nursery and said, 
" Clara, I have to thank you for speaking as 
you did to my children about the Lord, for 
through that I have obtained salvation." " Oh, 
sir ! " I exclaimed; " what do you mean ? " 
" I mean," he said, " tha t through you I am 
saved." The joyful news was so great, that I 
kept saying to myself, " Can it be possible that 
my master is saved ? " 

He seemed to comprehend what was passing 
in my mind, and said, " You seem as if 
you did not believe i t ; but it is quite 
true. I will tell you how it happened. 
One morning, Herbert came into the room 
sucking a dirty strap. I told him if he con
tinued to do that he would die. * Then, pa,' 
said the little boy, ' if me die, me go to dear 
Jesus, Lots of little ones are with dear Jesus. 
Jesus loves me ! ' I could not forget his words 
the whole day. At night I went to bed early, 
thinking to drown my sorrow in sleep, but 
could not rest. Early next morning I went to 
see the minister of our chapel, but he was 
away, and I did nob know what to do, for my 
child's words sounded louder than ever. They 
seemed to condemn me. I knew I was a God 
hater. When I got home, Herbert saw that I 
was sorrowful, and said, ' Pa, what the 
matter ? ' * Oh, Herbert, I am a naughty 
papa I' 'Pa , what you done ? You must go 
and tell Jesus you naughty, and ask Him to 
make you good, like (Mara does, when Frank 
and me naughty ; and He loves you, and you 
love Him! ' Then I went to my room, and 
throwing myself on my knees, I cried to God 
for mercy. Slowly the light dawned on my 
poor dark soul, and I left my room a saved 
man." 

And so it came to pass, that he who 
had BO often forbidden me to speak to his 
children about Jesus, had received the truth as | 

it is in Jesus, and had to thank me for having 
done so to his children. 

At this time a great sorrow came upon me. 
A dear old friend, and former mistress, Mrs. 
T , sent me to her own physician, Dr. 
C . After examining my eyes, he gave me 
a letter to a celebrated physician at Moorfield's 
hospital, as he was afraid it was a bad case. 
This gentleman soon told me that my disease 
was hopeless, that he could do nothing, but he 
kindly gave me a letter to Dr. C . " My 
poor child," said Dr. C , " I know you are 
one of the Lord's children, therefore you must 
take this trial to Him. You must not bear it 
yourself, or else it will make you ill. I am 
sorry to have to tell you that you are going 
blind." I exclaimed, " Going blind, doctor? " 
He replied, "Yes ; and nothing can be done 
for you. You must ask the Lord that if it be 
His will He may spare you your sight: for you 
know with God all things are possible." I did 
not know how I got back to my place. How I 
got back to Mrs. T I never could tell, I 
was so full of grief and fear, and in a few days 
1 had to be taken home ill; but, praise the 
Lord, in answer to many prayers I was saved 
from this great calamity. 

On once more partially recovering, after 
several weeks' illness, I was in great distress on 
account of having no employment. 

" My dear child," said my mother, trying to 
comfort me, " you must not forget that you be
long to the Lord, and He has said,41 will never 
leave nor forsake thee.' The Lord will provide! 
He always has, and I know He always will. 
Have you forgotten your favourite hymn— 
4 Our times are in Thy hand ? ' " and with such 
words greatly encouraged me. 

About this time it occurred to me that I could 
do some wool work and sell it. Accordingly, 
I asked a lady friend if she wanted any wool 
petticoats, when she replied—" My little girl 
needs a warm one," and she at once gave me an 
order. Having bought the wool, I was much 
puzzled, for I had not the slightest idea how to 
make it. Going to my room, and kneeling by 
my bedside, I poured out my heart's need to the 
Lord, and with childlike confidence I asked Him 
to guide my hands, for I could not do one stitch 
without Him. Then I sat down and began my 
work without fear ; and in three days I finished 
the petticoat, and took it to the lady, who was 
very pleased with it. 

This was the beginning of much mercy, for, 
on account of my constant suffering, wool work 
was all I could do for some years. The Lord 
Himself taught me, and I had much happiness 
in proving the Lord's loving and tender care. 
Sometimes my faith was much tried, for I waa 
lefts without a penny, or food for the next meal; 
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but the Lord, who was watching oyer His 
Buffering child, always sent something in time. 
I never told anyone but the Lord of these trials. 
One November day, a heavy fog was creeping 
in through every crevice of my room. I had no 
lire, and no money to buy coals. What was to 
be done ? Should I go to my mother, who was 
out nursing not far frum home ? No, I said to 
myself, it is better to go to my Father. This 
trial was greatly blessed to me. Going to take 
tea with a dear friend, judge my joy when she 
said, ' 4 1 was coming to see you this evening, 
for Mrs. P is so troubled about you, she 
fears something is the matter." After tea I 
went to see Mrs. P , who spoke to me very 
kindly, and without knowing of my need, on 
parting gave me half-a-crown. Oh, how true it 
is : " The Eye of the Lord is upon them that 
fear Him, upon them that hope in His mercy." 
(Psalm xxxiii. 18.) 

In January, 1888, I had a bad fall, and was 
laid up for some time. For seven weeks I was at 
home with no one to do anything for me, except a 
little girl, nine years old, who came to me after 
school hours. One day, at that time, I was with
out any money ; aud what could I do, for I was 
too weak to leave my room ? I could only trust 
in the Lord and wait for His help. The same 
evening a friend called on me, and said, 
" Well, dear, I am very sorry to see you are so 
ill. Little Nellie told me you had a bad cough, 
so I brought you some honey, thinking it might 
do you good." 

" Thank you very much ; I said, " it is very 
kind of you." 

This friend continued, saying, " Now, dear, 
will you give me all the wool things you have 
made, I am going to sell them for you this 
evening." 

"Where? " replied I . 
44 Well, 1 am going to M M . L., to Mrs. H., and 

to Mrs. B., in Clapham Park. They are very 
rich ladies ; and they know me, as we go to the 
same Church. I am sure they will buy them 
when they know how you are situated." 

441 wish you God speed," I answered ; li and 
it is very good of you." 

44 Please, don't call me good," rejoined my 
friend, 441 am not half so good as you are, to lay 
on this bed week after week with no one near, 
and yet never to murmur. When I was ill for 
one week only, at my AuntV, I thought it was 
very hard, and I was not alone as you are." 

44 Well, dear," I said, "our goodnesp, at the 
best, is like filthy rags. There is only Ouo who is 
really good, and that is our loving Lord. With 
that I will now let you go and try what you can 
do, and I will ask the Lord to favour you, so 
that I may be helped if it is His will." 

Returning from her errand of mercy, my 

j friend's first words were, u I sold all, and here is 
i the money." 

"Well, I have something else to tell you," 
; said H." Mrs. B. told me that she had a young 
- lady staying with her, who, she knew, would 

like to come and see you. She will be here to-
| morrow morning." 

I wras wToudering what kind of a lady my new 
| visitor would be, when I heard someone comiDg 

up the stairs, and just then the door opened. A 
tall lady, dressed in deep mourning, entered, and 

i sat down by my side. She spoke so kindly that 
| I was soon at home writh her. She said— 
| 4l Are you always here alone ? " 
i " Yes, mam, except when a little girl comes, 

in the evening, after the school is over." 
I 44 Well, I see you ought to be in bed. I am 
1 quite used to nursing. My clear father and 

mother have not long gone Home, and I nursed 
, them both, and if you will allow me I will nurse 

you? " So the lady took off her hat and mantle, 
and putting on a large apron, she said,44 Now let 
me put you to bed ; then we will see what the 
Lord has to say to us this morning from His W o r c L" 

It wras, indeed, a happy time ; and this loving 
lady came every day mini 1 went to the Homoeo
pathic Hospital, where I wa3 so kindly treated 
that I was very sorry when the time came forme 
to leave the loving nurses. 

: Two years passed, and I was again in the 
i hospital, but this time it was with the Sciatica. 
! The first night I wras laying awake, when 1 heard 

someone singing a tune I well knew; but the 
binging soon ceased ; then the bath-room door 
opened, and the night nurse came noiselessly into 

j the ward. Finding I was not asleep she kindly 
I asked whether I was in pain, or if I wanted 

am thing ? 
! 44 Yes, nurse, I want to tell you something." 
I 44 Well, dear, what is it ? " 

4* I know that tune you were singing just now. 
It is called—4 He left the brightness of His 

| throne.' " 
44 So it is ; and do you believe it ? " 
44 Oh, yes, nurse, I do." 
44 But, do you know Him aa your own 

Saviour ? " 
44 Yes, nurse." 
44 Can you look forward with pleasure to the 

Lord's coming ? " 
41 Yes, I can." 
14 Would you like Him to come to-night? " 
14 Oh, nurse, how delightful it would bo." 
4(I thank the Lord I have one in this ward who 

is His ;' ' aud kneeling down, she took my hand 
and asked the Lord to relieve me from my pain, 
and give me some refreshing sleep; and 1 was 
soon fast asleep. 

I often saw this nurse kneeling by the bedside 
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of some suffering patient who could not sleep, 
and saying a few words to hirn or her. 

At the end of two months I was well enough 
to return home, though not able to walk. How
ever, three weeks after leaving the hospital, I 
began to walk a little. Again I attempted to assist 
my old mistress, who was very kind to me ; but 
my strength failed me, and I was forced to return 
home. 

Soon after I was engaged by a lady to nurse 
her child. She was wealthy, and used to drive 
me and the child out every day. 

I soon began to feel much better, as I enjoyed 

the fresh air without fatigue every day. It was 
a great comfort to me to know I was earning 
much better wages than I had had for five years; 
and withal that my mistress was perfectly 
satisfied, which she showed by giving me many 
presents. 

From the time I was iu the hospital up to the 
present, my sight has rapidly improved ; and no 
one but those who have suffered as I have with 
my eyes, and love the Lord, can understand my 
joy at being able once more to read God's Word. 
May some, by reading this simple story, be led 
to put their trust in the Lord. 0. w. 

LESSONS FI\OM GENESIS I. 

THHIS book has a peculiar interest. It has 
^ been called the seed plot of The Bible, and 

contains the germs of all the relationships 
between God and man excepting perhaps the 
law; though as we know there was one given 
to Adam in innocence, and Hagar is a type of 
Sinai. We have in this book, (so fiercely as
sailed by sceptical critics, so universally referred 
to throughout Scripture) Creation, Satan, God's 
promises, God's call, God's judgment, God's re
demption, God's covenant, God's people, their 
position in the earth, resurrection, Israel in the 
land, the blessings of all nations, the promised 
seed; all, even the church itself, is foreshadowed 
here. 

This book moreover, though containing the 
only true account we have of well-nigh half the 
stream of time (about 2-100 years), mainly con
sists of incidents more or less grouped around 
seven men, four of them evidently types of 
Chribt corresponding in the main to the four 
Gospels, and three typical of the Christian. The 
four are Adam, the typical man, corresponding 
with Christ in the Gospel of Luke ; Isaac, the 
typical son, corresponding with the teaching of 
John ; Jacob (in part of his life at any rate), the 
typical servant, as Christ is presented in Mark; 
and Joseph, the typical ruler, as Christ in Mat
thew. I t is worthy of notice also that wo get 
the marriage recorded of each of these, the bride 
doubtlesB foreshadowing in each case the glorious 
bride of the great A n t ^ p e as spoken of in Reve
lation. We can only glauce at these now. In 
Eve we get the bride of the second man, her 
distinctive characteristic being that she is part 
of His body, a part of Himself. In Bebecca we 
see the bride of the Son, fetched from earth and 
led to heaven by the Holy Ghost, while the Son 
is hidden in the Father's house. In Bachel, the 
bride of the servant, won by his hard toil, which 
seemed but a few years for the love he had to
wards her (Eph. v.). In Asenath, the bride of 

the Buler, seated on the throne, and in a nearer 
place to the Kuler than His earthly brethren. 
The three characers representing the believer, 
are Enoch, the saint walking with God; Noah, 
witnessing against the world ; and Abraham, the 
believer in all his varied experiences and life of 
faith. 

But we mu3t pass on to look at the chapters 
in order. 

