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"OOP SO LOVED THE WORLD" (JOHN 3, 16).



Greater Love

Hath No Man

Striking Stories and Forcible Facts

Illustrating the Truth

'Greater love hath no man than this, that a man lay down

his life for his friends" (John 15. 13).

EDITED BY

ALEX. MARSHALL

Author of

'God's Way of Salvation" "So Great Salvation," etc.

PICKERING & INGLIS

14 PATERNOSTER ROW, LONDON, E.C.4

229 BOTHWELL STREET, GLASGOW



OFFICES AND AGENTS

London: 1'ickfring & Inglis, 14 Paternoster Row, E.G.

Glasgow: Pickering & Inglis, 229 Bothwe11 Street.

New York: The Bookstall, 113 Fulton Street.

New York: Loizeaux Brothers, 1 East 13th Street.

New York: Gospel Book Depot, 65 Bible House.

Brooklyn: Chr. Alliance Pub. Coy., 3611 Mtli Ave.

Chicago: Wm. Norton. 826 North La Salle Street.

Buffalo: S. S. Tract Society, 37 Market Arcade.

Boston: Hamilton Bros., 120 Trcmont Street.

Philadelphia: Glad Tidings Co., 6133 Catherine Street.

Philadelphia: J. J. Siegrist, 4432 Cleveland Avenue.

Los Angeles: Bible Institute, 536 South Hope Street.

Detroit: Central Book Depot, 703 Fine Art Buildings.

Baltimore: A. Hardcastle, 70l> Calvert Buildings.

Minneapolis: J. H. Fleming, 123 Seventh Street.

Portland, Ore.: A. Bain, 602 Stock Exchange Buildings.

Swengel, Pa.: 1. C. Herenden Bible Truth Depot.

Spring-eield: Publishing House, 336 W. Pacific Street,

York: Grace Publishing House, 325 W. North Street.

Dallas: C. H. Dean, 1009 Woodlawu Avenue.

Oakland: Western Book Depot, 1817 Telegraph Ave.

Toronto: A. Sims, 5 Simpson Avenue.

Toronto: Tract Society, 8 Richmond Street, E.

Toronto: Evang. Publishers, 858 College Street.

Winnipeg: N.-W. Bible Depot, 184 Alexander Ave.

Windsor, Ont.: C. J. Stowe, 419 Ontario Street.

Orillia, Ont.: Bible Book and Tract Depot.

Kitchener: Christian Alliance Publishing Co.

Edmonton: Turnbull's Depot, 10125a 100th Street.

Saskatoon: Bible Depot, 223 W. 22nd Street, East.

Vancouver: E. M. Jacks, 2290 Fourth Avenue, YV.

Victoria: Victoria Book Depot, 1027 Douglas Street.

Sydey: A. Dalrymple, 189 Hav Street.

Sydey: Christian Depot, 170 Elizabeth Street.

Melbourne: Book Depot, 288 Little Collins Street.

Brisbane : Queensland Book Depot, Albert Street.

Auckland: H. L. Thatcher, 135 Upper Symonds Street.

Dunedin: Bates & Lawson, 38 George Street.

Palmerston North: James G. Harvey, Main Street.

Christchurch: G. W. Plimsoll, K-! Manchester Street.

Belgaum, India: W. C Irvine, Christian Depot.

Bangalore : A. M'D. Redwood, Frasertown.

Italy: A. Buttrum, (ialleria Guerci, Alessandria.

Hong- Kong : M'Kenzie, 13 Cheung Chow Island.

Tokio: Japan Tract Society, 30 Tami-ika, Akasaka.

And through most Booksellers and Colporteurs.

Made and Printed in Great Britain

By Pickering & Inglis, London and Glas'gow.



"CAN YOU UNDO?"

The Dying Soldier's Question.

THE KIND-HEARTED NURSE INQUIRED IF SHE_COULD_DO ANYTHING^FOR HIM.

"I saw the lad shot down in battle, and he fell with one of my

oaths on his lips. He went with that oath into the presence of

God, Oh, that I could undo! "

B



"CAN YOU UNDO?"

A SOLDIER spoken to in an hospital seemed unwilling to

engage in conversation. When asked if he wished thai

some one should write to his friends, he replied that he had

none. Desirous of helping the poor fellow, the kind-hearted

nurse inquired if she could do anything for him. Unable to

restrain the overpowering emotions that struggled for ex

pression, he exclaimed—"Can you undo?" He was told

that the past could not be recalled, but that God was willing to

pardon. The dying soldier exclaimed, " I would not pardon

myself if I could ; I don't deserve it. There was a boy in my

tent who used to pray. I loved the boy, and I swore in his

ears until he ceased praying, and learned to swear. I saw the

lad shot down in battle, and he fell with one of my oaths on

his lips. He went with that oath into the presence of God.

Oh, that I could undo ! "

Although the dying man was assured that God was waiting

to be gracious, and willing to pardon his innumerable trans

gressions, he refused to accept of His proffered mercy, and to

all entreaties replied—"Can you undo ? "

"How terribly sad!" says one. "How dreadful!" says

another. Yes, indeed, the story is an exceedingly sad one ;

yet after all soul murder is exceedingly common ! You may

not teach any one to lie, swear, or steal, and yet be guilty of

the awful sin. In one of his books Bunyan speaks of one in

hell pouring molten gold down the throat of a fellow sufferer.

On being asked why he did so, he replied, " This is the man

that ruined my soul, and I am having my revenge on him."

Perhaps you hindered a seeking soul from accepting the par

doning mercy of God by telling him that he did not need to be

"born again" (John 3. 7). By taking your advice he stifled

conviction, went in for the world's frivolities and pleasures,

and died unsaved. Who is to blame 1 " Can you undo ? "

May be a friend or relation became concerned about his

spiritual state, and when asking "What must I do to be

saved ? " was pointed to the Divine answer, " Believe on the

Lord Jesus Christ, and thou shalt be saved" (Acts 16. 30, 31);

but you told him that believing on Christ was " too easy " a

way. If he is lost through taking your counsel, will God

account you guiltless of soul murder ? " Can you undo ? "

As you contemplate your past life with its privileges and

responsibilities, and think on the innumerable sins you have

committed, what will you say for yourself? Will you be able

to "undo"? Scripture declares that "God requireth that



"Can Yen Undo?''

which is past " (Eccles. 3. 1 5). There is a day of reckoning,

and whether distant or near, it is certain. "It is appointed

unto men once to die, but after this the judgment" (Heb. 9.

27). When you appear before that tribunal every sin you have

been guilty of will be made known to yourself and to others.

" That which ye have spoken in the ear in the closets shall be

proclaimed on the housetops" (Luke 12. 3). "Because He

hath appointed a day, in the which He will judge the world

in righteousness by that Man whom He hath ordained ; where

of He hath given assurance unto all men, in that He hath

raised Him from the dead." " Can you undo ? "

You cannot " undo " the past by atoning for a single sin.

God has, however, opened up a way of escape for you, and if

you are willing to accept of forgiveness on His terms, you may

be saved even as you read these lines. The soldier refused

the remission of sins because he did not deserve it. No one

can obtain pardon from the offended Governor of the universe

on the ground of his deserts. It is for Jesus' sake that God

justifies the ungodly. It is forJesus' sake that sinners obtain

eternal life as a free gift. All of us deserve banishment from

God's presence. We have earned sin's " wages," which is eter

nal separation from God in conscious suffering. But God

loves you, and is willing to blot out the past. He can undo.

Hearken to His royal declaration : "Come now, and let us

reason together, saith the Lord, though your sins be as scarlet

they shall be as white as snow; though they be red like crimson

they shall be as wool" (Isa. 1. 18). How condescending and

how gracious ! All who believe on Him who paid the ransom

for their soul's deliverance can appropriate the glorious words :

"I, even I, am He that blotteth out thy transgressions for

Mine own sake, and will not remember thy sins" (Isa. 43. 25).

Don't delay the settling of the question of your soul's salva

tion. "Now is the accepted time." God is now beseeching

you to be reconciled to Him. He loves you. He always did

so, and the proof of it is abundantly manifest at Calvary's

Cross. " God commendeth His love toward us, in that, while

we were yet sinners, Christ died for us" (Rom. 5. 8).

" Believe on the Lord Jesus Christ, and thou shalt be saved "

(Acts 16. 31). "To Him give all the prophets witness,

that through His Name whosoever believeth in Him shall

receive remission of sins" (Acts 10. 43). Will you at

this moment "believe" and "receive" the forgiveness of

sins? " Now is the Day of Salvation." a. m.



THE QUESTION OF THE DAY.

" T^ALK of questions of the day ! There is only one

-*- question, and that is the Gospel."

So wrote W. E. Gladstone, and the statement is a re

markable one to come from the pen of one who was so

thoroughly acquainted with all the " questions " of his day.

But is it true ? Ask yonder man, from whose bedside

THE BIGHT HON. W. E. GLADSTONE AT HIS STUDY TABLE, HAWARDEN.

the doctor has just turned away with a grave face. He has

but a few days to live. What question commands his

interest to the exclusion of every other ? If he is wise, he

will reply, " The Gospel." No question of business, wealth,

prospects, friends, amusements can vie in his estimation

with that of the Gospel.

But you, my reader, are a dying creature, as well as he.

Can you deny it ? Do you know of any power on earth



The Question of the Dav.

that can keep your door bolted when death knocks ? Hear

what one of the leading infidel writers of the day has to say

upon this subject : " Of our loving and our studying, of our

fortunes and our fame, what comes but vexation and dis

enchantment and a narrow bed, with a pillow of gravel

and a counterpane of moss ? " So said Robert Blatchford,

and his words are true. Would that could be said that to

him also the question of questions was the Gospel !

What is the " Gospel," this question that eclipses every

other ? It is the good news, glad tidings. The very word

"gospel" means that. But the Gospel, or the Glad

Tidings, is the message that has come into the world from

God Himself, addressed to all mankind. It speaks of a

Saviour from sin, from the power of Satan, from the fear of

death, from the judgment of God.

Do you realise that the pursuer, death, is already upon

your track ? Have you discovered that your sins have

exposed you to God's righteous wrath ? Then, surely, to

you there can be no question of such interest as this : How

may I be saved ? For an answer, we point you to Jesus.

Though the eternal Son of God He became Man, and sits

as such upon the throne. In Him alone salvation is to be

found. Long years ago He came into the world, declaring

God's love for man. But His words were refused and Him

self crucified. His death, however, was no mere martyr's

death. He suffered and died to make atonement for our sins.

In virtue of the work which He thus accomplished the sinner

who believes in Him is saved.

No work, no prayers, no promises, no strivings are neces

sary to complete the sacrifice. The work is "finished."

And the Gospel which is preached to you is the glad tidings

of present forgiveness and salvation. On that account

" Whosoever believeth in Him shall receive remission of

sins." "Believe on the Lord Jesus Christ, and thou shalt be

saved " (Acts 10. 43 ; 16. 31).

The great question, then, for you is : How do you treat

the Gospel ? You may treat it in one of three ways. You

may either (1) reject it ; (2) neglect it ; or (3) accept it.

The wise course is to accept the Gospel as God's gracious

message to you. Flee to the Saviou. of whom it speaks,

and, assuredly, the forgiveness which it proclaims shall

be yours, even at this verv moment. h. p. b.



THE DUBLIN MAN WHO MADE A

TERRIFIC MISTAKE.

TTHE tent had been pitched in the suburbs of Dublin

J- for some weeks. The Scottish evangelist with ex

perience in many lands had sought to make the message

clear and plain. Night after night every chair in the

canvas cathedral was filled with eager listeners, both

Protestant and Roman Catholic. The uplifting of the

Lord Jesus Christ as the only Saviour of the lost had

proved the truth of His words : "I , if I be lifted up , ... will
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The Nelson Column as seen in the distance. Sackville Street, Dublin.

draw all men unto Me" (John 12. 32). "Christ, only

Christ," had been the theme of speech and song. The

utter ruin of man, needing Christ to save. The fact that

' 'nothing either great or small ' ' remained to be added to

the finished work of Christ . The complete inability of the

sinner to overcome sin or deliver himself from the power

of Satan, yet the complete ability of the crucified, risen

Saviour to ' ' save to the uttermost ' ' (Heb . 7 . 25) all

who come to Him, had proved the true Sayings of God

unto the Salvation of every one that believeth.



The Dublin Man who Made a Terrific Mistake.

A venerable old gentleman who had retired from busi

ness attended the meetings almost from the first. Quietly

entering, attentively listening, quickly leaving, he had

often aroused the inquiry, "Who was he? "

A new preacher, also from Scotland, arrived. The fifth

night he ventured to say that any who would care to have

a talk on personal Salvation might do so at the close of the

meeting. After the crowd had dispersed, this regular

hearer made his way to the preacher. "Could I have a

word with you, sir. I have been coming night after night,

and if what you have made clear , and the other gentleman

before you confirmed, I am making a terrific mistake. I

am 75 years of age. I have been working for Salvation

from boyhood. I am an elder in the Presbyterian Kirk,

yet I have never been 'born again , ' and I fear my mistake

is fatal . ' '

"Step into the smaller tent, sir," said the evangelist,

"and we will examine the Word of God on the subject."

Quietly and carefully he showed the inquirer that "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" (Isa. 53. 6). "Who His own self

bare our sins in His own body on the Tree " (1 Peter 2 . 24) .

"To him that worketh not, but believeth on Him that

justifieth the ungodly, his faith is counted for righteous

ness" (Rom. 4. 5). He reminded him that "cursed is

man that trusteth in man" (Jer. 17. 5), and urged

him to cast all his deadly doings down at the foot of the

Cross, and there, gazing by faith on the Central Figure,

crowned with thorns, to join with the chief of sinners in

saying, "The Son of God, who loved me, and gave

Himself for me" (Gal. 2. 20).

There and then he cast his deadly doing down at Jesus'

feet, rested alone in the "finished" work (John 19. 30),

accepted the Lord Jesus Christ as his own Saviour, ob

tained Everlasting Life as a free gift, and went on his way

rejoicing.

Are you willing to ' 'cease from man whose breath is in

his nostrils" (Isa. 2. 22), commit your soul to the keeping

of Him "against that Day" (2 Tim. 1. 12). Remember

God says, "Behold, now is the accepted time; behold,

now is the day of Salvation . ' ' What is your answer ? Hyp .



"NO HEAVEN AT THE END OF IT ALL."

TEARING a walk along the seafront of a large seaside

'*' town, I overtook a gentleman strolling along,

apparently enjoying the scene. I accosted him by a few

casual remarks, and then spoke of the goodness of God.

He agreed with me, saying men ought to acknowledge God

in all things. " Then I take it," said I, " you are a Chris

tian ? " " Oh, certainly," he replied, " I acknowledge Him

always, and have for a long time taken an active part in

Church matters." " Ah ! " I returned, " I am always glad

to meet with a fellow-believer ; it is so sweet to take counsel

"The seafront of a large seaside town." GOUROCK, ON THE CLYDE.

together, to speak of the glories of our common Lord, as

well as to help each other in preaching the Gospel to save

men and women from going down to Hell."

" But surely," he answered in a surprised tone, " you

don't mean to say that you live in this enlightened age and

believe in that old bogy of Hell fire ? " " Well," I said,

" I have read so much about it in the Bible." " Yes, yes,"

he answered, " but so many scholarly men, philosophers,

and divines of the greatest eminence have given their

attention to the subject, and the result is that they have

quite upset the horrible theory."



No Heaven at the End of It All."

I confess I was rather taken aback by the expression of

such opinions from a man who had just declared himself

a Christian, so I replied calmly, " Well, it is a pity after all,

that after this life's troubles, its disappointments, its battle

with sin, and the endeavour to follow out the Bible teaching

with regard to these things, that there should be no Heaven

at the end of it all ! " " But, my dear friend," he re

turned vehemently, " I didn't say that at all. I believe

in a Heaven, and so do the divines I quoted to you." " But

you place me in a difficulty," said I ; " you have told me

that the testimony of Jesus Christ with regard to Hell is

unreliable. I don't see how you can take His testimony

with regard to Heaven. If a person lied about one place,

I should be sceptical of all he said about another. If He

was wrong about Hell, He may be quite as wrong about

Heaven ! "

My friend was evidently staggered at this phase of his

own false arguments, and it was clear he was unable to

meet the new situation. " Well," he answered, very lamely,

" you see these things are very deep ," and stopped.

" No," I returned ; " on the contrary, they are so very

shallow that a child can see their manifest fallacy. Christ

spoke of a Heaven and a Hell, and He cannot lie. He

spoke of a place ' where their worm dieth not, and the fire

is not quenched ' (Mark 9. 48) ; where there is ' wailing

and gnashing of teeth ' (Matt. 13. 42). Why, long ago it

was written : ' The wicked shall be turned into Hell, and

all the nations that forget God ' (Psa. 9. 17)." " I see you

are a very peculiar person. I didn't wish to enter upon a

theological discussion," and saying this my friend walked

away without any more ado.

His was a case of a lamp but no oil. A profession without

a possession. A religion, but no Christ in it, or only so

much as gave it the orthodox and respectable religious

flavour that passes current with the world. God's only

channel of mercy is the Lord Jesus Christ, who never yet

refused to save a sinner who desired to be saved. Friend,

ponder well, what is your destination. Heaven or Hell ?

Both are at the end of this life's journey, and both are

facts—stern, undeniable facts. Some shall go into " life

eternal," some into "everlasting punishment" (Matt. 25. 46).

Your choice in time decides your destiny in Eternity, e. c. q.



THE WONDERFUL LOVE OF A SLAVE.

A SLAVE MARKET IN THE SOUTHERN' STATES.



THE WONDERFUL LOVE OF A SLAVE.

N these days of civil and religious liberty,

when it is our great privilege to live in the

" land of the free," we are apt to forget that

it is not so very long since many of

our fellow -mortals were but mere slaves,

and lived a life of enforced labour for the

benefit of their owners. So recently as 1744 the atrocious

system of kidnapping British children for deportation to

the North American colonies as slaves was carried on in

Aberdeenshire. Slaves in many cases were treated most

cruelly. Prior to 1792 the East Indian Company used to

put to death any slave, male or female, in their island of

St. Helena who struck a white person with a weapon. For

a slight offence they sometimes had both ears cut off, were

branded in the forehead and cheeks, and severely whipped.

A movement was started by Thomas Clarkson about

1782 for the abolition of the slave trade, but it was chiefly

through the efforts of William Wilberforce, a Christian

statesman, who practically gave his life for the cause of free

dom, that a motion was passed in the House of Commons

for the gradual abolition of the slave trade. It was not,

however, until the passing of the Emancipation Act of 1833,

by which the Government arranged for the payment of

£20,000,000 to slave owners that an end was put to slavery.

The following true and touching interesting incident took

place in the days of slavery : A slave owner in the Southern

States had a favourite slave named Joe, whom he con

sulted about everything. The master was going to the market

one day to buy more slaves, and he took Joe his favourite

slave with him. They were not long in the market when up

went for auction an old man with grey hair and bent form.

Nobody would bid for him. Joe said to his master,

" Massa, I would like you to buy that old man." " He is

of no value to me ; he is old and not able to work, and is

therefore not worth anything," replied the master. Joe,

however, pleaded with his master, and at last he succeeded,

Joe promising to find him something to do.

The old man was bought and taken home. Shortly

afterwards the old slave took ill, and Joe took him into his

own tent, laid him on his own bed, and nursed him

as a mother would her only son. Meanwhile the master

was looking on.

One day he called Joe, and addressed him thus: "Joe,



The Wonderful Love of a Slave.

why is it that you are treating this old slave with such

kindness ? Is he an old friend ? Indeed, I have come to

the conclusion that he is your own father, and that you are

taking this way of caring for him in his old age." " No,

massa," said Joe, " he is not an old friend, he is an old

enemy. Long years ago when I was a little boy playing

at my father's door he came and stole me away, treated me

cruelly, and sold me as a slave, and when I entered the

market that day and saw the poor old man with grey hair

and bent form, there was a voice in my heart which said : ' If

thine enemy hunger, feed him ; if he thirst, give him to

drink'" (Rom. 12. 20).

Joe was a Christian, and he was treating the old slave in

much the same way as God had dealt with him.

In Joe's treatment of the old slave we have a faint picture

of God's dealings with us. By nature we were God's

enemies ; for we read, "the carnal mind is enmity against

God " (Rom. 8. 7). We take various ways of showing our

hatred to God and His commands. The scribes and

Pharisees manifested their hatred to God by crucifying His

Son on the cross of Calvary, and, whether we believe it or

not, the heart which those wicked men had is the same that

we carry about with us every day. And if we had been

amongst the crowd at Pilate's judgment bar we would have

mingled our voices in that awful cry, " Crucify Him, crucify

Him" (Luke 23. 21).

Notwithstanding our hatred to God and our treatment of

Christ, yet God loved us ; and the cross of Christ which

reveals the hatred of the heart of man expresses at the same

time the love of God; for " where sin abounded, grace did

much more abound " (Rom. 5. 20).

Joe showed kindness to his enemy the old slave, but God's

love is infinitely greater than this : " God commendeth His

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

died for us " (Rom. 5. 8). How have you treated this love ?

There is but one thing the Lord asks in return for His

great love, and that is the allegiance of the heart (Prov. 23.

26). " If thou shalt confess with thy mouth the Lord

Jesus, and shalt believe in thine heart that God hath raised

Him from the dead, thou shalt be saved. For with the

heart man believeth unto righteousness ; and with the

mouth confession is made unto salvation " (Rom. 10. 9, 10).

Trust Him now and be saved eternally. j. g.



A STORY OF TWO " WHOSOEVERS."

TOURING a visit to an American city I *" became

*~^ acquainted with a devoted Christian worker, who is

one of the most diligent and persistent tract distributers

that I have ever known. Mrs. L is the "Sister Abigail"

of Mrs. Bird's fascinating book, " Little Is Much When God

Is In It."

Amongst other incidents which she related to me was the

following. One winter night she left her brother's house in

the City of B -, and was proceeding homewards when a

man rushed from a vacant piece of ground, and seizing her

from behind demanded to know what her handbag contained.

" Twenty cents." " And what have you in that bundle ? "

referring to a small parcel that she carried. Only a little

fruit, which you can have." Producing her Bible, she said.

SION BRIDGE

CONNECTING BROOKLYN WITH



A Story of Two ' Whosoevers.

This is the most precious thing that I possess, for it tells me

that 'God so loved, that He gave His only begotten Son, that

whosoever believeth, that whosoever—that God, that God so

loved—that God so loved the world that He gave.' " Mrs.

L was so unnerved by the suddenness and unexpected

ness of the attack that she was unable to repeat correctly

the glorious words of John 3. 16. The robber was evidently

surprised by Mrs. L 's " message," and, after shaking

her violently, called her a fool, and, pushing her towards a

snowdrift, he ran away.

Four years after the "hold up" Mrs. L was shopping

in the city with a friend. Previous to leaving the house

she put a piece of paper in her purse, on one side of

which was printed the words, " WHOSOEVER MEANS YOU,"

with John 3. 16 beneath—" For God so loved the world,

that He gave His only begotten Son, that whosoever

believeth in Him should not perish, but have everlasting

life." On the other side were the words, " WHOSOEVER

MEANS you," with this scripture added—" Whosoever was

not found written in the Book of Life was cast into the lake

of fire " (Rev. 20. 15). The " whosoever " of the last verse

was printed in red. Mrs. L underlined the words,

adding her address in her handwriting. Whilst the ladies

were returning home, two men rudely elbowed their way

past them. On reaching the house, Mrs. L asked a

friend to give her her purse from her handbag. But it

could not be found. After a diligent search Mrs. L

concluded that it was lost.

Next morning the door-bell rang, and Mrs. L

attended to it. A well dressed man stood on the doorstep

and inquired if she was Mrs. L . On replying in the

affirmative, the stranger asked if she lost her purse on the

previous day. "I did," said Mrs. L ; "but what do

you know about it ? " " Can I see you for a moment, as I

have something to tell you ? " said the visitor. When they

were alone the man exclaimed, " Yes ; I am sure it is the

same voice, and it must be the same person." ".What do

you mean ? I don't wish you to keep me long, as I have a

busy day before me." The fact was Mrs. L was afraid

of the stranger, and no wonder ! " Were you held up four

years ago ? Was it you who said, You may have my

Bible; it is my most valued possession, for it says, God so
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loved the world, that He gave His only begotten Son, that

whosoever believeth in Him ? ' " &c. " Yes ; it was I."

" I am the man who held you up," said he ; " and I am the

man who stole your purse." The robber told her that ever

since he heard her repeating the words, " Whosoever

believeth," do what he might, he could not get rid of them,

and had often wished that he was in hell.

Regarding the theft of the money he said that he had

pushed Mrs. L and her friend aside, and received the

purse as it was supposed to be dropped into the handbag.

After securing the contents he threw away the purse, so that

if he were caught it might not be found in his possession.

In addition to the money received he found the slip with the

words printed, " whosoever means YOU," with John 3. 16

added. On examining the other side of the paper, and the

underlined words in red, " whosoever means you," he

read that " Whosoever was not found written in the Book

of Life was cast into the lake of fire." The Holy Spirit

carried the message home to his conscience, and he was

overwhelmed with sorrow and remorse. It was evident to

Mrs. L that the man was under deep conviction of sin.

" What shall I do ? " he asked. " I see you have a tele

phone. Send to the police office for a detective, and I

promise you that I shall not try to escape. I don't care

what becomes of me."

Mrs. L refused to summon the legal authorities.

From a full heart she told him the story of God's wondrous

love in giving Christ to die for a guilty world. " I am also

a sinner," said Mrs. L ; "and the whosoever' of God's

Word took hold of me. I cannot condemn you. Will you

not allow God's ' whosoever ' to lay hold of you ? Will you

not trust the Lord Jesus, and go and sin no more ? " The

man was amazed at what he heard, and exclaimed, ' And is

that the Gospel ? " Mrs. L— opened her Bible and read

to him God's way of salvation. Greatly impressed by the

marvellous tidings that he heard, he left the house deeply

penitent. Three days afterwards he returned, and told

Mrs. L that through believing on Christ he knew

that he was saved. Shortly after this he left the City of

B in search of employment. From time to time Mrs.

L . hears from him, and she is convinced that he is seeking

to live for Him who loved him, and gave Himself for him.



A Story of Two " Whosoevers."

To which of the "whosoevers" does the reader belong?

" Whosoever believeth in Him [the Lord Jesus Christ]

should not perish, but have everlasting life." Are you

saved ? Are you the happy possessor of " everlasting

life ? " If not, the reason is this—you never truly believed

on Him who was wounded for our transgressions, and

bruised for our iniquities (Isa. 53. 5). If your sins are not

forgiven it is because you have not really believed on the

Saviour who loved you and gave Himself for you (Acts 10.

43; John 3. 36; 5. 24). Why not NOW believe on the Lord

Jesus, and be eternally saved ? Why not now believe and

live ? If unsaved, unconverted, unregenerate, ponder the

awful words of the second whosoever—" Whosoever was

not found written in the Book of Life was cast into the

lake of fire." How dreadful ! To be cast into the ' lake

of fire !" Your name may be on the communion roll of the

most orthodox and evangelical communion in the country,

but if it is not written in the " Book of Life " think of the

terrible doom that awaits you ! God has no pleasure in the

death of the sinner (Ezek. 33. 11). He is " not willing that

any should perish." It is His wish that " all should come to

repentance " (2 Peter 3. 16). It is His desire that all men

should be saved (l Tim. 2. 4-6), and therefore He is waiting

to save you at this very moment ! Are you willing to be

saved in God's way ? If so, ponder the " wonderful words

of life " of John 3. 16—" For God so loved the world, that

He gave His only begotten Son, that whosoever believeth

in Him should not perish, but have everlasting life." How

gloriously simple. "Whosoever believeth in Him" who

" put away sin by the sacrifice of Himself" (Heb. 9. 26)

shall not perish, but have everlasting life. Whosoever

believeth in Him" is eternally free from sin's penalty. How

grand and glorious ! Are you willing to be saved in God's

time ? If, however, you procrastinate, and say to the Holy

Spirit, Go Thy way for this time, when I have a con

venient season I will call for Thee," the solemn judgment

of God may be fulfilled in your case— He, that being

often reproved hardeneth his neck, shall suddenly be

destroyed, and that without remedy." Settle the question,

Shall I be in the first "whosoever" of salvation now, or in

the second "whosoever" of Judgment at the Great White

Throne by-and-by? It must be one or other. WHICH? A.M.



A BLUEJACKET'SJSTORY.

THE RECORD OF A WANDERER'S RETURN.

UP AND POWN LIKE A WOUNTAJN0US SEA,"



A BLUEJACKET'S THRILLING STORY.

"DORN in a village near Rochester, Kent, schooled in

.L' London, where the earliest days of recollection were

spent, my parents, who were Christians, were both deaf

and dumb, and I was the only child. Yet, with all these

obstacles, I was taught the Scriptures at my mother's knee.

My mother went to glory when I was yet a child, and

having no woman's tender love to guide me when I most

needed care and guardianship, I was left to fight my own

battles. Hence at the age of 14 I was living in the

haunts of lowest Lambeth, amongst the boys and girls who

were one day to become the criminals of our land. After

several escapades of theft and forgery, coupled with birch-

ings and police court appearances, I joined the Royal

Navy, a fugitive from justice and society. Things seemed

to improve, but that only lasted so long as certain re

strictions were made as to shore leave. Passing through

the training school, H.M.S. "Impregnable," and launch

ing out as a full-fledged jack-tar, the company of older

men was resorted to, with the inevitable result that, young

though I was, I soon became, under the power of strong

drink, the companion of bad and questionable characters,

the friend of bookmakers, and certainly a lover of

pleasure rather than a lover of God.

Passing from one ship to another, sailing from one port

to another, through the Mediterranean, seeing various

parts of this world, enjoying life one day, grumbling the

next, up and down like a mountainous sea, yet no thought

of my soul, no desire after God. I remember disturbing

Salvation Army meetings at Dartmouth and Burgess Hill,

near Brighton. I also remember scoffing at young con

verts, and anything that had any religion about it was

razed down to the ground as fanaticism or hypocrisy.

One young sailor, converted at Malta in the Sailors'

Home in Floriana, came on board our ship (H.M.S.

"Carnarvon") to give his testimony as to the saving grace

of God, only to receive abuse and scorn. Time fled, mo

ments sped on, opportunities lost and missed, and deeper

and deeper sank this devil-bound sailor into sin and into

vice. An eye-witness, in 1906, of the heroic deed which

won for Sub-Lieut. Noble the Stanhope Medal for the

bravest deed of the year, yet no work of God manifest in

the soul. Coming home to England on furlough for five



A Bluejacket's Thrilling Story.

weeks, plenty of money saved up, only to be spent ruth

lessly and carelessly to the detriment both of soul and

body. "Working for coin like horses and spending like

asses," so Mr. Plowden, the London magistrate, has said.

Returning to Portsmouth Barracks shortly after the

"bow the knee meeting," where there was a "little hell

ashore," and no improvement. Disrated soon after for

drink , and sent to Chatham with a view of reformation .

In August, 1909, my father died of epilepsy, broken

hearted. For a moment I was pulled up, but only to start

again immediately the body was laid to rest at Tooting

Cemetery. Travelling back to Campbeltown to join the

ship (H.M.S. "Berwick"), carried aboard hopeless and

helpless. My father's friends I did not want, they were

religious. My relations I never bothered about, except

one aunt, who had a little money, as I used to enjoy a

night at some place of amusement at her expense .

Whilst lying at Gibraltar a letter arrived from Edin

burgh from some deaf and dumb people I had never known

or seen, but who knew and respected my departed father,

offering me a home and a bed, and asking for a photo of him

as a keepsake. The remarkable thing was I had just had

my father's and mother's photographs enlarged and

copied, why I could not have explained. But I know now,

praise be to God. Returning home to Chatham, I exe

cuted this request, and for nine months correspondence

passed between this family in Edinburgh and myself.

Lying at Campbeltown once more, in June, 1910, re

solves were made and put into practice to visit my bene

factors just out of curiosity and for courtesy's sake.

But , sadto relate, I could not leaveCampbeltown en route for

Edinburgh without first sampling the stock in trade of the

Royal Hotel. Arriving at the Waverley Station at mid

night on Saturday the worse for drink , I found myself met

by two young ladies, the daughters of my kind friend.

For the first time I felt ashamed that I should be the com

panion of purity and innocence. The next day, Sunday,

for respectability's sake, I went to the Gospel meeting.

I can take you to the very seat where I sat when God's

Spirit laid hold of me, shook me through and through,

shattered my manly pride and youthful boast that ' 'Jack

is as good as his master," and that neither man, devil,
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nor beast could teach me the mean ng of fear . My boldness

disappeared in a moment of time. A dear old doctor with

long flowing beard and a passion for souls was telling out

the Old, Old Story from John 5, the impotent man at

Bethesda's Pool. Still I was unconcerned, musing over

the miserable Scotch Sunday, no pubs open, nothing to

make the heart glad, hoping that this preaching would

soon be over, leaning my back against the pillar, closing

my eyes in order to shorten the "agony." I heard in

clarion tone these words : ' 'There is somebody here whose

father is in Glory, and who has been the subject of a mother's

prayers. Wilt thou be made whole?" Arousing myself,

I saw the preacher looking at me and pointing his finger

directly, though I sat at the back of the hall. God's

arrow of conviction had done its work, and I realised that

I was lost, unclean, and unprepared to meet God. I

knew I had not merited God's favour, certainly not by

good works or almsgiving, for I was accustomed to say my

prayers with pewter pots. Like Isaiah, I saw in a moment

my unfit condition. My sins rose up in judgment against

me, and there I was left in the awful predicament of a

Hell-bound sinner. The meeting over, the after-meeting

finished, I went home to settle down to a sleepless night

of remorse for the past. My mother, how I wanted her

then! My father, how I yearned for him!

Returning to my ship via Glasgow and Greenock, a

Christian man was my companion as far as Glasgow, and

leaving me at St. Enoch Station he put his hand upon

my shoulder, and said, "Be in Time." On the following

Wednesday, standing the strain no longer, I yielded and

surrendered to God, sank down on my knees, and definitely

accepted the Lord Jesus Christ as my Saviour for time and

for Eternity, and was "saved."

I had my lessons to learn, and slowly but surely I saw

Him leading me, teaching me, keeping me, satisfying me.

It was in 1910 when I could sing, "Oh, happy day that

fixed my choice," and now I can sing with increased

reality and vigour, "Jesus, Thou art enough the mind

and heart to fill. " Convicted of forgery at 14, a drunkard

at 17, perpetrator of every vice and crime except murder,

a sinner saved by grace at 23, I can by sovereign grace

exclaim , ' ' Hallelujah ! what a Saviour ! " b , g . d .



A CHRISTIAN BUSINESS MAN.

B(

W. H. M'i.AOGBXIN. BELFAST

ORN in the North

of Ireland, Mr.

William H. M'Laugh-

lin spent his school

days and received his

business training in

the city of Belfast.

On the death of his

father, who was the

head of the firm of

M'Laughlin & Harvey,

he went into the busi

ness with his partner.

Although blessed with

a saintly mother, it

was not until he was

twenty-one years of

age that he became a

Christian.

The story of his

conversion is best told

in his own words : " I always trace my conversion back to

my grandfather. He came of the Huguenots. He used to

take me with him when I was a boy, and I heard him fre

quently talking about the things of God. He used to preach

in barns and other buildings in the country. My grand

mother belonged to the Society of Friends. My mother

always believed that I would be a preacher, and she never

gave up the idea. But at twenty years of age I was the

most unlikely fellow for a preacher that you could find. My

sister, at that time a girl of eleven, was converted in a ladies'

school, a few months before my father died. We wondered

why she stopped singing popular songs, and began to sing

hymns. Her singing brought the tears to my eyes as I

sat listening to it, and I often had to go out of the room.

One day my mother found a copy of a letter which my

sister had written to an uncle who was very ill and concerned

about his soul. The letter began something like this :

' Dear Uncle, I am sorry that you are so ill. There is a

Great Physician that can cure both soul and body. If you

come to Him, He will cure you. We are none too wicked

for Him, for the Bible says, " The Blood of Jesus Christ His
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Son cleanseth us from all sin " ( 1 John 1.7).' Then on another

page were these words : ' Suppose you owed a hundred

pounds, and were not able to pay it, and some kind friend

came and paid it for you, would you not be very glad ? I

owed a great debt of sin against God, and He came and paid

it, and now I am not afraid to die.' This letter made a deep

impression ; the last sentence burned its way into my heart.

I was the only son in our family, and when my father died

I was absolutely crushed. Shortly after the funeral my

sister came to me one day in the garden. She put her arm

through mine, and, looking up into my face, she said :

' William Henry, God is going to save you.' I did not know

what she meant, but she continued : ' This morning I opened

my Bible, and the first thing I read was, " If ye shall ask

anything in My Name, I will do it" (John 14. 13). I got

down at my bedside that moment, and I asked Him to save

you, and I know He will do it.'

As I stood on the garden path it just seemed as if God had

brought the whole thing before me. I said to myself : ' She

means that I am not ready to die.' Inside a fortnight I

went to my sister and asked her to tell me the Way of Sal

vation. I then became anxious about my soul, and started

to pray. But I was not right with God. Shortly after

this I went to a friend's house and tried to find out the Way

of Salvation from them in conversation, without letting

them know that I was concerned about it. I spoke about

praying, and said I thought that was the way to get Salva

tion. My friend answered me in a striking way. He took

a plate of bread, and offering it to me, said : ' If you were

hungry, and I handed you the bread, what would I think if,

instead of taking it, you got down on your knees and con-

menced to pray, " Give me that bread " ' ? I went home,

and that night I did not pray, for I knew God was offering

Salvation to me. I cried out : ' O God, I cannot do any

thing.' Then a great light broke in upon me, and I found

myself on my knees praising Him. I believed on the Lord

Jesus Christ, and was ' saved ' (Acts 16. 31)."

There are those who tell us that in the stress and com

petition of the present day business men have not time for

salvation ; but here is a man who, by his own life in the

business world, champions the cause of Christ, and is

seeking to win others to Him. Believe, and do likewise.



CHRIST'Sr«PART AND OUR PART.

WEABY AND HEiTI LADEN HE BOWED IN HUMILIATION."

A FRIEND of mine was holding evangelistic services in

the City of London, Canada. A gentleman, who was

exceedingly anxious about his soul attended the meetings.

He was afraid that God would cut him down in his sins and

thrust him into outer darkness. He sought and obtained

an interview with the evangelist. Although he had been a

church member for years, he had no conception of God's

way of salvation. He imagined that though Christ atoned

for the sin of the world, something meritorious must be done

by him ere he could obtain God's pardoning mercy. Whilst

believing that Christ's work was necessary, he did not under

stand that it was sufficient to meet all his needs. He was

shown from various scriptures the way of peace, but he did

not lay hold of the truth that everything required for

his salvation was accomplished; that God desired him to

believe the "good news," and enter into life and liberty.



Christ's Part and Our Part.

How many, like the Canadian, are waiting for feelings, in

stead of resting on the " finished " work of Christ.

" The work is finished, no deep sighs.

No penitential tears or cries

Can perfect that which Christ has done,

It stands complete, it stands alone."

The gospel of God's grace seemed " too good news to be

true." Could it be possible that " everything wa fully

done''? He supposed, like multitudes in this land, that

Christ did His part of the work, and we have to do ours,

forgetting or ignoring the fact that the Saviour declared on

the cross of Calvary that the work that saves was "finished"

(John 19. 30). Whilst in this state he retired to rest, but not

to sleep. The awful danger to which he was exposed was

brought before him by the Holy Spirit in mighty power.

He knew that if he died in his sins he would be doomed to

eternal woe. The thought was overpowering, and he could

not endure it. Rising from bed he paced the floor of the

room, longing to know what God wished him to do to be

saved. Early the next morning his mind reverted to the

theme of the previous address—God's love to the world.

♦ ♦
♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦

♦ God so loved the world, that He gave His ♦

♦ Only begotten Son , that whosoever believeth in Him ♦

J Should not J

J Perish, but have *

X Everlasting *

t Life (John 3. 16). *

♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦

♦ ♦

As he pondered the " wonderful words of life " he became

absorbed with God's matchless love, as revealed in the oft

quoted but little understood scripture. Tired in body, "weary

and heavy laden " in soul, he bowed in lowly humility before

the Lord, and exclaimed : " God gave Christ to die for the

sins of the world ; He died for all, therefore He died for me. '

In a moment the soul-saving truth burst into his soul, and

te found rest, "joy, and peace in believing" (Rom. 15. 13).

Why should you not also enjoy this peace and rest ?

" Believe on the Lord Jesus Christ," and know " the peace

of God which passeth all understanding" (Phil. 4. 7). a.m.



THE AMERICAN'S WAY OF REACHING

HEAVEN.

MR. JAMES PARKER, a New York merchant, an

earnest and devoted Christian known to us, tells of

an interesting conversation which he had with a gentleman

AN AMERICAN EXPRESS GOING AT FQLL SPEED.

in a sleeping-car of a railway train. As Mr. Parker was

meditating, previous to going to sleep, a fellow-traveller

asked him a number of questions. After conversing for a

time, Mr. Parker inquired where his new acquaintance came

from. " Cortlandt," was the reply. " Have you any

churches in Cortlandt ? " In a hesitating way he said

there were, adding that he was a member of one of them.
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and a leader of the choir. Mr. Parker then said to the

stranger, " Perhaps you can answer a question that has

often arisen in my mind, that is, What shall I do in

order to get to Heaven ? " The reply given was this :

" Do as near right as you know how, and love your neigh

bour as yourself, and you will be all right." " I am very

sorry that you said that," was Mr. Parker's reply. " Why ?"

inquired his fellow-passenger. " Because that shuts me

out." " Shuts you out ! " " Yes, shuts me out." Look

ing at Mr. Parker, the stranger said, " You don't look like

a very bad fellow." " Perhaps I don't, but I know that I

have not done as near right as I know how ; I know that,

and if that is the condition upon which I am to get into

Heaven, I am shut out, and shut out for eternity." " But,"

he said, " you know that all you have to do is to read the

Bible and join the church, and it will be all right. You

need not despair about that. It will be all right." Mr.

Parker then inquired where he got his information from.

" Are you a Christian ? " " Yes." " Do you get it from

your Bible then ? " "Yes." " In what part of the Bible do

you find that whosoever does right, as near as he knows

how, will get into Heaven ? " "It runs all through it."

" Then it won't be difficult to give me just one passage for it."

" I don't know exactly where the passages are, but that is

the thought of it, you know. It is there ; that is the whole

thought of it." " If it is the whole thought of it, and you must

get your thoughts from the words, where are the words ? "

But the church member and choir leader did not know.

" Let me tell you something," said Mr. Parker. " I have

read the Bible, but I have not read it in the way you have.

I read in the 6th chapter of Genesis that God saw that the

wickedness of man was great on the earth, and that every

imagination of the thoughts of his heart was only evil con

tinually. I read that it repented God that He made man,

he was so bad." Then portions from other scriptures re

garding man's state were quoted. From Jeremiah it was

shown that man's heart is " deceitful above all things, and

desperately wicked." Verses of the New Testament Scrip

tures were next quoted. God in speaking of both Jew and

Gentile declares that " there is none righteous, no, not one.-

there is none that doeth good, no, not one. All bave sinned

and come short of the glory of God " (see Rom. 3). Mr.
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Parker then said to his fellow-traveller, " You profess to

be a Christian, and in the face of all these scriptures you tell

one that asks you the road to Heaven that he must do as

near right as he knows how. Don't you see that God's

Word speaks most pointedly and plainly that man's nature,

man's condition, and man's deeds are corrupt. And as

God says, ' By one man sin entered the world, and death by

sin, and so death passed upon all men, for that all have

" A CONVERSATION IN A SLEEPING-CAR OF A RAILWAY TRAIN."

sinned.' No ! no ! man is a sinner in the sight of God. He

cannot do ' as near right as he knows how,' and his sins have

put him at a distance and have separated him from God."

The American's way of getting to Heaven is an exceedingly

popular one on both sides of the Atlantic. Though ex

pressed in various ways, the thought is the same. It is sal

vation by man's doings, instead of Christ's death. Heaven

is to be gained according to this popular theory by what

we do, and not by what Christ did for us. Hence we are

told, " If a man does the best he can he is sure to reach
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Heaven." " If one does as much good as he can, and as

little harm as possible, he will be all right at last." " If

a man is sincere in his beliefs, and acts up to them, God is

bound to save him." Those who hold such ideas seem to

ignore the fact that no one has done his " best ; " that no

one has " done as near right as he knows how."

God's Word declares that we are all sinners ; that " the

wages of sin is death," and all have earned the wages.

Future good conduct cannot atone for past disobedience.

There is no use imagining that salvation can be obtained

on the ground of anything that we have done or may do.

" Cursed is every one that continueth not in all things

which are written in the book of the law " (Gal. 3. 10).

Who among the sons of men has always been what he should

have been, and always done what he should have done ?

Which of us dare say that we love God with all our hearts ?

Not one. God in His Word tells us that He has brought in

the whole world "guilty" (Rom. 3. 19).

The good news contained in the Gospel of the grace of

God reveals the blessed fact that salvation may be ob

tained by any one on the ground of Christ's atonement.

The Lord Jesus was made sin for us that we might be made

the righteousness of God in Him (2 Cor. 5. 20, 21). Be

cause of what He did for us on the Cross of Calvary God is

pressing a full salvation as a free gift on your acceptance.

But works, prayers, and religious observances cannot

purchase God's pardoning mercy. " To him that worketh

is the reward not reckoned of grace, but of debt ; but to him

that worketh not, but believeth on Him that justifieth the

ungodly, his faith is counted for righteousness " (Rom.

4. 4, 5). Cease all attempts to procure salvation by human

effort. When the Jews asked Christ, " What shall we do

that we may work the works of God ? " He replied, " This

is the work of God, that ye believe on Him whom He hath

sent " (John 6. 28, 29). By believing on Him who loved

you and gave Himself for you, you will be saved (Acts 16.

31), justified (Acts 13. 39), and become the possessor of

eternal life (John 6. 47) . There are but two religions on earth

to-day—the religion of two letters, d.o, and the religion of

four letters, d.o.n.e. " By grace are ye saved through

faith ; and that not of yourselves ; it is the gift of God : not

of works, lest any man should boast " (Eph. 2. 8, 9). A. m.



A CURIOUS QUESTION IN THE

UNDERGROUND.

I WENT into an underground train in London the other

day, and had hardly seated myself when a woman

opposite me leaned forward, and said: "May I ask if you

are on the Lord's side?" "Yes," I answered, "thank

God, I am." "Is it long since you were first able to say

that? "she continued. "Yes," Ireplied, "many years. And

I find Him more and more precious daily. In fact, I cannot

From a Photograph . UNDERGROUND STATION ON THE CENTRAL LONDON RAILWAY.

imagine how one could go through life without Jesus

Christ for a Saviour and Friend." "Ah," she said, "you

may well say that. But I have, alas, met many, many

people who don't want Christ, and will not have anything

to say to those who love Him. It is " Here the noise

of the train was so great that I could not hear the con

clusion of her sentence.

Presently the train stopped at a station, and two ladies

and two men came in. My friend lost no time in giving
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her message to each newcomer. "Madam, do you know

what it is to have Jesus Christ as your Saviour?" "Sir,

are you on the Lord 's side ? ' ' And then she went on to say

a few words on the importance of having this matter

settled. Those to whom she spoke offered no reply.

One lady turned her back on her and looked out of the

window, and a gentleman read his newspaper steadily,

vouchsafing no answer .

At length the woman reached her destination, and, as

she alighted, one of the ladies said: "That's all right; if

she had not got out here I was going to change my carriage.

I could not stand that sort of creature . " ' 'Poor lunatic ! ' '

said the second lady, ' 'she ought to be locked up. " ' 'Such

ranting old women should be buried alive," said a young

man sneeringly.

"How strange!" I said to myself, as I left the carriage

and went on my way. "Society must be on a very wrong

basis. One may talk about anything and everything

except about Jesus Christ. The latest murder trial may

be discussed in public, and one may speak of the greatest

blackguards that ever lived with impunity; but if anyone

ventures to speak about the God who made us and the

Saviour who died for us one is shunned or laughed at, or

at least considered 'very peculiar, not quite right, you

know . ' "

Why is this? Why should we banish Him from our

conversation whom to know is life everlasting? How

should we feel if Christ Himself appeared (as He will one

day) suddenly, and asked the all-important question? Ah!

there is no doubt on whose side we would then like to find

ourselves arrayed. And of this we may be sure, that we

shall never repent, neither in this world nor in the next,

of having taken our stand on God 's side .

Regret being on the victorious side ? What a foolish

idea! But we shall regret, oh, how terribly, both in this

world and the next, every day, every hour, which finds

us on the devil's side. "Choose ye this day whom ye
will serve." Oh, make sure of your position berore

you go a step further in the journey of life. Accept

the Saviour's invitation to-day: "Come unto Me, all

ye that labour and are heavy laden, and I will give you

rest . ' ' F-w ,



r tTHEjPRAYER IN THE PLANTATION.

samuel butherforb's church, pair anworth by the solway.

FIFTEEN years ago, accompanied by several friends, I

paid a visit to the church, now in ruins, in which

Samuel Rutherford was accustomed to preach, we walked

the paths he was wont to tread, sat on the edge of the

monument erected by the people of Scotland to his memory,

and sang the familiar lines based on his dying words.

A friend of ours told a story of a plough-boy who lived

in the same county as "Fair Anworth by the Solway,"

which illustrates the condition of the masses to-day. The

youth had been troubled about his soul, He knew that he

was a sinner, and unfit to meet a holy and just God. He

believed that there were two places, a place of happiness



The Prayer in the Plantation.

and a place of woe, and dying as he was, hell would be his

doom. God the Father Son and Holy Spirit desires the

salvation of all, and therefore desired that he should be

saved (i Tim. 2. 1-6). The Holy Spirit strove with him,

but he stifled conviction. He had no thought of finally

rejecting the Saviour and dying in his sins. He meant to

accept of Christ sometime but not then. He knew his Bible

too well to believe that there was any " second chance "

after death. The lad was guilty of the terrible sin of resist

ing the Holy Spirit and stifling the call of the heavenly

monitor. One day whilst engaged ploughing in the field

he became so troubled about his spiritual condition that he

stopped his horses, jumped over a hedge, entered a planta

tion (or bush) and prayed this terrible prayer : " Oh God, I

don't want to be saved now; take Thy Holy Spirit from

me," and returned to his work. From that time till the day

of his death, which occurred within a year, he seemed to be

utterly careless about the salvation of his soul. As he lay

on his death-bed, memory recalled the fatal day that he

refused to accept of God's great salvation. Conscience

pierced him with its scorpion sting. His grief-stricken

mother, asked for an explanation. This he gave in the sad

words, " Oh ! mother, yon prayer, yon prayer in the

plantation sealed my doom," and soon after he expired.

Are you prepared to meet God ? Remember He is

infinitely holy and inflexibly righteous, and "will by no

means clear the guilty." What is to become of you ? You

know that you deserve to be punished for your sins (Rom.

6. 23). There is good news for you. At an infinite cost

God has provided a free, full, and present salvation. It is

now pressed on your acceptance. But God won't force you

to take it. If you continue procrastinating you may be

suddenly cut down in your sins. Delay no longer, for life

is most uncertain. "Now is the accepted time," to-morrow

may be too late. " Believe on the Lord Jesus Christ and

thou shalt be saved " (Acts 13. 31). He died on Calvary to

save you from wrath and hell and woe. His precious blood

is sufficient. God is satisfied, not with what you have done,

felt, or experienced, but with what the Lord Jesus suffered

and did for you. " If thou shalt confess with thy mouth

the Lord Jesus, and believe in thine heart that God hath

raised Him from the dead, thou shalt be saved " (Rom.

10. 9). What is your decision for Eternity ? a. m.



THE REPEATED QUESTION ;

THE YOUNG OFFICER S DILEMMA.

/'IS THAT RUBBISH TO FOLLOW" ME EVERYWHERE?"

She was not prepared for the effect her words produced on her

brother. "Bosh!" he exclaimed, angrily. "Is that rubbish to

follow me everywhere?" rising, almost determined at once to depart.



THE REPEATED QUESTION.

N a stately old mansion, situated in one of the

prettiest country villages in the West of Ire

land, there lived, not many years ago, a

widowed lady and her only son. Her hus

band had been an officer of high rank in the

army, distinguished alike for his bravery

and his noble character; and their only son, Trevor, seemed

to have inherited his father's disposition, causing his mother

at times much anxiety as to his future. She was a Chris

tian, and had set her heart on her son becoming a clergyman ;

while he could think only of the glories of military service.

In reply to some spirited declaration of what he meant to

do when an officer, she would sometimes say, gently, "I

want my boy to enlist in God's army, and be a true soldier

of Jesus Christ." To which he would answer, with charac

teristic candour, " I don't know the drill yet, mother." An

active Christian took a warm interest in the son of his old

friend, and would often speak to him of God's love to him

in Christ. But, though he warmly respected religion, he had

not as yet realised his need of a Saviour, and the words were

quickly forgotten. ' Time passed on, and when he had

finished school he trieu to persuade his mother to allow him

to enter a military college, with a view to his being trained

as an officer. Seeing that he was determined to enter the

army, she at last gave a reluctant consent to what seemed

to her the blighting of her long-cherished hopes. But God

had heard the mother's prayers, and, seeing the end from the

beginning, was about to answer them. Trevor had not been

many days at the college when walking one morning in the

grounds he met an old man who had seen much active

service, and who then held the position of drill-sergeant in

the college. Looking very earnestly at young Trevor, he

asked, quietly, " Are you saved ? " Surprised and some

what indignant at the straight question, he answered, not

too courteously, "No; I'm not," and passed on, ruminating

as to what the query meant. "Saved ! " That pre-supposed

a lost condition. This made him feel rather uneasy, and he

determined not to think of it at all, and to avoid the old man

as much as possible. That, however, was not very easy.

Frequently he met him—sometimes two or three times a

day, and then perhaps not again for several days. But the

greeting was invariably the quiet question, " Are you
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saved ? " At last his indignation was fully aroused, and he

began to positively dislike the old man, who did not seem to

mind the anger and abuse his interrogation called forth, and

repeated it on every possible occasion, in spite of such

answers as, " Mind your own business," " I'm not saved, and

I hate the very sight of you," and so on. But the Holy

Spirit was working in young Trevor's heart, convicting him

of sin, and showing him his need of salvation, until he be

came thoroughly miserable, and at last determined to leave

that college and remove to one at B—.—., where he thought

he would see life, and forget all that was troubling him.

Before he had quite decided on this course, he went to visit

his sister, who had lately been married, and resided some

little distance off. He spent a very pleasant day until to

wards evening, when they were sitting together in the gar

den, and she remarked, " What do you think, Trevor ? the

clergyman here asked me the other day was I saved." She

was not prepared for the effect her words produced on her

brother. " Bosh," he exclaimed, angrily. " Is that rubbish

to follow me everywhere ? " rising, almost determined at

once to depart. She saw the subject was not pleasant to

him, and immediately changed it. Soon after he had to

take leave of them ; but the subject haunted him in the

train ; and when he arrived at the college he at once wrote

to arrange for his transfer to B . The day came on

which he was to leave, and going up to the old man, he said,

bitterly, " Look here, it is all your fault that I am leaving

here, and if I go to the bad at B you will have to answer

for it." " My Master wants you on His side," was the quiet

reply, " and I believe you soon will be." " Not I, indeed,"

was the only answer Trevor vouchsafed, as he strode away

more incensed than ever. In this mood he got into the

railway carriage, and tried to anticipate the fun he would

have at B ., for he had made up his mind to drown his

unwelcome conviction in every pleasure and amusement

that came in his way. It was a long journey, and his

fellow-passengers changed and re-changed without his pay

ing much attention to them, until at last he found himself

alone with an elderly gentleman, who seemed to be observing

him attentively. He was particularly fine-looking, and his

noble face and manly bearing attracted young Trevor, when

he suddenly leaned over, and looking him full in the face,
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said in a tone of earnest inquiry, " Young man, are you

saved?" Those hated words again ? Was he never to escape

from them ? Surprise and vexation were clearly depicted

in his face and tone as he curtly answered " No," and turned

all his attention to the passing scenery. But his companion

was not to be silenced thus, and by a few questions drew

from him the circumstances of his journey, and his intentions

to seek forgetfulness of it all in sin. We need not record all

their conversation ; but the light shone into Trevor's heart,

and in that railway carriage he passed " from death unto

life." He saw his need of a righteousness outside himself,

and how the Lord Jesus Christ had met that need, had

borne his sins, and had made an atonement for them.

Taking his place as a sinner, and believing in the work of

Christ for him, he left the train a forgiven and justified soul,

henceforth to live, not unto himself, but " unto Him who

died for him, and rose again."

A short time after he was struck with Mark 5. 19 : "Go

home to thy friends, and tell them how great things the

Lord hath done for thee." It seemed a message to him.

While waiting for guidance in the matter he received a press

ing invitation to visit some relatives who lived not far from

his home, and taking this as an answer to prayer he

accepted it. A goodly number of guests were present on

the evening of his arrival, among them his mother ; and after

dinner she had the joy of hearing him tell them of God's

dealings with him. God blessed this confession in a re

markable way. Many were awakened, and ere the close of

his visit he had been the means of leading several to Jesus.

He gave up his military ambitions, and is to-day an earnest

and devoted servant of God, having been instrumental in the

conversion of hundreds of souls.

Here let me ask you the old soldier's question : " Are

you saved ? " Have you seen yourself in the light of God's

Word—a sinful, helpless creature ; and realising the depth

of your need, have you taken the Lord Jesus as your Saviour ?

In Christ there is pardon, acceptance, and peace for you.

Out ide Christ there is no mercy, no salvation, no hope. Oh,

do not delay ; your time may be shorter than you think.

Just now take the sinner's place, and claim the sinner's

Saviour—for " Behold, now is the accepted time ; behold,

now is the day of salvation " (2 Cor. 6. 2). f. c.



WHEN KING EDWARD CAME TO DIE.

P DWARD VII., King of Great Britain and Ireland, and

*--' of the British Domains beyond the Seas, Emperor of

India, was born at Buckingham Palace, gth November,

1841. During the sixty-nine eventful years of his life he

had many reminders of the time when all the pomp and

splendour of an eirthly throne would have to be laid aside.

A father's death in 1861 ; a severe attack of typhoid fever,

which brought him near the gates of death, in 1871 ; the

sudden call of his eldest son in 1892 ; a narrow escape from

assassination in Brussels in 1900; and, finally, the home-call

of his much-beioved mother, Queen Victoria, in 1901.



When King Edward Came to Die.

The end came unexpectedly on 6th May, 1910. When

face to face with "the last enemy—death" (i Cor. 15. 26)—

what did he desire most ? Did he send for the Royal Crown,

the Sceptre which he so ably wielded during the brief period

of his reign, or cither insignia of great estate. Nay ! Nay !

When King Edward came to die his heart longed for some

thing of much greater importance than any of these, he

wanted a Friend to pilot him through " the valley of the

shadow" (Psa. 23. 4), just as others have wanted, and you

will want. Eight days before he died he called a trusty

attendant, and desired him to procure a copy of the well-

known book, "The Sinner's Friend," which he had read as a

boy, and wished to read again. The attendant procured a

copy, and had the pleasure of seeing the King reading this

simple Gospel message, one of the last books he read

before called to give account to " the King of kings."

The plain words at the beginning of the little book must

have appealed to the dying monarch : " The Lord saveth in

the eleventh hour, and He saveth to the uttermost (Heb. 7. 25),

therefore, never despair. Yet, delay not a moment. To

morrow may be your last" (Luke 12. 20). Or the words of

grace which follow : " The requirements of God are not

hard ; all He asks of you is, confidence (faith) in His

promise, that whosoever believeth on His Son shall have

everlasting life (John 6. 47). You would cheerfully give all

you possess to be assured of your safety in the world to

come ; but you are not required to give anything whatever,

for you are invited to take of the water of life (eternal life)

freely, without money, and without price (Isa. 55. 1); with

out any righteousness or good works of your own (Titus 3. 5);

for it is only through the righteousness of Jesus Christ that

you can possibly be saved " (Rom. 3. 24-26). Or the solemn

words of warning near its close : " Oh, if you reject this

offered mercy, eternal misery (instead of eternal life) must

inevitably be your doom, and not a ray of love to soften the

awful endless gloom of hell; made more painful by the

bitter reflection that you might have been saved, but would

not. The love of God, in Christ Jesus, secures redemption

to all who come in His blessed name. Come! come!!—

come and be saved."

How the heart of the King responded we know not yet, how

your heart responds the all-seeing eye of God discerns even

now. " Be wise for thyself." Believe, and be saved. Hyp.



IN A MOMENT.'
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21.13,

word

awful

surely

MOMENT ! — the smallest

named particle of time,

so seemingly insignificant, and

yet in the light of God's Word

so fraught with the most tremen

dous consequences .

"In a moment shall they

die" (Job 34. 20). Here is an

awful moment that lies before

every unsaved son or daughter

of Adam's race, that moment

when the precious soul shall

leave its mortal tenement and

pass into Eternity . Yes, whether

death shall surprise you suddenly,

tas it does with many, or reach

you by means of a lingering

sickness, remember, oh, remem

ber, in a moment you shall die,

therefore we solemnly urge you

"Prepare to meet thy God" (Amos 4. 13).

moment they go down to Sheol" (Job

R.v.). The word "sheol" is the Hebrew

for "Hell," and so here we have a further

statement regarding "the wicked," which

ought to be solemnly pondered at once by

every unsaved sinner. Though the Scriptures do not give

us the actual distance to this awful abode, the statement

already quoted is startling in its distinctness: ' 'In a moment

they go down to Hell." How awful!

The moment of awakening and conviction of sin .

Surely in the light of the preceding paragraph such a

blessed moment we may yearn for in your case, careless

sinner, or unsaved moralist, or religious formalist. Such

a moment was experienced by the hardened jailer at

Philippi that night long ago (Acts 16) when he was

awakened suddenly from sleep and saw the effects of God 's

miraculous power in the prison . In his despair , supposing

that the prisoners had escaped, he was about to kill him

self . » But a voice of mercy reached him : ' 'Do thyself no

harm, for we are all here." "Then (at that moment) he

called for a light, and sprang in, and came trembling, and

!
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fell down before Paul and Silas, and said, Sirs, what must

I do to be saved ? ' ' The answer came promptly and

clearly from the servants of Christ , ' 'Believe on the Lord

Jesus Christ, and thou shalt be saved," and immediately

this convicted sinner , with joy and gladness, experienced

The moment of Salvation, or passing from death

into life. His whole household also heard and believed,

and were ' 'saved, ' ' and rejoiced together that night in the

glorious assurance of the peace with God . ' 'To Him gave all

the prophets witness, that through His Name whosoever

believeth in Him shall receive remission of sins . " At that

very moment as they hear and believe they are saved, they

receive the Holy Ghost and become a praising, happy

company. It is a blessed possibility that you may ex

perience such a precious moment to-day. If so, Hell will

no longer have terrors for you. Heaven will be your

assured prospect, and the event of a supreme moment to

come will usher you there for ever.