Chap. 1.—We have here the work of God; 
in chap. ii. the rest of God. This account is not 
a history of all God has done, but only what is 
needful and profitable for us to know. We shall 
know all things, bat this revelation of the begin
ning is but partial. The Bible no where gratifies 
men's Curiosity, only that which directly con
cerns man is here told us. Hence we have no 
account of angels, good or bad, no history of 
their creation. Nor indeed have we any account 
of the creation of this world. We have the bare 
fact, however, all important in its meaning : 
44 In the beginning God created the heaven and 
the earth." What follows is no account of how 
this was done, making verse 1 a summary of the 
chapter. We are told nothing of what may have 
occurred on this earth between its creation and 
verse 2, when all was without form and void. 

Morally the world was again in this state 
4000 years later, when God once more began to 
work, out of the darkness, to bring the new crea-
ation, saying again, u Let there be light," and 
there was light. 

It is interesting to note that the word 
44 moved" or 4' brooded " in verse 2 is stated to 
be wonderfully descriptive of the undulations of 
ether that transmits what we call light. The 
same word is used in Deut. xxxii. 11. Compar
ing the old with the new creation we may link 
together Gen, i. 3. and 2 Cor. iv. 6 ; Gen. i. 4 
and 2 Cor. vi. 14. In the first four days God 
brings light and order out of darkness and con
fusion. Before God formed man, He filled sea, 
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earth, and air with life, the proof of His power, 
in that to matter He could communicate living 
energy. 

Observe in i. 5, the " evening " before the 
" morning." So in the new creation the evening 
of the cross, and the morning of the resurrection, 
compose its first day. 

i. 6, 7.—The division of the waters in the air 
from those on the earth, is important, and forms 
one chief difference between Egypt and Canaan. 
Deut. xi. 10, 11. 

i. 8.—Heaven. There are three spoken of in 
Scripture. 1st. (Deut. iv. 19), the firmament 
above us, where the birds iiy, and the clouds 
gather; 2nd. (Matt. xxiv. k29), the whole of space 
where the stars, the sun, and moon are; and 3rd. 
(Ps. ii. 4 ; 2 Cor. xii.), the dwelling-place of God, 
the " heaven of heavens " or third heaven. Ob
serve, God brings forth generally light, water 
and the earth on the first three days, and then 
deals with each again particularly in the same 
order in the last three. 

i. 14. "Lights'* or "light-bearers," not the 
sources of light, or light itself. 

i. 15. These lights were all made by God (it 
does not say when), and on the fourth day they 
were brought into relation with the earth to give 
light, and to mark the course of time. The 
object of their existence is specially stated, be
cause they so soon became the objects of idolatry. 
"Sun," and "moon," and "stars." In the 
new creation, Christ is the sun, Christians 
looked at collectively are the moon (Matt, v.), 
reflecting Christ's glory in HiB absence, and 

A C U P O F ( 
FOR THE VEI 

11 TTOR whosoever shall give you a cup of water 
JH to drink in my name, verily I say unto you, 

he shall not lose his reward. And whosoever 
shall offend one of these little ones which believe 
in me, it were better for him that a millstone 
were hanged about his neck, and that he were 
drowned in the depths of the sea." 

Can my little reader doubt whether Jesus loves 
him after reading these precious lines ? So much 
did He love you and me also, that nearly two 
thousand years ago He came down to this earth, 
and though He was God, yet He became a man, 
•o that He might die instead of you. 

But perhaps you will ask, Why must He die ? 
I will tell you. God Bays in His Word that, our 
hearts, yours and mine, are "deceitful above all 
things, and desperately wicked; " and that "the 
wages of sin is death ; " but Jesus came and died 

Christians individually are the stars (Phil, ii, 
15). 

And now in the midst of the prepared scene 
man is placed. He did not spring out of matter 
by the mere will of God as did the beasts. God 
formed man out of the dust. He was not 
" brought forth" by the earth, but "made"by 
God. 

But though the " image " of God on the earth, 
as being the head and centre of creation, and ruler 
over it all, and in His "Likeness" in the absence 
of evil, we cannot go further, and say of the first 
man of the old creation as of those in the new, 
that he was created in "righteousness and true 
holiness." (Eph. iv. 24.) 

i. 26. In the new creation, and concerning the 
Second Man, read Col. i. 15. " Us " means the 
Trinity, for it was not then a kingly expression 
as now. Kings formerly said " I " not "we." 
(Gen. xii. 18 19 ; Ezra vi. 8, &c.) 

i. 27. Eve is here seen blessed in Adam be
fore her actual creation, just as the Church is in 
Christ. 

i. 28. Observe here we get the dominion of 
the earth and all in it in the hand of the first 
man. He failed, but the book does not close till 
the government is in the hand of him who is 
the most remarkable type in the Old Testament 
of the Second Man, dead and risen, and reign
ing in glory. 

i. 29, 30. The fruit of the earth is for man, 
grass for the beast. No animal food till Gen. ix. 
3. 

instead of you. His hands and His feet were 
nailed to a cross of wood, and there " He was 
delivered for our offences," not His own. He 
knew no Bin, but He was made sin for us. " He 
bare our sins in His own body on the tree." "He, 
the Just One, suffered for us the unjust, that He 
might bring us to God." So great was His love, 
that He died for us. He would not let us bear 
even the just penalty of our sins, but He came 
and bore the wrath of a righteous God against 
sin, that we might go free :— 

11 And BO He died I and this is why 
He came to be a man and die." 

And now Jesus has died; and He wants little 
ones to come to Him. So much, BO very much 
does He love them, that He is going to reward 
those, who even give them a cup of cold water 
because they belong to Him. Would you like to 

llfagea to the t̂xung:* 
} O L D W A T E R . 

Y LITTLE ONES. 
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become one of the little ones who shall believe 
on Him ? 

So dear are all the little ones who believe on 
Jesus, that He says to those who offend them, 
" i t were better that a millstone were hanged 
about their necks and they were cast into the 
sea." Will you not trust such a precious Saviour 
as this ? He died that you might live; and those 
who now receive Him, He will soon come and 
take to be with Him for ever, in the bright 

B A C K 

WE have three great enemies ever seeking 
to overcome us : the world, the flesh, and 
the devil; and in proportion as we give 

place to any of these, do we depart from God. 
These three we find in Peter's case in Luke 
xxii. In verses 45 and 50 he is led astray by 
the flesh, in sleeping when he should have watch
ed, in striking when he should not have resisted. 
In verses 54 and 55 he is led astray by the fear 
of the world : first, in straying far from Christ's 
side ; secondly, in fellowship with His enemies. 
And, lastly, in verses 57, 58, and GO, he is thrice 
ltd astray by the devil: to deny Christ, to swear, 
and to deny Him again. 

One might, indeed, say such a course is fore
shadowed in tbe fir.«t Psalm. The counsel of 
(he ungodly, the dictates of fleshy reasons, led 
to the smiting with the sword ; standing in the 
ivay of sinners is illustrated by standing and 
warming himself; while sitting in the seat of 
the scornful is found in verse 55. 

THE PATH OF THE BACKSLIDER. 
And now, dear reader, what about yourself? 

Listen to the following words :— 
There is no heart, in the wide world, so un

happy as his, who has been drawn aside from 
the holiness and joy of obedience, to paths of 
self-seeking and of sin. 

w What peaceful hours I onco enjoy d, 
How sweet their memory still! 

But they have left an aching void 
The world can never fill." 

And such is the language, in poetry or in prose, 
of the soul, whose " earliest love " has been left; 
who has, alas! in some way or other, forsaken 
the Lord, for the enjoyment of the favours of the 
world. 

11 My people have committed two evils ; they 
have forsaken me, the fountain of living waters, 
and hewed them out cisterns, broken cisterns, 
that can hold no water" (Jer. ii. 13). Such was 
God's lamentation of old. How rightly He 
styled Himself " THE FOUNTAIN OF LIVING 
WATERS"—the source and spring of blessing; 
and how solemnly descriptive is the expression, 

mansions He has gone to prepare for all those 
who trust Him. 

NOW is the day of salvation, not to-morrow. 
Ere to-morrow comes, all who have believed on 
Him NOW, may have been " caught up in the air, 
to dwell for ever with the Lord." 

'' If you take the loving Saviour now, 
Who for sinners once did die, 

When He gathers His own in that bright home 
Then you'll be there, and I." 

11 broken cisterns, that can hold no luater" of 
the experience acquired by departing from Him. 

He knows where the blessing is found. We, 
alas \ often through seas of sorrow, have to learn 
that the cisterns to which we have recourse are, 
in truth, broken, and that they hold no ivater, 
and that there remains, as the only result of our 
declension, " an aching void," a distracted and 
discontented heart ; a state of soul, indeed, 
which had no parallel in the most wretched 
hours of our unconverted days. 

Ah ! beneath many a smiling face, behind 
many a ringing laugh, underlying much forced 
activity and unnatural effort, there is to be 
found a heart of misery, that seeks by these 
means to conceal the fact of its departure from 
God. 

And yet how vain that effort—how hollow 
that laugh ! The stag may continue to bound 
gaily over crag and moor, and the bird may soar 
awhile swiftly on high, but the gunshot wound 
is doing its work, and, sooner or later, the gay 
bounding will cease, and the strong wing will 
droop. So, too, the Word of God will prove 
effectual, though long slighted; and the way
ward soul, though brought by paths of deep and 
searching trials, will find that the love, where
with it was loved, was an ** everlasting love" ; 
such a love as could turn its eye, full and for
giving, on a poor failing Peter, and effect by its 
silent, yet wounded look, his entire restoration. 

THOU HAST LEFT THY FIRST LOVE. 

DO you not own and feel the truth of these 
words ? Can you not recall, with an aching 
heart, the bright and holy memories of the past, 
the once loved Bible, the place where "prayer 
was wont to be made," the happy work for 
your Lord ? It may be some poor, cold, formal 
task, professedly for Him, still occupies you, 
but all the time you hear His voice ever saying, 
" Thou hast lefc thy first love." You have 
gradually not only left the things you once loved, 
but returned to those you once hated for Christ. 
The ensnaring novel, eating away your brain 

practical Truths te tytxunti I s l i sws . 
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and time, the worldly song, the amusements of 
this world, are all binding their chain around 
you, and you are not happy. You try to be, 
but you cannot succeed. You envy the happy 
carelessness of the dead souls around you. They 
feel no remorse, the pleasures of the world con
tain no hidden sting for them. They have 
never known and loved the Saviour you have 
forsaken. The voice of conscience is not cease
lessly saying to them, as to you, " You are doing 
wrong. You are sinning against the light." 
Consider now where was your first step of de
parture ? Was it not so small as to be almost 
imperceptible ? You did not begin by throwing 
away your Bible for a romance, you did not at 
once exchange the meeting for the concert hall. 
No ! the first thing was a gradual neglect of 
private reading and prayer. As your heart 
got cold, and you lost your interest in it the devil 
whispered, " Give it up, it is no use going on 
with a form ; wait till your heart gets warm 
agaiu ;" well knowing that in saying this, he 
was cutting you off from the warmth and light. 
And you obeyed him. You did not read, or 
pray, this morning when you arose, nor yester
day, nor the day before. Oh! boloved reader, 
truly yours is a sad case; but yet, there is 
abundant grace to meet it. 

A SOLEMN EXAMPLE. 

In closing, we give two letters, one written to, 
and the other by, one in the worst of states, 
and in the next number we shall give others, 
showing that even such a case was not too hard 
for God's grace to reach. 

44 Some time ago," says a servant of the Lord, 
" when labouring in the Gospel, in a certaiu 
town, I was asked to visit one who had formerly 
taken the ground of being a child of God, but 
had given up all profession at that time, I 
found that the world had supplanted the love of 
God in her heart. Poor exchange ! I remem
bered the solemn truth in the Epistle of St. 
Jamas, that, if a man be the friend of the world, 
he is the enemy of God. And this awful truth I 
sought to press home—( enmity against God.1 

The soul that loves the world, assumes the posi
tion of open and determined hostility against 
the living God ; a terrible position for a poor 
worm of the dust! Shortly after I wrote to her 
a8 foWows:— 

" My dear , 
" I have thought of j'oij before the Lord, 

not once nor twice, since I bade you farewell on 
Monday. I cannot but feel that this is a most 
important moment in your spiritual history. I 
cannot say what may be the issues flowing from 
the course you now take. It may be that eter
nal destinies are at stake. At any rate, the 
question is one relating to eternity. 