"In a moment, in the twinkling of an eye, at the

last trump" (1 Cor. 15. 52). Who can conceive or de

scribe the issues of this future wondrous moment ? ' 'The

Lord Himself shall descend from Heaven with a shout,

with the voice of the archangel, and with the trump of

God." Instantly from every part of earth and sea where

' 'the dead in Christ ' ' are lying, they shall rise in glorious

incorruptibility, and every living Christian all over the

world shall be "changed" to glorious "immortality,"

and ' ' shall be caught up together to meet the Lord in

the air ; and so shall we ever be with the Lord . ' '

How unspeakably awful if the reader through pro

crastination should be found amongst that terrified and

despairing company who shall "knock" in vain at the

closed door! No longer the gracious Saviour to receive

them, but now the stern, unbending Judge; no longer the

precious word "Come," but the fearful word "Depart,"

and instead of the joys and gladness of the heavenly Mar

riage Feast, and the bright Eternal Glory, the "weeping

and gnashing of teeth" (Luke 13. 28) for ever and ever.

Unsaved reader, "Behold, now is the accepted time; be

hold, now is the day of salvation" (2 Cor. 6. 2). A few

moments hence may be too late . Flee this very moment tc

Christ, who will surely save you for Eternity! J.M.



THE BRIGAND'S BIBLE;

OR,

'GIVE ME THAT BOOK, I WILL PAY FULL PRICE.

"the last article for sale was a new testament.

5 "Now, old dreamer, what will you give for that old Book? You

need it more than any of us , for you are undoubtedly the biggest

sinner under the firmament. "
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m
iVJN one of the deep dells of the Black Forest

a band of brigands were dividing their

spoil, the proceeds of the preceding night's

robbery. According to their custom the

stolen articles were being put up for

auction among themselves. The last article

held up for sale was found to be a New Testament.

The man who acted as auctioneer introduced this " article"

with some blasphemous remarks which made the cavern

resound with laughter. One of the company suggested

jokingly that a chapter should be read for their edification.

This being unanimously applauded, the " auctioneer "

turned up a page at random, and began reading in a voice

of mock devotion, much to the amusement of the company.

It was not observed, however, that one of their number

had become suddenly silent, and sat clasping his hands

on his knees, as if in deep thought. He was a middle-aged

man, was one of the oldest members of the gang, and had

long been a leader in lawlessness and crime. The words,

read in mockery though they were, had reached his heart.

The passage of Scripture taken by the " auctioneer " had

awakened some wonderful memories in the heart of the

poor wanderer. He had heard that passage of God's Word

before. Thirty years had passed since then. He was in

the old homestead, a young man just entering into life.

The influences were favourable. His parents feared God,

and sought to lead him in the paths of righteousness, and

set before him a Christian example. Yet it seemed as if

all their efforts were to be fruitless. But there is a word in

God's Book which says, " Cast thy bread upon the waters ;

for thou shalt find it after many days" (Eccles. 11. 1), and

truly it was " many days " ere the words were " found " again.

The young man fell upon evil courses, greatly to the grief

of those who were watching for his soul. At length he

committed a crime which made it imperative that he should

flee without delay if he was to evade the hands of the

police. It was morning, and his father, according to his

usual custom, read a passage of Scripture, and commended

the family to God in prayer. That day the young man

fled from the parental dwelling, never to return again. And

now in the brigand's cave in the Black Forest the whole

scene of that bygone day rose up vividly before his imagina-
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tion—the happy family circle, the reading of the Word of

the Living God, and the voice of prayer.

Since leaving home he had never opened a Bible, never

offered a prayer, or heard a single word that reminded him

of God or eternity. But now a father and a mother's

counsels came rushing back to his memory. The long-for

gotten passage of Scripture was carried with awakening

power to his soul.

So absorbed was he in these hallowed recollections that

he forgot all around him until awakened by a rude tap on

the shoulder, accompanied by the question : " Now, old

dreamer, what will you give for that old Book ? You need

it more than any of us, for you are undoubtedly the biggest

sinner under the firmament." " So I am," he answered ;

" give me that Book ; I will pay it full price." The next

day the brigands dispersed throughout the neighbourhood

to turn their bargains into money. But the one that bought

the Testament repaired to a lonely place, where he spent the

whole day and night in the agonies of remorse. The Word

of God revealed to him a Saviour, Jesus ; and the message

of peace and reconciliation was brought home to his heart.

The next morning he entered a village ; he told a servant of

Christ his whole life's story, and then gave himself up to the

hands of justice. This proof of his repentance saved his

life, for his comrades were all captured and put to death.

After an imprisonment of seven years he was set free on

account of exemplary conduct. A Christian nobleman

took him into his service, and he proved a blessing to his

master's household till he died in peace, praising Christ,

who came into the world to save sinners, of whom he con

fessed himself to be the chief.

Is not this a brand plucked from the burning? (Zech. 3. 2).

Truly the Word of God is quick and powerful. Thirty

years had passed, and apparently the words from the Old

Book were to be fruitless. But, guided by an unerring

hand, the salesman in that lawless band of robbers had

unconsciously selected the very words that had been heard

so long before—words that were now carried home with

convicting power by the Spirit of God. Is anything too

hard for the Lord? (Gen. 18. 14). Have you been convinced

that you are a lost sinner ? Have you received the message

of reconciliation, and been saved for eternity ? w. s.



THE THIRD FINGER OF THE LEFT HAND."

A LITTLE girl was

** on a visit to her

aunt, who, being a

real Christian, sought

to instruct the child

in the knowledge of

Christ. She asked

the little one, " What are the first words of the 23rd Psalm ? "

Promptly the answer came, "The Lord is my Shepherd."

" Now, these words just answer to your five fingers—try

it." The—putting the finger on the thumb of the left hand ;

Lord—touching the first finger ; is—touching the second ;

my—touching the third ; Shepherd—touching the fourth.

" Now," asked the aunt, " which of these five words do

you like best ? " And on her little fingers she went over

and over the words till at last she paused ; her mind was

made up—it was the one that stood for the MY. This is

just what faith does. It is taking Jesus as my own Saviour,

it is believing that He loved me and gave Himself for me.

Faith is not content with saying, " He was wounded for our

transgressions " (Isa. 53. 5), but says, " for my transgres

sions." Not only, " He gave Himself a ransom for all "

(1 Tim. 2. 6), but, " He gave Himself a ransom for me."

Thus faith takes all that Jesus did as done for me personally,

and all His love, and care, and faithfulness are my very own.

The little girl went home again after the visit to her aunt,

and it was not very long before she had a stroke of paralysis,

which so affected her speech that she could not make herself

understood. As the end drew near her mother asked her

had she really found peace through faith in the Lord Jesus,

and the only response was the moving of the right hand and

clasping the third finger of the left, and thus she died. The

parents could not understand it, though they marked the

movements of the little hands, and wondered what it might

mean. Some time after they told the aunt about the death

of the child, and how she passed away holding the third

finger of her left hand.

" Oh, I know what it meant," said the aunt, and she told

the sorrowing parents about the lesson on the first five words

of the 23rd Psalm, and all was plain. Can you say, " He

loved me and gave Himself for me," I take Him as my

Saviour, and "The Lord is MY Shepherd? " j.r. caldwell.



ONE HUNDRED THOUSAND POUNDS

IN FIFTY SECONDS.

STATUE OF LIBERTY, NEW YORK_HARBOUR .

'If the captain had been a minute later /lOO.OOO would

have been lost to the importers and gained

by the United States customs ! ' '
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£100,000 IN FIFTY SECONDS.

HE passage of the " M'Kinley Act" by the

United States Government dealt a severe

blow to British commerce. Through the

passing of that act the rate of duty on

certain classes of goods was increased so

much as to exclude them from the North

American markets. The law was to come into force at

noon of a certain day, and, naturally, importers were

exceedingly anxious that steamers carrying their goods

should arrive in time. Several daily papers had this

startling headline : ' ^"100,000 in fifty seconds." As can

easily be imagined crowds of interested psrsons congregated

at the New York piers on the morning of that eventful day,

anxiously awaiting the arrival of steamers from European

ports. Captains had instructions to do their utmost to

have their vessels into port in time to save the extra duty.

At fifteen minutes to twelve a large steamer flying the

British flag is observed going at full speed. The statue of

Liberty at the entrance of New York harbour, France's

gift to the sister republic, is passed, and the Etruria makes

for the Cunard pier. There is intense excitement among

the onlookers, who watch with eagerness the captain, who

is seen, papers in hand, waiting for the moment that the

steamer is alongside the quay. " Will he manage it? " is

the question that is on every lip. Exactly a minute to

twelve the Etruria touches the pier, the captain springs

ashore, and, amidst ringing cheers, enters the customs office,

and hands in his papers fifty seconds before the new tariff

is in operation! If the captain had been a minute later

;£ 100,000 would have been lost to the importers and gained

by the United States customs!

It was an exceedingly close shave getting through the

customs that forenoon, but the enormous sum of ^"100,000

was at stake, and the extra exertions of those on board the

steamer were crowned with success.

If men and women were as anxious to obtain salvation as

the American merchants were to have the papers signed and

passed through the customs within the prescribed period there

would be miny more Christians in the world than there are.

"But ,£"100,000 were saved," says one. Granted, but

what are ^100,000 compared with the gifts of forgiveness

and eternal life ? What will people not do to obtain money ?

They will go to any part of the world, incur any risks, and
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endure indescribable hardships if they can but make their

"pile." Ponder the question asked by the Lord Jesus

Christ centuries ago, a question as necessary to be pondered

now as then—" For what is a man profited, if he shall gain

the whole world, and lose his own soul?" (Matt. 16. 26).

What " profit " will it be to you if you become as rich as

J. D. Rockfeller or Carnegie, and die unsaved? What

profit to be a millionaire for time and a pauper for eternity ?

"Money,'' as has been well said, "is a universal provider

for everything but happiness, and a passport everywhere

but to heaven." Money cannot satisfy the longings of an

immortal spirit. " He that loveth silver shall not be

satisfied with silver ; nor he that loveth abundance with

increase" (Eccles. 5. 10). The Lord Jesus, and the Lord

Jesus alone, is able to satisfy the deepest longings of the

heart. And He is waiting at this very moment to satisfy

you, by giving you deliverance from the bondage and

penalty of sin.

Perhaps you may say that " there is no need to hurry."

Yes, indeed, there is. The captain of the Etruria thought

there was need for hurry as he stood on board his steamer,

watch in hand, ca'culating the time it would take to reach

the New York customs office. He knew how much time

he had to save the ,£"100,000, but you know not what may

take place next minute. All the more important then to be

prepared for eternity. Whilst counting on a long life on

earth you may say that there is "plenty of time" for

preparation to meet God. Don't allow the arch-enemy to

deceive you. There is not a moment to lose. God says,

" To-day, if ye will hear His voice, harden not your hearts "

(Heb. 4. 7). Every day you procrastinate, every moment

you delay the settling of the all-important question of your

soul's salvation, you are steeling your heart in unbelief and

rebellion. Stephen charged the Jews with " resisting the

Holy Spirit" (Acts 7. 51). Alas! to-day multitudes are

doing the same thing. Some, like the poor rich farmer,

say to their souls, " Soul, thou hast much goods laid up for

many years; take thine ease, eat, drink, and be merry"

(Luke 12. 19). But God interrupted his schemes, and upset

his calculations with the awfully solemn declaration—

" Thou fool, this night thy soul shall be required of thee." How

sudden the call ! As Felix listened to the stirring words of

the apostle Paul regarding " righteousness, temperance, and
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judgment to come," he trembled, and said: "Go thy way

for this time, when I have a convenient season, I will call for thee "

(Acts 24. 25). But alas! that "convenient season " never

arrived. Do not allow anything to come between you and

your soul's welfare. The Lord Jesus is coming. He may

come now to take His people home. Dead saints will be

raised, living saints will be changed, and all true believers

will be caught up together to meet the Lord Jesus

in the air. And what of the unsaved ? They will be

left behind for judgment ! How dreadful ! What will

become otyou? Will you be caught up or be left behind?

" Flee from the wrath to come." Flee to Christ, the

sinner's Saviour. He died that you might not perish.

" Christ also hath once suffered for sins, the Just for the

unjust, that He might bring us to God" (1 Peter 3. 18).

What He did for us on Calvary's cross has satisfied all God's

righteous claims. On the ground of His atonement,

"Salvation full at highest cost

Is offered free to all."

" Be it known unto you therefore, men and brethren,

that through this Man is preached unto you the forgiveness

of sins, and by Him all that believe are justified from all

things" (Acts 13. 38, 39).

" All thy sins were laid upon Him,

Jesus bore them on the tree ;

God who knew them, laid them on Him,

And believing, thou art free." A. 4.

"IT IS A GLORIOUS GOSPEL."

"f^OD sent not His Son into the world to condemn the

^J world; but that the world through Him might be

saved" (John 3. 17). Let us show men the awful danger

of their condemnation, and at the same time tell them that

the condemnation has passed upon the head of one perfect

Substitute. Explain that God can righteously pardon

them. Ask them to come in, not to be kissed and sent

away again into doubt and uncertainty, but to live for

evermore in the love of God. It is a glorious gospel which

we have to preach—all fear taken away ; all condemnation

past ; the peace that passeth all understanding within ; the

very smile of God upon our face ; and our ears rejoicing in

the joyful sound of perfect reconciliation, the music of the

Father's house, and everlasting joy. geo. f. trench.



'MUST I NOT STRIVE?"

A MAN STRIVING IS A MAN REJECTING.

A FRIEND SPREADS YOUR TABLE AND BEGS YOU TO EAT

"Now pardon and deliverance are preached through Him.

Surely, then, the longer I strive to save myself, the longer I

reject the kindness of the God of all love,"
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HAD a long conversation the other day with

a butcher, on the rail to Derby, on the

reason why men smoke and drink. This

led us to the subject of the bitter misery

that sin produces, even in this life ; and the

various attempts that men make to smother

conscience and drown sorrow. The butcher had just lost

his wife, was left with two little children, had passed

through some trouble of conscience ; but, what was worse,

often took too much strong drink. In short, we were both

agreed that one great reason why men drink is the misery

and burden of sin. He owned it was a wretched thing

thus to go on from sin to sin ; and that solemn word of

God sounded heavy in his ears, " Nor drunkards shall

inherit the kingdom of God " (i Cor. 6. 10). I found him

much interested in the things of religion, and wishful to

converse upon them. I found he purposed, at some future

time, to make a firm resolution to cast off his sins, and

become a Christian. Alas ! how many are now in a lost

Eternity who once had the same intention as this butcher !

" Well, now," said I, " man is certainly in a wretched

condition through sin ; but how do you think he is to get

saved from this guilt and misery ? " " Well, you know,"

said the butcher, "it will not do for a man to go on in his

sins till he dies, will it ? He must strive hard to give up

all his bad ways, and live to God." I replied, " He will

never save himself by his striving in that way." " What!"

said he, " do you mean to say a man must not strive ? "

" As long as he does strive in that way," said I, " he is a

rejecter of Christ." I saw the poor man was evidently

trusting in his future strivings. " Explain yourself," said

he. " Whatever do you mean ? A man striving is a man

rejecting the Gospel of Christ ? What can you mean ? "

I replied, " I will illustrate what I mean. Suppose you

have gone on in sin and drunkenness until you have

brought your family to starvation ; you have not a farthing

to buy them food, and you are too ill to make the least

effort ; when a friend comes to your house, spreads your

table with plenty, and begs you to eat. If then you say,

' No, I must strive to get food myself,' would not you be

rejecting the kindness of your friend ? And would not this

rejection of his love continue as long as ever you continue

striving ? And is it not so with the lost sinner ? Man is
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so bad that he really does go on sinning until he dies. Is

he not as helpless as the starving man ? God has come to

his rescue ; God has given His own Son to meet his deepest

need as a lost sinner, by the death of the cross (John 3. 16 ;

Phil. 2. 8). He died to deliver us, because we could not

possibly save ourselves. God, the Friend above all friends,

has come in Christ to our house of wretchedness and sin,

and He, in pure love and pity, has spread the table of

salvation—" all things are ready " (Matt. 22. 4). Oh ! it is

God that beseeches poor dying sinners to eat the bread of

life spread before them. ' Now then we are ambassadors

for Christ, as though God did beseech you by us; we pray

you, in Christ's stead, be ye reconciled to God ' (2 Cor. 5.

20). The kindness of God to perishing sinners has fully

been shown by the death of Jesus. Now pardon and

deliverance are preached through Him. Surely, then, the

longer I strive to save myself, the longer I reject the kind

ness of the God of all love."

The man's countenance fell; his last prop was being

taken from under him; his heart rose in rebellion against

the free grace of God. If he could but have had the honour

of a little striving, as a merit to bring to God, he would

have been well pleased. But to bow to God meeting him

through the finished work of Christ, in pure, undeserved

pity and love, this he would not do. He now tried to

ridicule me. " Perhaps," said he, " you are not so good as

\ ou pretend to be." "You very much mistake me,'' said I,

'" if you suppose I pretend to be good. No, I put myself

along with you; I say we are both sinners; only I feel 1 am a

greater sinner than you, because I know more about my

own sins than I do about yours. But this is the difference

between us—I have been brought, like the famished man,

to receive Christ, the salvation of God. I can assure you

it is through His blood alone I am pardoned and washed. I

have nothing else before God. It is His life from the dead,

that is my life. It is not in myself I boast, but in Christ

tesus the Lord." "I have had enough,'' said he; "I will

ear no more."

A young man to my right, who had been deeply interested

in the conversation, put forth his head, and said, " Will you

tell me that illustration again?" I repeated to him again

the parable of a friend going to the famished household, as

an illustration of the work of Christ for perishing sinners,
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I showed him it was not that we had to do one thing for

God ; it was not even that we had to present the sacrifice

of Christ to God, and believe, until God would save us, as

though there were any virtue or merit in our so presenting it.

No; salvation was entirely from God; like the poor man's

dinner, which was entirely from the friend. That it was

God who had provided that great propitiation for sin, the

sacrifice of Christ ; that it is God who meets the sinner in his

deepest wretchedness and helplessness ; that the moment 1

believe, and receive the kindness of God, I am saved.

That young man's face now lit up with joy—it was the joy

of a new-born child of God. God had, during the repeating

of those words, met his weary, anxious soul, and spoken

peace, through the finished work of His own Son. To the

one, the precious Gospel had proved the savour of deatli

unto death ; to the other of life unto life. I found the Lord

had been preparing him for three months for this message

of mercy and love. Ah, there is often a striving and a

struggling before the heart is made to really give up all

hopes in self, and accept Christ as its entire salvation.

Perhaps you say, " Well, after all, I intend myself, some

day, to strive hard to give up all my hateful sins, and serve

and love God with all my heart—would it not be right to

do so ? " But have you not tried to do so, and failed ? and

may you not continue to fail until it is too late, and you

are lost ? Perhaps you may say again, was not that what

Christ meant, when He said, " Strive to enter in at the

strait gate?" (Luke 13. 24.). No; certainly He could not

by that striving mean self righteousness. He was speaking

to the self-righteous Jews; nay, it was their very self-

rig-hteousness that made it so difficult to enter the "strait

gate." Surely the death of Christ is too strait a gate or

door to admit one particle of self-righteousness. His own

sheep, even amongst or in the Jewish fold, had to be led out

through that door : and no sinner on earth can be saved in

any other way than through the death, burial, and resur

rection of Him who is the Door (John 10. 9)—of Him who

gave His life for the sheep. God grant that many may be

thus stripped of all pretensions to self-righteousness, and

self-striving, and self-dependence, and own themselves so

utterly, hopelessly bad, that God has well met their great

need, by the death of His adorable Son. " This is the work

of God, that ye believe on Him whom He hath sent." c.s.
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H. SPURGEON IN HIS STUDY.

TMAGINE for a moment that time has passed, and that

.*. the Day of Judgment is come. We are all gathered

together, both quick and dead. The trumpet-blast waxes

exceeding loud and long. We are all attentive, expecting

something marvellous. The shop is deserted by the trades

man ; the crowded streets are filled. All men stand still.

They feel that the last great business day is come, and that

now they must settle their accounts for ever.

A solemn stillness fills the air ; no sound is heard. All,

all is noiseless. Presently a great white cloud with solemn

state sails through the sky, and then—hark ! the twofold

clam ur of the startled earth. On that cloud there sits one

like unto the Son of Man. Every eye looks ; and at last

there is heard a unanimous shout : It is He ! It is He ! "

and after . that you hear on the one hand shouts of

" Hallelujah! Hallelujah! Hallelujah! Welcome, Welcome,

Welcome, Son of God! " But mixed with that there is a

deep bass, composed of the weeping and the wailing of the

men who have persecuted Him, and who have rejected Him.

Listen ! I think I can dissect the sound ; I think I can



Shall this be so with the

hear the words as they come separately, each one of them

tolling like a death-knell. What say they ? They say,

Rocks, hide us ! Mountains, fall upon us and hide us from

the face of Him that sitteth on the throne and from the

wrath of the Lamb " (Rev. 6. 16). And will you be among

the number of those who say to the rocks, " Hide us " ?

My impenitent reader, I suppose for a moment that you

have gone out of this world ; that you have died impenitent,

and that you are among those who are weeping, and wailing,

and gnashing their teeth. Oh, what will then be your terror!

Blanched cheeks and trembling knees are nothing compared

to thy horror of heart, when thou shalt be drunken, but not

with wine, and when thou shalt reel to and fro with the

intoxication of amazement, and shalt fall down and roll in

the dust for horror and dismay. For there He comes,

and there He is, with stern, all-searching eye. And now the

time is come for the great division. The voice is heard,

"Gather My people" (Psa. 50. 5). They are gathered at

the right hand, and there they are. And now saith He,

" Gather up the tares and bind them in bundles to burn "

(Matt. 13. 40). And on the left hand there you are

gathered into the bundle. All that is wanted is the lighting

of the pile. Where shall be the torch that shall kindle

them? The tares are to be burned. Where is the flame? The

flame comes out of His mouth, and it is composed of words

like these : " Depart from Me, ye cursed, into everlasting

fire, prepared for the devil and his angels" (Matt. 25. 41).

And you are gone. And what is your reflection ? Why,

it is this : " Oh, would to God that I had never been born !

Oh, that I had never heard the Gospel preached ; that I

might never have had the sin of rejecting it ! " This will

be the gnawing of the worm in your conscience : " I knew

better, but I did not do better. - As I sowed the wind, it is

right I should reap the whirlwind (Hosea 8. 7). I was

wooed, but I would not be invited. Now I see that I

have murdered myself. I am lost, LOST, LOST!"

Shall this be so with thee ? Shall this be so with thee ?

I pray it may not ! "Believe on the Lord Jesus Christ, and

thou shalt be saved" (Acts 16. 31). There He hangs, dying

on His Cross! Look to Him and live.

" None but jesus, none but Jesus

Can do helpless sinners good." c. H. spurgeon.
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THE JAWS OF THE SHABK THAT SWALLOWED THE PAPERS.

TN the year 1799 an American brig, the " Nancy," was

'*. carrying a contraband cargo to the West Indies. Being

hard pressed, and likely to be overhauled, the captain threw

overboard any papers which might implicate him. He got

into harbour all right, but as he was suspected of carrying

contraband he wastVried in the court-house at Kingston.

He was just about clearing himself by a set of false papers,

which had been prepared in the event of the vessel being

stopped at sea, when Lieutenant Michael Fitton, of

H.M.S. " Ferret," appeared upon the scene. He had been

cruising off Port Royal, when his eye caught sight of a big

shark, which the crew set to and caught. To their surprise

they found inside the monster a bundle of ship's papers

which proved to be the true papers belonging to the

" Nancy." These documents Lieutenant Fitton brought

into the court-house just at the right moment for the

prosecution, to the consternation of the defence. They

proved the " Nancy " to be deeply implicated in the

contraband traffic. The vessel was forthwith condemned

as a lawful prize, and the skipper fined and sent to prison.
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The head of the shark was for some time on show at

Port Royal, Jamaica, and is now in the United Service

Museum, London. The actors in this tiagic drama have

long since appeared before a higher court, but the principle

illustrated holds good to-day in every life. " Be sure

YOUR SIN WILL FIND YOU OUT " (Num. 32. 23). Now,

do not think of " sin " as only that which is vulga-, debased,

or impure. In God's si^ht " the thought of loolishness is

sin" (Prov. 24. 9), "in the multitude of words there

wanteth not sin " (Prov. 10. 19), " The ploughing of

the wicked is sin" (Prov. 21. 4), "All unrighteousness

is sin" (1 John 5. 17).

As certain as the captain of the " Nancy " had to account

for his sin, so sure shall YOU, but to a higher Judge, for

God hath appointed a Day, in the which He will judge

the world in righteousness by that Man whom He hath

ordained" (Acts 17. 31). Paul declared that "God shall

judge the secrets of men by Jesus Christ, according to my

Gospel" (Rom. 2. 16).

Yet what was not offered to the captain of the " Nancy"

is offered to you, for " through this Man [Christ Jesus] is

preached unto you the forgiveness of sins" (Acts 13. 38).

Because " Christ hath once suffered for sins, the Just for the

unjust, that He might bring us to God" (l Peter 3. 18),

all who believe on the Lord Jesus Christ can say, "Thou

hast in love to my soul delivered it from the Pit of

corruption, for Thou hast cast all my sins behind Thy

back" (Isa. 38. 17).

The eternal law of God, demonstrated throughout all

ages, decrees that SIN cannot go unpunished. It must

be met either on the Head of the sinless Sufferer of Calvary

who " appeared to put away sin by the sacrifice of

Himself" (Heb. 9. 26), or on your own head, for the Lord

Jesus declares "if ye believe not that I am He, ye shall die

in your sins" (John 8. 24).

Solemnly face the question, acknowledge your true

position as a sinner, " Believe on the Lord Jesus Christ,

and thou shalt be saved " (Acts 16. 31), then, like the

Psalmist of old, you will be enabled to exclaim : " I acknow

ledged my sin unto Thee, and mine iniquity have I not hid.

I said, I will confess my transgressions unto the Lord ;

and Thou forgavest the iniquity of my sin. Selah." HyP.



HOW TO BELIEVE AND BE SAVED;

BELIEVE GOD S WORD AS YOU BELIEVED MINE.

(<OH, I SEE YOU BELIEVED MY WORD," SAID HIS EMPLOYER.

When they were together the employer turned round , and looked

at the foreman as if waiting to ascertain the object of his visit.

The pause was broken by the master asking Jarvie if he wished

to see him.
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AMES JARVIE, one of the foremen in a

woollen mill in a manufacturing town in

Scotland, was awakened to an apprehen

sion of his guilt and danger , and longed to

know how he could obtain the pardoning

mercy of God. He had thought that

he was ' 'as good as others , ' ' and had as fair a ' 'chance ' '

of getting to Heaven as some who made a "loud pro

fession." Now that his eyes were opened to see his true

state before God, he had nothing to say about others.

Many of the people in Tillicoultry declared that ' 'no one

could know that he was saved on earth , ' ' and spoke of those

who had assurance of Salvation as "presumptuous."

The foreman's wife visited a relative in a neighbouring

village to inquire of him if he thought that it was possible

for one to "know for certain that he was saved." Mrs.

Jarvie's relative told her that it was not only possible,

but that he himself had that certainty, and sought to show

her that all true believers in Christ ought to have it .

Mr. Robert Archibald, the proprietor of the mill where

Jarvie was employed (who related to me the incident) , on

hearing of the foreman's condition, sought to show him

God's way of Salvation.* He told him that on account of

what Christ did and suffered for him on the Cross he could

be saved by believing the "good news" regarding His

sufferings and death. That night Jarvie remained for

conversation at the close of the Gospel service. One of

the workers endeavoured to get Jarvie's mind occupied

with what Christ did for him, assuring him that divine

justice was satisfied with the mighty work of atonement,

and by believing on Him, who did it all and paid it all,

he would become the happy possessor of eternal life .

One great mistake made by the seeking soul was this, he

thought that he really believed on Christ, but did not

believe in the right way . Perhaps the reader thinks or says

that he believes on Christ, but that he does not do so in

the right way . If so , let me assure you that if you are not

"saved," "converted," or "born again" you do not

believe in Him in any way. There are not two ways of

believing—a "right" and a "wrong" one. God's holy

Word does not say that if a man believes in Christ with

the right kind, of believing he will be saved . But it does
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say : ' 'Believe on the Lord Jesus Christ , and thou shalt be

saved" (Acts 16. 31), and "He that believeth on Me hath

everlasting life" (John 6. 47).

One day Jarvie received a note from his employer

asking him to call at his house at seven o'clock. At the

time appointed he appeared. The maid informed her

master that Jarvie desired to see him. Beckoning with

his hand, Mr. Archibald said, "Come this way." When

they were together the employer turned round, and looked

at the foreman as if waiting to ascertain the object of his

visit. The pause was broken by the master asking Jarvie

if he wished to see him. Astonished by such a question,

the foreman felt nervous, and, taking the note from his

pocket, he stammered out, "The letter, sir, the letter!"

"Oh, I see, you believed my word ! " "If you wrote it, sir,

did you not mean it ? " exclaimed the surprised foreman .

Mr. Archibald then took from his pocket a piece of paper

on which were written three Scripture texts, and handed

it to him , saying : ' 'Believe God 's Word in the same

WAY AS YOU BELIEVE MINE. He MEANS WHAT He SAYS,

AND IF YOU BELIEVE HlM YOU WILL BE SAVED , AND HAVE

eternal life." On reaching his house Jarvie read the

Scriptures which were as follows:

1. "Come unto Me, all ye that labour and are heavy

laden , and I will give you rest ' ' (Matt . 1 1 . 28) .

2. "Come now, and let us reason together, saith the

Lord : though your sins be as scarlet , they shall be as white

as snow ; though they be red like crimson , they shall be as

wool" (Isa. 1. 18).

3. "Verily, verily, I say unto you, he that heareth My

Word, and believeth on Him that sent Me, hath everlasting

life, and shall not come into condemnation, but is passed

from death unto life ' ' (John 5 . 24) .

As he read ' ' the wonderful words of life" he remembered

what his employer said to him: "Believe God's Word in

the same way as you believe mine. He means what He

says, and if you believe Him you will be saved, and have

eternal life . " In a moment he laid hold of the wondrous

fact that by believing on Christ, who loved him and gave

Himself for him, he had the authority of the Eternal God

that he was saved (Rom. 10. 9), "born again" (1 John

5. 1), "justified" (Acts 13. 38, 39), and the possessor of
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Everlasting Life (John 3. 16, 36). Immediately he was

filled with joy and peace, and exclaimed, "Is that it?

IS IT SO SIMPLE ? I SEE IT ! I SEE IT ! THANK GOD ! ' '

For years afterwards James Jarvie proved the reality

of his conversion by a consistent Christian life, and now

he is with Him whom he loved and served . Does the reader

desire to be saved and know it ? If so , you can be saved

even now, as you read these lines. There is one, and only

one way of Salvation, and that is by faith in the Lord

Jesus Christ. You may say that you don't remember a

time when you did not believe on Christ, and yet you

know you are not prepared to meet a holy God. Such

a statement is tantamount to the assertion that you always

believed on the Saviour. Surely, however, you are mis

taken. God's Word declares that "all that believe" are

saved from the penalty of sin, and you are still unsaved!

Let me, however, ask what do you believe? "I believe

that Christ died on the Cross for sinners." Believing that

Christ died for others won't save you from eternal woe.

Believing that "Christ gave Himself a ransom for all"

(1 Tim. 2. 6) won't do you any good unless you see that He

died for you . You may even believe that He died for you

without laying hold of the glorious fact that what He did

is enough. You may believe much about Christ without

believing the saving truth of the Gospel.

' 'The Gospel is the power of God unto Salvation to every

one that believeth" (Rom. 1. 16), therefore every one

who believes it is saved. Saving faith is the belief of

saving truth. Don't think of your faith; think of Him

who is its object , the Lord Jesus Christ . "If we receive the

witness (or testimony) of men, the witness (or testimony)

of God is greater " (1 John 5.9). If this means anything it

shows that it is easier to believe God's testimony than that

of mortal man. Man may be mistaken, but it is impossible

for God to be mistaken or to be deceived . "He that hath re

ceived His testimony hath set to his seal that God is true"

(John 3. 33). Has the reader received God's record, or is

he still making Him out to be a liar? May you now be

enabled to say from your heart:

" I do believe it, I will believe it,

I am saved through the Blood of the Lamb;

My happy soul is free, for the Lord has pardoned me,

Hallelujah to Jesus' Name! " a.m.
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"IT IS TRUSTING, NOT FEELING."