" The fact is simple and solemnly this :—You 
have been led captive by the devil, and the world 
has been the silken cord used by him. Whether 
you have ever been converted is not for me to 
say ; but the Word of God never recognises those 
as following Jesus, who find more pleasui'e in 
worldly histories, miserable novels, foolish danc
ing, and worldly companions, than in the truth, 
the ways, and the people of God. I would be
seech you not to consider yourself safe, while in 
your heart you regard such iniquity, as that of 
which you have been confessedly guilty. 

IC The world, together with its course, is judged 
in the mind of God (see John xii. 31), and ' Who
soever, therefore, will be a friend of the world, is 
the enemy of God' (James iv. 4). Take this 
solemn truth to heart. Face it. Hear the words 
of the Apostle Paul, 'The world is crucified unto 
me, and I unto the world ' (Gil. vi. 14), and then 
ask yourself the question, * What is to be my 
path in it ? ' 

"But , on the other hand, trusting that God 
may grant you repentance from the evil of your 
ways, I would say that the blessed Lord never 
sends His people to fight at their own charges, 
or in their own strength. Thus, for instance, 
you may 6ay, ' Where can I find strength to walk 
in the ways of the Lord, seeing I have so griev
ously departed, and fallen?' Now, such a 
question is the fruit of unbelief. A similar 
question was raised by rebel Israel of old, 4 Can 
God furnish a table in the wilderness ? ' (Psalm 
lxxviii. 19). Follow not their bad example! If 
only your heart be right with the Lord, you may 
trust Him moat full}7 for * grace to help in time 
of need.' 

11 Now, I ask you, is your soul determined to 
know nothing henceforth but ' Jesus Christ, and 
Him crucified ? ' Oh I let it be so. Make no com
promise. Close each affection against the world; 
be its slave no more. Betake yourself to the 
feet of Jesus, and there permit the sweet flow-
ings of His love to melt your heart, and remove 
all indecision and half-heartedness. * Cease ye 
from man, whose breath is in his nostrils' (Isaiah 
ii.2'2). 

41 Hoping soon to hear that you have made 
straight paths for your feet, 

41 Believe me, ever yours moat truly, ." 
ANSWER. 

"Dear S i r , - " * > * Oct., 1871. 
" I received your kind letter, for which 1 

return my grateful thanks. I believe what you 
say about the things of eternity, and wish I 
could say from my heart that I am willing to live 
as dead to the world. But I cannot. I would 
like to be the child of God, and the friend of 
the world at the same time. But I find I can
not be both. Truly I have been * led captive by 
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the wicked one/ and it seems as if I had been 
given over to his tyranny, for the more I try to 
do right, the further. I seem to go from God. 
Surely it has proved a * bitter and an evil thing 
(in my case) that I have departed from God.' 

" My friends continue faithfully to warn me, 
but I fear they will give me over soon. 

" I will now conclude, by again thanking you 
for your kind interest in me. 

14 Ever yours gratefully, ." 

JOTTINGS F R O M B I B L E M A R G I N S . 

ETERNAL, 
Eternal God, Deut xxxiii. 27. 
Eternal Spirit, Heb. ix. 14. 
Eternal purpose, Eph. iii. 11. 
Eternal life, John iii. 15. 
Eternal redemption, Heb. ix. 12. 
Eternal glory, 2 Tim. ii. 10. 
Eternal weight of glory, 2 Cor. iv. 17. 
Eternal damnation, Mark iii. 29. 
King Eternal, 1 Tim. i. 17. 
Eternal power, Eom. i. 20. 
Eternal excellency, Is. Ix. 15. 
Eternal salvation, Heb. v. 9. 
Eternal inheritance, Heb. ix. 15. 
House eternal in the heavens, 2 Cor. v. i. 
Eternal judgment, Heb. vi. 2. 
Eternal fire, Jude 7. C. CHRIST OUR EXAMPLE. 

He who was rich became poor for our sake.— 
2 Cor. viii. 8, 9. 

He laid down His life for us.—1 John iii. 16, 
17. 

He loved us and gave Himself for us.—Eph. 
v. 2. 

He pleased not Himself.—Rom. xv. 2, 3. 
He suffered patiently. —1 Pet. ii. 20, 21. 
He resisted not those who killed Him.—James 

v. 6. 
He emptied Himself, humbled Himself, and 

was odedient even unto death.—Phil. ii. 7, 8. 
He forgave us.—Col. iii. 13. 
He was faithful to God.—Heb. iii. 1, 2. 
He endured the cross, despised the shame, 

and endured the contradiction of sinners.— 
Heb. xii. 1, 2, 3. 

He washed the disciples' feet.—John xiii. 4, 5. 
CANNOT. 

The scripture cannot be broken.—John x. 35. 
God cannot lie.—Tit. i. 2. 
Flesh and blood cannot inherit the kingdom 

of God.—1 Cor. xv. 50. 
A corrupt tree cannot bring forth good fruit.— 

Matt. vii. 18. 
They that are in the flesh cannot please God.— 

Eom. viii. 8. 
Except a man be born again he cannot see 

the kingdom of God.—John iii. 3. 
Himself He cannot save.—Matt, xxvii. 42. 
Ye cannot serve God and mammon.—Matt. 

vi. 24. 
If any man oome to me and hate not hii 

father . . . he cannot be my disciple.— 
Luke xiv. 27, 33. 

SEVEN STATEMENTS ABOUT SCRIP
TURE IN 2 TIM. iii. 

I t is— 
Able to make wise unto salvation. 
Given by inspiration of God. 
Profitable for doctrine. 
Profitable for reproof. 
Profitable for correction. 
Profitable for instruction in righteousness. 
(Given) that the man of God may be 

perfect, thoroughly furnished unto all 
good works. 

BELIEVERS in 1 Pet ii. are— 
1.—Living stones, ^ 
2.—A spiritual house, f ver. 5 
3.—A holy priesthood, J j 
4.—A royal priesthood. J 
5.—A chosen generation, f 
6.—A holy nation, V ver. 9. 
7.—A peculiar people, ' 

SEVEN OVERCOMERS IN BEVELATION— 
Rev. ii. 7 ; ii. 1 1 ; ii. 17 ; ii. 26; xi. 7 ; xiii. 7 ; 

xviii. 14. W. J. H. 

SEVEN PRECIOUS THINGS IN PETER. 
Precious faith—precious blood—precious stone 

—precious corner stone—precious Saviour— 
precious faith—precious promises. W. J. H. 

SEVEN ONES in Eph. iv. 
One Body, 
One Spirit, 
One Hope, 
One Lord, 
One Faith, 
One Baptism, 
One God and Father of all, who is 

above all, and through all in you all. 
Verses 4, 5, 6. 

SEVEN GENTILE EPISTLES OF PAUL. 
Komans—Corinthians—Galatians—Ephesians 

—Philippians—Colossians—Thessalonians. 

CHRIST AND THE CHURCH. 
Sevenfold display of grace. He loved her, and 

gaveHimBelf for her ; He sanctifies, cleanses, 
nourishes and cherishes h e r ; and will pre* 
eent her to Himself. 
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T H E BLOOD—ITS VA 

IN T H E OLD TESTAMENT. 
HE great thought presented to us in the 

Old Testament concerning blood is that it 
represents life: the passages which show 

this are too numerous to cite. Two however 
are prominent—Gen. ix. 4, " the life thereof 
which is the blood thereof," and Lev. xvii. 11, 
14, " For the life of the flesh is in the blood." To 
the former of these passages is added the solemn 
warning as to murder, as to which read Numb. 
xxxv., and to the latter the important truth that 
" it is the blood that maketh an atonement for 
the soul." It is in connection with this truth 
we find the blood used in a figurative sense. 

The directions in Exod. xii. as to the blood of 
the passover lamb are of the deepest interest: 
therefore we will notice the manner in which 
its blood was to be used— 

The blood was to be sprinkled on the two side-
posts and the lintel of each house in which the 
passover lamb was eaten, and this ensured the 
safety of the inmates, for God said, " When I see 
the blood I will pass over you." (Exod. xii. 13.) 

In Exod. xxiv. 6—8 we find the blood used in 
connection with and as the basis of the cove
nant of works under which the people of Israel 
voluntarily placed themselves. This is called 
the old covenant (Heb. viii. 13), and maybe con
trasted with the terms in which the Lord speaks of 
the new covenant. (Matt. xxvi. 28, etc.) See also 
Zech. ix. 11, margin. 

In Exod. xxix. it is used in connection with 
the consecration of the priests. Here the blood 
of the ram of consecration was to be put on the 
tip of Aaron's right ear, the thumb of his right 
hand, and the great toe of his right loot, and 
similarly with his sons ; and it was farther to be 
sprinkled upon the altar, and some taken there
from and sprinkled upon them and upon their 
garments. See also Lev. xiv. 25. 

We now come to the offerings and sacrifices 
of Leviticus, where the fullest teaching is pre
sented :— 

In the burnt offering, the blood was to be 
sprinkled round about upon the altar. (Lev. i. 5.) 

In the peace offering, the blood was to be 
sprinkled in a similar manner round about upon 
the altar (ch. hi. 2). 

In the trespass offering, the blood was to be 
sprinkled seven times before the Lord, before 
the vail of the sanctuary (ch. iv. 6), some was 
to be put upon the horns of the altar of sweet 
incense (iv. 7), and the rest was to be poured out 
at the bottom of the altar of burnt offering (iv. 
7),—these instructions were for the cases in 
which a priest, or the whole congregation, ein-

B AND MEANING. 

ned: when a'ruler or one of the common people 
sinned the blood was not sprinkled before the 
vail of the sanctuary. 

If any garment was sprinkled with the blood 
of a sin offering it was to be washed in the holy 
place (ch. vi. 27). 

Blood was on no account to be eaten, the 
penalty being death. This important injunction 
is frequently repeated (ch. hi. 17 ; vii. 26, 27, 
etc.; also Acts xv. 20, 29). Notice the failure of 
Israel in this respect. (1 Sam. xiv. 32—34.) 

In the cleansing of the leper, the living bird, 
the cedar wood, the scarlet and the hyssop were 
dipped in the blood of the bird that was killed 
over the running water, and the leper was to be 
sprinkled seven times. (Lev. xiv. 6,—17.) 

In the sin offering of the great day of atone
ment, the blood of the sacrifice was to be sprink
led upon the mercy seat eastward, and before the 
mercy seat seven times : the altar of burnt offer
ing was also to be sprinkled seven times, and 
blood to be put upon its horns. 

The blood of the red heifer (Numb, xix.), 
whose ashes were to be kept for a water of separ
ation, was to be sprinkled directly before the 
tabernacle of the congregation seven times. 

" And the priests killed them, and they made 
reconciliation with their blood upon the altar, to 
make an atonement for all Israel." (2 Chron. 
xxix. 24.) 

Human blood was not to be offered in sacri
fice. (Ps. cvi. 38.) 

IN THE NEW TESTAMENT. 
THE BLOOD OF CHRIST 

Is the basis of the new covenant or testament. 
Matt. xxvi. 28; Mark xiv. 24; Luke xxii. 
20; Shed for many for the remission of Bins." 
For the application of this to the Christian^ 
see 1 Cor. xi. 25 ; and to the Jew, see Heb. 
viii., also Heb, x. 29 and xiii. 20. 

Kests upon the Jews nationally, Matt xxvii. 
25 ; Acts v. 28 ; Deut. xix. 10. 

To be (spiritually) drunk by the believer, John 
vi. 53. 63. 

Came forth form His side, John xix. 34; 1 
John v. 6. 

Is the means through faith of blessing, Eom. 
iii. 25. 

And the basis of communion, 1 Cor. x. 16; 1 
John i. 7. 

By it He entered in once into the Holy Place, 
Heb. ix. 12. 

As the blood of sprinkling, it speaks better 
things than that of Abel, Heb. xii. 24. 

Bears witness on earth, 1 John v. 8, 



THE TOKENS OF THE BIBLE. 

Those who come out of the great tribulation 
washed their robes and made them white in 
the blood of the Lamb, Bev. vii. 14. 

By the blood of the Lamb and the word of tes
timony Satan is overcome, Kev. xii. 11. 