"TTAS the preacher arrived yet?" This question was

-1 -I asked by a respectable looking lady of the door

keeper at the hall in S , where we were holding meet

ings every night . ' 'No , but we expect him every moment , ' '

said the doorkeeper. I entered the hall, and close to the

door sat the lady who on seeing me stood up and grasped

my hand, saying at the same time, "You may not re

member me, but I attended the last mission you held

here, and it was then I was led to decide for Christ, and I

thought it was my duty to come and see you and tell you

how happy I have been since, and what a peace I now

enjoy compared to what I did before I accepted Christ as

my Saviour . ' '

Having a little time to spare before the meeting com

menced, I asked her to sit down and kindly tell me how

it occurred . She said : ' T came to hear you one night , and

at first I was not much concerned about what you said,

but as the meeting progressed I became more interested

till I was brought under conviction. You made it out so

plain from the Word of God, there was really no getting

out of it, that we all alike, good, bad, and indifferent,

stood guilty before God. You showed us that God had

said, 'Now we know that whatsoever the law saith, it

saith to them who are under the law; that every mouth

may be stopped, and all the world may become guilty

before God' (Rom. 3. 19). And more, that whatever we

thought of ourselves it mattered not , God had said , 'There

is none righteous, no, not one' (Rom. 3. 10).

"Now I had always held a good opinion of myself, and

thought I was as good, and in many cases a good deal

better, than many of my neighbours, but God opened my

eyes to see I was a sinner needing forgiveness. Then came

the conflict between light and darkness, which only in

creased as the time went on, and my chief desire was I

wish I felt I was saved, and began looking for a change of

my feelings, little realising it was faith in Christ that



"It is Trusting, Not Feeling."

brought the assurance of sins forgiven. Jesus said to the

woman in the city, 'Thy sins are forgiven thee, Thy faith

hath saved thee; go in peace' (Luke 7. 48, 50) .

"We read in Galatians 3. 26, 'For ye are all the children

of God by faith in Christ Jesus.' At the close of the

service you invited all who wished to have what had been

said a little more fully explained to them to remain be

hind to a short 'after-meeting,' which I and several others

did . You gave out the hymn , ' Once again the Gospel

message from the Saviour you have heard.' We sang

through it till we came to the last verse but one, and you

read it out slowly :

'Cease of fitness to be thinking; I It is trusting, and not feeling,

Do not longer try to feel; That will give the Spirit's seal.'

"You stopped to explain, saying that so many were

looking within at their own poor, wretched hearts, and

wishing that they might feel some extraordinary something,

they could not tell what, in the shape of happiness, and

that Satan did his best to delude them in this way, and

while he did they could never have peace and the assurance

of sins forgiven, for these came not by feeling, but by

trusting. And you emphasised the words, 'It is trusting !

It is trusting ! It is TRUSTING ! And not feeling ! And

not feeling that will give the Spirit 's seal . ' I at once saw

where I had been wrong . It came to me as clear as the noon

day sun. I was making the sad mistake hundreds are

making to-day, of looking for happy feelings instead of at

Christ on the Cross, and putting all my trust in Him who

died for me. As I sat I simply in a child-like way settled

down on the fact that Christ died for me, and I am now,

through His death, saved and satisfied.

"Oh, it is a real thing, and I thank God with all my

heart for leading me to the hall, and under the sound of

the Gospel, for it was indeed the best news to me."

Are you a believer on the Lord Jesus Christ? If so,

then be assured thou shalt be saved; nay, you may rest

upon the fact that you are His now at this moment, for

He declares, "These things have I written unto you that

believe on the Name of the Son of God ; that ye may know

(not that ye may feel) that ye have eternal life, and that

ye may believe on the Name of the Son of God ' ' (1 John

5.13). Will you "Believe and be saved?" j. w.



BROWNLOW NORTH'S CONVERSION.

fcROiYXLOW NORTH, A NOTED SCOTTISH REVIVALIST.

FORTY years ago Mr. Brownlow North was well

known in Scotland as a successful soul-winner. Up

till the age of 44 he was a " stranger to the grace of God."

Though the son of a Church of England clergyman and the

grandson of a bishop, he lived a gay and godless life, and

was well known as a leader in sin and folly. When 44

years old he was deeply convicted of sin. We give the

story of his awakening as told by himself to a number of

students in 1862: "It pleased God," he said, "in the

month of November, 1854, one night when I was sitting

playing at cards, to make me concerned about my soul.

The instrument used was a sensation of sudden illness
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which led me to think I was going to die. I said to my

son, ' I am a dead man ; take me upstairs.' As soon as this

was done I threw myself down on my bed. My first thought

then was, 'Now, what will my forty-four years of following

the devices of my own heart profit me ? In a few moments

I will be in hell, and what good will all these things do me

for which I have sold my soul ? ' At that moment I felt

constrained to pray, but it was merely the prayer of a

coward—a cry for mercy. I was not sorry for what I had

done, but I was afraid of the punishment of my sin."

For months he " wrestled " and " strove" to obtain salva

tion, not knowing that God was completely and perfectly

satisfied on account of sin through the work which Christ

accomplished on Calvary's Cross. One night in deep soul

trouble he rose from his bed, and opening his Bible

read a portion of the third chapter of the epistle to

the Romans. As he read the twentieth and following

verses light began to break in on his darkened spirit.

" By the deeds of the law there shall no flesh be justified

in His sight." How, then, could he be justified? If his

deeds could not justify him, of what use were his prayers

and tears ? Then he read the wondrous life-giving words :

" But now the righteousness of God without the law is

manifested, being witnessed by the law and the prophets;

even the righteousness of God which is by faith of [or in]

Jesus Christ unto all and upon all them that believe, for there

is no difference." The light of the glorious Gospel streamed

into his soul. " Striking my Book with my hand," he said,

" and springing from my chair, I cried, ' If that Scripture is

true I am a saved man. That is what I want ; that is what

God offers me ; that is what I have.' God helping me, it

was that I took: the righteousness of God without the law.

It is my only hope."

" Now then we are ambassadors for Christ, as though

God did beseech you by us: we pray you in Christ's

stead, be ye reconciled to God. For He hath made Him

to be sin Jor us, who knew no sin, that we might be made

the righteousness of God in Him" (2 Cor. 5. 20, 21).

The moment you believe on Christ as your own personal

Saviour you are clothed with a righteousness of God's own

providing, and, in the new-found joy of salvation, you will

be able to say with Martin Luther, the great Reformer,

" As Christ is before God, so am I in Christ." a. m.



FROM INFIDELITY TO CHRIST.;

WEST FRONT OP ST. PAUL 8 CATHEDBAI/. LONDON.

COME years ago a tall, smartly-dressed, intelligent-

**-* looking young fellow might have been seen, for several

evenings in succession, sitting amongst several hundred men

in a restaurant beneath the shadow of St. Paul's Cathedral

in London. A fortnight's Gospel mission was in progress.

It was my happy work to conduct the services, and one

evening he followed the preaching with more than ordinary

earnestness. At the close of the meeting he came forward

F



From Infidelity to Christ.

to me, and said, " I should like to have a little talk with

you to-night, sir, if I may."

Thereupon followed a most interesting conversation.

" I am anxious, sir," said he, " to get a few questions cleared

up to-night if you can help me." There was a ring of earnest

ness and sincerity about him which at once struck me. " I

might as well tell you, sir," he continued, " I am an infidel.

I have learnt all my infidelity from the Hyde Park preachers

—indeed, I may say I am now one of them myself ; but I

have come to the conclusion that we are all of us pure

theorisers, and I don't think any of us get any real satis

faction out of our theories—at least / don't; that's certain.

How I came into these meetings at all I can hardly say,

beyond this," said he, producing a card of invitation to the

meetings. "In an aimless, indifferent sort of way I strolled

in the other night, but I at once found myself in an atmos

phere to which I was altogether unaccustomed. I became

interested as the meeting proceeded, and began to feel that

there was considerable force in what was said, and I came to

the conclusion that you at any rate seemed to possess what

I desired, but knew nothing about—satisfaction I " Con

tinuing his remarks, he said, " Well, I am afraid I am pretty

much in the same place to-night where that young man was

of whom you spoke this evening, who could not see the

necessity for Christ or His death. I have begun to realise

somewhat of my responsibility to God, but I don't seem to

see what actual necessity there is for Christ to die for me.

Would you mind repeating what you said to him ? " I

replied : " My object was to show him that apart from Christ

and His atoning death his case was hopeless. Let me put

it to you now. Suppose, by way of illustration, I owe your

firm five thousand pounds, and I am totally unable to meet

even a fraction of it ! Now if they cannot afford to relieve

me from my liabilities, and I cannot meet their righteous

demands, what is to save me from bankruptcy and ruin ? "

"Nothing," said he, "absolutely nothing, unless someone

comes forward ." " Excuse my interruption," I said,

" but you must please not introduce any third party into this

business ; the question is altogether between your firm and

myself." " Well, but," said he, "if you are to be saved from

'going down,' some one must come to the rescue! " No,"

I repeated, " you must not introduce any one." " Then hi
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that case," said he, "your case is hopeless!" "That is

identically your own position before God to-night ! " I re

marked. "As a sinner, God has passed upon you the solemn

sentence of death, as being His righteous judgment against

sin: 'So death passed upon all men, for that all have

sinned ' (Rom. 5. 12). This sentence has never been revoked,

has no equivalent, and knows no commutation. Nothing

can substitute death ! Neither repentance, reformation,

tears, or prayers, nor all put together could be accepted by

God in lieu of death. Behind you lies a history that you

cannot alter ; upon you lies a sentence you cannot evade ;

therefore, if some one is not found to step in between you

and your sentence, your case is hopeless too ! Who could

be found to do this ? If a substitute is to be found, it must

be one upon whom death has no claim ! The whole of

Adam's fallen race could not furnish such a one.

" Listen to the heaven-sent message ! Oh, what music to

a sinner's ears ! ' Deliver him from going down to the pit :

/ have found a ransom' (Job 33. 24). Who is this that has

been found to stand in the breach ? Hearken! 'There is

one mediator between God and men—the Man Christ

Jesus, who gave Himself a ransom for all.' Thus it was

in love divine Jesus—the sinless Son of God—left the throne

of glory for the shameful cross, that he might die for sinners.

What a hum of satisfaction would fill the court if a judge

after imposing the heaviest fine the law would permit upon

some guilty offender should thereupon step down from the

bench and fill in a cheque for the full amount, thus at his own

expense meeting the claims of the law he had just adminis

tered. Would he not thereby at once put the delinquent as

righteously beyond the claims of justice as if he had never

been guilty at all ? What would you have to say of the

God who could righteously pass the sentence of death upon

us as sinners—and did—and in the person of His own Son

—God manifest in flesh—leave His throne, and at His own

infinite personal cost meet that sentence in laying down His

life for us ? What a blessed combination of love and justice ! "

" Yes, indeed," said he, that helps me a good deal ; but

somehow I do not seem to be able to get the benefit of it

for myself. Ought I now to ask Jesus to intercede for me ? "

" No," I said, " that is not the way. Let us return to

the old illustration. Suppose you had stepped in between
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your firm and me, and charging yourself with my liability

had offered to your firm that which they had accepted as

a full settlement of all their claims on me, should I need

to go to you after that and ask you to use your good offices

and intercede with your firm for me ? " ' Oh, no," replied

he. " I can see there is no need for that; if the thing is

settled, it is settled, and there is an end of it."

" Well, now," I said, " that is exactly the position of

things. The offering needed to make an atonement for sin

has been made to God in the death of Christ—and better

still, it has been accepted and witnessed to in the

resurrection, and as a result God sends the joyous message

of salvation and peace into this world."

Turning to my Bible, I pointed out to him those golden

words, " Be it known unto you therefore, . . . that through

this Man is preached unto you the forgiveness of sins, and

by Him all that believe are justified from all things" (Acts

13. 38, 39). I shall never forget the effect of those words

upon him! " Oh, do let me look at that," said he, taking

out his pocket-book to make a note of the place. "I've

never seen anything so clear as that ! " and as he looked the

fountains broke up and the tears fell hot and fast on the

back of my hand as I held the Bible for him to read. " Oh,

that's fine!" said he. "'All that believe are justified !' "

" But what has that to do with you ? " I asked. " Do with

me ? " he said in joyful surprise. " Why, / am there ! "

And overcome by emotion, he pointed out the words, " ALL

THAT BELIEVE are justified ! " The thirsty ground

never more readily drank in the welcome shower than

that thirsty soul drank in the Water of Life that night. He

took his place there and then in the happy circle of " All

that believe," and went home with the God-given assurance

that he was cleared from all things I

I have put the substance of this conversation on record in

the hope that if it should fall into the hands of any similarly

troubled they may by its means, through God's grace, be

similarly helped. But if still unconverted, and perhaps,

worse still, unconcerned, let me say there is another case

that should more deeply interest you than even that of this

young infidel. It is your own ! With life so uncertain,

death so busy, and eternity so near, you have no time to

lose. Believe now and be justified from all things. ART. C.



THE CONVERSION OF AN INDIAN

SURVEYOR.

IT is three or four generations since the vast peninsula

of India, with its wellnigh impenetrable millions of non-

Christian masses, was first penetrated by devoted pioneer

Goipel messengers. The descendants of these early con-

D T. MU81 BHAI. INDIA.

verts to Christianity are still studded about the whole of India.

Amongst my childhood dreams for the future there were

three prominent ones which never left me. One was an

ambition to be a surveyor by profession, the other was to

visit the British Isles, and the third to be a preacher of the

Gospel. It was while a surveyor in Ceylon that the Lord's

dealings with me on eternal things commenced. I write
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these lines on British soil, and leave shortly to preach the

Gospel in my native land. I see with wonder and thanks

giving the marvellous escapes I had from a violent death.

Three times I escaped from venomous snakes, once from a

leopard, and twice from wild elephants while in Ceylon.

My native Indian contemplative temperament would

lead me into deep searchings of my wicked heart, and

to dwell much upon the holiness of God. Prayer

I knew was the channel of communion with God, but,

alas, my sinful state kept me in darkness. Fastings, Bible

readings, meditations, prayers were all in vain. A crisis

in my spiritual longings came when the great Enemy of

souls, failing to make me take to the way of Rome, with

subtle agility sought to swing me into a life of worldliness.

Fear of God hindered me giving up the search for truth

and peace. Thank God, a fortnight after this, the shining,

peaceful face of a missionary arrested me. I was drawn to

him, and heard him preach the Gospel in beautiful sim

plicity. I tested the truth of the missionary's preaching by

watching that dear man's private life. He proved to be a

true witness to grace abounding towards a sinful world.

There remained but one difficulty in the way, and that was

to prove for myself the Lord Jesus, and know that He was

" no respecter of persons." I went to my home away from

the city of Colombo in the jungle station. I acknowledged

my sin, realised that I was guilty, lost, and undone. Yet,

following the example of the ' chief of sinners," I gazed by

faith on the Lord Jesus, " wounded for my transgressions,

bruised for my iniquities," believed on Him as my own

personal Saviour, and "with His bruise I was healed " (isa.

53. 6). There alone in my room the seeking Saviour found

His wandering sheep. Peace first, then love for His Word

and joy of the Lord followed. Though alone by myself, the

promise, "I the Lord do keep it; I will water it every

moment : lest any hurt it, I will keep it night and day "

(Isa. 27. 3), proved faithful. The call to renounce all

earthly ambitions and become my gracious Lord's servant

soon followed. As the Lord's servant I have not only

visited the British Isles, but also Canada, Australia, and

seven European countries. Thus have my desires been

realised, the praise and glory of the Lord Jesus Christ,

" Whose I am, and Whom I serve." D.T.M.B.



THE FISHERMAN'S PERFECT CURE;

LIFE-GIVING WATER FOR THE SIN-SICK SOUL.
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"Setting out for sea, returning with his catch, mending his nets,

eating, sleeping, waking, working, one thought, and one thought

only, was uppermost in his mind."



THE FISHERMAN'S PERFECT CURE.

/]N a small fishing village on the coast of Scot

land a servant of the Lord had been making

known the glad tidings of a full and free

salvation through faith in the finished work

of Calvary. Amongst those who attended

the meetings was a young fisherman, named

James, who got so thoroughly awakened to fee his awful

position that he could not find rest, night or day, " for fear

of hell." Wherever he went the awful fear that he might

be like the rich man who "died, and was buried; and in

hell he lift up his eyes, being in torments" (Luke 16. 22,

23), haunted him. Setting out for sea, returning with his

catch, mending his nets, eating, sleeping, waking, working,

one thought, and one thought only, was uppermost in his

mind—he was in danger of being lost, eternally lost.

He mixed with his comrades to try and drown con

viction, but still the reality of an eternal hell seemed to

haunt him continually. Being the leading spirit in a

dancing club, he went to the room to seek ease for his

troubled mind in a dance; but dance he could not, as he

said, " for fear of hell."

Not being able to sletp or take sufficient food, his mother,

little dreaming that the trouble was about his soul, and not

his body, sent for the doctor, who, after sounding him, and

finding no organic disease, prescribed two bottles of

medicine as a cure. But the diagnosis had been wrong,

and therefore the prescription was wrong. The lines of the

well-known hymn describe the case much more accurately:

" How lost was my condition, till Jesus made me whole ;

There is but one Physician can cure a sin-sick soul."

The night following the medical treatment he was again

at the Gospel meeting, when another of the Lord s servants

was inviting the sick to partake of the lifp-giving water.

In his address he quoted John 3. 16 : " For God so loved the

world, that He gave His only begotten Son, that whosoever

believeth in Him should not perish, but have everlasting

life." James saw in a moment that everlasting life was

his by simply putting faith in the Son of God. There and

then he accepted the Lord Jesus Christ as his own personal

Saviour, and became a son of God, for, "as many as

received Him, to them gave He power to become the sons

of God, even to them that believe on His name" (John 1. 12).

When he got out, as he afterwards said, " I thanked the
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Lord in my heart that / was saved ; and turning to an un

saved companion, said, 'John, I'm saved."' In a prayer

shortly alter he said, " Father, I gie Thee muckle thanks

for savin' me."

Can you thank God for having saved you? If not, like

James, you must surely be afraid of the awful eternity

which awaits all the unregenerate in "the lake which

burneth with fire and brimstone" (Rev. 21. 8). For rest

assured that whatever men may tay, the Word of God

"one thought only was uppermost in his mind."

fays: "The wicked shall be turned into hell, and all the

nations that forget God" (Psalm 9. 7). The doctor's

medicine did not do James any good, as man's drugs can

rever heal the soul, for

" None but Jesus, none but Jesus,

Can do helpless sinners good."

But if you are tired of sin, weary of Satan's bondage, and

" afraid of hell," come right away to Jesus, who says :

"Come unto Me, all ye that labour and are heavy laden,

and I will give you rest" (Matt. 11.28). Then, like the

young fisherman, you will rejoice in the perfect cure which

saves from sin, and death, and hell. J. a.
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TEVER was a telegram mere welcome than the one

which bore the two simple words, ' ' Saved, James,"

indicating that James Gray had been saved from the

" Cressy " after she -had been torpedoed in the North

Sea on 22nd September, 1914.

He was in danger of being lost, else he could not have

wired " saved." All are " lost " now (Matt. 18. 11), and

in danger of being " lost eternally " (2 Thess. 1.9).

He was saved from the doomed ship and a watery

grave. All may be saved from " the wrath to come " by

simple faith in the Lord Jesus Christ. " If thou shalt

confess with thy mouth the Lord Jesus, and shalt believe

in thine heart that God hath raised Him from the dead,

thou shalt be saved " (Rom. 10. 9) .

He knew he was saved. " Ye may know that ye

have Eternal Life" (1 John 5. 13) are the startling words

of Holy Writ. If it is possible for anyone to know, why

should you not be certain concerning the most important

point—the knowledge of sins forgiven ? Are you?

He delighted to let it be known . Rescued fiom a

watery grave he wired home at once — ' ' saved . ' '

Delivered from "so great a death" (2 Cor. 1. 10) and

eternal doom, saved and kept unto Eternal Glory.

Should not each one saved exclaim with the Apostle, " I am

not ashamed of the Gospel of Christ, for it is the Power of

God unto Salvation to every one that believeth ? " Hyp .



"I DO NOT FEAR DEATH."

"T^EATH, which we ALL dread." No, not "All!"

*-' One who has seen and accepted God's way of salva

tion, does not dread death. I do not fear death. Often

I wake in the night and think of it, look forward to it, with

a thrill of joyful expectation and anticipation. Why?

FRANCES RIDLEY HAVERGAL, THE WORLD-FAMED FOKTE6S.

One night I was conscious of certain symptoms preluding

an all-but-fatal attack (of erysipelas) I had had once before

on the brain. I knew, if means failed, it was probably my

last night on earth. I let my mother attend to me, but

alarmed no one, and I was left alone in bed. Then, alone

in the dark, I felt it might be my last conscious hour on /"
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earth, and that either sleep or fatal unconsciousness would

set in. I never spent a calmer, sweeter hour than that. I

had not one shadow of fear I only happy rest and confidence

in Him " whom I have believed " (2 Tim. 1. 12). Was this

delusion ? Could it be so in the very face of death, that

great ««-masker of all uncertainties ? I knew it was not

delusion, for "I know whom I have believed."

Now, how has this come to be with me, for it was not

always thus ? I know as well as any one what it is to

"dread death," and to put away the thought of its absolute

certainty, because I dare not look it in the face. There

was a time when I saw clearly I could not save myself—

that I deserved hell in many ways, but in one most of all :

that I owed the whole love of my heart to God, and

had not given it to Him ; that the Lord Jesus had so loved

me as to die for me, and yet I, unmindful of it, had treated

Him with daily, hourly ingratitude. I saw the sinfulness

of my heart and life. I could not make my heart better.

"The soul that sinneth, it shall die"(Ezek. 18. 4). So,

unless sin is taken away my soul must die and go to hell.

Where, then, was my hope ? In the same Word of God,

1 John 5. 10, it is written, " He that believelh on the Son of

God hath the witness in himself," and John 3. 36, " He that

believeth on the Son hath everlasting life; and he that

believeth not the Son shall not see life ; but the wrath of

God abideth on him." Believe what? That He must keep

His word and punish sin, and that He has punished it in

the person of Jesus, our Substitute, "who His own Self

bare our sins in His own body on the tree " (1 Pet. 2. 24).

If the Lord Jesus has paid my ransom, and borne the

punishment of my sins, I only simply accept this, and believe

Him, and it is all atrue and real transaction. It is no theoris

ing, but acting. And I did this, I believed it, and cast myself,

utterly hopeless and helpless and lost in myself, at the feet

of Jesus, and took Him at His word, and accepted what He

had done for me. What was the result ? Joy, peace in

believing, and a happy, full trust in Him, which death can

not touch . Now it is a reality of realities to me ; it is so inter

twined with my life that I know nothing could separate me

from His love. I could not do without Jesus. I cannot

and I do not live without Him. It is a new and different

life ; and the life and light which takes away all fear of death

is what I want others to have and enjoy. f. r. h.



THE PRISONER IN "THE TOMBS."

LET no one suppose that he can be converted till he

wakes up to the fact that he is lost . When I was in

New York City the chaplain of the city prison wanted me

to go down to "The Tombs," the New York City Prison,

and preach to the prisoners . I told him I would be glad to

do it . I supposed the prisoners were to be brought into the

chapel , but when I got there I found that I had got to speak

to them in their cells, so that all I could see was the bare

walls. Well, when I had finished talking to them I thought

\ TYPTCAL AMERICAN STREET.

I would go round and see what effect my preaching had.

In the first cell I looked into I saw three or four men

playing cards. I said to them, "My men, how is it that

you are here?" "Well, the fact is, chaplain, false wit

nesses appeared against us in the court, and we were sent

up, but we are not guilty." "Well," I said, "there is

nothing for me to do here; these men are innocent," and

I passed on to another cell . There I saw two men , and in

reply to my question what had brought them there, one
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of them said, "I tell you how it is, chaplain; we got

caught, and the men that done the deed they got clear."

' 'No one here for Christ to save , ' ' said I , and I went along

to the third cell, where there were some others. "Well,

sirs , how is it with you ? " ' 'Oh , we haven 't had our trial

yet . We '11 be out of here in a week or two . ' '

I never saw so many innocent men in any one day in my

life. The only guilty men, it would appear by their re

marks , were the magistrates and officers who put them there .

But after a while I found a man away off in a cell by

himself. His head was resting between his hands, and I

saw two great streams of tears pouring down his face.

They did not come in drops, but in streams. "Well, my

friend, what's the trouble?" He looked up, and said,

"Oh, sir, my sins are more than I can bear!" "Thank

God for that," said I. The man looked surprised.

"What," said he, "are you not the man who has been

preaching, and you are glad that my sins are more than I

can bear?" "Yes." "I thought you said you were a

friend to the prisoner . " "So I am . " ' 'Well , why are you

glad that my sins are more than I can bear?" "Because

if they are too heavy for you, you can cast them on some

One who will bear them for you. " ' ' 'Who is that ? " ' 'The

Lord Jesus Christ ; He will boar them for you. ' '

I told him how Christ left Heaven, how He came down

to the manger, of His love, for the sinner, and His willing

ness to save to the uttermost all who come to God by Him

(Heb. 7. 25). I exhorted him to "believe on the Lord

Jesus Christ, and be saved" (Acts 16. 31). When I left

him I said to him , ' 'Now I shall be in my room between

nine and ten o'clock, and I shalfbe praying for you."

Next morning I met him again, and as soon as I saw him

I perceived that a great change had taken place. The

light of eternity seemed to be breaking around him. His

face was lit up the moment he saw me. I said, "I wish

you would tell me all about it." He said, "I thank

God that He brought me here, for if He hadn't brought

me here I shouldn 't have received Christ . ' '

Christ went into that one cell and set a captive soul free.

And why? Because he believed he was lost. If there is

any one who will believe he is a sinner, and wants to be

saved, such a one Christ will save now. V. 1. moody,



YOU MAY GO AND DIE!

"THAT'S just the way with these religious people—

. A they are always bringing up accidents, shipwrecks,

collisions, or fires to frighten people into salvation."

" No, not always, for here is another line of argument "—

YOU MAY GO TO CHURCH AND DIE, for on 21st August,

1901, John M'Culloch was sitting with his family in a pew

in St. James' United Free Church, Glasgow, when he fell

forward, apparently in a fit, and died.

YOU MAY GO TO REVIVAL MEETINGS AND DIE, for on

19th August, 1905, James Roddie, a moulder, attending an

open-air revival service in Melbourne Park, Saltcoats,

whilst joining in the singing of a hymn dropped and died.

YOU MAY GO TO THE THEATRE AND DIE, for on 13th

February, 1902, John Catto, a gymnastic artist, fell on the

stage carpet of the Britannia Theatre, Glasgow, and on

being lifted up was found to be dead.

You may GO TO business AND die, for on 21st Febru

ary, 1902, John M'Pherson, forty years in the service of

Stewart & M'Donald, the well-known drapery warehouse
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men, Glasgow, died within an hour of arriving at business.

YOU MAY GO TO YOUR MEALS AND DIE, for on 21st

December, 1901, Thomas Hunter, of South Shields, was

partaking of some food when he was found to be suffocating.

A doctor was called, only to intimate that the man was dead.

YOU MAY ENTER A TRAMCAR AND DIE, for on 15th

September, 1910, William Webster, of Manchester, entered

a city car. The conductor approached him for the fare. He

put his hand into his pocket to produce the coin, but did not

pull it out. Looking strange, the conductor touched his

cheek, and found he was dead.

YOU MAY GO MOUNTAINEERING AND DIE, for on 27th

October, 1910, John G. Wheeler, of London, made an ascent

of the hill near Kinlochleven. Not returning in the evening,

a search was made, and his body found 1200 feet up the

mountain. Missing his foot, he fell, and according to medical

certificate was instantaneously killed.

You MAY even GO to bed and die, for on 9th Decem

ber, 1906, James M'Alonan, of Belfast, retired apparently

in the best of health, and was found dead in bed in the

morning. Most people die in bed.

These and many more cases in the ordinary routine of life

could be cited to prove that you may die anywhere, you may

die anytime, and remember God's Word solemnly declares

that " It is appointed unto men once to die, but after this the

judgment." The question of all questions for you to consider

is, How can I be prepared for death ? How can I be prepared

for the judgment ? Messages of peace from the God of all

grace" abound in His Word. Hear a few : " Acquaint now

thyself with Him, and be at peace " (Job22.21). "Comenow,

and let us reason together, saith the Lord : though your sins

be as scarlet, they shall be as white as snow ; though they

be red like crimson, they shall be as wool" (Isa. 1. 18).

" Come unto Me, all ye that labour and are heavy laden, and

I will give you rest" (Matt. 11. 28). " Now then we are

ambassadors for Christ, as though God did beseech you by

us ; we pray you in Christ's stead, be ye reconciled to God "

Hence we urge you by the uncertainty of life, the

certainty of judgment, the quickly flying moments of time,

the sudden calls occurring daily around you, to DECIDE NOW,

and accept Christ as your Saviour, for, as the above cases

amply prove, this may be your last opportunity. HyP.
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A PICTURE OI-" WHAT IT MEANS TO HE LOST ON THE PRAIRIE,



CONVERTED ON A CANADIAN PRAIRIE.

ORE than a quarter of a century ago a young

Englishman named Nelson, the son of a

clergyman,went to the Canadian North-west,

and took up land on the plains, several

hundred miles west of Winnipeg. The

party was a thoughtless, pleasure-seeking

lot of young fellows, who were not particularly successful

farmers. A good deal of their time was spent in shooting,

hunting, and other sports, their evenings being filled up

with card-playing, draughts, and novel reading. If they

had any " religion " in England it could not have troubled

them much. Perhaps, however, they "lost" it on the

voyage across the Atlantic ! It is well to remember that

it is one thing to have a Sunday "religion" and another

thing to have Christ as a personal Saviour and Friend.

Finding the solitude somewhat irksome, they paid occasional

visits to the settlers in the district.

Several young Canadians, from Ontario, friends of mine,

were accustomed to hold gospel services in the farmhouses

around. Nelson now and then put in an appearance,

and was a severe critic of the preachers and preaching.

One evening in a spirit of bravado he asserted that there

was no hell. The Canadians showed from Scripture God's

declaration regarding the doom and destiny of the wicked,

giving chapter and verse for their statements. When the

young fellow was cornered he boldly asserted that he would

not believe in a place of eternal punishment even though

the Bible said so.

One day Nelson left for the post office, which was

twelve miles distant. On returning homeward the sun

set, and he had some miles to traverse without a road,

track, trail, or landmark of any kind. The night was dark,

and after travelling for a considerable time he concluded he

had lost his reckoning. He knew that people had been

lost on the prairie, perishing through cold and hunger.

If he missed his way he might travel northwards towards

Hudson Bay without meeting a solitary person. It is one

thing for a person to express his disbelief in eternal verities

when surrounded by a circle of admirers ; but it is a very

different matter when one is alone, conscious that the

searching eye of a holy and sin-hating God is looking into

the deepest recesses of his soul. As Nelson began to

realise the fact that he was lost on the prairie, without a
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soul to comfort or help him in his extremity, he became

dejected and depressed. In spirit he crossed the Atlantic

to the loved ones in England whom he might never see

again. His memory reverted to scenes of byegone days,

and he saw what a fool he had been to neglect his soul's

salvation. As he thought on the day of reckoning he

trembled. God's Word declared : " Rejoice, O young man,

in thy youth ; and let thy heart cheer thee in the days of

thy youth, and walk in the ways of thine heart, and in the

"TOOK UP LAND ON THE PLAINS WEST OF WINNIPEG."

sight of thine eyes; but know thou, that for all these

things God will bring thee into judgment'' (Eccles. II. 9).