Avails for, 
Purchase, Acts xx. 28. 
Justification, Eom. v. 9. 
Kedemption, Eph. i. 7.; Col. i. 14; Pe t i . 19. 

IT is no definite token that we have to speak 
about. It is but the earnest breathings of 
a servant of God that he might have a token 

from Jehovah " for good." You may remem
ber how the prophet Nehemiah once prayed, " Ee-
member me, 0 my God, for good." And here we 
find David, " the man after God's own heart," 
praving, "Show me a token for good, that 
they which hate me may see it, and be ashamed ! 
because Thou, Lord, hast holpen me, and com
forted me." 

Now, David had already received many tokens 
of the Lord's pleasure. The fact that he was 
chosen, though the least of his father's house, to 
be the future king of Israel was, in itself, a 
token of the Lord's goodness to him. Also that 
the Lord had endowed him with the gift of song, 
so that he is called, alone of all the saints, " the 
sweet singer of Israel," was another token 
thereof. That his life was preserved through so 
many dangers, from accident and death, was 
also a bright token of God's care ; and now 
that he was actually on the throne, God's and 
the people's king, swaying an unchallenged 
sceptre over the chosen people of Jehovah, was 
a token plain to all of the delight God had in 
His servant; for then earthly prosperity and 
temporal good were among the promises to the 
faithful, and indicated the good pleasure of 
Jehovah ; and all these were abundantly given 
to the sceptred supplicant. 

Now the thought may arise in my youthful 
reader's mind—what greater, or further token 
could God give above and beyond making a per
son a king—a king over a united and prosperous 
people. And this obliges me to ask, Is it my 
young reader's thought that kings are neces
sarily happy and satisfied? Far from it, in
deed ! It is only the " blessing of the Lord, it 
maketh rich, and Headdeth no sorrow with it." 
(Prov. x. 22.) Kings are often very miserable. 
Look at the kings all through the Bible, and 
where will you find, and upon whose brow will 
you trace " Happiness " largely written ? Only, 
in any measure, where you can find " Holiness," 
and even then the cares of a throne considerably 

Bringing nigh, Eph, ii. 13. 
Peace, Col. I. 20. 
Purging of the conscience, Heb. ix. 14. 
Entrance into the holiest, Heb. x. 19. 
Sanctification, Heb. xiii. 12. 
Cleansing, 1 John i. 7 ; I Pet. i. 2. 
Washing (or freeing) from sin, Kev. i. 5. 

Blood also signifies that which is of nature, 
Matt. xvi. 17; John i. 13. 

detracts from the pleasurable thought to be con
nected with such an elevated position. 0 no, 
dear young reader, do not envy a king. Even 
the poet writes :— 

" Uneasy lies the head that wears a crown." 
We are told not to envy them, but to pray for 

them, and indeed they need our prayers. And, 
sweet indeed it is here to find King David upon 
his knees. When he was at the sheep-cote he 
had little to do but to praise; now that he is 
on the throne he cannot get along without prayer. 
Inward weakness and outward foes alike depress 
him. Jehovah was his sole refuge. " Show 
me a token for good," was his cry. 

God's ancient people, the Jews, always wan
ted tokens or signs. Paul alludes thereto when 
he writes, " The Jews require a sign" (1 Cor. i. 
22). They had no indwelling Holy Ghost, 
witnessing with their spirit they were children 
of God; and consequently outward objects or 
inward convictions were much prized by them. 
God leads by His Spirit and the Word now. 
Once He led by the cloud, once it was sight, 
now it is by faith. Not that faith was unknown 
by the saints of old. Moses, we are told, u en
dured as seeing Him who is invisible" ; and 
David says, " I have set the Lord always before 
rne : because He is at my right hand, I shall not 
be moved." (Ps. xvi. 8.) Yet notwithstanding 
this, we find him here praying, ** Show me a 
token for good." 

But it was not altogether for himself alone 
that so he prayed. I t was to silence his foes, 
yea, and Jehovah's foes as well. •' That they 
which hate me may see it," he prays, " a n d be 
ashamed, because Thou, Lord, hast holpen me, 
and comforted me." The glory was to be the 
Lord's, the praise His. Happy David, who 
could thus refer even to his foes, and the hate 
wheiewith they hated him, to his God, and find 
a rest and refuge there. 

Has any of my readers ever prayed David's 
prayer to the Lord ? Have you ever asked God 
to show you a token for good ? Ah I dear one, 
He has shown you a greater token than ever 
David enjoyed. " For I tell you," said the Lord 

T H E TOKENS OP THE B I B L E . 

SHOW ME A TOKEN FOR GOOD.—Psalm lxxxvi. 37. 



HOW SHALL WE EDUCATE OUR CHILDREN? 

Jeans, " that many prophets and kings have de
sired to see those things which ye see, and have 
not seen them ; and to hear those things which 
ye hear, and have not heard them." (Luke x. 24.) 
Christ is God's great token now. A token of 
what ? Of reconciliation to poor sinners, ot 
love to a wicked world, of salvation to a ruined 
race. Yes, it is Jesus only. Thank God for such a 

token! He has remembered us for good. But how 
Bad to be indifferent to such a token of love un
merited and free. God grant that each dear reader 
may know the value of the blood which cleanseth 
from all sin ; for he who knows it can say even 
to Satan, the enemy of souls— 

" No prey of thine the soul on which . , r 
This token once is seen." A.M. 

CATB OUR C H I L D R E N ? 

years old ; and though not generally desirable, 
the delay may not seriously retard the child's 
education. I knew a little boy of six who could 
tell all about the kings of England; and could 
say what is found in each county, and what 
manufactures are carried on in many of the 
towns of England; notwithstading this he was 
scarcely able to read at ail, indeed he was too 
precocious for it to be safe to fix his attention 
on abook. The very bending down of the head, 
had he been forced to do it, would have injured 
him. If reading-boards hung on the wall had 
been used instead of books, he might possibly 
have learned to read a little earlier, but with his 
remarkable memory it was evident that no time 
was lost. All he knew, he had learned from 
being present while his sisters were taught their 
lessons. But such cases are probably rare. 
We must decide when to begin teaching our 
children to read, by noticing their power of 
observation. In ordinary cases it is a good rule 
that, as soon as a child is able to understand 
and to observe the details of pictures, he is then 
able to learn to read. A child, for instance, who 
detects in a picture the difference between a 
steamer and a Bailing-vessel, can certainly dis
tinguish between " a " and " b " if his attention 
be directed to the matter. If, again, a child can 
discover in an album the likenesses of the people 
he knows and name them correctly, he will cer
tainly be able to distinguish between G and C, 
b and d, p and q. 

It will be a very great advantage if there are 
at least two children who can be taught together 
to read; and it will be better still to have three 
or four, forming a little class. It is a very great 
mistake to suppose that a child is better taught 
because he has his teacher all to himself, and she 
can give him her undivided attention. Provided 
the class be not too large, the gain to each child 
who learns in a class is immense. Children, like 
grown-up people, are sociable beings. The student 
of mature years is cheered on in his arduous pur
suit after knowledge by the consciousness that 
others are toiling on the same road. Even animals 
feel the same love of companionship ; a horse will 
work better when he feels his fellow next him. 
The sympathy of numbers is a powerful engine 
in the hands of a skilful teacher. 

OW OHALL W B p D l 

YOU will perceive from what we have said 
in our previous numbers that learning 
to read is a great undertaking for a child, 

and requires much perseverance on the part 
of the teacher. I do not recommend you to 
join work and play together; that will never 
answer; be cheerful, but serious, at lesson 
time. Keep your pupil well employed ; let him 
meat the letters and words he is learning, in ail 
possible forms; use every means to fix his 
attention on the word itself, its spelling and its 
sound. You may take it as a good proof of his 
progress if he recognise the letters and words he 
is learning, in unexpected places; on sign
boards, for instance, on hand-bills, or on pieces 
of paper in the rubbish-basket. If he does this, 
you may be sure that his curiosity is being 
attracted to the new world of letters, and with 
bis curiosity aroused, his progress will be rapid. 
Dictation lessons should be begun as early as 
possible, and continued after the child can read 
well. These lessons will, if well graduated, 
complete the task of learning to spell. I would 
add a word of caution. Do not dwell too much 
on the meaning of the words. The words 
ought to be understood, but the meaning should 
not engross too much of the child's attention. 
Interesting little sentences about cats and dogs 
are all very well in their way, but we must be 
careful that the child really reads the words aud 
does not guess them. You will easily find out 
whether he reads or guesses when you pull the 
words to pieces, and ask him each letter that 
makes up each word. Also you may write the 
same words in inverted order ; a child who will 
read directly, " a cat run up," would perhaps 
hesitate a long time over " up ran a cat." Do 
not altogether discard pictures ; but do not let 
them distract your pupils from the words them
selves. Show the picture of a man after, not 
before, the child has read u man," when you 
are recapitulating the old lessons. 

The question is often asked, u When should 
we begin teaching a child to read ? " I t is im
possible to fix the age precisely. Some children 
can read fairly at three years old, and they do 
not appear to have been in any way injured by 
their labours; others, even very intelligent 
childron, cannot read when they are seven 

j* 
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Wxxth xxx to &tml;8 ̂ roagawL 
C h a r l o t t e n b u r g , Ber l in .—The Gospel Hal l 

is a plain, but tastefully arranged and commod
ious building for 500 people, the two adjoining 
rooms hold another 150, so t ha t we can accommo
date a good number. Charlottenburg has now 
about 75,000 inhabitants , and only two Pro tes tan t 
Lutheran churches—one old one, to hold no more 
t han 200 people, and a new one, comparatively, 
to hold about 1,500 or 2,000; t ha t is all t he pro
vision made. Oh, but we pray for the power of 
the Lord to be manifested in the conversion of 
sinners and the building up of the Church of God, 
t ha t spiritual temple of living stones, which will 
abide when earthly structures have passed away. 
"We are kept low before Him, realising more t han 
ever our insufficiency to do anything, and humbly 
beseeching Him daily to supply all our need.— 
JULIUS RORRBACH. 

Siberia .—The country we have lately passed 
through is very fine, and the vegetation in rich 
abundance. The exiles who are sent here will 
but rarely settle down to be useful members of 
society; in most cases, they watch for the oppor
tuni ty to re turn to their own homes. The 
Government does not win their affections through 
th is chastisement, but contrariwise estranges 
them. Siberia is not such a terrible country as 
it is often described, and some of God's servants, 
with hearts burning with love for men's souls, 
might soon kindl* in Siberia a fire which no man 
could ever quench, and which would be proof 
against Siberian frost. The liberty I am allowed 
in the prisons is unbounded, and the Gospel of 
" liberty to them t h a t are bruised " is listened to 
both by officials and prisoners with eager at ten
tion. Precious marks of encouragement are not 
lacking t h a t t he Lord owns His message, and 
one is greatly cheered to buy up the present 
opportunity, and to carry the Light into the very 
darkest places. I am told t h a t t h e prisons 
beyond Lake Baikal are much worse t han those I 
have visited as yet. I hope (D.V.) to hasten on to 
them after having reached I rku t sk .—F. W. 
BAEDEKER. 

M a l v a l l i . — A few days ago, when we were 
having our weekly Bible-reading in the school
room, several officials came in, and as some of 
them could unders tand English we felt it to be a 
very suitable portion t h a t we were reading (the 
end of Rom. viii.), and sought to set before them 
the wondrous blessing of having God on our side. 
44 God for UB." How grandly the Apostle breaks 
out after speaking of our portion in Christ, 
" W h a t shall we say to these th ings? " Brother 
V also Bpoke in Kanarese for the many who 
had come in who did not unders tand English. 