And he was not prepared for such a meeting. The outlook

was anything but encouraging. He always believed in

hell—as most, if not all, so-called sceptics and scoffers do.

Now he felt convinced that he was within a short distance

from it. Opportunities unimproved, warnings despised,

mercies slighted, resolutions formed and broken, crowded

in upon his soul. All the infidel books that had ever been

written, and all the assertions, arguments, and sophistry of

sceptics, " agnostics," or scoffers had not a particle ol
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influence with him then. The thought that overpowered

him was the conviction that he was in the conscious

presence of the Almighty God against whom he had so per

sistently and so grievously sinned. After travelling until he

was thoroughly exhausted he lay down on the prairie and

tried to sleep. But sleep forsook his eyelids. The recollec

tion of his past life afforded him no comfort, nor did the

future shed any light upon his troubled spirit. More and

more clearly did he perceive that he was not only lost on

the prairie, but that he was a lost, guilty, helpless sinner

on the way to hell. " Is salvation possible to me ? "

" Will God save me ? " " What must I do to be saved ? "

were the questions that filled his mind. That night, when

conscious of God's presence, scriptures that he had learned

when a child in far-off England came before him, and

amongst them John 3. 16: "For God so loved the world,

that He gave His only begotten Son, that whosoever

believeth in Him should not perish, but have everlasting

life." As he meditated on the glorious declaration he per

ceived that in spite of his innumerable sins God loved him,

so loving him as to give the Lord Jesus to die as an

atoning sacrifice that he might not perish. The joy of the

Lord filled his soul, and the peace of God took possession

of his heart. When the morning dawned, to his surprise

and delight, he discovered that he was close to the settle

ment. With a heart full of love and gratitude to God for

his two-fold deliverance he called at Mr. B 's house,

and on his appearing said to him : " Mr. B , I was lost

on the prairie last night, and I also discovered I was a lost

sinner, but thank God I am now saved."

Have you taken the lost sinner's place and claimed the

lost sinner's Saviour ? " The Son of Man is come to seek

and to save that which was lost" (Luke 19. 10). If you are

among the lost ones whom Christ is seeking to save,remember

He died on Calvary that you might not perish, but have

everlasting life. " Behold, now is the accepted time."

" O worldling, give ear while the saints are near,

Soon must the tie be riven ;

And men side by side God's hand shall divide,

As far as hell's depths from heaven ;

The children of day are summoned away,

Left are the children of night ;

Sealed is their doom, for there is no room,

Filled are the mansions of light." a.m.



EVERYBODY 'S FRIEND ;

OR,

HE GAVE HIMSELF A RANSOM FOR ALL.

'NO, SIR; I OWE YOU MUCH MORE THAN THAT

'This was the first opportunity he had of expressing his gratitude

to 'Everybody's Friend, ' and he felt overjoyed as he

told his tale and returned his thanks. "



"EVERYBODY'S FRIEND."

OME men are famed for their wealth, some

for their business abilities, some for their

military prowess, some for their inventive

genius, some for their daring feats, some for

their great learning, some for—a thousand

other things, but we think none ever bore a

more honourable title than that given to the late W. I.

Palmer, of the world-known firm of Huntley & Palmer,

biscuit manufacturers, Reading, who by common consent

of his own citizens and fellow-countrymen was named

" Everybody's Friend."

A simple incident in his everyday life shows how well

he deserved the title. Going home from a meeting in con

nection with an effort to reach and help those in lowly

circumstances of life, he drove from Paddington in a

hansom-cab. On alighting and reaching up his fare he was

surprised to find " cabby " resolutely decline to accept any

money at all, but was pleased to hear his reason, cheerfully

given : " No, sir ; I owe you much more than that."

Wondering wherein the debt had been incurred, he took

time to make inquiries. It transpired that "cabby" had

been far down the ladder, almost a wreck, but by the

timely aid of Mr. Palmer, and by the loving counsel of

friends whom he had sent, he had been rescued from the

depths of sin, and led to the only true source of power over

drink or any other besetting sin, "the Gospel of Christ,

which is the power of God unto salvation to every one that

believeth" (Rom. 1. 16). Not only saved and kept, but

delivered from the "unthankful" spirit of the age (2 Tim.

3. 2), he had long had a desire to act the part of the tenth

leper. This was the first opportunity he had of expressing

his gratitude to " Everybody's Friend," and he felt over

joyed as he told his tale and returned his thanks.

The cabman truly pictures each and all as to being " far

down " and " almost a wreck." To some of the best saints

in the Bible—the Ephesians—the apostle writes : " Ye were

dead in trespasses and sins, . . . fulfilling the desires of the

flesh and of the mind ; and were by nature the children of

wrath, even as others. . . . But, now, ye who sometimes

were far off are made nigh by the blood of Christ " (Eph.

2. 1-13). The cabman's first step was to realise and

acknowledge his low, sinful, and dangerous position, thep
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Mr. Palmer and his friends could really help. Your first

step in grace is to acknowledge your lost, guilty, undone

condition, then the Blood can be applied in cleansing power.

Mr. W. I. Palmer's kindness was only a manifestation of

the great love of God which had won his own heart and

made him, like David, seek to show the kindness of God "

to his less favoured fellowmen. Hence his honoured title

was just a reflex from Him who is in a greater and truer

sense " Everybody's Friend," for " He gave Himself a

ransom for all " (l Tim. 2. 6) ; " He died for all " (2 Cor.

5. 14, 15), and, being raised from the dead, "by Him all

that believe are justified from all things" (Acts 13. 39).

As truly as " all we like sheep have gone astray ; we have

turned every one to his own way ; " so truly " the Lord

hath laid on Him the iniquity of us all " (Isa. 53. 6).

Oh, think of the love that made Jesus leave His place at

the right hand of the throne of glory ; think of the love that

led Him to Bethlehem, to Gethsemane, and to Calvary, and

consider if He is not thy best and truest Friend ! Then tell

me if gratitude fills thy bosom as it filled the heart of the

humble cabby to his earthly benefactor.

If human kindness meets return, how base must be

the heart that has no return to Him who bled, and groaned,

and died to save us from going down to the pit of woe.

Yet, if unsaved, you have never given one real heart-throb

of love to Christ, you have never done one act out of pure

love to Him, you are still a stranger to grace, an enemy

to God, and in danger of being in the land of no love, no

gratitude, and no grace for ever and ever. But

"None need perish, none need perish ;

All may live, for Christ has died."

Gaze on that fair brow pierced with thorns, those arms

outstretched, those feet fastened with iron spikes to the

rugged tree, His heart's blood gushing from His side!

Say from thy heart : " The Son of God, who loved me, and

gave Himself for me " (Gal. 2. 20), and, like the chief of

sinners, you will be saved, have a new object before your

vision, live a new life, and by-and-bye in the Better Land

you will for ever proclaim the glories of " Him who liveth,

and was dead, and is alive for evermore " (Rev. 1. 18), and

who now and evermore truly bears the title of

" everybody's friend." HyP.



"GIVING UP" AND "GETTING."

HEN one is awakened to see his danger, Satan

does his utmost to keep him from accepting of

God's great salvation. " If you get converted,"

the tempter says, "you will have to give every

thing up—the concert, the dance and the jovial

company, and what a loss that will be to you " !

But Satan misses out the best of it. He "forgets" to tell yoi.

what you'll get if you receive Christ. Yonder is the returned

and forgiven prodigal, for instance, in Luke 15. He has been

in the far country, away from his father's house, and "would

fain have filled his belly with the husks that the swine did eat "

(verse 16); but now he is brought back; he is at his father's

table, at the feast of the fatted calf, and he has the best robe on.

What a picture of happiness he would be ! But suppose some

one says to him, " It is a pity for you to be tied up that way;

come away down to the far country and let us have some husks,"

what would the younger son say to that ? Would he go down,

do you think ? Never ! "Why " he would say, " I am completely

happy where I am ; I have everything my soul can desire. This

is a thousand times better than the far country. Down in it I had

nothing but rags and husks ; now I have the best robe, and sitting

at my father's table. Do you think I would exchange it for the old

things that have passed away?" The younger son had got some-

hing far better than ever he had before, and so has everyone who is

converted to God. The devil knows that if you but obtain one

draught of the water of life, you will think very little of his streams of

false delight, and that is why he is anxious to keep you from

getting saved. But, awakened one, make sure of Christ now,

and with Him filling your soul, there will be no room left for the

pleasures of sin. You will then be just as willing to give up the

old things as the younger son was to give up the husks ; and

when you have got on the best robe—the righteousness of God,

and the ring on your finger—symbol of the Father's never-

ending love, and your feet shod with the preparation of the

Gospel of peace, and when you are sitting at the continual feast,

which is the portion of all who have believed on Christ, then

you will exclaim, like the Queen of Sheba, "The half hath not

been told"; and to old companions, and sins alike, you will say:

"Fare ye well,

I cannot go with you to hell ;

I mean with Jesus Christ to dwell." W. S.



THE OLD PENSIONER'S PARCHMENT;

OR,

HOW CAN YOU EXPECT ME TO BELIEVE WHEN YOU

REFUSE TO BELIEVE THE WORD OF GOD.

HIS WIFE EVENTUALLY PERSUADED HIM TO .

'Anthony was used of God in the conversion of his wife, and

they loved to read the Scriptures together and talk

of God's amazing'grace to them. "



THE OLD PENSIONER'S PARCHMENT.

]NTHONYHARROLD,an old pensioner,was

a slave to drink. His wife, who was uncon

verted, became greatly troubled about his

ways, and eventually persuaded him to

attend some Gospel services. The Holy

Spirit convicted him of sin, and led him

to see ihat he was lost and condemned. John Lawson,

an earnest Christian worker, and an ex-sergeant in the

Royal Artillery, hearing of Anthony's condition, visited

him and sought to lead him to Christ. Taking his

Bible from his pocket, Lawson slowly read the words:

" For God so loved the world that He gave His only

begotten Son, that whosoever believeth in Him "—here he

stopped, and, looking Anthony in the face, said, " and that

means you "—" should not perish, but have everlasting

life "—" and that means you." Anthony was amazed at what

he heard. He had no idea that God loved him—a drinking,

swearing sinner. In fact he believed it to be impossible

that a holy God could love a wretch like him ; and for God

to give His only begotten Son to bleed and suffer and die

to save him from hell and wrath and woe, was beyond the

range of his comprehension ! Bringing his big fist down on

the table, he exclaimed, " I don't believe it." Taking no

note of the interruption, Lawson again read the Scripture—

" For God so loved the world that He gave His only

begotten Son, that whosoever "—and stopping, gazed at

Anthony, and said, " and that means you "—" believeth in

Him should not perish, but have everlasting life." Again

Anthony struck the table, and shouted, " I don't believe

it." Three times over the glorious declaration of God's

love to sinners was read, and three times over Anthony

struck the table with his fist, declaring, " I don't believe it."

Lawson was a man of sound sense and good judgment.

Instead of blaming Anthony for discrediting the words of

Holy Scripture, he inquired how long he was in the army.

" Twenty-one years and fourteen days," was Anthony's

response. When he said so, Lawson struck the chair with

his fist and said, " I don't believe it." " Do you think I

would tell you a lie ? " retorted the old man. " It was

twenty-one years and fourteen days." " I don't believe

it," said Lawson quietly. " Bring me the parchment,"

said Anthony to his wife. The parchment being produced,

Lawson took the document in his hand, and, having glanced
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at it, inquired if he had read it, and if he believed it.

Anthony replied that, though he was unable to read, others

had done so, and he believed what they told him. " How

can you expect me to believe you when you refuse to believe

the Word of God ? " and for the fourth time Lawson read

the life-giving words of John 3. 16, adding, " and that means

you." The scales from the old pensioner's eyes were re

moved, the light of the Gospel of Christ streamed into his

soul, and he exclaimed: " I see it all! I believe it! I

believe it ! Thank God ! " Anthony became a new

creature. The lion was transformed into a lamb, the drink

was given up, and his home was changed completely. He

resolved to learn to read. His first spelling book was the

Bible, and his first lesson was from John 3. 16. Anthony

was used of God in the conversion of his wife, and they

loved to read the Scriptures together and talk of God's

amazing grace to them. May the reader believe on the

Lord Jesus Christ as he reads these lines (Acts 16. 31).

When you do so, you will be able to say : " God loved,

God gave, I believe, and i am saved." a. m.

HOW TO GET FAITH.

SOME say faith is the gift of God. So is the air ; but

you have to breath it. So is bread ; but you have to

eat it. So is water ; but you have to drink it. Some are

wanting a miraculous kind of feeling. That is not faith.

" Faith cometh by hearing, and bearing by the Word of

God "(Rom. 10. 17). That is whence faith comes. It is

not for me to sit down and wait for faith to come stealing

over me with a strange sensation ; but it is for me to take

God at His Word. And you cannot believe unless you have

something to believe. So take the Word as it is written,

and appropriate it, and lay hold of it. In John 6. 47, 48 we

read : " Verily, verily, I say unto you, he that believeth on

Me hath everlasting life. I am that bread of life." There

is the bread right at hand. Partake of it. I might have

thousands of loaves within my home, and as many hungry

men in waiting. They might assent to the fact that the

bread was there ; but unless they each took a loaf and com

menced eating, their hunger would not be satisfied. So

Christ is the bread of heaven ; and as the body feeds on

natural food, so the soul must feed on Christ. " Therefore

being justified by faith, we have peace with God through

Jesus Christ our Lord." Believe and live. d. l. moody.



TOO CHEAP.

A PREACHER of the

t*- Gospel had gone

down into a coal mine,

during the noon hour, to

tell the minersofthat grace

and truth which came by

Jesus Christ. After telling

them the simple story ol

God's love to lost sinners

— man's state, and God's

remedy—a full and free

salvation offered — the

time came for the men to

resume work, and the

preacher came back to

the shaft, to ascend to

;he world again. Meeting

the foreman, he asked

him what he thought of

God's way of salvation ?

The man replied: "On, it in too cheap; I cannot believe in

such a religion as that!" Without an immediate answer to

his remark, the preacher asked : " How do you get out of this

place?" "Simply by getting into the cage," was the reply.

" And does it take long to get to the top ? " " Oh, no ; only a

few seconds ! " " Well, that certainly is very easy and simple.

But do you not need to help to raise yourself?" said the

preacher. "Of course not ! " replied the miner. " As I have

said, you have nothing to do but get into the cage." " But

what about the people who sunk the shaft, and perfected all

this arrangement; was there much labour or expense about it?"

" Indeed, yes ; that was a laborious and expensive work. The

shaft is eighteen hundred feet deep, and it was sunk at great

cost to the proprietor ; but it is our only way to the surface."

" Just so. And when God's Word tells you that whosoever

believeth on the Son of God hath everlasting life, you at once

say, 'Too Cheap!'—'Too Cheap!' forgetting that God's worl

to bring you and others out of the pit of destruction and deatl.

was accomplished at a vast cost, the death of His own Son."

Men talk about the " help of Christ " in their salvation—

that if they do their part, Christ will do His ; forgetting, or not

seeing, that the Lord Jesus Christ by Himself purged our sins,

and that their part is but to accept what has been done.



HE LAID DOWN HIS LIFE FOR OTHERS;

CAPTAIN OATES GREAT SACRIFICE

-.'. G■TES

walks k> his deal

I M GOING Oi'TSIDE, AND I MAY BE SOME TIME -

"He died in the snow to save the rest, in the hope that

unhindered by him in his weakness they might

reach the 'One Ton' depot."



HE LAID DOWN HIS LIFE FOR OTHERS."

E laid down his life for others." Such was the

headline of a London paper, recording the

tragic death of Captain Scott and his com

panions amid Antarctic snows. The words

referred to Captain L. E. G. Oates, and

what the now dead leader recorded in his

diary as " the act of a brave man and an English gentleman."

Captain Oates was one of the five who got to the South

Pole, 18th January, 1912, and on the 16th of March, after

eighteen weeks in the snow, he was so frostbitten that it

was impossible to proceed. Day after day he had struggled

on with hands and feet almost unbearable, and that night he

lay down hoping he might never wake ; but on his return

to consciousness his companions knew, and he knew, the

end was near. They could not, and would not, leave him to

perish ; but he knew provisions and fuel were very short,

and that to wait together only meant to die together, so he

calmly said, " I am just going outside, and I may be some

time." It was blowing a terrible blizzard as he left the tent;

the others felt he was going to his death, and they were

right, for they saw him no more. He died in the snow to

save the rest, in the hope that unhindered by him in his

weakness they might reach the " One Ton" depot.

He went out into the blizzard alone and weak to die a

certain death ! Can we picture him ? " Greater love hath no

man than this, that a man lay down his life for his friends"

(John 15. 13). Man's greatest love is to diefor his friends;

but divine love died for enemies. " For when we were yet

without strength, in due time Christ died for the ungodly.

For scarcely for a righteous man will one die : yet per-

adventure for a good man some would even dare to die.

But God commendeth His love toward us, in that, while we

were yet sinners, Christ died for us " (Rom. 5. 6-8). ' Christ

also hath loved us, and given Himself for us" (Eph. 5. 2).

Had Captain Oates' death been the means of saving his three

companions, would they have been ashamed or even grown

tired of recounting the wondrous story of his sacrifice ?

Alas, the heroic sacrifice made by Captain Oates was

made in vain, for after struggling on till 29th March Captain

Scott, Dr. Wilson, and Lieutenant Bowers perished in their

tent, only eleven miles from " One Ton " depot, where lay

a ton of food and fuel prepared specially for their use,



" He Laid Down His Life for Others"

though their bodies were not found until 12th November,

1912. Shall the death of Christ be in vain, so far as we

are concerned. " God so loved the world that He gave His

only begotten Son, that whosoever believeth in Him should

not perish, but have everlasting life " (John 3. 16). He

is "not willing that any should perish " (2 Peter 3. 9), and

yet how many do perish! But through the Lord Jesus

THE EXPLORERS' SHIP ICEBOUND IN IHE ANTARCTIC.
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Christ going " alone " into the awful storm of divine wrath,

and enduring the Cross on Calvary, many have been

saved, and sing,

" The tempest's awful voice was heard,

O Christ, it broke on Thee !

Thine open bosom was my ward,

It braved the storm for me ;

Thy form was scarred, Thy visage marred,

Now cloudless peace for me."

It was Captain Oates' thirty-second birthday when he died

for his friends, and when their bodies were found and buried

the search party searched for twenty miles to the south enr

deavouring to discover the remains of the noble fellow, but

all in vain ; the snow had long ago wound him in its winding

sheet, so they left a cairn and record in the vicinity to his

memory. The best record we can make to His memory

who laid down His life " for us, is to believe the record God

has written, and then build up a life of service and praise to

His Name. "And this is the record, that God hath given

to us eternal life, and this life is in His Son " (l John 5. 11).

Accept God's testimony, believe in His Son, and be saved

from wrath through Him. W. L.

YET HE WANTED MORE!

DARON SEVERIN BRUNICKI, a Polish millionaire,

*-* possessed half a million acres of land, comprising

twenty estates, seven castles in Austria, Russia, and

Germany, as well as palatial residences in Vienna, Paris,

St. Petersburg, and Warsaw, yet wanted more ! He had

set his heart upon a few hundred acres of land adjoining

one of his estates, and because the owner refused to sell,

the Baron shot himself.

Such facts as these, from the Times of 16th August,

1902, re-echo the old query, "What is a man advantaged if

he gain the whole world and lose himself?" (Luke 9. 25);

and confirm the assertion that "a man is only satisfied

when he has A little MORE."

Friend ! whether rich or poor, if still unsaved, behold the

Lamb of God bleeding and dying on the Cross of Calvary,

and from thy heart, by faith, say, " The Son of God, who

loved ME, and gave Himself for ME" (Gal. 2. 20), and

soul-satisfaction will be yours this moment, and eternal

satisfaction with the Christ of God in the Glory. HyP.



A BRITISH CAPTAIN'S TESTIMONY.

UP to a certain point mine is the ordinary tale of those

who have heard the call of the sea and obeyed it . My

first four and a half years were spent in sail, then I joined

my present employ, the largest coasting company in the

Captain Carre of the b<tmsH Mercantile Marine.

world, whose ships are mostly employed in Indian waters

Entering as fourth officer, I gradually worked my way up

through the various grades, living the usual seafarer's

life, ever vainly looking for that something which we call

happiness. And so I reached the position of chief officer,
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ever unsuccessful in my quest, and still blinded, I said to

myself: "When I get command, and have more freedom

and leisure, then surely I shall be happy!" And so,

after another eight years or so, this position was given

me . I had attained to the top of my tree , and could take

a fair survey around.

The position was at first, to some extent, a satisfactory

one, as are most tree-tops after a hard climb, but are

they ever really quite comfortable ? I looked backward

toward that part of the horizon whence the recent years

had brought me, and considered of what they had con

sisted, and poor was their sum total. I took a good

look forward into the future, and so my life lay before me.

Looking at it in all its emptiness, the thought was forced

upon me, "Is this all that God put me into the world

for, so many days of eating, drinking, and sleeping, of

pleasure, toil and pain, and then the dim uncertain

void beyond the grave ? ' '

Then came the thought of God, that there was a Some

one, a Creator, a Supreme Being who was ordering the

mighty powers of nature amid which I lived I could not

doubt. Was it possible that I could get into touch with

this Unseen yet Almighty Personality? The thought

seemed too great a one to be possible of realisation;

little did I comprehend that He "in whom we live and

move and have our being" was drawing me faster than

He had hitherto done—as He most assuredly draws us,

each one, all our life through—to that place where we

may make our definite choice of Life or Death for Time

and for Eternity !

It was at this vital time in my life that I happened to

be in command of one of the smallest and most uncom

fortable vessels in our large fleet, an unenviable post;

little did I think that it was part of God's plan for me

that nothing in our lives happens by chance or luck.

My ship was chartered to run round the island of Ceylon,

we being usually a week on. the voyage and a week in

Colombo; this allowed of my paying an occasional visit

to an old relative, a retired planter, who lived near

Kandy, and also to friends of his, farther up in the tea

country. He and they lived what people would call very

religious lives, they seemed to find an enjoyment in
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reading the Bible, which appeared strange to me, who

for a long term of years a little previous to this period

had seldom opened mine; but I was gradually forced to

see that, far from there being any pretence on their part

in this unusual attitude, as I had tried to believe, they

found a comfort in its pages of which I had no under

standing, and finally it dawned upon me that this was

the very something of which I was in search, and that

this Book did actually bring them into touch with God .

Just at this time I was led to read a book called ' 'The

Silence of God , "* in which the author , Sir Robt . Anderson ,

asks the question, "Why is it that God does not manifest

Himself in Person to the human race to-day as He has

done in times past? Surely we have as great a need of

Him now as ever before." In answer to which this Truth

was made clear, that in the Cross of Christ God had so

shown His love to us men that He could not do more,

and that in the face of such love we were shut up to one

of two things , ' 'to Grace or to Judgment , ' ' but that God

was beseeching us by that Cross to be reconciled to

Himself (2 Cor. 5. 20).

Ah, how it came home to me then, such love, such

condescension! That He, the Almighty God, should

stoop to beseech me, a guilty sinner with a thirty-five

years old burden of sin upon me, to be reconciled to

Him! It overwhelmed me, broke my heart, call the

feeling what you will ; ' 'we love because He first loved

us," expresses it. "Behold, what Love!" (1 John 3. 1 ; 4.19).

It was about a night or two after this that, to use a

term of words, "I went to bed a sinner and arose a

saint . ' ' Before lying down I had prayed a prayer some

thing like this, "God, if there be a God, I do believe on

Thy Son, as much as I believe that Julius Caesar crossed

the Alps; help Thou mine unbelief!"

Perhaps you smile at such a prayer; but how is it that

we can regard as true any fact in history or any duly

authenticated event of the day, and yet be unable to

believe in the Divinity of the Son of God as such ? I knew

intuitively that if I could believe in our Saviour as being

Divine that I should overcome all my difficulties, that

* "The Silence of God," by Sir Robert Anderson, K.CB. Pickering & Inglis,

1 rinters and Publishers, Glasgow. 2/6, post free.
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therein lay the obstacle that kept me from God's

presence, unbelief in His Son, beyond that lay safety,

Salvation, for "He that believeth on the Son hath Ever

lasting Life" (John 3. 36).

And so on this night, the 15th December, 1907, I

believe to be the date, I fell asleep, much troubled and

burdened with this sense of sin upon me, yet resting on

the fact that ' 'The Son of God loved me, and gave Himself

for me" (Gal. 2. 20). I arose in the early hours with a

definite, assured knowledge. I was saved! The God,

who is Love, had found me and I Him!

No words can ever express the joy of that moment, the

sense of freedom, of new life and happiness, cannot be

worded, it was a change from death to life, actually

being "born again" (John 3. 3) or "converted." Once

more I kneeled in prayer, as so often I had done previously,

half in superstition, half in the hope that God did hear,

but now as my thoughts went out to Him I found myself

to be in the actual, though unseen, presence of my Maker.

Can pen portray what that meant ? My hard-sought goal

was reached at last. I was speaking to God. Then,

opening His Book, I read, and as though scales had fallen

from my eyes the words bore a meaning they had never

held before there; they seemed to be living, a voice spoke

through them, .the voice of God; yes, complete com

munion was now established, God was speaking to me.

My tale is done; from that hour my whole life and out

look have been changed, "old things are passed away:

behold, all things become new!" (2 Cor. 5. 17). The

experience here narrated instead of wearing off has re

mained, and, thank God, becomes deeper and more real

each day. The Bible, which at one time meant nothing

to me, is now my constant companion and comfort in

every trial or care, and in prayer I find that renewal of

strength and power which enables me to withstand and

overcome all the assaults of the Evil One, alone if need

be as regards men, but not alone, for the Saviour, the

Lord Jesus Christ, has sent the Comforter, His Holy

Spirit , to abide with me for ever !

"For the wages of sin is death; but the gift of God is

Eternal Life through Jesus Christ our Lord" (Rom. 6. 23).

' ' Choose ye this day , whom ye will serve . " E . G . c .



THE DYING SOLDIER.

" T_T OW am I to be saved ? " I will tell you ; Scripture

.*. 1 will tell you—that is better. Take the illustration

Christ used to Nicodemus ; you could not have a better.

He took him to the remedy : " As Moses lifted up the

serpent in the wilderness, even so must the Son of Man be

lifted up : that whosoever believeth in Him should not

perish, but have eternal life" (John 3. 14, 15). Now, there

is the remedy. How am I to be saved? By looking to

Christ ; just by looking. You might say the whole plan of

salvation is in two words—Giving ; Receiving. God

gives ; I receive.

I remember, after one of the terrible battles in the Ameri

can Civil War—I was in the army tending soldiers—and I

had just laid down one night, past midnight, to get a little

rest, when a man came and told me that a wounded soldier
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The Dying Soldier.

wanted to see me. I went to the dying man. He said :

" I wish you to help me to die." I said : " I would help

you to die if I could. I would take you on my shoulders

and carry you into the kingdom of God if I could ; but I

cannot. I can tell you of One that can." And I told him

of Christ being willing to save him, and how Christ left

heaven and came into the world to seek and to save that

which was lost. I just quoted promise after promise, but

all was dark, and it almost seemed as if the shades of eternal

death were gathering around his soul. I could not leave

him, and at last I thought of the third chapter of John, and

I said to him : " Look here, I am going to read to you now

a conversation that Christ had with a man that went to

Him when he was in your state of mind, and inquired what

he was to do to be saved." I just read that conversation

to the dying man, and he lay there with his eyes riveted

upon me, and every word seemed to be going home to his

heart, which was open to receive the truth. When I came

to the verse where it says, "As Moses lifted up the serpent

in the wilderness, even so must the Son of Man be lifted

up : that whosoever believeth in Him should not perish,

but have eternal life," the dying man cried, "Stop, sir; is

that there ? " " Yes, it is all here." Then he said, " Won't

you please read it to me again ? " I read it the second time.

The dying man brought his hands together, and he said,

" Bless God for that. Won't you please read it to me

again ? " I read through the whole chapter, but long before

the end of it he had closed his eyes. He seemed to lose all

interest in the rest of the chapter, and when I got through

it his arms were folded on his breast, he had a sweet smile

on his face, and remorse and despair had fled away. His

lips were quivering, and I leant over him, and heard him

faintly whisper from his dying lips, " As Moses lifted up

the serpent in the wilderness, even so must the Son of Man

be lifted up : that whosoever believeth in Him should not

perish, but have eternal life." He opened his eyes, and

fixed his calm, deathly look on me, and he said, " Oh, that

is enough ; that is all I want ! " and in a few hours he

pillowed his dying head upon the truth of those two verses,

and rode away on one of the Saviour's chariots, and took

his seat in the kingdom of God.

May God help every lost one to look on the Lamb of God

which taketh away the sin of the world. d. l. moody.



THREE SCENES IN THE FACE

OF ETERNITY.

"THE SHIP SEEMED TO BE FAST SETTLING DOWN.'

On the third day the gale had increased until it was now blowing

a hurricane. About noon the ship was struck by a heavy sea,

which threw her almost on her beam-ends, causing her to take in

a'great quantity of water.



THREE SCENES IN THE FACE OF

ETERNITY—Scene I.

HE closing days of January, 1849, found

H.M.S. "Hercules" leaving Amherst, in

the Bay of Bengal, with a cargo of teak for

H.M. Dockyard at Chatham. All went well

with our ship till nearing the Isle of France.

A gale having sprung up, our captain,

an old and experienced Indian navigator, began to

prepare for a storm. On the third day the gale had in

creased until it was now blowing a hurricane. About noon

the ship was struck by a heavy sea, which threw her almost

on her beam-ends, causing her to take in a great quantity

of water. Our old and skilful captain had now given up all

hope of her righting again, and we were all expecting a

watery grave. I thought of home, my parents, brothers,

and sisters that I should never see again. But only for

a few moments were my thoughts thus occupied, for as

the ship seemed to be fast settling down I then heard a voice

speaking within asking, " Where am I going ? Where ! oh,

where am I going ? " It was as if a voice spoke louder than

the hurricane. No ray of hope came to my relief then, no

word of comfort from false props, but in a moment the

answer seemed to come with a terrific force, " I am going to

Hell ! " Oh ! the awful anguish of that hour no tongue can

describe, nor did I ever speak of it till years had passed away.

The hurricane abated, and our noble old ship righted

herself. We are saved, as it were, by a miracle.

Scene II.

Years passed away, and the writer was again homeward

bound, in a smaller vessel (H.M.S. " Daring "), after an

absence of four years from England in the West Indies, with

many hardships, and hard service, which had told heavily

on our ship and crew. We were nearing England, when over

taken by a heavy gale, which increased so much that our

captain had serious doubts about our living it out in our

worn condition, and having done all that could be done, he

kept at his post watching all that dark night (or the greater

part of it), and waiting for daylight ; though it was thought

by some of the older seamen we should never see another

morning. Then once more God spoke to me. I was still

unsaved. I dreaded to meet death because I dreaded to

meet a holy God, and when I thought about Him " I was
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troubled " (Psa. 77. 3) ; anguish of soul, regrets for the

past possessed me. I had nothing to cheer me in that dark

night, but, on the contrary, " a certain fearful looking for

of judgment " (Heb. 10. 27). But God was again merciful

to us. Our vessel arrived safely at Spithead, bringing

with us some of the marks of that heavy gale.