Las t Sunday we had a good t ime with the 
Par iahs . Some of them, I think, though gener
ally speaking very ignorant , know the t ru th of 
the "Word better than most, and I t rus t it iB enter
ing some hearts , 

This evening we had a good t ime in the fisher
men's pe t tah . This is a good sized par t of the 
town ; not t ha t there are many people who catch 
fish, but they belong to the fisher-caste, and are 
always called by t h a t name. There is a temple 
there as in most other par t s of the town. We sat 
in the verandah of th is temple (it is a place where 
people meet and talk), and a good many gathered 
round to listen. Some of t h e m answered ques
tions very intelligently pu t to them, and assented 
to the t r u t h of w h a t we said, while others sought 
to argue. One m a n pu t t h e favourite question, 
" Why can we not see Chr i s t? If we see Him, 
we will believe in H i m . " When tha t was 
answered, he said, " Oh ! you worship idols as we 
do." Bro ther V. said, " We have been here 
some t ime ; have you ever seen us do so ? When 
have we done so ? " H e could not, of course, tell, 
but said he had seen people worship a cross in 
Mysore. Sad to Bay, he referred to the Roman 
Catholics. There are amongst the Roman 
Catholic priests in th i s land some of their 
choicest men, but thei r errors and opposition to 
the t r u t h are very sad .—E. LYNN. 

Sh.ih.-tau, N . C h i n a — T H E BURIAL OF A BABE. 
—The plan for Mr. Stephen to take baby up to 
Chef oo was changed, as t he teacher said it would 
never do a t th is t ime of t h e year. So he went to 
to the landlord of our new house to see if he would 
give a small piece of l a n d ; it seemed so hard to 
th ink there was no spot in which to lay the dear 
litt le baby. The Lord inclined the landlord's 
hear t to let a small piece for a few months, and 
prepara t ions were immediately made . She died 
a t two in the morning, and was buried at six in 
the evening. T h e litt le coffin was taken down to 
the preaching-room, and we all went down, and 
Kang read 1 Cor. xv., and after we had sung 
44 When H e cometh," he prayed. The little 
pa r ty went to the grave ; there was quite a crowd 
outside the preaching-room door, and they jeered 
and laughed BO at t h e idea of going to the grave 
with a child only three mon ths old, and a girl! 
T h a t was the hardes t th ing Mr. Stephen had to 
bear, and his hea r t nearly breaking. You don't 
know how the Chinese can sneer, especially the 
scholars. The little grave lay on the hillside 
facing t he sea. Quite a large number , forty or 
fifty, of the women from the villages round were 
there , and a number of the men and women 
followed from the town. Kang spoke very faith
fully to them, BO t h a t an opportunity for preaching 
the Gospel was given by lit t le Mary 's death tha t 
was never given before, and may be the means of 
opening up work for us among theBe same women. 
Surely " G o d moves in a myster ious way His 
wonders to perform," for we have been praying 
for such an opening for some t ime, but did not 
look for it in th is way, but HiB way is perfect,— 
SOPHIE MOORH, 

Sh.ih.-tau
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'• My poor boy! " exclaimed Isaac Dunbar. 

&od;8 &latl Tidings xxf Salvatim 

T H E P U R I T A N ' S DAUGHTER.* (Continued from page 16L) 
FROM THE PLOUGH TO 

> H E old man who had hidden a great 
and honoured career under the 
humble name of Isaac Dunbar, had 
ever been the slave to duty. That 
trumpet-blast on the heath was as 
clear a call as he had ever received, 

and he hastened to fulfil it. 
In equal proportion the girl had been 

her father's faithful companion, and she 
hastened to accompany him. She donned her 
simple Puritan's bonnet, and handed her father's 
staff from the chimney nook, and said, "Now I 
am ready. Let us proceed on our mission. But 
we are going to a battle-field. We may not both 
return; so, my father kiss me and bless me ere 
we depart." 

THE TENTED FIELD. 

The old man did kiss her, and there was more 
affection pressed into that paternal benediction 
than ever young cavalier pressed into his first 
lover's kiss. 

When they opened the door they were smitten 
with the drifting snow. "Perhaps thou hadst 
better not journey with me. Thou art weak, 
and the task may be a dangerous one." 

But such expressions were silenced by Dorothy 
quoting the old sweet declaration of the Jewish 
gleaner, " Where thou goest I will go." 

"Well, I must go," replied the old man, " so 
I suppose thou wilt have to go too." 

So out into the wild night they went. It was 
almost midnight, and the preacher hoped that 
darkness would prevent hostilities before morn-

* From Horner's Penny Stories for the People* «• The Puritan's Daughter," No. 60. 
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ing, and he moreover hoped to successfully in
terpose counsels of peace. 

Winter, with its wild, desolating influence, 
was supreme. There was nothing visible bub 
infinite blackness above, infinite whiteness be
neath. The myriad prints on the snow which 
they could see in the dickering shadow of their 
rude horn lamp, plainly indicated the course 
persued by the king's army. But no informa
tion was needed upon this point, because within 
a mile or two of their cottage was a plain, which 
nature, in her cruel, despoiling moods, had spec
ially adapted to a clash of arms. 

Legends of the districts stated that more than 
one severe battle had been fought here before ; 
that it was on this plain that the heathen Brit
ons had made a successful stand against the all-
conquering legions of Rome. 

As Dunbar described this last local legend to 
his timorous daughter, he said, " The Britons 
on this plain bravely defended their country, 
and their heathen rites and ceremonies. Would 
that God will give His soldiers courage to fi^hfe 
bravely for the truths which alone constitute the 
only lasting honour and prosperity of a coun
t r y ! " 

Reaching a bit of high ground, the two wan
derers saw the blazing camp fires of the opposing 
hosts. 

A new danger was suggested to Dorothy. 
" How shall we kno^ which is the camp of our 
friends and which is our foe's ? " 

" God will lead us aright," he replied, and 
without the least hesitation he walked into the 
camp of the men who had leagued together to 
fight against tyranny and for the truth, a n l 
who, from the awful necessity of things, carried 
a sword in one hand an l a Bible in the other. 

As Dunbar had opined, darkness had preven
ted the opponents flying at each others' throats. 
The Royalists were smarting under a recent 
defeat; their opponents had much to revenge, 
and, good Christians though they were, they were 
weak enough to desire it. 

When challenged by the shivering sentry, 
Dunbar replied by asking in an authoritative 
manner, " Who leads your hosts ? " 

44 Captain Cameron, sir," replied the soldier, 
who recognised the aged preacher. 

4 4I am glad of that. A right good soldier and 
a true Christian." 

A few minutes later the preacher and the 
soldier were closely engaged in the latter's tent. 

44 Is it impossible to prevent a battle ? " asked 
the preacher. 

44 Impossible," replied the stalwart captain, 
unless under cover of the night we slink away. 
Man of peace as thou art, thou wouldst not de
sire us to do such a thing." 

41 No, perhaps not; but remember whit the 

Scripture saith, ' Those who take the sword shall 
perish by the sword.' " 

The captain drew himself up to his full height. 
Though he had not been trained for the turmoil 
of the battlefield, but had left peaceful pursuits 
at the call of duty, he looked every inch a soldier. 
" Thou wilt fine that tho3e who are appointed to 
die will die bravely." 

" Yes, Captain, but 'tis an awful responsibility 
to take life even in legitimate warfare, and in 
such a sacred cause a3 the one in which thou and 
I are engaged." 

" Isaac Dunbar," the captain replied severely, 
" we should not have been worthy to be called 
sons of God if we had not taken to the sword in 
defence of His truth. Look at the cise. G)d-
lessness is supreme in the land. The king and 
his ungodly governors have taken counsel 
together upon the best insans to suppress free lorn 
of religious thought; scores—yea, hundreds of 
our brave brothers and even sisters have been 
sent to the stake in the hope that the flaming 
fires would strike terror into the hearts of God's 
people, and would smother religious conviction 
and action. Yea, it was time that something 
was done. Englishmen would not rise to defend 
their birthright of liberty, it behoved us to rise 
in defence of what is more sacred still—our 
religion. We should not have been men if we 
had not risen in arms. We know that to take 
life is an awful responsibility even in honourable 
warfare, but it is a responAbility which it would 
sometimes be dishonourable to shirk." 

44 Thou hast not painted the picture too blackly, 
good captain. Truly evil days have fallen upon 
our country, and we can but hope and pray that 
light will arise out of darkness. But, oh! in 
the hour of victory which God will give thee on 
the morrow, be thou merciful, and see thou to 
it that none of thy brave soldiers shed blood 
heedlessly." 

44 Everything will be done to make this a 
truly holy war." 

4t Well, let us betake ourselves to prayer." 
And these two aged men, so opposite in every

thing, yet bound by the common bond that they 
were fighting—one by the art of peace, the other 
by the art of war—for the religious light which 
in later days has shed its healing rays over the 
world, kneeled upon the damp floor of the tent, 
and earnestly pleaded with God to have mercy 
on those who were appointed to die OQ the mor
row. 

The preacher and his daughter were astir be
times next morning. They had not slept, but 
had spent the long night in watching and 
prayer. 

The night had been a very anxious one. The 
force of the Christians was sciroely half as l a r ^ 
as their enemy's, and t iny h id fatigued them-
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selves by long marches, and by fighting against 
even more terrible odds. The sentries had been 
thrown dangerously near the enemy's lines, but 
at daybreak they fell back upon the main 
body and reported that they had seen no sign of 
movement amongst " the king's persecuting 
army," who occupied a strong position on the 
plain below. 

"Well, we can wait for them," was the com
placent reply of Captain Cameron when the news 
was brought to him. He looked paler and more 
anxious than on the previous night. The reason 
was plain. Like the preacher and his daughter, 
he had refused to allow slumber to overtake him, 
aud he had spent the hours in drawing up a 
plan of battle, and in prayer for courage and 
victory. 

As the captain presented himself to his devot
ed army, he was received with a hearty outburst 
of cheering. He raised his arm and beckoned 
Bolemnly for silence. " To prayer, soldiers." 

And as the feeble, watery wintry sun rose 
upon that scene of triumphant desolation, the 
army knelt upon the snow-clad heath, and fol
lowed with heartfelt interest and devotion the 
praver which Isaac Dunbar offered on their be
half. 

But the solemn scene was ruthlessly broken. 
The sentinels had gradually drawn nearer the 
circle of worshippers to catch the sound of that 
much-loved voice. Their enemies, with cunning 
craft, had watched their opportunity, and with 
their wild cry of " The King and country ! " they 
dashed up the hill side with swords waving 
wildly in the glistening sunlight. 

But their hour of triumph was yet far off. 
Startled and apparently trapped, God's soldiers 
were yet undismayed. With typical and won
derful precision, every hand flew to the sword 
hilt, Bibles were dropped upon the snow, aud the 
army wheeled into position to meet the assault. 

Even in the tumult, Captain Cameron did not 
forget Ins old friend. After he had given his 
orders, and before the first shot had been fired, 
he paced up to Dunbar. "Thou man of God, 
thou hadst better retire with thy lassie." 

" Nay, good captain, I will remain behind and 
give thee what succour I am able. If I cannot 
fight I can attend to the wounded and dying. 
But in thy goodness thou mightest give me an 
escort for my daughter." 

" But I will not leave thee, my father." 
" Then God be with you," fervently replied the 

captain, as he strode off to the place of danger, 
followed by the old man's benediction, " Ay, and 
be He also with thee and thy noble men." 

It is needless to recount the battle; it was 
long, Fevere, and disastrous. The rallying cry 
of "For King and country!" was resolutely 
answered with " For God and liberty ! " 

"Ay, truly a better cry," whisp9red Dorothy, 
as she handed a tankard of water to a young 
soldier who had fallen to rise no more. 

" Ay, brave la3sie, it is a cry that is registered 
in heaven." 

And into that realm m*3 brave spirit vanished. 
Dorothy was feeling faint from her exertions 

and the sights of the dead and dying around her, 
bub presently revived and continued to attend to 
the fallen with as much cheerfulness as she could 
command. Carrying water hither and thither, 
heedless of the fight, she seemad to bear a 
charmed life, and many were the blessings 
invoked by those to whom she ministered. 
Wearied though she became by reason of her 
effort* to allay the thirst and pains of the soldi
ers, she had wandered some considerable dis
tance from her father, and had indeed lost sight 
of him. 

The day was wearing away, the shadows were 
rapidly lengthening, and her progress was im
peded by the number of the fallen who required 
such aid as she could afford. 

The conflict lasted from the rising of the sun 
i to its setting. Many a time and oft the issue 
I was doubtful. 
j Daring a momentary cessation in the violence 
I of the attack of the King's army, Dorothy turned 
! from attending to a wounded soldier and 6aw 
I her father resting wearily on a boulder stone. 

He was exposed to the fall danger of the enemy's 
fire, but heeded not the shot that hailed on every 
side of him. He seemed to be calmly commun
ing with his God. 

Dorothy, weak woman that she was, was as 
brave as he, and the sight of her father in such 
peril was a call to the performance of a deed of 
heroism almost unparalleled even in that heroic 
age. 

"Father, father," she cried, but there came no 
response. Her woman's timidity was forgotten, 
and she walked literally through fire and sword 
until she reached the old saint. She saw his lips 
moving, but nothing was audible; she saw his 
eyes were closed, and she knew that he was 
praying. 

" Why art thou exposing thyself to so much 
peril, my father ? " 

"Nothing can harm me," he replied, with a 
confident calmness which almost startled his 
daughter. 

"But come awayl scores of carbines are 
levelled at us even now." 

'• No; I am praying to God to give His cause 
the victory over superstition." 

" But, father, I was thinking that the kingdom 
of God is not established by scenes of carnage 
like t h k " 

"True, my child, I have often thought so; 
but God has shown me that there are times in 
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the history of His world when His people must 
draw the sword in defence of His laws. It was 
so in the days of the King-Psalmist, and I sup
pose it will be so as long as the world lasts." 

11 Ay, perhaps so," she mournfully assented; 
perhaps out of this evil good may come." 

" Now that we are in the struggle we must win, 
or the Gospel will be exterminated from the land, 
and the wicked ones will reign supreme." 

There was a moment's pause in their conver
sation, but the battle was continued as fiercely 
as before. 

44 Oh, father!" 
There was such a world of agony in the cry, 

it seemed to awaken Dunbar from his reverie. 
" What is it, my child ? Art thou hurt ? " 
u No, my father, but our army is falling back 

in disorder." 
This truly was the signal for action. At the 

outset of the battle he and his daughter had 
maintained a neutral position in the rear, but 
by-and-bye a soldier, braver than his brave 
comrades, had rushed out many yards, in front 
of the main body—only, to meet a soldier's death. 

The old man had hastened to him in the hope 
that he might require either a bandage or a word 
of consolation. But when he found that both 
were alike ineffectual he was in no mood to re
tire. 

And as the conflict continued, the danger of 
his isolated position became more evident. The 
"army of the Lord" gradually fell back before 
the steady attack of vastly superior numbers : 
the Philistines gradually but as surely improved 
their position on the hillside. 

When within only a few yards from the ad
vanced lines of the enemy Ae rose, and drew his 
tall, manly, soldierlike form to its highest and 
faced his retreating friends. " W h a t ; will ye 
turn your backs upon your sacred birthright ? " 
he cried, half in sorrow, half in anger. 

The effect was electrical. Looking as much 
like a high priest as a soldier, the retreating men 

felt that he was indeed a messenger from God. 
Stung to the quick by the thought that an old 
man and a girl had stood their ground in face of 
an enraged army after they had fled, they turned, 
and with marvellous agility formed into an or
derly line. 

As soon as they had formed up, they poured a 
steady fire into the opposing ranks. They 
seemed to gain confidence from the presence of 
Dunbar as well as from being in touch one with 
another. They were somewhat scattered before 
Dunbar's sarcastic words had produced their 
intended effect. They pressed forward once 
more. The enemy wavered. This fierce re
newal of the firing was so unlooked for, 60 un
expected. The enemy, who had victory almo3t 
in their grasp but a few moments before, were 
becoming exhausted with their efforts. 

With a renewed and hearty cry, "For God and 
liberty ! " they charged. Then came the mo
ment of crisis. In that brief period men of com
mon clay were transformed into heroes—the 
power of God was working mightily within them. 
In a moment they reached the ridge where the 
king's troops held their strong position; in 
another moment, by an impetuous effort, they 
turned their flank and were chasing the defeated 
and routed enemy on to the rugged plain below. 

Dunbar again saw his opportunity. The gal
lant captain, flushed with victory, and burning 
with a righteous indignation, strode past and 
issued fresh orders. 

' 'Captain, remember thy promise. Spoil not 
the victory which the Lord hath given them by 
heedlessly shedding blood." 

" Ay, it is God's victory, and we will neither 
seek to spoil it nor mend it." 

And so the trumpet blew, and the carnage 
ceased. As those tired, weary, wounded soldiers 
returned up the hillside, scrambling over the 
prostrate forms of friends and foes, they chanted 
in a mournful monotone, "The Lord God liveth 
and reigneth." 

tactical Truths to ^nuu# 'Mzltevws. 

?• 

IN Christian life we must distinguish between 
two things that differ : daily defilement and 
positive backsliding; from the one we need 

cleansing, for the other we need restoration. 
Touching a dead body unawares brought de

filement to the Israelite under the law, and so any 
contact of spirit with this world and evil is defil
ing. There is no excuse, however, for it, for we are 
called to walk in spirit above it all, and if we get 
defiled by inadvertence or carelessness, we have 
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only ourselves to blame. Still these constant 
defilements, practically almost inseparable from 
our walk in this world of sin, are quite distinct 
from a gradual departure, first in our heart, but 
after in our walk, from the living God. We 
have already dwelt on the steps of failure. It 
is our happier task now to describe the return of 
a soul to full joy and communion. 

In the first piace, we must observe that daily 
defilements contracted, and not cleansed, are a 
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bar to fellowship with Christ, and thus tend to 
lead us astray altogether. No soul that is in 
communion with Christ strays aivay. Com
munion (maintained by the word and prayer) 
must cease ere backsliding begins. And it is 
because many of us are content to go on for so 
long, without enjoying real communion in our 
souls with Christ, that we are in such danger of 
backsliding. Eestoration, therefore, means 
restoring communion. The daily defilement, in 
fact any contact with evil, is met by the constant 
washing of the word carried on by Christ, who 
as a servant for ever (Ex. xxi. C), loving His 
wife (believers collectively, Eph. v.), and His 
children (believers individually, Heb. ii.), 
cleanses us by the washing of water by the word, 
as shown in the lovely scene in John xiii. 

A special provision, however, exists for the 
restoration of a believer, after having fallen into 
sin, which is set forth by the type of the red 
heifer in Numb. xix. The essence of this type 
is that it presents the application of the cleansing 
power of the word, in special connection with the 
death of Christ, (typified by the ashes of the 
heifer in the running, or living water); in whose 
death, on reference to Num. xix. G, we also find 
that all that is of this world, from the highest to 
the lowest (cedar and hyssop, see 1 Kings iv. 33), 
as well as all its glory (the scarlet) has been con
sumed. Thus our heart is reminded not only of 
the wondrous love of Christ in dying, but of the 
separating power of this death, which we in our 
sins had forgotten. (The water is called the 
" the water of separation ") . We find that these 
ashes were sprinkled twice, on the third day and 
on the seventh day ; the first doubtless showing 
the convicting power of the word on the con
science, leading to true confession, and the other 
bringing the full sense to the heart, of the love 
that has put all our sin away. 

In the history of the apostle Peter, we get the 
first of these sprinklings, when the Lord turned 
and look on his erring disciple. That look broke 
Peter's heart, it brought all the enormity and 
heartlessness of his sin to mind; and he went 
out and wept bitterly. The Lord, however, did 
not cease HiB work of restoration at this point. 
When He rose from the dead on the third day, 
His first thought was for poor, erring, broken
hearted Peter. u He appeared first of all to 
Simon Peter." Then, in that secret interview 
of which we have no details, the Lord completed 
the work of grace he had begun. One thing 
which we may learn from the secrecy of this 
interview, is that restoration is a secret work 
between the soul and Christ. Another point of 
great practical interest is to remember that 
although there may have been years of back
sliding, there is no need for years of restoration. 
There is no such a thing as gradual restoration 
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to Christ. When once his love has melted and 
conquered the straying heart, all the coldness of 
years is gone in a moment. And what a 
moment for the soul! When once more the long 
silent voice of our Beloved is heard speaking to 
our hearts again, the same yesterday, to day and 
for ever, and then at last we know the deep 
meaning of those words, " He restoreth my 
soul." 

The active work of the Lord in our soul, 
however, is not the first work of His grace 
towards us. 

We must remember that from Eev. xii. 10, and 
from other Scriptures, it appears that in some 
way Satan has access at any rate to the outer 
courts of God's presence, and his hateful busi
ness is to accuse us to God day and night. But 
we have One there ready to answer every charge 
on our behalf, on the ground of HiB accomplished 
redemption. Hence it is written, " If any man 
sin we have an Advocate with the Father, Jesus 
Christ the righteous." This advocacy of Christ 
may long precede His work of restoration which 
leads us to confession according to 1 John i. 9. 
The one is what He does for us in heaven, and 
the other what He works in us down here, lead
ing us to true self-judgment. A soul truly 
restored has a deep sense of the love of Christ, 
just as we get a far greater view of the death of 
Christ in the red heifer than we have in the 
Paschal Lamb. Two things always accompany 
restoration, a deeper horror of sin and all that 
hinders communion with Christ, and a deeper 
sense of His changeless love. 

Before closing we would illustrate the way of 
restoration by one or two more extracts, follow
ing those we gave in our last number :— 

ANSWER II. 

" 18th Dec, 1871. 
"DearSir,—No doubt before this time you 

have thought that your kind letter to me was 
thrown away, never to be answered; but you 
will remember that you asked me to write you 
that I was free, 

11 Now, praise and thanks to God, who has 
been pleased to * reveal his Son in me,' I am 
free ! Satan had a firm hold of me, but the Lord 
Jesus proved stronger than he. I shall bless 
God through eternity for sending you to speak 
with me. Your words were continually before 
me wherever I went. These words rang in my 
ears, ' You are the enemy of God,' In this state 
I wrote to you. You said truly in your second 
note, that I was beginning at the wrong end. 
After that I began to be in earnest about my 
soul, but was very much afraid of God. I did 
not see in Him any love for me. I could only 
think of Him as a just God who hated all sin. 
In this state I continued for some time, when I 
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thought I would read over your letter. In one 
part of it you spoke of the Father's heart yearn
ing over returning sinners. Then the scales seemed 
to fall from my eyes, and now I am ' rejoicing in 
God my Saviour.' Truly it was a precious letter 
to me. 

44 I am, ever yours in the Lord ." 
LETTER III. 

"25th Dec, 1871. 
" My dear Sister in the Lord,—Your last 

letter, received on Saturday, filled my heart with 
joy and my tongue with praise to Him, the 
exceeding riches of whose grace you have now 
been led to understand. To His name be all the 
glory. 

44 I had not forgotten you. Indeed, your case 
had of late been frequently before me. God had a 
purpose of blessing for you, despite all your 
secret love of the world and enmity against Him. 

" I am so thankful that the yearning, abound
ing love of the Father is that truth by which 
your wayward soul has been impressed and re
claimed. There is none other so affecting, none 
other so well calculated to keep the heart loyal 
in its after course. . . . 

14 A little hymn says— 
11 dare not work my soul to Bave, 

That work my Lord hath done I 
Bat I will work like any slave, 

From love to God's dear Son.' 
44 Like Mary, in Luke x., be sitting at Jesus' 

feet, hearing His word, and be sure you read the 
Word daily, regularly and systematically, and 
pray without ceasing. 

44 Believe me, ever yours in the Lord " 
ANSWER in. 

"30th June, 1872. 
44 My dear Sir,—How unspeakably blessed it 

will be to see our Lord Jesus face to face. I 
have been much impressed for some days with 
the watchful care of God over his weak ones. 

" He knew the perplexing thoughts which 
filled my heart, as to where my standing was 
before him, and directed me to the meeting, 
giving words to suit my need ; and I can thank 
Him that I heard, them not as the words of men, 
but, as they were in truth, the word of God. 

" I cannot convey in words the calm peace 
enjoyed by me since I have believed what I am 
in God's sight. Blessed glorious truth, that I 
live now before God in Christ Jesus. But I 
begin to think that, if I am accepted by God as 
Christ is accepted, I must also be rejected by the 
world as He was. 

44 When I think on what the Lord has done 
for me ; that while my thoughts towards Him 
were those of enmity and rebellion, His thoughts 
towards me were those of love, such love—end
less, enduring as eternity—surely I may trust 
this God of Love. 

44 Ever yours in our risen Lord ." 

LETTER IV. 
4412th July, 1880. 