Years again rolled away. I had settled down and had

now formed a home of my own ; a young family was growing

up around me. I was still in H.M. Navy. I became very

religious, attended a place of worship as often as my duties

would allow me, vainly hoping that by these means, and

by doing my best, God would surely give me some credit

for it, and I might hope for a reward ; little thinking that

at that very time " I was without God, without Christ, and

without hope in the world " (Eph. 2. 12). But God sought

and found this religious sinner, who was an alien and a

stranger to Him, with all his fancied good deeds, and sent

one of His servants, Harrison Ord, long resident in Aus

tralia, to invite me to a meeting he was going to take. I

went. He was a faithful and earnest man of God, and spoke

from the third chapter of Romans. I fully appreciated his dis

course up to a certain point. Then he startled me by saying,

" The most amiable lady in this town out of Christ is as

near Hell as the greatest drunkard in it." I thought, what

a dreadful thing to say. I left that meeting highly indig

nant with him, and gave him the cold shoulder, prated away

to my wife about such preaching as that, but at the same

time was very unsettled, and at times very unhappy. The

conviction came, and deepened. Can it be true, I thought,

that a man like me, who never drank a glass of intoxicating

liquor in my life, can be in the same boat with the drunkard ;

a man who never swore, be on the same platform as the

blasphemer ; a man who was filled with religion to be classed

with an irreligious man ? I was led to search and see for

myself, and there in that same chapter God Himself de

clares it : " There is no difference ; for all have sinned, and

come short of the glory of God " (Rom. 3. 23). I found I

was all wrong. God must be true. Soon I was led to see

I was a lost sinner, needing a lost sinner's Saviour. I saw

how " He was wounded for my transgressions, He was

bruised for my iniquities, the chastisement of my peace was

upon Him," and believing on the Lord Jesus Christ as my
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Saviour " I was healed " (Isa. 53. 5). I found Him whom

my soul loveth, was able to sing, " Happy day ! when Jesus

washed my sins away," and at once started for Heaven and

home. Over thirty years I have been, by God's grace, on

the journey, and still rejoice in Christ Jesus day by day.

Scene III.

Again the scene changes. I had left H.M. service, and

was now in charge of a mission yacht, owned by a Christian

nobleman (Lord Teynham), long since gone to the better

land, and we were on our way to the Shetland Islands, to

carry the good news of salvation to those hardy islanders.

A steady breeze was blowing when off the Yorkshire

coast, which rapidly freshened to a gale, and, unable any

longer to steer our course, we were compelled to run before

that fearful gale in the North Sea under bare poles. The

heavy seas, like huge monsters, rolling up under our stern,

roaring and threatening to engulf our little vessel and crew ;

and at midnight, with all its fearful darkness, we found the

little craft had shipped so much water that we feared she

was settling down, and another sea like the last that rolled

over her would hurl us into a watery grave. The subject of

this narrative was at the helm, and having committed all his

loved ones to His care and keeping, expecting the next sea

to land us in eternity, he was able to sing :

*' Jesus, Lover of my soul,

Let me to Thy bosom fly,

While the nearer waters roll,

While the tempest still is high."

Not expecting to sing the verse through, but, God be praised,

He permitted me to sing the whole hymn through.

What a contrast between that night and the other two

recorded here ! No gloom, no doubt, no dread ; but peace,

perfect peace. As one who has been face to face with

eternity, and who has tested the two sides {with and without

Christ), both in view of Heaven and Hell, let me entreat

you, if unsaved, to haste and find shelter under " the

precious blood of Christ " (1 Peter 1). It will stand the

storm as well as the calm, in sickness or health, in adversity

or prosperity, afloat or ashore, amid the icebergs of the

northern seas, or under the scorching sun of the tropics.

May you, my fellow-sinner, now ask yourself this question :

" WHERE ! OH, WHERE AM I GOING ? " R. C.



"HIGH-LEVEL JACK."

VISITORS rushing into the Central Station in the Scotch

express are at once introduced to two of the wonders

of Newcastle-on-Tyne—the old castle, a wonder c f the

past, built by Henry II. in the year 1 177, and the high-level

bridge, one of the wonders of modern engineering, com

menced in 1846, and opened for traffic on 4th February,

1856. Designed by Robert Stephenson, and built at a cost

of nearly half a million, it contains a roadway for public

traffic, and overhead a railway track, 112 feet above the

TI1E UIGll-LKVLX AND SW1NG 11UIDGK3 OVKIt THE IUVEIt TYNfa,.

river. One of the few bridges throughout Britain connecting

city with city, on which a toll continues to be charged, and,

in measure, superseded by the new King Edward VII. rail

way bridge, it yet remains the pride of " canny Newcastle."

Years ago, with other lads, 1 remember following a man

who helped to build this famous bridge, and calling after

him, " High-level Jack, with the chapel on his back."

Jack s story was interesting. In 1848 he was doing some

work on the upper portion of the bridge when the plank on
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which he stood slipped, and he fell. He might readily

have been dashed to death, but several feet below the

treacherous plank, on the lower part of the scaffolding, a

huge nail projected. In his fall the moleskin trousers which

Jack wore were caught in this nail, and he was suspended

in midair, between life and death.

The nail was strong, the cloth was good, and it held till

his mates had time to lower ropes and reach their alarmed

fellow-workman. In these awful moments Jack was

thoroughly awakened to the realities of eternity, so

awakened that he found no rest until he accepted the

invitation of the only One who can give true heart rest.

Jesus said—" Come unto Me all ye that labour and are

heavy laden, and I will give you rest" (Matt. n. 28).

High-level Jack, weary and heavy laden with sin, said—

" Just as I am, without one plea,

But that Thy Blood was shed for me;

And that Thou bidst me come to Thee—

O Lamb of God, I come."

A sinner saved by grace, High-level Jack henceforth tra

velled the country as a local preacher, his fame being spread

abroad by his thrilling experience and his earnestness indi

cated by the suggestion of " the chapel on his back." Many

who heard him were turned "from darkness to light, and

from the power of Satan unto God " (Acts 26. 18).

You may never drop 100 feet, but if you are not " born

again " (John 3. 3-7), and stand before the Great White

Throne, you will be amongst those of whom it shall be true,

" And whosoever was not found written in the Book of Life

was cast into the lake of fire " (Rev. 20. 15). Awful descent

with nothing to intercept, and no hope of a return I

As in that fateful moment, Jack was brought face to face

with "life and death, blessing and cursing " (Deut. 30. 19),

so may you consider your latter end, and see ahead of you

" life eternal" (Matt. 25. 46), or "the second death " (Rev.

12. 8) ; the bliss of the ransomed, or the curse of the Christ

rejecter. And as Jack was led to wholeheartedly make his

choice, " Christ for me," so may you be led to "choose life"

(Deut. 30. 19), and choose it now. " He that believeth on

the Son hath everlasting life ; and he that believeth not the

Son shall not see life, but the wrath of God abideth on him "

(John 3. 36). On which side are you now ? on which side

will you be in the coming great Eternity ? Hyp.



INFIDELITY'S END, FAITHS END,

YOUR END.

WHEN Solon, theAthenian sage, at one time the political

leader of the Greeks , was asked by the rich Eastern

King of Lydia, whose capital was Sardis, and whose wealth

was a proverb, "Who was the happiest man he had ever

known?" Solon replied, "Call no man happy until you

know the nature of his death . ' '

When Croesus, the proud, wealthy King of Lydia was

conquered by Cyrus, and reduced to nothing, it is said that

in the hour of his misfortunes he remembered with regret

the words of Solon, which in his prosperity he had despised.

When he was stretched on the pile to be burned to death,

he exclaimed, ' 'Solon ! Solon ! Solon, let all who are proud,

haughty, and prosperous learn from my end."

One of the ancient poets composed some striking lines

upon what Solon said, which are well worthy of notice:

' ' Let mortals hence be taught to look beyond

The present time, nor dare to say a man

Is happy till the last decisive hour

Shall close his life without the taste of woe."

Illustrations are not wanting to prove how true this is.

Two men died in America the same year—Colonel Inger-

sol, the infidel, and D. L. Moody, the evangelist. What

a striking contrast between the latter end of these two

famous men ! Sadness and gloom characterises the former ,

gladness and triumph the latter.

The death of the infidel had not a ray of hope ; his wife

and daughter, who loved him passionately, could not bear

to have the body removed from the house until corruption

made it compulsory. A daily paper describes the scene

at the crematory as ' ' being enough to break the hardest

heart with pity, however little you might sympathise

with the views of him who had passed away."

The death of D. L. Moody was one of the brightest ever

witnessed. As the son sat beside his father he heard him

speak in a low tone of voice. The words he heard were,

"Earth is receding, Heaven is opening, God is calling."

"You are dreaming, father," said the son. "No, Will,

this is no dream. I have been within the gates. Is this

death? This is not bad; there is no valley. This is bliss.

This is glorious." Thus Moody, the great soul-winner,

passed into the presence of his Lord and Master .

The tremendous contrast between infidelity and Chris
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tianity as witnessed in the end of these two leaders must

strike every thoughtful man. The one was inglorious and

the other glorious, the one weakness the other victory.

Who ever heard of a true Christian on his death -bed

repent that he had become a Christian ? None ! Many true

COLONEL INGER80L, THE INFIIH'L.

Christians have repented that they had not yielded them

selves to Christ earlier in life, or that their lives had not

been more truly Christ-like. But none ever repented that

they had come to the Lord Jesus Christ and received Him

as their Saviour and Lord , or served H im as Master and Lord.
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On the other hand, many infidels have been seized with

remorse and died in the bitterest soul agony. Not one case

of an infidel's death has ever been recorded who died in

triumph like D. L. Moody or Augustus Toplady, the

celebrated writer of "Rock of Ages." Toplady said

D. U. H JODY, T:i KVA^GELIST.

to those at his bedside, from whom he was taking a last

earthly farewell, "No mortal man could live in the body

and see what he had seen and enjoy what he had en

joyed." Even the late Professor F. W. Newman, the

writer of "Phases of Faith," or* rather, "Phases of

Infidelity," repented, and a notice of his death in the Times
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stated, that "on his death-bed he drew nearer to Christ."

If the truth were really known there are no happy

infidels. Many who have been converted from infidelity

have declared it, and they ought to know. Dare any

infidel, from Bolingbroke to Charles Bradlaugh, or from

Bradlaugh to the most blatant living infidel to-day, have

his life exposed so before the eyes of God and men , that as

the late C . H . Spurgeon said when challenged : ' 'You can

write my life across the sky ifyou like."

' 'Conscience makes cowards of us all," said the keenest

observer and most fascinating delineator of human nature .

Instead of conscience driving men to God , who has revealed

Himself in grace as a Saviour God, they fly to what is only

like the deceptive mirage in the desert.

Every son of Adam's race requires to be cleansed from

his sins before he can enter God's holy presence and be

happy there . The death of Christ for our sins has met all

the claims of justice upon us, and is therefore the basis of

our clearance or justification from our sins. Faith in the

testimony of God rendered in His holy Word is the in

strumental means of our justification or eternal clearance.

Three verses make it plain : ' 'Much more then , being now

justified by His Blood, we shall be saved from wrath

through Him" (Rom. 10. 9); "By Him all that believe

are justified from all things" (Acts 13. 39); "Therefore

being justified by faith, we have peace with God through

our Lord Jesus Christ ' ' (Rom . 5 . 1 ) .

Peace with God is the result of justification , and it is the

privilege of every believer to enjoy it; not to enjoy.it is

to dishonour the finished work of Christ that made it, and

the testimony of the Word of God that proclaims it .

Has it ever struck you that there are seventy deaths a

minute ; four thousand two hundred every hour ; one

hundred thousand eight hundred every day; seven hun

dred and five thousand six hundred every week ; thirty -six

million six hundred and ninety-one thousand every year?

Steady yourself for a minute and think ! Stand still and

look over your past. Bring the future into the present.

Ask yourself this question: "If I were in this vast pro

cession this day , this week , where would my soul be ? "

" To-day thou Iivcst yet, For ere to-morrow comes

To-day turn thee to God, Thou may 'st be with the dead." p.w.
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TT was in the autumn of 1906 that the event took place

.*. which I have always regarded as the turning-point in my

life—the crucial hour when I passed "from darkness to light."

My parents being adherents of the Church of Scotland, I

was in infancy christened by a minister of that denomina-

W M. HOBEBTSON.

tion, and my early years were moulded, so far as religious

instruction was concerned, in that fold. I can still remember

how my childish heart was stirred with unspeakable emotion

as the lives of patriarch and prophet were depicted in living

words and vivid colours by Sunday school teachers and

others. The necessity of my being born again," however,

was never brought home to me, and I reached maturer

I
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years religiously blind to the verities of Gospel truth.

Having a form of godliness, I was nevertheless devoid of

its power, nor was my state a merely negative one, for in

early years my life was biased, overweighted by an evil

habit which left me an easy prey to the enemy of souls. To

that contamination of my early years I can trace most of

the miseries and not a few of the failures of my after life.

Having reached the age when I could " work for myself,"

I gladly threw off the restraints of school life, and entered

the employment of the Singer Manufacturing Company,

whose works were adjacent to my home at Radnor Park,

Clydebank. The associations formed at this period of my

life had not a little to do with my education in the sinful

pleasures of this Christless age. At length, tired of the

monotony of industrial life, I enlisted in His Majesty's

Army, joining the "Gay Gordons," and donning the garb of

the Highlanders. Three years spent under military dis

cipline did not tame the rebellious spirit within. Removed

from home influences, my progress on the downward path

became ever more rapid, and the close of my brief military

career found me if anything deeper dyed in sin, more

skilful in the pursuit of sinful pleasure. Having served the

stipulated period with the colours I was transferred to the

Reserve, and once more took up the routine of civilian life.

Some one has said that : " Man is by nature rather a

vituperative than a complimentary animal. The language

of satire and censure has a far greater place in his life thati

that of praise." Whatever may be the truth of this, in

reference to men in general, it was certainly true of myself

at the time when the doctrines of Socialism first gripped

me. Brought into touch at my employment with men who

were enthusiastic in their advocacy of the "red flag"

movement, I began to investigate the matter and greedily

devoured the contents of standard works on the subject.

At first it was simply the economic aspect of the movement

that appealed to me, and I was rather afraid to embrace the

practical atheism of prominent advocates of Socialism.

From being merely indifferent to religion, I became more

and more bitter against it until at last I found no greater

delight than blaspheming and ridiculing the Christian Faith.

The vituperative element in my make-up had now full scope,

and many and bitter were the onslaughts made upon those
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who dared to declare their faith in God and the Bible.

Identifying myself with the Independent Labour Party, I

gave myself up to the fascinating follies which pass current

for truth with so many. My favourite papers at that

time were the Clarion, Labour Leader, and Justice.

Along with these I might mention as contributing agents

in my "mental make-up" Robert Blatchford's ' God

and My Neighbour," " Not Guilty," and other writings.

I also found time to read the productions of Tom Payne,

Ingersoll, Bradlaugh, Voltaire, and a host of others, all

hostile to the Gospel of Christ. One sentence from

Karl Marx might well have constituted my creed of

negation—' The idea of God is a lie."

In the midst of my rebellion against God I happened to

come across an intimation in a local paper of a special

mission that was to be conducted by John M Neill, the

well-known Scottish evangelist. I had heard a good deal

about this preacher, and the thought occurred to me, Why

not go and hear what he has to say ? At first I scouted the

idea and heaped ridicule upon those who were sympathetic

to the mission. Try as I would, however, I could not shake

off the conviction to go and hear for myself. Others, who

like myself cared little for such services, were persuaded to

attend, and at last I consented to go also. The first time I

attended, the tent in which the services were being conducted

was packed, and, not altogether sorry for this, I managed to

squeeze in at the back. What the sermon was about that

night I cannot say, but something seemed to lay hold of me

which I could not shake off. Though I flung myself more

recklessly than ever into the pleasures and follies of sin, still

this strange something clung to me. My favourite Socialist

literature seemed to lose taste, and it began to dawn upon

me that life was too real to be frittered away in denunciation

and infidelity. Unable to explain why, I continued to

attend the meetings, every service leaving me more and

more discontented and miserable. As the great verities of

sin and salvation were proclaimed and the joys of the

redeemed were sung, an unutterable yearning took

possession of me. What was my life ? Where would it

all end ? These Christians were different from the

ordinary professors, and seemed to possess a peace that

nothing could disturb. What if after all my talk and vain
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glorious boasting hell should be my portion ? Thoughts

such as these kept flitting through my mind, and, though I

did not know it then, the Holy Spirit was dealing very

definitely with me. At last, one Lord's day evening when

the mission wag about to close, I yielded myself

unreservedly to the Lord Jesus Christ. Sitting in my seat,

I looked to Him who " was wounded for my transgressions

and bruised for my iniquities " (Isa. 53. 5). There was

no violent emotion - or excitement, but a peace hitherto

unknown stole over my heart and I realised what it meant

to pass from darkness into light. Christ was as real to me

as if I had gazed upon Him with my bodily eyes.

Receiving Him, I was born from above (John 3. 3-7).

On reaching home I went alone with God, and never

shall I forget the ecstasy of joy that flooded my soul as I

knelt in prayer. It seemed as if the glory of heaven had

flooded the room. Words utterly fail me to describe the

realisation I had of the presence of God. Lest the reader

should think that this is imagination or mere pious vapouring,

let me say that I was never more sensible than at that time.

Cold-hearted, hard-headed men of the world may reason

and argue, but the soul that has once experienced the

pardoning grace of God needs no other argument. There

was little sleep for me that night, and when morning

dawned I spoke of my new experience to many.

Some tried to laugh me out of my experience, others said

it would wear off, and not a few suspected that I had gone

suddenly insane ! It was a glorious insanity, however, and

I am still at large and if anything more joyous than ever !

Many and varied have been the scenes through which I

have passed since then ; trials and tribulations have beset my

path, but with joy let me say it, " There hath not failed

one word of all His good promise" (1 Kings 8. 56). In

every experience of life I have proved that He is a Sun and

Shield. Feeble and imperfect has been my service, cold at

times has been my love, but this I know that "whereas I

was blind, now I see " (John 9. 25).

Remember there is but one way. Jesus said, I am the

Way, the Truth, and the Life, no man cometh unto the

Father but by Me." Flee at once to Him. Cast yourself

upon His mercy, for He hath said, " him that cometh

to Me, I will in no wise cast out." w. M. R.



SAVED IN THREE MINUTES.

AT the close of the morning service not long since a

messenger met me, requesting that I would go at once

to a neighbouring house to see a young man who was con

sidered to be near his end. I hurried to the place accord-

DR. A. J. GORDON, AUTHOR ANP I'JtKACHI It, BOSTON.

ingly, and being ushered into the room I sat down by the

bed of the dying youth. Knowing the time was short, I

came at once to the all-important subject, and said, " My

dear friend, I see that you are very ill. Are you prepared

for what may be before you ? " " Oh, if I only were ! " he

replied, giving me a look in which despair and importunity

seemed strangely blended, " and if I could be spared two or
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three weeks I believe I might be prepared ; but the doctor

tells me I can only live a few hours."

So saying he caught hold of my hand, and held it as a

drowning- man might hold to a plank or an overhanging

limb. ' Three weeks in order to be saved ! " I exclaimed ;

" let me tell you how you may be saved in three minutes."

So saying I opened the Word of God, and read, " As many

as received Him, to them gave He power to become the

sons of God, even to them that beiieve on His Name "

(John 1. 12). " If I give you this gold watch," I asked,

how long would it take you to receive it ? Could you not

take it at once ? " He assented that he could. " The gift

of God is eternal life " (Rom. 6. 23), I said, reading again

from the Bible. " What have you to do with a gift ? Do

you buy it, or beg it, or wait a long time to be prepared to

accept it ? Now, God has given you His Son and eternal

life in Him, so that the scripture declares, ' He that hath

the Son of God hath life ' (l John 5. 12). In order to have

a gift you must take it ; in order to have the Son of God

you must take Him."

"But how can I take Him? Tell me actually the way

to do it," he exclaimed. Turning to Romans 10. 9, I said,

Here we have the way told exactly, ' If thou shalt confess

with thy mouth the Lord Jesus, and believe in thine

heart that God hath raised Him from the dead, thou shalt

be saved.' Now, if you want to be saved, just accept the

Lord Jesus as your Saviour, and tell Him that you do so.

I went away to attend to other duties, confident that faith

had been exercised, and in the early evening I called again.

1 was shown into the room where the conversation had taken

place, and there lay the young man in the still sleep of death,

but with the calm of heaven on his face. " Oh, if you could

only have heard him talk after you went away ! " said the

lady of the house. " He called us all in, and said, ' Isn't it

wonderful ? That minister showed me how I could be saved

in three minutes, when I thought I must have weeks.' Such

a triumphant death," said the lady, I never witnessed be

fore." Blessed be God for a Gospel that can save us in

three minutes—yea, in one minute, when we simply believe

on God's Son. Be assured that now, if you accept Christ,

" this day is salvation come to thy house." Will you

at this moment believe and be saved ? A.J.G.



THE TESTIMONY OF A CONVERTED

BREWER.

FREDERICK N. CHARRINGTON
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BREWER.

IN the east of London, with its population of

two millions of souls, two names are exceed

ing familiar, viz., those of Dr. Barnardo,

now at home with the Lord, and Frederick

N. Charrington. Dr. Barnardo's work,

which was unique, was mostly among the

young, 50,000 of whom were rescued from slumdom. For

forty years Mr. Charrington has been ceaselessly engaged in

works of faith and labours of love among the poor and needy.

F. N. Charrington is the son of a brewer, his father

being a partner of the huge brewing concern of Char

rington, Head & Co., Mile End, London. After leaving

college Mr. Charrington was sent to learn the brewing

business. On a continental tour he became acquainted at

Cannes with Mr. William Rainsford, son of Mr. Marcus

Rainsford, a gifted and evangelical clergyman, who was

minister of Belgrave Chapel, London, for many years. Mr.

Charrington invited Mr. Rainsford to pay him a visit at his

home. The invitation was accepted, and the young men

seemed to enjoy each other's society. Mr. Rainsford, who

was a real Christian, had been in a backslidden state of

soul, did not at first confess Christ before Mr. Charrington.

One night, in the course of conversation, Mr. Rainsford

acknowledged that he was a Christian, and asked his friend

if he was saved. Mr. Charrington was startled by the

suddenness of the thrust, and tried hard to parry it. But

it was of no use, for Mr. Rainsford pressed the question

home, and had this consolation that Mr. Charrington

promised to read carefully the third chapter of the Gospel

of John. Before retiring to rest, without any special con

cern or anxiety of soul, Mr. Charrington commenced to

peruse the life-giving words of John 3. 16. On reaching

the last verse of the chapter : " He that believeth on the

Son hath everlasting life : and he that believeth not the

Son shall not see life ; but the wrath of God abideth on him,"

he saw that Christ had finished the work for him on Calvary,

and by believing the good news he was the happy possessor

of everlasting life, and was able to say truthfully :

" God loved—God gave—

I believe—and I'm saved."

The love of Christ constrained the young convert to make

known to others what great things God had done for him.
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Hearing of a Gospel effort that was being carried on by two

Christians in a hay-loft in one of the Mile End slums, he

joined forces with them, and the work grew and spread.

Two mission halls were erected, one for boys and one for

girls ; a boys' home being secured afterwards.

Mr. Charrington's story of how he gave up his connection

with his father's firm is exceedingly interesting and deeply

instructive. One evening he was going from business to

the tiay-loft where the school was held, and Mr. Charrington

will tell what happened: "As I approached the public-

house a poor woman with two or three children dragging at

her skirts, went up to the swing doors, and calling out to her

husband inside, she said, ' O Tom, do give me some money ;

the children are crying for bread.' At that the man came

through the doorway. He made no reply in words. He

looked at her for a moment, and then knocked her down

into the gutter. Just then I looked up and saw my own

name ' Charrington ' in huge gilt letters on the top of the

public-house, and it suddenly flashed into my mind that

this was only one case of dreadful misery and fiendish

brutality in one of the several hundreds of public-houses

that our firm possessed. I realised that there were pro

bably numbers of similar cases arising from this one public-

house alone. I thought as if in a flash, whatever the actual

statistics might have been, there was at anyrate an appal

ling and incalculable amount of wretchedness and degrada

tion caused by our enormous business. It was a crushing

realisation, the most concrete, unavoidable object lesson

that a man could possibly have. What a frightful re

sponsibility for evil rested upon us ! And then and there,

without any hesitation, I said to myself, in reference to the

sodden brute who had knocked his wife into the gutter,

' Well, you have knocked your poor wife down, and with

the same blow you have knocked me out of the brewery

business.' I knew I could never bear the awful responsi

bility of so much guilt upon my soul. I could not possibly

allow myself to be a contributory cause, and I determined

whatever the result, I would never enter the brewery

again."

Mr. Charrington told his father he would have nothing

whatever to do with the business. The father's anger and

disappointment were intense, but his son was unmoved.
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THE BREWERY IN 1912.

F. N. Charrington is the centre of the three figures
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Mr. Charrington gave up one million and a quarter of money,

equal to about £1000 a week or

£52,000 A YEAR FOR CONSCIENCE' SAKE.

His father on his death-bed sent for him, and said : " Fred,

you have chosen the better part which will never be taken

away," and then whispered in his ear, " I am afraid I have

left you very badly off, but it is too late now," and shortly

afterwards died.

Mr. Charrington left his luxurious house and took a small

house in the district where he laboured, gathering around

him a band of earnest soul-winners. The work increased

and extended. A tent was secured for evangelistic meetings,

gifted evangelists preached the Gospel with freshness and

power, and many were soundly converted to God. A large

tent seating fifteen hundred was filled. Open-air meetings

were started in Mile End Waste and in other parts of the

district, with the result that it was felt necessary to erect

a large building to accommodate the thousands of persons

who were being reached. Through the aid of numbers of

the Lord's stewards the Great Assembly Hall, Mile End

Road, was erected. The hall is one of the largest buildings

that has ever been erected in Britain for Gospel services.

It holds five thousand persons, and during the past twenty-

seven years it has been open every night in the week, and

thousands of souls have been rescued from the slavery

and penalty of sin.

Mr. Charrington, now in his sixty-third year, has never

been married. He has spent his life among the poor and

needy of the East End, seeking to spread the Gospel of God's

matchless grace, and doing what he could for the ameliora

tion of the condition of the people of the district. How

true are the words of the Lord, "Them that honour Me,

/ will honour" (1 Sam. 2. 30). Mr. Charrington has

earned the gratitude and esteem of thousands, and in the

crowning day that is. coming the Lord will abundantly

recompense him for his arduous and self-denying toil. "The

Great Acceptance "* is a most interesting and stimulating

biography of one who gave up all that the world holds dear

to please the Lord Jesus Christ. A. m.

• The Great Acceptance. The Life Story of F. N. Charrington. By Guy Thome.

Hodder & Stoughton, London. 13th edition. This remarkable volume and one dozen

of this number oi Herald of Salvation post tree to any address lor 4s., or $1.



LIGHT IN THE MIDST OF DARKNESS.

IN this land we live in light—like the angel whom John

saw—we "stand in the sun" in our island home. Others

boast their balmy air, and richer fruits, and sunnier skies;

but our religious and civil advantages more than compensate

DR. THOMAS GUTI1IUK, FAMOUS SrOTTiSH PREACHER, 1803-1873.

for the fogs that veil these skies, and the storms that rage

our rugged shores. The lines have fallen to us in pleasant

places. Happy the land where the light of the Gospel

streams from printing presses, and the candle of the Lord

shines bright in its humblest cottages. Multitudes gather

in churches, chapels, mission halls, and open-air Gospel

meetings every Lord's Day to celebrate the triumphs of the
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cross—the great battle won on the heights of Calvary. Men

need not perish. Better lighted than our streets, or those

iron coasts along which our seamen steer, or the harbours

which they boldly take in winter's blackest night. " The

wayfaring men, though fools, shall not err therein" (Isa 35. 8).

Notwithstanding the fulness of our light, what multitudes

are wrecked—miserably perishing. We are in darkness till

we are converted ; being blind, not by accident but by nature

—born blind. We shall not always be blind. In another

world men shall see and regret the folly they were guilty of

in this ; eternity will open the blindest eyes, but open them

alas! too late. " He lift up his eyes, being in torments."

The greatest mistake is to miss the path to heaven ; yet

how many, turning from Christ, who says, " I am the way,

and the truth, and the life" (John 14. 6), have missed, and

are missing it ? Some think that their charities, and public

usefulness, and household duties, will save them. Some

think, that by going the round and lifeless routine of prayers,

and preachings, and sacraments, and outward services, they

will certainly secure the favour of God. Some think they

may go on with impunity in a course of sin, and at any

time they please veer round on the other tack, all fancying

the while that they are on the road to heaven, when every

step they take, and every day they live, is carrying them

farther and farther away.

No man wishes or intends to go to hell, and who, but one

plunged in the ignorance of deepest darkness, would choose

death rather than life, embrace sin rather than the Saviour,

and waving away the cup of salvation to seize a poisoned

chalice, would drink down damning draughts of forbidden

pleasure ? May God by His Holy Spirit open your eyes to

this awful truth. Seized with holy horror at the sight,

fling the temptation from you, and turn to Him, who, with

love burning in His heart, kindness beaming in His looks,

forgiveness on His lips, and the cup of salvation in His

hand, cries, " If any man thirst, let him come unto Me, and

drink" (John 7. 37). Here is peace that passeth under

standing, joys that will bear the morning's reflection,

pleasures for evermore.

Since the blood of Christ cleanseth from all sin, and

salvation is without merit, and God is not willing that any

should perish, betake thyself to the Saviour lest thou perish

—the victim of thy guiltiest sins. DR. guthrie.



NOT GOOD ENOUGH FOR HEAVEN,

NOT BAD ENOUGH FOR HELL.

'THE SECOND ASSURANCE I FOUND IN GOD*S WORD"

'I have the 'assurance' of the Word of the living God that all

who believe on Him who did it all, and paid it all,

are eternally saved" (John 6. 28, 47).



NOT GOOD ENOUGH FOR HEAVEN, AND

NOT BAD ENOUGH FOR HELL.

F you were to die to-night would you go to

heaven ? " " Oh, no, I am not good

enough for that ! " " If you were to die

to-night would you go to hell ? " "I am

not bad enough for that ! " " Well, then,

if you were to die to-night would you go

to purgatory ? " " Bless you, no ! " was the instantaneous

response ; ' I am an Orangeman, and don't believe there is

any such place." Such was part of a conversation that took

place between two men several years ago.

Others, besides Orangemen, when asked where they would

be if suddenly ushered into eternity, declare that they are

not "good enough " to go to heaven, and not " bad enough "

to go to hell. Where, then, would they go ? Multitudes of

persons suppose that it is good people " who g t to heaven,

and that it is " bad " persons who are sent to hell. God's

Word declares that " there is none righteous, no, not one "

(Rom. 3. 10) ; that ' there is no difference, for all have

sinned and come short of the glory of God " (verse 23).

"There is none that doeth good, no, not one" (Psa. 14. 3).

True some have fallen farther short of God's standard

than others, but all have ' come short," and "there is no

difference " as to the fact of guilt. " All we like sheep have

gone astray " (Isa. 53. 6). Some have wandered farther

from the path of obedience than others, but all have

departed from it, and " whosoever shall keep the whole law,

and yet offend in one point, he is guilty of all " (James 2.

10). AH deserve sin's wages, which is eternal separation

from God in conscious misery, so that if we received what

our sins merit, not one of us would ever see, or enter, the

abode of bliss. Scripture declares that there are but two

classes of persons, those who are saved and those who are

lost ; those who are justified and those who are condemned ;

those who are travelling on the broad road and those who are

travelling on the narrow.

TO WHICH CLASS DOES THE READER BELONG ? Don't

say that " no one can know." The early Christians knew

that they were saved (Eph. 2. 8, 9), pardoned (Eph. 4. 32),

justified (l Cor. 6. 11), redeemed (Eph. 1. 7), and possessors

of everlasting life. Do you ? It is of no use saying that

you have not " the assurance!" It would be very wrong
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for any one to say that he had the " assurance of salvation "

if he were not a real Christian. I had two " assurances."

The first one was that I was guilty, lost, condemned, and

utterly unable to do anything to save my soul. The second

" assurance " I found in God's blessed Word was this, that

the Lord Jesus Christ was wounded for my transgressions,

and bruised for my iniquities ; that the chastisement of my

peace was upon Him, and through His stripes I was healed!