44 Dear Brother in the Lord,—Pardon me for 
not replying to your kind note ere now. . . I 
have everything to say in praise of the wonderotu 
grace which has preserved me during the past 
years, and given me to know, at least in some 
measure, the worth of that blessed One who 
loved me and gave Himself for me. . . . 

44 Yours ever gratefully in the Lord ." 

These extracts plainly show that the grace of 
God can not only restore', but keep, 

It may be that now, towards the close of 
another year of grace, the eye of some one is 
reading these lines who has strayed from Christ. 
The heart has become cold, hard, and apparently 
dead; and yet it is not really dead, for some 
feelings have passed through it even while read
ing these few lines. And still, as the gradual 
steps of backsliding are thought over, the distance 
that separates us from Christ seem so vast that 
return seems impossible. Do not, beloved 
reader, rise with this hopeless thought. You 
may be fully restored at this moment. All that 
is needed is that you should turn from your sin 
to Christ, and fully own and confess to Him all 
that you have done. He will not keep you 
waiting years, or months, or weeks, or even 
days. Let there be but true, full confession, and 
He is faithful and just now to forgive you, and 
to cleanse you from all unrighteousness. 

$fag#s far the ^nutiQ. 

A CHRISTIAN M A R T Y R , 

IN THE TIME OF HADIUAN. 
TI)OME, the Eternal City, still stands, and 
j^C kings rule there over the fair country of 

> Italy, and there the Pope, within the 
walls of the Vatican, or papal palace, rules over 
the hearts and minds of many millions of 
people in many lands. 

We walk along the streets of modern Rome, 
and see palaces on the ruins, and built of the 
very stones of the city where the famous popes 
ruled over the kings of Europe. Those proud 
kings looked on the Pope as second only to God. 
Rome, the city of the popes, had been built 
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upon the ruins of the Eome of the Emperors— 
those mighty Caesars who had conquered all the 
known world. Indeed, I cannot tell you how 
many times this wonderful city has been rebuilt, 
for armies of fierce invaders have again and 
again destroyed its splendid streets and beauti
ful palaces, leaving the city a mere heap of 
ruins. 

But if we would see Borne, it must be as the 
city now stands. Still, within and around the 
city are many ruins of the noble palaces, the 
splendid temples, the great theatres, which were 
the glory of imperial Eome, fifteen or eighteen 
hundred years ago. 

Leaving the streets of the city, where live the 
Eomans of to-day, and passing through the gate, 
we come out upon the Appian Way, an ancient 
road, which has been used for more than two 
thousand years. Let us pass along the Appian 
"Way to the ancient burying place of the Eomans. 
Here once the cypress groves marked the spot 
where the funeral urns were deposited in their 
splendid tombs; for the Eomans, in place of 
burying the bodies of their dead friends, burnt 
them to ashes, and placed the precious ashes in I 
an urn, or kind of vase, which was then carried 
to the tomb. Near this spot is the entrance to 
the great underground passages and chambers 
known as the Catacombs. These are long, 
winding galleries, about eight feet high and five 
feet wide, which extend for miles under the city 
of Eome, running in every direction, so that the 
ground below the city is everywhere hollow like 
a honeycomb. 

Descending from the entrance into these dark, 
strange places, we see that on each side are rows 
of cells or graves, cut into the rocky sides of the 
passages. In these cells, the ancient Eomans 
placed their dead. These Catacombs formed a 
great underground cemetery in those early 
times. 

We pass the Latin inscriptions with the names 
of the dead upon the tombstones ; worshippers, 
perhaps, of Jupiter or Janus. But stay ! What 
is here ? A rugged tombstone bearing a rude 
inscription. How our hearts are thrilled as we 
decipher i t ! On the stone are scratched the first 
letters of the name of Jesus, a palm branch, and 
these words:—'* In the time of Hadrian, 
Marius, a young Roman centurion, who had | 
lived long enough, Bince he gave up his life with I 
his blood for Christ, at length here rests in 
peace." Oh, what a story is here! on this | 
Eimple tombstone with its Latin inscription. A j 
wonderful story in a few short words. I 

As we read this inscription, let us go back in 
fancy over seventeen long centuries, and stand 
in the streets of mighty Eome, the Eome of the 
Emperors, then in all its pride and glory. I 

I t is a holiday, and the streets are crowded 
with people of all classes, hurrying on in search 
of amusement. All 6eem bending their steps in 
the same direction, and ere long they are crowd-
ing into the immense Colosseum or Amphi
theatre. A wonderful sight it must have been 
to stand in the arena, or centre of that great 
theatre, and gaze on the thousands and thousands 
who filled the seats, rising tier above tier, all 
round the mighty building. There, on his 
throne of Btate, sits the Emperor Hadrian, sur
rounded by the nobility of the empire ; a splendid 
group of stately personages. Amongst the 
thousands around are fair and lovely women; 
gay, handsome young officers and courtiers; 
grave senators and judges—from the highest to 
the lowest. 

The arena, or centre of the theatre, from 
which the seats rose all around, was the stage 
where the games were to take place. The 
Emperor has given the signal, the games com
mence ! Look at those fierce, strong, armed 
men who have entered the arena. How their 
brass helmets glitter in the sun which gleams on 

! their armour-cased bodies and short swords. 
They salute the Emperor, glance around, then 

close in deadly combat, each man singling out a 
foe. Now watch the awful, deadly struggle—the 
fierce blows, the blood rushing from open wounds, 
followed by groans and muttered oaths. But 
why describe these horrors, or tell of death or 
victory, as one by one the struggling foeman 
succeed in giving a mortal wound. Such were 
the common sports of the amphitheatre, and the 
fair ladies clap their hands in delight, and shout 
their approval, as they watch the deadly fight 
and bleeding wounds. Those gladiators, or 
fighting men, are slaves or condemned criminals, 
and it matters little to the proud Eomans how 
they suffer. 

But once more gaze into the arena. The 
games have lasted long, and the ground is 
strewn with the dead bodies of the slain. One 
man is brought forth alone and stands calmly in 
the centre of the arena ; no fierce warrior clad 
in armour and wielding a sword, but a young 
noble looking man in plain dress, and with 
empty hands. Shouts of mockery and deriBion 
fill the theatre—all seem to join in denouncing 
the hated CHRISTIAN, as he is brought forth to 
die. But the step of the Christian is firm, as 
when in the midst of the Eoman legions, he 
marched by the side of his hundred warriors. 
His pale brow is calm and peaceful, and his face 
shows no sign of fear at the thought of the awful 
death before him ; but his clear pleading eyes 
are turned to the open heaven above him,* and 
his lips move in prayer, not to the emperor of 
the world, but to God of the universe, his Father, 

*The arena was not roofed over, but quite open to the Bky. 
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the Father of hig Saviour and Friend, the Lord 
Jesus. The roar of the lion rolls up from the 
vaulted den heneath the floor, but Marius does 
not cower or shrink. 

A scene rises before his rniud, often pictured, 
but never so vividly as at this awful moment. 
He sees a hillside not far from the walls of a city. 
He sees a gentle, loving man led from the city 
gate, up that hillside, by brutal soldiers amidst 
a taunting crowd. He sees a crown of thorns 
pressed upon His bleeding brow, His face 
bruised with the blows of the ruffians. A croBS 
is set up, and upon it stretched in mortal anguish 
is that holy loving Man, and Marius knows 
that He is the Son of God. He hears in fancy 
the cry which broke from His lips in the dark
ness, and he listens to the words, " I t is fin
ished," and knows that that awful suffering was 
borne and finished for his 6ake. " Father, for
give them, for they know not what they do." 
The words find an echo in his own heart ; a 
beam of joy passes over his face at the thought 
that he is to die for the Oae who died for him ; 
and that he is to bear the Emperor's wrath for 
his love to the One who bore God's wrath against 
him. 

Again that roar is heard, and the savage beast 
leaps into the arena. Shouts of admiration from 
the gazing crowds ring around as the lion bounds 
towards his prey and crouches for the spring. 
Another moment and the happy soul of Marius 
is with Jesus, among the band of martyrs who 
will one day surround the throne in glorious hosts. 

One more scene let me picture. Ifc is the 
Bilent night in the gloomy Catacombs of Koine. 
Through those underground galleries, a band of 
sorrowing Christians bear the body of young 
Marius they had loved so well, to where a grave 
has been hollowed in the rock. Then ail gather 
round and listen with hearts stirred almost to 

agony—yet an agony in which there is joy 
mingled—whilst words of prayer rise to their 
God and Father. We can well think what filled 
their hearts at such a moment—sorrow and deep 
sympathy for him who had just suffered, but not 
without faith in a Father's love: "Though he 
Blay me yet will I trust in Him." 

Then a hymn is sung, for Christians can joy 
and worship Him ' who giveth us the victory' 
even around the grave. A Christian hymn echo
ing through those gloomy vaults ! What a sound 
to be heard in that place which could only fill 
the pagan Roman with despair ! And now our 
eyes once more rest on the tombstone, which 
loving hands placed ages ago on the grave of 
Marius. The first letters of the name of Jesus, 
a palm branch—the sign of victory—and then 
the beautiful inscription which follows. 

Dear boys, will you ever have courage to 
suffer what Marius suffered for the name of 
Jesus ? We may never be required to meet un
armed an African lion, but dare you meet any 
difficulty or danger for His sake who died for 
you ? I speak to those who believe His love in 
dying for them. Is it hard to be laughed at, or 
to be cut by old friends, or to lose old pleasures, 
because you are a Christion? If you find it so, 
then call yourself a terrible coward, confess your 
weakness to your Lord and Saviour, and a*k for 
strength. Without me ye can do nothing." 
(John xv. 5.) 

One word more. Is there one of you who 
would not like to be a Christian, because some 
of your friends might be vexed and turn against 
you for becoming religious'? For shame I 
What cowardice! The Lord Je3U3 died that 
you might be saved; which of your companions 
would die such a death for you ? 

Think of the young Roman soldier, boys, and 
seek such holy courage for yourselves. 

Tbs ^ilgwm's Iflfmgtfsas ami its Tmbi»#s* 

-FORMALIST A N D 

BY ROBERT MCKILLIAM, M.D, 
J* Y P O C R I S Y . 

WE left Christian meditating sorrowfully 
on the sad condition of the three men 
whom he had vainly tried to rouse from 

Bleep, and now we read that, " as he was 
troubled thereabout, he espied two men come 
tumbling over the wall." We are thus intro
duced to Formalist and Hypocrisy. 
KLike the other three, these men are types of 
two large classes, and they are represented as 

keeping company because they are near of kin 
one to the other. In our day, at least, most 
formalists are hypocrites, and all hypocrites are 
formalists. Most formalists, we say, are 
hypocrites, because there is a class which may 
be called " formal," inasmuch as the religion of 
those belonging to it is certainly one of form, 
consisting as it does only in various rites, or
dinances, and ceremonies; nevertheless, the 
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men, though ignorant and mistaken, are in 
earne-t, ancl.no hypocrisy can be laid to their 
charge. The Apostle Paul, before his conversion, 
belonged to this class. Many of the heathen of 
the past and of our own day belong to i t ; many 
Jews and Eomanists al=o, and, perhaps, here 
and there, even a few Protestants. Such are 
sadly ignorant of God's righteousness, and are 
yet endeavouring earnestly and sincerely to 
walk in what they believe to be light given 
them. In a certain sense such men are form
alists, but not with such have we to do here ; 
by-and-by, these will bear their own judgment 
and may be beaten, yet with fewer stripes than 
many others. 

The formalist before us belongs to quite 
another class. Whether he belongs to " Church " 
or " Dissent," he is very zealous ; nothing keeps 
him from his place at service or meeting. Were 
you to look for him at " Holy Communion," or 
u The Sacrament," or at " Breaking of Bread," 
you would not only find him there, but appar
ently more than others, reverent, and especially 
" i n due form" — only he requires a little 
patient and wise observation. Let us follow 
him into the world on Monday, take some pains 
to know him in his weekly work, and listen to 
his ordinary conversation with his week-day 
companions. We shall thus find, even from 
the sort of companionship that he not only 
tolerates, but courts, what manner of man he is, 
and find that he can wear the garments of sin 
and worldliness, in " proper company," as 
jauntily as he can, very demurely, hang the 
cloak of religion round his shoulders. Get at 
him in all his haunts, and you will find that he 
can mingle as freely, and delight as much, in 
the evil ways of earth, as if he had never sat at 
the table of his Lord. Whenever such a one 
breathes the air of godliness, and shrouds 
himself in its form, he is a hypocrite, and in 
measure knows it. 