What a wonderful discovery ! and how blessed the " assur

ance " that the Lord Jesus groaned, bled, suffered, and died

in my room and stead. I have the " assurance " of the

Word of the living God that all who believe on Him who

did it all, and paid it all, are eternally saved (John 6. 28, 47).

God is willing to save you as you read these lines, and

make you His child. Take the lost sinner's place, and

claim the lost sinner's Saviour. " The Son of Man is come

to seek and to save that which was lost " (Luke 19. 10),

therefore He came to seek and to save you. Are you

willing to be saved by the Lord Je;us? Are you willing

to be saved in God's way ? And are you willing to be saved

in God's time ? God's way of salvation is, " Believe on the

Lord Jesus Christ, and thou shalt be saved" (Acts 16. 31).

God's time is now, for " now is the accepted time ; now is

the day of salvation" (2 Cor. 6. 2). At this very moment

God is beseeching you to be reconciled to Him. " God

was in Christ, reconciling the world unto Himself, not im

puting their trespasses unto them; and hath committed

unto us the word of reconciliation. Now then we are

ambassadors for Christ, as though God did beseech you by

us : we pray you in Christ's stead, be ye reconciled to

God" (2 Cor. 5. 19, 20). Perhaps you have been praying

God to be reconciled to you, ignorant of the wondrous fact

that all the time He has been beseeching you to be recon

ciled to Him. The ground on which He can righteously

do so is contained in the succeeding verse : " For He hath

made Him to be sin for us, who knew no sin ; that we

might be made the righteousness of God in Him" (v. 21).

Don't procrastinate. Don't halt between two opinions.

Hearken and believe the royal proclamation, " Be it known

unto you therefore men and brethren, that through this Man

is preached unto you the forgiveness of sins, and by Him

all that believe are justified from all things." A. M.



A SCOTTISH HIGHLANDER'S CONVERSION.

\\ T^HILE holding evangelistic services in the neighbour-

* " hood of Newcastle-on-Tyne, I became acquainted

with a Christian worker, who then occupied an important

.t»mf.s MAcnr.Fnrm »t tttt: TT-srF. or ma xraBU rno^t pat-mer R smpYiim.

position in a large shipbuilding yard. He was good enough

to tell me the story of his conversion, which I will now try

to repeat.

James Macgregor was born and brought up in the High

lands of Scotland. When a young man he crossed the

Tweed and obtained employment on the Tyne. He had, as

most Highlanders have, a great respect for, and reverence

K
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of, God's Word ; for years was a leading member of the

church, and in course of time was elected an office-bearer.

Mr. Macgregor was aroused from his spiritual slumber

through the death of a child. Whilst the mortal remains of

the little one lay in the house previous to interment, the

question was brought before him in power by the Holy

Spirit, " If your body were where your child's is, where

would your soul be ? " The question startled him. Where

would his soul be ? He was moral, respectable, sincere,

and " religious," but was he " born again " ? Whatever

else he was, or had been, the great change of conversion

was absolutely necessary in order to seeing the kingdom of

God. " Verily, verily, I say unto thee," said the Lord

Jesus to Nicodemus, the learned Jewish ruler, " except a

man be born again he CANNOT see the kingdom of God "

(John 3. 3). Instead of acknowledging in God's presence

his lost condition, he became more and more " religious."

The weekly prayer meeting was conscientiously attended,

family worship " was set up, and private devotions were

observed three times a day. Many thought him to be " a

good Christian."

The well-known Scottish evangelist, Donald Ross, an old

friend and fellow-labourer of Duncan Mathieson, visited

the town, and was holding Gospel services in the theatre.

On the invitation of a friend, Mr. Macgregor was persuaded

to attend the meetings. The preaching was most arousing

and searching, and as Mr. Macgregor listened to the truth

proclaimed he became uneasy and unhappy. Hitherto he

believed that "no one could know " his sins were forgiven ;

that if a man did his "best," and acted up to his convictions,

he would have a " good chance " of being saved ' at last."

At the close of one of the services Mr. Macgregor had an

interview with the evangelist. In the course of the

conversation he told Mr. Ross that he had been religiously

brought up, was a member and an office-bearer in the

church, observed family worship, prayed three times daily,

&c. The servant of Christ listened to his story, and putting

his hand on his shoulder, said, " Consider yourself on the

straight road to hell." This was surely plain speaking, but

it was the naked truth. Mr. Macgregor being unsaved was

really on the clean side of the broad road, and was therefore

going " respectably and religiously " to hell.
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The words, " Consider yourself on the straight road to

hell," were carried home in power to Mr. Macgregor's

heart and conscience by the Holy Spirit. " Am I really on

the straight road to hell ? " was the question that he had

to face. He was either on the broad or the narrow way,

condemned or justified, a child of wrath or a son of God.

Which? That night, though he retired to rest, sleep

forsook his eyelids. The crisis in his history had arrived.

A Famdtar Scene on TvneiMe. AN OCR AN ITWKTt IN COT7BBE OF CONSTRUCTION.

Would he justify himself and condemn God ? Or would he

justify God and condemn himself ? His choice was made.

He accepted God's testimony regarding himself, and

acknowledged in His presence that he was lost, helpless,

and hell-deserving.

The following night he was one of the most attentive

listeners in the congregation. As the preacher spoke of the

realities of death, judgment, and eternity, the awakened

one longed to know what he had to do to be saved. At the

close of the service Mr. Ross spoke to him, and asked him
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if he was willing to take the Lord Jesus as his Saviour.

He replied that he was. The preacher, opening his Bible,

read such passages of Scripture as Isaiah 53. 6 ; John 3.

14-16; Acts 13. 38, 39; 1 John 5. 10, 11. The words of

1 John 5. 10, 11 made a deep impression on Mr. Macgregor.

He that believeth not God hath made Him a liar ; because

he believeth not the record that God gave of His Son.

And this is the record, that God hath given to us eternal

life, and this life is in His Son." Hitherto he had supposed

himself incapable of committing such a sin as calling the

living God a " liar," yet His Holy Word declared that

He that believeth not God hath made Him a liar."

Formerly he imagined that he had " always believed " on

Christ, now he knew he was an unbeliever, and as such

was guilty of the horrid sin of calling God a " liar." He

now saw that he had never really believed God's " record "

concerning His Son.

Mr. Macgregor ceased looking within. By faith he

beheld the Lord Jesus dying for him on Calvary's cross,

fulfilling all God's righteous and holy claims. And as

divine justice was satisfied with the finished work of Christ,

he became satisfied with that which satisfied God. The

gloom was dispelled, the light shone into his darkened soul,

and he found joy and peace in believing.

Instead of hoping and doubting he rejoiced in the know

ledge of forgiveness, assured that he was saved—saved not

on account of his prayers, feelings, or works, but solely and

wholly because of the satisfaction rendered by Christ to

God. Then he knew that he was in present possession of

eternal life, not because he felt it, but because God's Holy

Word said so. " He that heareth My Word, and believeth

on Him that sent Me, hath everlasting life, and shall not

come into condemnation, but is passed from death unto

life " (John 5. 24).

Next day when engaged at business in the shipyard

Satan shot his fiery darts at the young convert. " You are

not saved," said the " accuser of the brethren ; " " you are

not saved; don't tell anyone you are saved." The trial,

though short, was sharp and severe. Mr. Macgregor went

into a quiet corner of a ship that was being built, and

opening his Bible read 1 John 5. 10, 11. Three times over

the enemy of souls returned to the attack, and three times
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over the young convert took the "sword of the Spirit, which

is the Word of God" (Eph. 6. 17), and read the same

precious and comforting passage. In answer to Satan's

insinuations, assertions, and accusations, the soldier of the

cross replied, " Devil, you are a liar ; God says I am

saved."

That was surely the right way to defeat the enemy.

" I am a sinner ; Christ died for sinners, therefore He

died for me." This is divine logic. The unsaved

reader should cease thinking of his feelings or failures,

and believe on Him who settled eternally the sin question

on the cross. John Wesley's ground of confidence is

expressed in the lines :

" I the chief of sinners am ;

But Jesus died for me."

Mr. Macgregor grew in grace and in the knowledge of his

Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ. He not only believed on

Christ, but also confessed Him before men. ' If thou shalt

confess with thy mouth the Lord Jesus, and shalt believe in

thine heart that God hath raised Him from the dead, thou

shalt be saved " (Rom. 10. 9). He told his friends, relatives,

and acquaintances what great things God had done for him.

When he mentioned the fact to some of his fellow church

members that God had saved him, they strongly advised him

to "keep it to himself," and not tell anyone. But the "new

wine" burst the old bottles, and he not only witnessed to

the saving and keeping power of Christ, but faithfully warned

the unsaved, especially unconverted professors, of their

danger, and pointed them to Christ, the sinner's Saviour.

More than thirty years have passed since God saved

Mr. Macgregor, and during that time he has gone on

his way rejoicing. The writer has again and again heard

him tell the story of his conversion, emphasising the

fact that though a "religious man for forty years" he

needed to be ' born again," and by believing on the Lord

Jesus he knew that he had forgiveness and eternal life (John

3. 16; 1 John 5. 13). Mr. Macgregor passed to be "with

Christ " on 6th April, 1912, at the ripe age of eighty-two.

Where does the reader stand ? Is he whitewashed with

religion, or is he washed white in the blood of the Lamb ?

Ascertain your whereabouts, and if unsaved take the lost

sinner's place, and claim the lost sinner's Saviour. A. M.



GOD LOVES YOU.

AT the close of a Gospel address I went up and spoke to

a young man whom I thought seemed to be impressed

by the preaching, but I soon found out that he had not

heard a word, for he was deaf and dumb. However, I was

not hindered by that difficulty, for knowing a little of their

language, I just told him the words at the head of this

paper, " God loves you." He looked at me with a vacant

stare, and shaking his head, he replied in the same manner,

" No, no ! I don't believe it ; I know He hates me."

" However can you say so ? " I asked. " I went to church,

and the minister gave an address, which was interpreted to

us, and he said that ' God would forever cast us into hell if

we did not live holy lives and keep His holy command

ments,' and ever since then I have not opened a Bible, I

was so afraid, and of course I never went again."

" What did you come here for; you could not hear any

thing ? " "I don't know why I came." " Shall I tell you,"

I asked. " If you know, you can." " Well, doubtless

you were drawn by an unseen influence, that you might

know that God's love is world-wide, therefore God loves you!"

" I wish I did know it," he said. Taking up a Bible I

turned him to John 3. 16, that grand old verse which has
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brought peace to thousands—"For God so loved the world,

that He gave His only begotten Son, that whosoever

believeth in Him should not perish, but have everlasting

life." The light seemed to shine in little by little, but still

there was a kind of dread, and so turning to many other

scriptures which spoke of God's love, I at last pointed him

to i John 4. 17, 19 : " Herein is our love made perfect, that

we may have boldness in the day of judgment: because as

He is, so are we in this world." " We love Him, because

He first loved us."

Again and again he read them, and the change in his

countenance was wonderful, and taking his note-book out

he wrote all the passages, and after bidding "good-bye,"

he said : " I see it all now, and although dumb, I can praise

God for loving me, and Jesus for dying for me."

God loves you, and has shown that love in giving His

Son to die for you. He delights not in the death of the

sinner (1 Tim. 2. 4). If He did, there would have been no

need for the Lord Jesus to die. I want you to understand

this, and to make no mistake about it, that God loves you.

Now, give Him credit for it by just owning yourself as a

sinner unworthy of such wondrous love, and let that draw

you to Himself, and then you can thank and praise Him,

for He will fill your heart with love to .Him.

" Best of blessings He'll provide you,

Nought but good shall e'er betide you,

Safe to glory He will guide you—

Oh, how He loves I " r. h d.

"AS GOOD AS MY NEIGHBOURS."

WHENEVER I hear anyone say, " I am as good as my

neighbours," I at once conclude that something is

materially wrong. Those who think themselves " as good

as their neighbours " have never got a sight of themselves,

else they would have discovered their own heart to be

" deceitful above all things and desperately wicked " (Jer.

17. 9). I never heard a truly converted person say, " I am as

good as my neighbours."

Job said, " Behold I am vile " (Job 40. 4). Isaiah cried,

" Woe is me ! for I am undone, because I am a man of

unclean lips " (Isa. 6. 5). Peter confessed, " I am a sinful

man " (Luke 5. 8). While Paul, so far from thinking him

self as good as his neighbours, considered himself the " chief

of sinners" (1 Tim. 1. 15). Where do you stand?



HOW THE POLICEMEN TRIUMPHED.

A MEMBER OF THE CITY OF BRISTOL POLICE FORCE.



HOW THE POLICEMAN TRIUMPHED.

MONG the many interesting cases of blessing

resulting from movements in connection

with the Gospel-tent in various parts of

North and South Devon during the summer

of 1873, the following is worthy of record,

illustrating as it does the importance of the

exhortation given by the wise man in Ecclesiastes 11. 6—

" In the morning sow thy seed, and in the evening with

hold not thine hand: for thou knowest not whether shall

prosper, either this or that, or whether they both shall be

alike good."

After three weeks of happy soul-winning work in the

tent at Barnstaple Square, we were about to move it to

Croyde Before starting, a Christian lady asked me to

visit an afflicted sister in the Lord, who lived two and a

half miles distant on the way. Whilst driving along the

road in my Bible-carriage, and supposing I was drawing

near to the place, I searched in my pocket for the

name and address, and discovered I had mislaid it.

Not knowing how to ascertain the whereabouts of this

woman, I was led to stop the horse outside the George Inn,

by the roadside, and inquire of a person who came to the

door whether she knew of any one sick residing in that

neighbourhood. She replied, "No, sir; the only one I

know ill about here is my own dear husband, who is

upstairs dying. We have sent to several ministers to come

to visit him, ftit none of them have yet come." As she

was uttering these words, it seemed to me as though " I

heard the voice of the Lord, saying, Whom shall I send,

and who will go for us ? Then said I, Here am I ; send

me" (Isa. 6. 8).

I immediately accompanied her to the room, and on

entering it who should I discover stretched on his dying-

bed but James Draper, a policeman from Bristol, who was

at the policemen's free tea, given by a beloved Christian

brother at Unity Chapel, St. Philip's, Bristol, about two

years before, when I was present and addressed them,

together with William Nobbs, the converted policeman.

It was evident that the arrow of conviction had then

entered this dear man's conscience, and had been doing its

work from that time to the present. After struggling hard

for some time against the disease of consumption, he was

obliged to yield, and so accepting an invitation to visit his
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wife's parents for change of air, he came to this wayside inn,

where I was providentially led by the unerring wisdom and

good hand of God.

He recognised me at once, and opened his mind freely,

saying he had never been able to rest since that memorable

night of the policemen's tea meeting. He had tried work

ing, weeping, and praying, but could obtain no peace

thereby, and was still as miserable and wretched as ever.

His Bible lay on the bed, and finding it open at the 53rd

of Isaiah (which he had just been reading), 1 took it up, and

directed his attention to the sixth verse—" All we like

sheep have gone astray; we have turned every one to his

own way ; and the Lord hath laid on Him the iniquity

of us all."

"Now, James," I asked, "is the first part of this verse

true concerning you ? " " Yes," he replied, " I have indeed

gone very far astray." " Is the second part true also ? "

" Oh, yes; I have turned to my own way, which has been the

way of sin and death." " Well, then," I remarked, " is

the third part true likewise—' the Lord hath laid on Him

the iniquity of us all?'" He paused and reflected over it

for a few moments, and whilst doing so I saw his counten

ance light up with a peaceful, calm expression of joy, and

lifting his poor attenuated arms and eyes towards heaven,

he cried out, " Thank God, then, I am saved. I do believe

that the Lord laid my iniquities on His dear Son when

hanging, groaning, and bleeding on the tree^ therefore He

would not be just in laying them on me as well, if from my

heart I cry—

' Nothing in my hand I bring,

Simply to Thy cross I cling ;

Naked—come to Thee for dress ;

Helpless—look to Thee for grace ; '

Vile—I to the fountain fly ;

Wash me, Saviour, or I die ! ' "

After being in his company about an hour, I left him

rejoicing in the God of his salvation ; and, like the eunuch

of Acts 8, I also went on my way rejoicing.

A few days after, when visiting the afflicted sister before

mentioned (who was not far from the George Inn), I again

called to see dear James Draper. I found him nearing the

border-land. The hectic flush of consumption stood out on

his cheek in striking contrast to the death-like pallor around.

After commending him to the Lord in prayer, as well as his
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dear sorrowing wife and child, so soon to be left a widow and

fatherless, I said to him previous to my departure, that as it

was probable I should be in Bristol soon, was there any

message I could convey to the policemen and friends there

who knew and loved him ? Gathering up all his remaining

strength, he whispered into my ear, in broken sentences at

intervals : " Tell them all, and tell them freely, that James

Draper is saved by the blood of the Lamb, and is now only

waiting the Lord's time to take him home to the glory, where

he hopes to meet them again—

' The other side of the river, to be happy together,

And never say good-bye.' "

James Draper did not neglect his working, weeping, and

praying, but he did neglect " so great salvation." Perhaps

this is what you are doing at this present moment ?

Escape from eternal woe is utterly impossible if you persist

in neglecting Christ, in whom alone salvation is to be

found. " How shall we escape ? " is the deeply solemn and

unchangeable Word of the living God. No amount of

pleasure, gain, or gratification in this world can ever

make up for eternal misery in the world to come. Why,

then, oh why, should you be so thoughtless, careless,

and negligent about salvation, "which is in Christ

with eternal glory?" Oh, receive Him by faith as your

present Saviour, and then you receive salvation " with

eternal glory ! " Then you possess, as your present and

everlasting portion, "the unsearchable riches of Christ."

All is open and free to faith. " Only believe ; " salvation is

by faith alone—faith in Jesus. " He that believeth on the

Son hath everlasting life." Blessed, glorious, sinner-saving,

God-glorifying fact. Oh, believe it just now ! His Word

can never be truer ; His salvation can never be freer ; and

you can never be more welcome. Why not come now ?

He is waiting for you. It will be joy to His loving heart to

embrace you. It will be joy to all heaven to receive you.

Can you delay ? Surely not ! Flee to the outstretched

arms of His mercy. Flee at once. To-morrow may be too

late. "Behold, now is the accepted time; behold, now is

the day of salvation" (2 Cor. 6. 2).

" Salvation without money, Salvation now— this moment !

Salvation without price, Then why, oh ! why delav ?

Salvation without labour, You may not see to-morrow ;

Believing doth suffice : Now is salvation's day " J. A. v.



"PROFESSION" NOT "POSSESSION;"

OR,

THE FOLLY OF SELF-RIGHTEOUSNESS.

THE FACT WAS MARGERY WAS SELF-RIGHTEOUS.

"Had you asked her the old evangelist's great question, 'Would

God do a righteous tiiing if He cast you into hell ? ' she would have

answered emphatically, 'No.' "
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ER name was Margery D . She was

spoken of as " a good, young woman." Her

friends called her "very religious." It is

true the giddy and trifling shunned her as

" not their sort," but still they respected her,

while the steady, quiet young women felt

honoured by her regard and by her company.

I cannot say any of them loved her. Had you asked

them why, you would have heard various answers. " She

is too religious," or " she is proud," or " she does not think

we are good enough for her," the young and careless would

have told you in a moment, with many more such reasons.

The fact was, Margery was self-righteous. She spoke of

" going to heaven " as though it were as much her right to go

there as to go to her own little room at night, the only home

she knew on earth. But Margery's title to heaven was not

the blood of fesus, but her own model life, her careful church-

going, her Bible-reading, and the saying of her prayers.

The thought of being utterly lost, ruined, and helpless in her

self, and of being saved entirely by the work of Another, and

that other God's own blessed Son, never entered Margery's

mind. Had you asked her the old evangelist's great

question, "Would God do a righteous thing if He cast you

into hell?" she would have answered emphatically, "No."

She had never seen herself in the light of God's presence,

and discovered there the difference between the holy and the

unclean. A soul that comes to God finds out two things—

that he is totally unfit for God; and that God has Him

self provided a way by which he may approach unto Him.

Margery was wrapped tightly round with her own gar

ments. In the dark (as to God's thoughts) they looked

spotless, but the moment came when the Lord brought her

into the light, and she saw herself as she was, "unclean."

She was accustomed to speak of death placidly, as " God's

angel to carry her to the realms above; " and piously she

would fold her hands on hearing of the death of a neigh

bour or acquaintance, and "trust they were prepared for

the great change;" implying that of her own preparation

there could not be a doubt. But then Margery had never

faced death. Strong in nerve and robust in body generally,

death to her looked like an angel who might be sent to any

one else, but from whom she herself by no means expected a

visit, and she as little desired as expected it.
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In one moment the Lord put her face to face with death

and eternity, and then she found she had nothing on which

to rest her soul's salvation. She saw herself then as she

was, a sinner in her sins. A sudden and unlooked-for

accident racked her poor body with pain and her soul with

terror. The surgeons considered it necessary at once to

amputate both leg and arm as the only chance of life, and

they did not hesitate to tell her this chance was small and

the issue more than doubtful. No words could tell her

agony ; the mental torture far exceeding even the sufferings

of the body, great though these were.

Her friends whispered, " Thank God, Margery, you are

prepared for the worst. Thank God, you are not afraid to

die. Whatever comes, you are quite resigned ; you have

led a good life, and have long been ready to go." Poor

Margery ! She only felt, " I am a hypocrite, as well as a

sinner. I have missed everything, for I have missed the

one thing " (John 3. 3-7). Then, I suppose, her first real

prayer went up, " Lord, give me time to find Thee. Lord,

be merciful to me a sinner. I thought myself all right, but I

have missed the one thing needful. Lord, be merciful to

me, a hypocrite as well as a sinner." This was while lying

on the table, where the surgeon's knife was to do its work.

A Christian doctor, standing by, whispered in her ear, just

before the chloroform was administered, " Do you know

Jesus?" "No, I do not," said poor Margery, in reply,

" but I want Him. Do you think He will give me time

enough to find Him, even yet before I die ? I have been a

hypocrite ; I have missed the way of salvation. Will He

give me time ? " " Him that cometh to Me I will in no

wise cast out" (John 6. 37), was the whispered answer;

and then the chloroform was given.

Days passed on, and Margery still lived ; crippled in body ;

humble, penitent, and still distressed in soul. Thus I found

her. There was no need in this case to seek to rouse her to a

sense of sin, she was already crushed under its weight. " I

am a hypocrite," she said ; " and oh, madam, the Bible says,

' the hypocrite's hope shall perish.' " " Granted, Margery,

that you were a hypocrite, but you have given up trying to

make yourself appear fair now, either in God's eyes or

man's, and you want the blood of Christ to ba your shelter,

do you not?" "I do, I do, indeed." "Do you believe

His blood has power to cleanse all sin ? " "I do." " Even
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the sin of hypocrisy ? " A long pause ; then, with stream

ing eyes and anxious look, " God says, ' all sin !' and that

must take in hypocrisy—all sin. Oh, does it really take in

mine, my long years of living a lie ? " " Margery, do you

believe that God knows everything ? " " Yes." " And sees

everything beforehand ? " " Yes, I am sure He does."

" Then when God wrote that ' the blood of Jesus Christ

His Son cleanseth us from all sin' (i John i. 7), do you

think He forgot yours ? or did not know of yours when He

said, ' all sin '? " " He must have known. Oh, He must

have meant mine too. Jesus—Saviour." I left her then, for

I saw she had Another to talk to, for He had spoken to her,

and she had heard His voice, and of human voices she

seemed unable to bear more at that time. As I left she

murmured, " Will you come back ? God sent you to-day."

Her old friends could not understand it ; she told them

simply that her religion had all been mere empty form, that

though they had thought her the best, she had really been

the worst ; for she had been a hypocrite, and religion like

hers would not do to meet death with. She told them of

her agony of soul on that operation table ; of her terror and

dismay, and fear of death and judgment; of the long dark

days of distress that followed, as she thought her sin too

great for forgiveness; and then, how the Lord had spoken

peace through His own little word "all." The women

listened amazed. " If Margery was not fit to die," they

said ; " what is to become of us ? " The Spirit of God made

this question rankle in some of their bosoms, " What is to

become of us? " till they followed Margery's example, and

ceased their questionings at the feet of Jesus.

Margery lived a year after this, and then one dark

winter's morning the Lord whispered to His tired suffering

child, "Come Home," and she smiled back an answer of deep

satisfaction, "Take me, my Saviour." There was no terror

now, no distress, no darkness, no desire to stay another

hour; no need of preparation. She left herself in His arms,

and He gently put her to sleep.

Is the Lord Jesus Christ your Saviour yet ? If not, take

care lest—though you may say, " Let me die the death of the

righteous, and let my last end be like His "—your end be

like Balaam's of old, slain among God's enemies, in the day

when He shall make His foes His footstool, for " Behold, now

is the accepted time ; behold, now is the day of salvation." x.



IT CANT BE DONE.

YES, I "want to be saved," many people say,

" but I don't want to ' change my step ; ' I

want to get to heaven, but I want to live

on as I am doing." That is, you want

to live for the world, and make the

most of it, and then " go to heaven

when you die." Well, God says it can't be done. That is

to say, it is impossible. Just think of it. Serve the

devil all your days, and then step into the pure heaven

of God ! Why, you could not stay in it ten minutes,

suppose you did get there. If you enjoy the company of

the unconverted down here, how can you expect to enjoy the

company of the holy in yon heaven of light ? And yet you

want to have eternal life ; but at the same time you want to

enjoy the world. That is, you want to be converted, but you

don't want to live a converted life. That is just the short and

the long of it. But you will get no conversion of that kind

from God. So don't go on under the pleasing delusion that

you can live as you like down here, and then, when death

draws nigh, a few words of prayer by yourself or another will

pave the way all right for heaven. Whatever men may say

or think, God has said : " Whatsoever a man soweth, that

shall he also reap." If you sow all your life to the world and

the flesh, how can you expect to reap a heaven of joy in the

presence of the Lord ? As well might you expect to reap a

harvest of golden grain after sowing thistles. Conversion to

God is a new creation. In a word, God makes a new man of

you the day you receive Christ as your own Saviour. In such

a case it is impossible for you to live on as you were doing—

for old things have passed away ; all things are become new.

That is what God says of every man who is in Christ. So the

question with you, reader, is this—Are you in Christ7 Are

you converted to God? If so, it is a thing that is seen. The

people round about see that you are living a new life. O yes,

they see it as easy as they see a city on the top of a hill. If

you are not saved yet, the wrath of God abideth on you ! And

yet you want to make a bargain with God that you'll serve the

world and the devil all your days, and get to heaven at last !

O, awake out of such a terrible delusion, ere you awake too

late ! Awake now—hear the voice of Jesus noio—receive Him

now, and instead of heaven at last, which the devil offers—

and it is a lie—you'll have heaven now, and heaven for ever

and ever then Remember, " Now is the accepted time." w.s.



GOD'S ULTIMATUM.

'he has said his last word to men and silently

he awaits their reily.

THIS IS GOD S FINAL APPEAL.

"Your reply to God's ultimatum settles this momentous question

Will you accept the Lord Jesus Christ, the Saviour, now? Yes or

no? Which?"



GOD'S ULTIMATUM.
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UISOURSING AH ULTIMATUM

HEN difficulties arise be

tween two nations the

attempt is usually made by the

ministersofthe respective countries

to have these difficulties removed

in a friendly fashion by dip

lomacy. At times, however, the

matters causing trouble are not

thus removed, and one of the

nations sends to the other what is

called an ultimatum. That docu

ment contains a final statement of

the most favourable terms that

can be offered, and acceptance of

these terms is demanded within a

few days, or it may be a few

hours. The time that elapses

between the delivery of the

ultimatum and the receiving of the reply is often a

momentous time. The deliberations of the Cabinet that is

entrusted with the final decision in such matters are of

great moment. During their counsels peace and war often

hang in the balance, and men await in breathless anxiety to

learn which way the scales will turn. The decision of the

Cabinet settles the matter. I f they comply with the demands

of the ultimatum, peace is maintained ; if not, war ensues.

Although an ultimatum has almost come to be regarded

as an article used only in the region of diplomacy that is

by no means the case. The final propositions in any matter

of difficulty, whether between two individuals or otherwise,

is in reality an ultimatum.

There is a particular ultimatum to which we wish to refer

that concerns every man and every woman. If it has not

been already considered, the danger, which is at present

terrible, increases with every hour's delay. We refer to

the controversy which exists between God and men. In

the past God dealt in various ways with men. He gave

them a law, but this they broke. He sent many prophets

to turn them to righteousness, but them they stoned. At

length He sent His only begotten Son, and with lawless

hands they crucified Him upon the Cross. That Cross

expresses the deep-rooted enmity in the heart of men \Q
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God. They crucified the Lord of glory. But God raised

Him from among the dead and exalted Him to His own

right hand (Acts 13. 32, 33). He has made that same

Jesus, whom men crucified, both Lord and Christ, and He

sits on the throne of God, a Prince and a Saviour. God's

righteous claims against sin were all met in the death of

that Holy One, and He can now "be just and the Justifier

of all who believe in Jesus" (Rom. 3. 26).

Having exalted the Lord Jesus to the throne of heaven,

God sends to earth a message of peace and pardon. He

sends to rebel men his ultimatum. This contains God's

final conditions of peace. It tells sinners that by faith in

the Lord Jesus Christ their sins may be forgiven ; and it

warns them that judgment will overtake them if they reject

Christ. " Because He hath appointed a Day, in the which

He will judge the world in righteousness by that Man whom

He hath ordained ; whereof He hath given assurance

unto all men, in that He hath raised Him from the

dead" (Acts 17.31). At the present God is silent. His

voice is not heard re-echoing through the heavens, and His

mighty arm is not manifestly dealing with sinful men.

Because of this, His Being is questioned, and the infidel

takes out his watch and calls upon the Christian's God to

smite him dead within five minutes if He exists. When

the five minutes elapse he laughs the laugh of the fool who

says in his heart, " there is no God," and he exclaims,

" I told you so." But if God's attitude toward men were

understood, the infidel's laugh would die on his lips, and the

terrors of God's wrath would take hold of him.

The nation that sends an ultimatum to another has, for

the time being, said its last word. If its terms are not

complied with, the next message that will be sent will be

heard in the roar of cannon, and will be read in the horrors

of war. So is it with God. He has said His last word to

men, and silently He awaits their reply. He has waited

long, and in long-suffering grace He waits still ; and each

individual must send his own answer to God's terms of

peace. But God will not always wait silently. The day

of His grace will end, and men will then hear His voice in

very deed, and will hear it in the judgment of His wrath.

" But the Day of the Lord will come as a thief in the night;

in the which the heavens shall pass away with a great noise,
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and the elements melt with fervent heat; the earth also and

the works that are therein shall be burned up " (2 Peter 3. 10).

When God next speaks He will take up the infidel's

challenge, and infidels will be infidels no longer. " And the

heaven departed as a scroll when it is rolled together ; and

every mountain and island were moved out of their places.

And the kings of the earth, and the great men, and the rich

men, and the chief captains, and the mighty men, and every

bondman, and every free man, hid themselves in the dens,

and in the rocks of the mountains; And said to the mountains

and rocks, Fall on us, and hide us from the face of Him

that sitteth on the throne, and from the wrath of the Lamb:

For the great day of His wrath is come ; and who shall be

able to stand ? " (Rev. 6. 14-17).

It is important, therefore, that you should clearly under

stand that God has addressed a message to you in the

Gospel. That, although you are now a condemned sinner,

that message is one of peace and pardon. Because of the

work which the Lord Jesus accomplished on the Cross,

when " He put away sin by the sacrifice of Himself "

(Heb. 9. 26), you may be saved. God's ultimatum asks

nothing from you ; it comes to you with an offer of eternal

life as a gift from God. Through faith in Christ that gift

can be yours now. The vital question is, Will you accept

Christ as your Saviour, or will you still continue to reject

Him ? To accept Him is to comply with God's demands ;

to reject Him is to defy His power and His wrath.