Still, there is a difference between this man 
and his fellow, here called by the name of 
41 Hypocrisy." The one, here and there, appears 
to others in his true light—is known to those 
who know him best, as Formalist. Hypocrisy 
is only his occasional garb. The other is 
different; he is constantly, studiously hypocrit
ical. This is his nature, therefore his name. 
On Sunday and Saturday he is hypocritically 

the same. More base, more detestable, more 
dangerous than his fellow, with no fear of God. 
with no belief, sometimes, in the existence even 
of God, he is ever professing love for God and 
desire for His glory. He may, generally indeed 
does, stand high in the opinion of men. Some
times he is found in the most sacred offices ; he 
abounds in deeds of charity and self-denial; he 
rescues poor fallen ones from the mire ; he is on 
all committees of charitable organization ; gives 
largely to every good work ; ministers to the 
saints, and preaches the Gospel of God's grace 
even, but does it all for gain ; self and filthy 
lucre, in some shape or other, are shrined in his 
heart, and all these things he uses, and know
ingly uses, as means to his own selfish ends. 
He is a hypocrite. " He came from the town 
of Vainglory, and is going for praise to Mount 
Zion." Ay, for praise, but he does not mean to 
sing, " Worthy is the Lamb," unless, indeed, 
the hymn includes himself, and manifests in 

I some degree what part he has had in glorifying 
I even the Christ of God. In a very humble way, 

apparently, but in a very real way, he means 
that the praise shall be chiefly his own. 

When, as our pilgrim did, a true Christian 
| speaks to such men of repentance for sin, of 
I pardon and peace through the blood of an 

atoning Saviour, he seems to prate, The gate 
at the " head of the way " is too far (from them) 
to seek. In a very rough and ready way to 
suit their ends, they " tumble " over the wall. 

I Walls are nothing to them, and as for such 
I conduct being looked upon as trespass by the 

Lord of the Way, they have no fear. They 
have abundant "p receden t "—i t has been a 
custom ever since the introduction of Christian
ity, a custom observed by thousands—u use aud 
wont," and surely to be accepted by any impar
tial judge. Ah me ! it is indeed an old lie, the 
tradition of the Fathers and the Elders, of the 
Early Fathers and of the Church, over and over 
again making, and intending to make, the 
Word of God u of none effect by new traditions." 

Hearken, and you will hear them disputing 
with Christian: <4 Are we not, in the sight of 

! all, in the way just as you ? Are we not praiced 
| for our attention to Christian ordinances ? Are 
I we not outwardly keeping the commandments 

very strictly, and are we not severe enough, in 
a very exemplary fashion, with Binners who aro 

I * found ou t ' ? The only difference between us 
j and you is, that we did not come where we are 

by the way of a personal Saviour, and through 
His blood as an atonement for our sins. We 
and all like us have looked upon what you call, 

I the Gate at the head of the way,' as too far, 
round about, needed, perhaps, by some great 

ancl.no
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sinners, but nob by us respectable people. You 
see, we have been baptised as well as you. We 
are Church members as you are. We are 
attentive to ordinances, and no one can safely 
pay anything evil of us. We have tumbled over 
the wall! and we are in the way." 

BUT, wait! By-and-by the road becomes 
narrower and straighter, and there are other 
ways which " butt " down upon it. We shall 
see. 

Meanwhile, Christian waxes bold; he tells 
them they are already counted thieves by the 
Lord of the Way. Faithful witness ! He tells 
them the truth, and declares that they came 
first into the way with only selfish desires, that 
they have been walking all along for selfish 
ends, and that at the last they shall be left to 
themselves without mercy." Like Presumption, 
when thus hard pressed, their only answer is, 
"Look to yourself and let us alone." Thus it 
ever is with a conscience convicted, yet fighting 
against conviction. How often have we heard 
such words : " Oh! don't be too confident, you'll 
have quite enough to do with yourself. As for 
us, we'll take oar chance ; take yours, and don't 
trouble U3. If nob quite so sanctimonious, we 
are, at least, no busybodies in other men's 
matters." 

" Thus," we read, " they walk on without 
much desire for further talk"—only that the 
two hypocrites cannot bear parting company 
with Christian without a last word, and one 
which, in their ignorance, they think will 
trouble him exceedingly : " As to that coat you 
have upon you, that C'irist-righteousne3s you 
sp9ak of, doubtless you hid need of it. Naked 
enough you had been without it. Thank 
Providence and ourselves, we were never such 
open profligates as you, and had always some 
decent garments to appear in." How little such 
can know that the very weapon meant thus to 
humble the true Christian in the dust is his 
chiefest joy and occasion of glory and praise. 
" Truth," he shouts, " you speak the very truth. 
I was naked; I was poor, and miserable, and 
blind; I was the very profligate you describe — 
viler, blacker than you can ever know; I did, 
indeed, need very, very much the coat of spot
less, beautiful white, and I got it a3 a free, 
gracious gift from my blessed Lord for the very 
purpose of clothing me and hiding my sh%me. 
It was kind of Him, and I glory in the gift and 
love the Giver. I t is all His own, and by it 
He will know me, and so shall I be admitted 
into the Celestial City." 

Then Christian draws their attention to a 
in irk stamped on his forehead by one of his 
Lord's associates, on the day when his burden 
fell off his shoulders, " which," said he "you 
have, perhaps, taken no notice of." What is 

the mark? Something evidently that Bunyan 
thinks may be seen by others. Hera I do not 
wish to speak over confidently. lb may be the 
immediate change of deportment, behaviour, 
even of appearance often, at least, observed on 
conversion. A mark put upon the man's front 
by the Holy Ghost. When the proud and 
arrogant, self-righteous Saul of Tarsus was 
converted, it was seen in his humble, prayerful 
attitude : " Behold, he prayeth." I have seen 
a wild, unholy, demon-looking face, with the 
storms of passion sweeping; over it, become, 
under the light of the Gospel, and the power of 
God's Spirit, so calm and tranquil, and RO full 
of joyous light that old companions did not 
know their quondam mate. Yes, sometimes, 
the Christian is known by his countenance, and 
a knowledge of pardon brings such a sense of 
rest and joy into the heart that it shines out in 
the eye and countenance. Surely a gloomy 
face and a joyous heart cannot go together, and 
a pained and grieved expression of countenance 
badly consorts with a settled peace of BOUI. 

Once more our pilgrim speaks to them of the 
"roll which he had received," the witness of 
the Holy Spirit in his heart, the echo of the 
written Word within himself, from which he . 
was bid to take comfort. This roll is chiefly 
our conscious Amen to the written Word of 
God, and the practical outcome of this is self 
kept down and sin overcome. This, in greater 
or less measure, every true Christian musth&ve. 
It is the " Spirit witnessing with our spirit that 
we are the children of God." 

To Formalist and Hypocrisy, all such talk 
was foolishness. When Christian assured them 
that what they counted his shame he gloried in, 
and when he challenged them to mark his peace 
and joy, and told them of the change wrought 
within by the power of Gol the Holy Gho3t, 
11 they looked on each other aid laughed." 

Wise nien ot the world who are mere pro
fessors of Christianity cannot understand, they 
always stare and laugh. To them, true Christ
like experience is a madness. " He's crazed, 
poor fellow, quite crazed; let us keep our 
distance, the thing may be catching." Thus 
they hold on their way, Christian foremost and 
at a distance, sometimes sighingly, because of 
their folly and hardness of heart; sometimes 
comfortably, listening to the voice of " T H E 
COMFORTER." They walk on till they come to 
a place where three roads meet at the foot of 
the hill Difficulty. Here they will part company, 
for the true Christian is guided in the way, and 
enabled to walk in it, though it does go right 
up the face of the hill, while nature, in the other 
two, leads them, of oourse, to choose the paths 
round the foot of it, to their exposure, and error, 
and perdition. 



188 WORK. IN THE LORD'S VIN&YARD. 

Wuah in tta ILtivxl's $wegawL 
Nursapur, India.—The work among the 

women goes on steadily, and though, as yet, we 
seem to see little fruit for our labour, the seed is 
being sown in many hearts, and some into good 
ground. This evening I took Jemima (one of the 
girls lately baptised) to visit a girl who has left 
school, and was called into two other houses on 
the way. Altogether, about fifteen or tweuty 
women listened attentively, some for the first 
time. Yesterday, two more were baptised—a boy 
from Mr. Heelis' School—Isaac, and a woman 
named Subbamma. Though she is very ignorant 
and cannot read, all have noticed a decided 
change in her life. Her conversion was the 
result of the death of Johanne, the third little 
girl of the Colporteur. One Sunday, after meet
ing, he brought up the children to the house to 
see us, and the next morning we heard that the 
little one was taken. Subbamma was much im
pressed, and seems to have turned to tli6 Lord 
at once for forgiveness for long years of sin. 

The Girl's School goes on much as usual. A 
few seem impressed, and others show a decided 
spirit of revolt. They are like birds shut up in 
a closed room, that can see the sunlight through 
the window, but are unable to get out into it.— 
ANNIE JOHNSTON. 

Bihe, Central Africa. — July 10th. This 
month, and the latter half of last, is the time for 
burning off the grass here. The fires are usually 
lighted late in the afternoon, when the winds 
are not strong. Last night the wind was stronger 
than usual, and the fires spread all over the 
valley below. It was a pretty sight, and the 
numerous fires gave the valley the appearance 
of a city brilliantly illuminated. 

July 12th. Yesterday the funeral of the chief 
of a village near us began, and was finished this 
morning. The man died nearly three weeks ago. 
It is the custom to keep the bodies of chiefs for 
some time. The body of a chief of a large 
district here was kept for nearly a year. I went 
up to see the funeral yesterday, feeling it im
portant to Bee some of their superstitious prac
tices before we condemned them, and also to 
speak with some of the people, knowing many 
had come from long distances. I found some of 
them sitting about in little groups; others formed 
a ring in which some were dancing, and the rest 
clapped their hands to the monotonous beat of 
a drum. The body was carried by two men in 
a tipoia (hammock), draped to the ground with 
pieces of cloth of many colours sewn together. 
The men carrying the tipoia moved backwards 
and forwards, then described large circles; and 
after about half-an-hour of these movements 
they walked into the village, visiting some house 
where beer would be drunk. Why the men 
carrying the body keep up such a continuous 
movement I do not know, except that they 
suppose a spirit must be a very restless thing. 

The visits to different houses are to say farewell 
to old friends. The whole affair was ridiculous 
in the extreme. But for the fact that all this 
merriment was connected with the burial of 
a man, and superstition pervaded the whole, 
one might hâ ve been amused. Large quantities 
of native beer were drunk. It was to be had in 
three villages, and most of the people were drunk. 
To-day, in visiting one of these villages to see a 
sick woman, nearly every person that spoke to 
me there was the worse for drink. Many listened 
to me attentively when I spoke to them of God; 
but others were very angry when I spoke against 
their superstition. How truly can we say that 
these people are the slaves of Satan ; and how 
easily can we see that nothing but the power of 
God can break their chains.—W. FISHER. 

"WHO WILL GOP" 

Isaiah vi. 8. 

" W H O will go" and tell the heathen 
Of a Saviour's dying love— 

How He came to point the sinner 
To a brighter realm above? 

" Who will go" and tell the millions 
That have never heard His name— 

Never heard how much He suffered 
On the cruel cross of shame ? 

Who will bear the joyful tidings ? 
" Who will go " at His command, 

Where in darkness souls are dying, 
In many a far off land? 

"Who will go" and cheer the sad ones 
In those fields without an end; 

Who will take the light of Jesus, 
Who will haste, their aid to lend? 

"Who will go1' and lead the weary 
To the blessed Master's feet?— 

Tell of heaven, and the story 
Of the blood that makes them meet ? 

"Who will go?" O brother 1 hasten,— " 
See the fields are white as snow; 

And the labourers are calling 
For more helpers—"Who will go?" 

"Who will go?" "Whom shall I send?" 
Send me, Lord, to do Thy will; 

To tell the lost and fallen 
That the Saviour loves them still. 

E. T. 