Understand clearly then the issue between God and your

soul. It is not that you are a sinner merely, but that a

Saviour has been provided for you ; and your condemnation

will be that you have rejected that Saviour. The Lord

Jesus is again presented to you to-day ; will you accept Him ?

Eternal Life is again offered for your acceptance ; will you

have it ? Peace with God is within your reach ; do you

desire it ? This is God's final appeal. He may repeat

these questions again, but He will say nothing further. If

you turn a deaf ear to His entreaties, His wrath must over

whelm you. Think then of the issues that are at stake.

Your eternal destiny hangs in the balance. It is Heaven

or the Lake of Fire for ever. Your reply to God's ultimatum

settles this momentous question. Will you accept the Lord

Jesus Christ now ? Yes or no ? Which ? L.W.G.A.



THE CONVERSION OF C J. BAKER.

TN the little town of Hailsham, Sussex, on the south

*. coast of England, within sight of the British Channel

and the beautiful South Downs, I was born the first time

of Christian parents, who sought to bring me up in the

nurture and admonition of the Lord. I was one of a family

C. J. BAKER,' KANSAS CITY.

of eight, and from the time of my earliest recollection I

was taught to reverence the Bible as the Word of God, to

hear it read, and to commit much of it to memory.

Although kept in restraint by my parents, I grew up a very

godless young man, and a leader in all the wickedness that

was going in the town.*Yet, in the midst of it all, God spoke

to me from time to time through His Word, and through
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calamities that happened to myself or to my companions.

In the year 1869 I came to America, and settled in

Chicago, where the Lord began to speak to me more loudly

through trials of various sorts, and to show me the vanity

of earthly things and the realities of eternity. During the

summer of 1872 I became much troubled about my soul,

with the thought of dying and having to meet God in

my sins. Through my early training I never had any

doubts in my unsaved days that if I died as I was I would

surely go to hell. I knew the Bible taught that "the

wicked shall be turned into hell, and all the nations that

forget God" (Psa. 9. 17). I also believed that being

" saved " or " born again " was more than making a pro

fession and joining the church, and I never was afflicted

with doubts as to the Bible being the Word of God.

About the beginning of September, 1872, I was in soul

trouble for about two weeks, but had no one to tell me how

to be saved. After being at a prayer meeting one night,

and while going home in deep distress, I said to myself,

" I am going to do what I can to be saved to-night." On

reaching home about ten o'clock I went to my little bed

room at 96 Desplaines Street. I locked the door, got down

on my knees by the bed, and began to pray, and weep, and

ask God for Christ's sake to forgive my sins. This lasted

probably half an hour. I was expecting all the time to feel

some change come over me, but was disappointed, and arose

from my knees in great distress, wondering what could be

the matter. I came to the conclusion that I was a hypocrite,

so I went to my knees again and told the Lord if 1 was a

hypocrite to make me sincere, and what I did not know to

teach me, yet the " good feelings " did not come as I ex

pected. I again arose, thinking there was no hope for me.

I then opened a Bible, and my eye fell on that precious

sentence, " Him that cometh to Me I will in no wise cast

out " (John 6. 37). I began to reason, " Well, I did come

as well as I could, as well as I knew how, and He says,

' Him that cometh to Me I will in no wise cast out.' "

That Scripture then flashed on my memory, " Heaven and

earth shall pass away, but My words shall not pass away "

(Matt. 24. 35). I got rest right there. I saw it was trusting

Christ through His Word, and my thought was, " If I were

to die to-night and stand before God, I could say Jesus said,
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m\. ..... .. . ... -. . —-

1 Him that cometh to Me I will in no wise cast out,' and 1

came as well as I knew how, and trusted Him." At eleven

o'clock that night I went to bed conscious that 1 was saved,

knowing that I had rested my soul on the eternal Word of

God, and I realised the promise of the Lord Jesus, who said,

A TYPICAL AMERICAN CITY.

' Come unto Me all ye that labour and are heavy laden,

and I will give you rest" (Matt. 11. 28). I, a poor lost

sinner, that night obtained mercy through the precious

blood that was shed for me on Calvary's cross.

This was forty years ago, and I am still resting on the

same unchanging Word of the living God. My prayer for

each unsaved one who reads these lines is that you, too, may

see your need, and believe on the Lord Jesus Christ to the

salvation of your soul, even now. C.J. B.



RUNNING £AST THE SIGNALS.

' ' T SAW the red light , but expected it would turn white

-*- and clear me," gasped Engineer James Davis, as

they lifted his mangled and bruised body from the wreck

of his engine. Few words, but they solved the mystery

of a terrible disaster occurring on the Central Railroad of

New Jersey on Tuesday evening, 27th January, 1903.

At a quarter past six the "Royal Blue Line Express"

pulled out from the depot at Jersey City some minutes

late. Quickly passing the yard limits marked by the

gleaming switch lights, the express glided on the more

open track, and was soon thundering past the small subur

ban towns on the way to Philadelphia. Thirty minutes

before the "Easton Local" had left the same depot, but

had not gone many miles before being compelled to stop

on account of a hot journal. Ignorant of this, the "Royal

Blue" sped on at an ever increasing speed, endeavouring

to "make up time," when on nearing the town of West-

field the engineer observed signal lights set against him.

Apparently giving no heed, the express dashed by the

signals, and a moment later crashed into the "local,"

sending a score of souls into Eternity. Dumfounded, the

survivors and general public heard the verdict that fol

lowed the investigation, which disclosed the awful fact

that Engineer Davis had on more than one occasion ran

past signals, and on this ill-fated trip had seen the warning

lights , but knowing that he had ' 'right of way ' ' expected

they would turn ' 'clear" and allow him to proceed without

slackening speed. His orders were to pass the "local"

near Westfield, and he thought the train had taken a

siding, and they had neglected to turn the light and "clear"

him.

Davis was proven by the investigation to have been a

qualified engineer of twelve years ' expedience . Why , then ,

this fearful wreck? Ah! he trusted to his own thoughts,

and not to the signals which warned of danger and death,

disregarding that which had become familiar, his life

paid the forfeit, he dying two days later in the hospital.

How vividly this pictures the course of the sinner.

"There is no difference, for all have sinned" (Rom. 3. 23)

on the Road of Life, journeying to a destination which is

determined by signals. A merciful and gracious God has

shone forth many warning signals, telling of impending
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danger and final destruction, yet the sinner goes on un

heeding. God says: "Remember now thy Creator in the

days of thy youth, while the evil days come not* nor the

years draw nigh, when thou shalt say, I have no pleasure

in them" (Eccles. 12. 1). But Satan beguiles and urges

the sinner to keep running past the signal. Again God's

beacon light shines out in the way: "The wicked shall be

turned into Hell, and all the nations that forget God" (Psa.

9. 17). The sinner says, "I don't think there is any dan

ger. I don't believe there is a Hell. I'm hoping it will
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be 'all clear' for me." Again God signals: "There is a

way that seemeth right unto a man, but the end thereof

are the ways of death" (Prov. 14. 12). God has marked out

in His Word a clear and safe way for the sinner travelling

to Eternity. Jesus says: "I am the Door, by Me if any

man enter in, he shall be saved" (John 10. 9), and, again,

"By Him all that believe are justified from all things."

Enter the Door, trust the Way, and be saved now.

A marked silence prevailed throughout the country

when it was learned how the Westfield disaster occurred.

Men could not blame the railroad company when it was

proven that their precaution for the safety of their patrons

and passengers had been disregarded by an employee.

Even so, in the judgment day sinners will be "speech

less" as the righteous Judge "convinces all that are un

godly of their ungodly deeds, and ungodly speeches

spoken against Him" (Jude 15).

Fellow-traveller to Eternity, passing years and the in

firmities of old age tell that you are nearing the final

destination, or it may be you are yet young in life's

journey. Whichever it maybe, let me ask: "Where will

you spend Eternity ? ' ' Faith in Christ and Him alone

will take you to Heaven at the end of Life's Journey.

Faith in Christ is the way God has made safe and sure for

the sinner. Are you in Christ, who said : "I am the Way,

the Truth , and the Life ; no man cometh unto the Father but

by Me ? " (John 14.6). Or are you running past the signals ?

God says : ' ' Beca use there is wrath Beware I " B . F . D .

TWO DISTINGUISHING MARKS.

THERE are two things in God's Salvation which dis

tinguish it from all the reformation schemes of

earth . There is , first , the forgiveness of sins that are past .

The moment you believe the record which God hath given

of His Son, that moment you receive the forgiveness of all

your sins, by virtue of the cleansing power of the Blood

of Christ. Then, in the second place, you receive power

to live a new life, for you are created anew in Christ Jesus.

There is thus provision made for the future as well as

atonement for the past. Are you willing now to receive

this almighty Saviour? Or do you deliberately prefer

to remain in your sins? What is your decision? w. s.



THE BANK MANAGER'S DELIVERANCE;

THE STRIKING TEXT ON THE WAIL.

"MR. CROMBTE READ IT SLOWLY AND DELIBER ATELY. ' '

"The lad said to him, 'Uncle Willie, let us cross the street.' On

doing so, they halted in front of the text. Mr. Crombie read it slowly

and deliberately. "
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R. CROMBIE was a bank manager in a

country town, on the shores of Lake

Ontario, Canada. Although a good-hearted

man of the world, and a nominal member

of the Church of England, Mr. Crombie

was a stranger to grace and to God. During

a visit to Montreal he was the guest of his sister, whose

husband was an official in the same banking institution as

himself. On a wall on the opposite side of the road from

the Ritualistic Church, which Mr. Crombie's relations

attended, a text of Scripture was placarded. A Christian

merchant, desirous that God's Word should be brought

before the Roman Catholic citizens of that commercial

centre, had portions of Scripture printed in large bold type,

and posted in the leading thoroughfares. One word of the

poster caught Mr. Crombie's eye, and troubled him greatly.

It was the word "death" occurring in Romans 6. 23.

The text was printed very distinctly in bold black letters,

and was about three feet long, and two feet wide, with a

deep black border, as follows :

THE WAGES OF SIN IS DEATH,

BUT THE GIFT OF COD IS ETERNAL LIFE

THROUGH JESUS CHRIST OUR LORD.

Death to Mr. Crombie at that time was the " King of

Terrors." He tried to banish the thought, but was unable

to do so. "The wages of sin is death" ; "The wages of sin

is death" rang in his ear, and pierced his soul. He in

stinctively felt that the words were the voice of the living God

to him, and he had to listen. He knew that he was a sin

ner, but did not know till then the magnitude of his guilt.

He saw that he was lost and helpless, hurrying to the bar of a

holy and righteous God, and feared lest he might be cut down

in his sins, and be ushered into a Christless eternity. Ofttimes

he has said, " If ever a man had a glimpse of hell, it was I."

Mr. Crombie knew that "all have sinned and come short

of the glory of God" (Rom. 3. 23); that, "the soul that

sinneth it shall die" (Ezek. 18. 20). Conscious of the fact,

that he had sinned against light and love, he trembled at the
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terrible doom that awaited him. Immediately he commenced

trying to save himself. Earnestly and fervently he sought to

work himself into the favour of God by extra church-going,

alms-giving, praying, and religious observances. Supposing

that forgiveness of sins was obtained by good works, he strove

to merit God's pardoning mercy. Perhaps it will be better to

describe in his own words his experience at that time, by

giving an extract from a letter received by me. "I fasted," he

says, " till I could barely walk. Day after day during the

' Lenten ' season of the church of England, I walked early in

the morning, without breakfast, to a Ritualistic church to take

the morning sacrament, thinking that by so doing I would obtain

peace. I fasted the rest of the day, and prayed so earnestly

and so long that I am surprised I did not break down. I gave

away my money, and did everything a deceitful heart and a false

system suggested, until, worn out and discouraged, I almost

gave up in despair. I wonder how I stood the agony and pain,

both of mind and body, which I endured day after day, and

week after week. I feel certain that it was the Holy Spirit

who sustained me during that severe ordeal. He was teaching

me the plague of my own heart, and for some wise purpose

was showing me the utter futility of forms, sacraments, and

religious ordinances in obtaining God's favour."

The more Mr. Crombie toiled to save himself, the more

miserable and wretched he became. He did not then know

that God desired him to cease his struggles and efforts, and

accept eternal life as a "free gift." "To him that worketh

is the reward not reckoned of grace, but of debt; but to

HIM THAT WORKETH NOT, BUT BELIEVETH ON HlM THAT JUsTI-

riETH THE UNGODLY, HIS FAITH IS COUNTED FOR RIGHTEOUS

NEss " (Rom. 4. 4, 5).

On a lovely spring morning Mr. Crombie, with a sad and

weary heart, was returning from church in company with his

little nephew. The lad said to him, "Uncle Willie, let us

cross the street." On doing so, they halted in front of the

text to which reference has already been made. Mr. Crombie

read it slowly and deliberately: "THE WAGES OF SIN

IS DEATH, BUT THE GIFT OF GOD IS ETERNAL

LIFE, THROUGH JESUS CHRIST OUR LORD."

As his eye caught the latter part of the Scripture: "But the

gift of God is eternal life, through Jesus Christ our Lord," the

soul-saving truth of the Gospel shone into his darkened soul.

Throwing up his hands, he exclaimed, "My God, is it possible
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that eternal life is a free gift? and I have been working so

hard to procure it ! " In a moment he perceived that Christ

by His sin-atoning sacrifice, had settled the sin question, and

procured for him eternal life ; and by believing on Him who

did it all and paid it all, he was saved.

When Mr. Crombie discovered that God had given to him

eternal life, and saved him with an everlasting salvation, he

immediately hastened to his sister's house, pulling his nephew

behind him. On reaching his room he fell on his knees, and

gave thanks to God for plucking him as a brand from the

everlasting burnings. At the contemplation of his life of sin

and folly, ingratitude, and rebellion ; of God's amazing love in

giving Christ to die in his room and stead, his heart overflowed

in praise and thanksgiving. In the freshness and joyousness

of "first love," he made the following resolution: "Hence

forth, I shall devote my life, my heart, my strength, my all,

to the proclamation of the gospel, which has been God's power

to the salvation of my soul." And sitting down at the table,

he wrote out his resignation as Manager of the Bank,

at , and forwarded it a few days later to the head office.

Constrained by divine love, he commenced to tell to others the

"glad and glorious Gospel." For more than thirty years Mr.

Crombie has been engaged in this blessed work, and we have

heard him in England, Canada, and the United States telling

the story of his conversion to God.

Whatever you are, or have been, you may now obtain

eternal life as a " free gift" from God. Don't try to purchase it,

for it cannot be earned by good works, prayers, penitence,

penance, or sacraments. Perfect satisfaction has been made

by the Lord Jesus to the injured honour of the divine character

and government. Because of His glorious atonement, you

are now invited and entreated to be reconciled to God

(2 Cor. 5. 20, 21). What the Lord Jesus Christ did at Calvary's

cross is enough. God is satisfied with His finished work,

and He desires that you should be satisfied with that which

satisfies Him. Cease looking within or around. Look to

Christ, " Who His own self bare our sins in His own body

on the tree ... by whose stripes ye were healed" (1 Peter

2. 24). Believe in His mighty love to you, and you will be

able to say, "God loved, God gave, I believe, and I have

everlasting life." Then you will join Mr. Crombie in praise

to the God of all grace, in words which he frequently quotes :

"thanks be unto God for His unspeakable gift." a.m.



LOST ON THE MOOR.

"VTOU have lost your way, the snow is falling, the drift is

.*" howling, it is coming on dark. There is a wood

yonder ; you may be lost in it. There is a precipice ; you

may fall over it. There are enemies abroad, and you may

be attacked. The one desire of your soul is to reach that

cottage door ; to reach that comfortable, happy home.

The one thing you want to know just now is—Which is

the way ? A thousand questions far more interesting might

suggest themselves at other times, but, in your condition,

the one important thing to ascertain is—THE WAY.

Such a state as this is frequent in the soul's experience.

A man wants to know—What is the way by which I, a

guilty sinner, can obtain forgiveness ? What are you looking

for ? Why, you want some one who will tell you THE WAY.

You are lost—to return to our former simile—and, as

you are wondering how to get home, there comes a

very learned man, who says, " Yes, I can explain your

position to you in seventeen different languages, but I

cannot speak in the one which you can understand."

Do you not feel at once that the man would be very

valuable in the hall of a college, and might be promoted at

once to the professor's chair, but that he is of no use to

you ? Here comes another who says, " Oh, could you but

see it, the view before you is magnificent ; I will just enlarge

upon it," and forthwith he begins to speak with a charming

eloquence. But we stop him short : " Sir, we do not want

words; we want facts; a plain answer to a simple request.

Tell us the way home" Some hardy mountain girl, or

some poor shepherd boy, who may chance to pass will be

more valuable than the philosopher, classic, or orator.

Jesus of Nazareth, the Son of Mary and the Son of God,

cries to every soul : "I AM THE Way " (John 14. 6).

While I point you to Him, I point you away from every

other. He is the way EXCLUSIVELY. Hark ye, and give

heed now, ye that trust to get to heaven by a compound of

God's grace and man's merits. When did God ever take

His creature into partnership with Him ? When He made

the heavens, who stood by Him to guide His finger ? Did

you ever contribute even to the making of a daisy or a

gnat ? And do you think He wants your assistance in the

work of your salvation ? When both in creation and in

providence He acts alone, shall He not do so in redemption ?
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It shall be said at the last in heaven : ' Thou hast redeemed

us unto God by Thy blood ; " but there shall never be such

a jarring note as ' Thou hast redeemed us, but we helped

Thee; Thou hast saved us, but we aided Thee." No, no.

" Neither is there salvation in any other, for there is none

other Name under heaven given among men whereby we

must be saved" (Acts 4. 12).

Christ is the way PERFECTLY. That is, He is all the

way to heaven; there is no need to make a piece of way to

get to Him, or that He may get to us. When they carry

railways to provincial towns they generally—I suppose

with a view to the interests of omnibus proprietors—make

the station about a mile and a half from the town, so that

you have quite a journey fror/i the station before you can

get into the town. Now, Christ is the*way to heaven per

fectly, from just where you are, sinner—I do not know

who you are, but from just where you are, at this time.

What," you say, "supposingme to bethe blackest sinner that

ever lived ; is there a way to heaven from where I am ? " Yes,

Christ is the way to heaven perfectly. There is no need for

you to make an inch of the road. He is the Way from the

very spot where you now are. Here is a message which

comes to you : " Believe on the Lord Jesus Christ, and

thou shalt be saved" (Acts 16. 31). Perhaps some one

says, " You have no right or warrant to come." Show him

the Book where Christ says, " Whosoever will let him

take the Water of Life freely " (Rev. 22. 17).

As Christ is the way exclusively and perfectly, so also

He is the way presently, that is, He is the way now.

He does not say, " I was the way if you had come twenty

years ago; " but " I am the Way." The way many people

put us off is by saying, " I will go home and pray." That

is not what the Gospel tells you to do. The Gospel is not,

" He that goes home and prays shall be saved," but He

that believeth on the Lord Jesus Christ shall be saved."

The Scriptures saith " that if thou shalt confess with thy

mouth the Lord Jesus, and shalt believe in thine heart that

God hath raised Him from the dead, thou shalt be saved "

(Rom. 10. 9). Christ is the way NOW. " Behold, now is

the accepted time ; behold, now is the day of salvation "

(2 Cor. 6. 2). Just where you are, just as you are, Christ

says to vou, " I am the Way." c. H. spurgeon.



THE PAYMENT OF THE WIDOW'S FINE.

A PICTURE OF THE SINNER 'S CONDITION

AND GOD'S PROVISION.

I HAVE NOT A PENNY IN THE WORLD TO PAY THE FINE.

"The magistrate, touched by her piteous appeal, feelingly replied,

'My good woman, I am deeply grieved for you, but, I am here to

administer the law, ' and added, 'the law knows no mercv, ' "

M



THE PAYMENT OF THE WIDOW'S FINE.

NUMBER of years ago a Christian woman

residing in the City of London was brought

into exceedingly trying and difficult circum

stances. Herhusband, a confirmed drunkard,

died of smallpox, leaving her and a number

of little children utterly unprovided for.

Even when the dead body was lying in the house she was

compelled to obtain work from a tailoring firm to keep her

family from starvation. The lady for whom the article was

made was seized with smallpox, and eventually succumbed

to that loathsome disease. An officer appointed by the legal

authorities to investigate the matter succeeded in obtaining

sufficient evidence to warrant the widow's apprehension.

She was brought before the court, and was charged with

making a garment in a room where there was an infectious

disease. She admitted her guilt, told of the straits to which

she had been reduced, and pleaded ignorance of the law. A

fine was imposed with the alternative of fourteen days'

imprisonment. When the magistrate's decision was

announced she was overwhelmed with astonishment, and

exclaimed, Have mercy! Have mercy!" adding, 'I have

not a penny in the world to pay the fine. What will be

come of my poor children?" The magistrate, touched by her

piteous appeal, feelingly replied, " My good woman, I am

deeply grieved for you, but I am here to administer the law,"

and added, the law knows no mercy."

It is easy to see in this simple incident an illustration of

the sinner's condition, and of God's provision for his deep

need. The widow broke the law of Britain, was tried, found

guilty, and condemned to imprisonment. Ignorance of its

righteous demands did not exempt her from its penalty.

Ignorance is not innocence. The law declared, Thou

shalt not," and through disobedience to its precepts, even

though unaware of its requirements, she was exposed to its

condemnation.

Every one of us has broken God's holy law times without

number in thought, word, and deed. Hearken to its demands:

" Thou shalt love the Lord thy God with all thy heart, and

with all thy soul, and strength, and mind, and thy neighbour

as thyself" (Mark 12. 30, 31). Who among the sons of

men has done so ? Who can honestly declare that he has

always been what he should have been, and always done
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what he should have done ? Listen to God's solemn and

searching declaration : " There is none righteous, no, not

one ; . . . they are all gone out of the way, they are together

become unprofitable ; there is none that doeth good, no,

not one " (Rom. 3. 10-12). What, then, is to become of us?

" Cursed is every one that continueth not in all things which

are written in the booic of the law to do them " (Gal. 3. 10).

No one has perfectly kept the commandments of God, and

" whosoever shall keep the whole law, and yet offend in one

point, he is guilty of all " (James 2. 10). A curse is resting

on every unsaved man and woman who in " one point " has

broken the holy law of God. Many look upon the ten

commandments as a ladder to climb to heaven. No one

but the Lord Jesus has perfectly kept the commandments.

God never designed that we should be saved by law-

keeping. " By the deeds of the law there shall no flesh be

justified in His sight ; for by the law is the knowledge of

sin" (Rom. 3. 20). The law exposes and detects sin in its

inner workings, manifesting the utter pollution and depravity

of our hearts. It has been compared to a mirror, or looking-

glass, which manifests defilement without having the power

to remove it.

What the London magistrate said of the British law is

true of law as a whole, human and divine, it " knows no

mercy." How true are the familiar and oft-quoted lines :

"The law that shows the sinner's guilt,

Condemns him to his face."

Conscious of having broken the law of God, you may

resolve not to break it again. Future obedience does not

atone for past disobedience, and " God requireth that which

is past " (Eccles. 3. 15). If you lived until you were 1000

years old, and from this moment until the day of your death

you obeyed God perfectly, that could not atone for the past.

The Word of God declares that " The soul that sinneth, it

shall die" (Ezek. 18. 20). "The wages of sin is death."

The widow's appeal for mercy having failed, she was

taken to a cell and detained until her removal to prison.

When the door was closed she knelt on the floor and pleaded

with God to grant her deliverance. He who notes the

widow's sigh and cares for the orphan and the fatherless,

answered her prayer in a remarkable way. The Inspector

who had secured her conviction was so affected by her
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melting appeal to the magistrate, and her utter helplessness,

that he went to the clerk of the court and paid the fine.

The prisoner was made acquainted with the fact that

another had paid the penalty, and that she was free to return

to her home. One can easily imagine the feelings of

gratitude that filled the widow's heart to the one who had

befriended her in such a generous and unexpected way. The

amount having been paid, the law's just demands having

been fully met, the widow left the court-room rejoicing.

If one of her neighbours had met her hurrying homewards,

and had asked her the question, ' Did you escape from

prison ? " she would have immediately replied, " Certainly

not." " Did the magistrate dismiss your case on con

dition that you promised not to repeat the offence ? "

" No." " Did he consent to the payment of the fine in

instalments ? " " No." " Then why are you here, instead

of being in prison ? " Because the Inspector paid the fine."

We have been declared " guilty " in the court of heaven.

Hearken to the Scriptures of truth : " Now we know that

what things soever the law saith, it saith to them who are

under the law : that every mouth may be stopped, and all

the world may become guilty before God" (Rom. 3. 19).

The wrath of God is now resting on every unbeliever.

" He that believeth not the Son shall not see life; but the

wrath of God abideth on him " (John 3. 36). The unsaved

reader is at this moment under condemnation : " He that

believeth not is condemned already, because he hath not

believed in the Name of the only begotten Son of God."

Why was the widow not afraid of imprisonment ? Her

only ground of confidence was the fact that the fine was

paid by another. When the Police Inspector paid the

penalty, and she was made aware of the fact, she had no

cause for fear. Why is the believer, who has broken God's

holy law, not afraid of being eternally shut up in the prison-

house of hell ? Because the Lord Jesus paid sin's penalty

when He shed His precious blood on Calvarv's Cross.

Let me ask this important question: If God is satisfied

with what Christ did and suffered for you, ARE YOU SATIS

FIED WITH THAT WHICH SATISFIES HIM ?

" The work is finished, no deep sighs,

No penitential tears or cries

Can perfect that which Christ has done ;

Jt stands complete, it stands alone" A.M.
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"It is now some years since I found my precious Saviour, and

although my trials have seemed sometimes as though they would

overwhelm me, I have never doubted from the moment that I

first believed in Jesus. ' '



FROM DARKNESS TO LIGHT.

INE years ago I came to Australia with the

intention of staying a short time with my

friends here, as I had passed through some

very bitter trials in the old country, and my

parents thought the change of scene might

help me to forget the past. I and my family

for ages back were strict Jews, and I had been brought up

by religious parents. Never shall I forget my father's

earnest prayer the last hour I spent under his roof: he gave

me up to the God of Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob, and

prayed that the angel that redeemed them from all evil

might bless me.

I landed in Australia upon a Sunday evening, and when

I arrived at my destination I found a party assembled, and

joined with all my heart in the mirth around me. For

twelve months I went into every kind of gaiety Melbourne

afforded—dress, balls, the opera; in fact, pleasure of every

kind seemed my one thought.

About this time I met a gentleman to whom I became

deeply attached ; and although our affection was mutual,

the thought of marriage I could not entertain, as he, being

a Christian, and I heart and soul a Jewess, it seemed out of

the question. However, time wore on, and I at last

consented to marry him, though I knew it would involve

the leaving all who were dear to me, and that it would

bring a stigma upon my family. Before we were married

I exacted a promise from my husband that he would never

use any arguments to make me believe, as I was determined

to live and die a Jewess. I will not dwell upon my married

life ; my husband was all in all to me—I wanted nothing

more. God blessed us with two little children, and He

who gave them me only knows the agony of mind I

endured in the thought, " How shall I teach these little ones

what I do not believe myself ? " for I had made up my

mind, simply out of love to my husband, that they should

be brought up in their father's faith.

Although I attended church regularly, my heart was in

no way changed, and I never thought of Jesus as my

Saviour. After my second child was born I became

earnestly impressed with a desire to become a Christian.

My prayer at that time always was—" O God ! if it be

right, let me believe." I could not see that it was honour

ing the Father to honour the Son ; and although I really
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wanted to be a Christian, I did not seek God with my whole

heart ; my husband and children were all that I desired.

And now there came a time of trial that I must pass over

&i quickly as possible. By a sudden stroke my beloved

husband was taken from me in a few days. So terribly

sudden was the blow that I could hardly realise that he had

gone for ever ; and, oh ! what a gulf separated us—it

seemed to me impassable. I knew that he had died in the

faith of Jesus, and I— I was as far off being a Christian as

the first day I met him. I was very bitter and hard in my

grief, and felt that God had dealt cruelly in crushing me

so, taking all the youth and brightness out of my life. It

seemed impossible to live, and I felt nothing but the desire

to be with my loved one again. Many a day have I lain

on his grave in the damp, and prayed that God would take

me ; but God, " while I was yet a long way off," took

compassion, and raised up dear friends who showed me

that only in one way could I ever hope to see my husband

again. The desire to be a Christian now became so

intense as to become part of my life. No half-heartedness

about it now. I began to seek the Lord with all my might.

" Ye shall seek Me, and find Me, when ye shall search for Me

with all your heart " (Jer. 29. 13) is a promise I have proved.

One day I was reading the old, old story, when something

whispered to my soul, " He suffered all this for you," and

the truth seemed to burst upon me like a flash of lightning.

I had found the Saviour, my Saviour, and such a flood of

love as came into my heart for Him I cannot describe. I

went into my room, and on my knees I sobbed aloud, not

for sorrow this time, but for joy. Words fail me in attempt

ing to tell you half my Saviour is to me now. He is indeed

my all; and I can say, " The life which I now live in the

flesh, I live by the faith of the Son of God, who loved me

and gave Himself for me" (Gal. 2. 20). It is now some

years since I found my precious Saviour, and although my

trials have seemed sometimes as though they would over

whelm me, I have never doubted from the moment that I

first believed in Jesus, but have thanked God, on my dear

husband's grave, for taking him (oh, it is only for a short

time), and giving me the rich gift of His Son. Christ Jesus

is no far-away God to me, but a very near and present

help ; I trust Him for all things, and He never fails me.

In looking back I see I never knew what real happiness
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was; there was always a want the Saviour alone can fill.

And, down deep in your heart there is the same aching

void. Oh, I beseech you, receive that One who is able

to satisfy and fill up your life. He, the " I am," who

heard the groanings and knew the sorrows of the Israelites,

has come and died upon Calvary's cross for you. He is

willing to save jou; then pause and think what must be the

eternity that awaits you if you reject Him. You will be

lost—lost— lost ! not because of your sins, but because you

deliberately put from you God's Christ (John 3. 19). You

cannot be saved, you cannot be made fit for the presence of

God in any other way than by taking Jesus as your Sub

stitute. By reason of sin you are " condemned already " (John

3. 18). As you enter on the duties of the day, as you go to

your worldly amusements, as you lay your head on your

pillow to rest, as you read this, remember you are "con

demned already." God has said so. Oh ! that He may

awaken you to a knowledge of this, and that you may listen

to His Word : " The blood of Jesus Christ His Son

cleanseth us from all sin" (1 John 1. 7). Do not then

harden your heart against such love as His; take this

precious Saviour, and the moment you do so His glorious

salvation is yours throughout endless ages.

Should this tract fall into the hands of any of Israel,

whom I love, oh, let me ask you, have you ever seriously

thought whether that despised Nazarene may not after all

be your looked-for Messiah ? Have you ever honestly

asked the God of Abraham, Isaac, and Jacob to show you

whether that lowly, humble Son of Mary is really the One

of whom the prophet Isaiah spoke when he said : " Behold,

a virgin shall conceive and bear a Son, and shall call His

name Immanuel?" (Isa. 7. 14). If you will only read the

books of Moses you will see there in what character our

Messiah was to come. All those slain lambs, those burnt-

offerings, those morning and evening sacrifices, the blood

shed and sprinkled, and the scapegoat, all pointed to One

who was to come to bear the sins of His people, and make

atonement for them by giving up His own life. You need

a Saviour—a Substitute—for you have sinned against God,

and " the soul that sinneth it shall die " (Ezek. 18. 4). Jesus

was God's Son ; all the miracles He did proved His divinity.

Accept that crucified King of the Jews, and say with joy,

" I have found the Messiah, the Hope of Israel." e.l.b.
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THE PASSENGER CANNOT GO ON UNLESS THE OVER-LUGGAGE IS PAID.



"OVER-LUGGAGE."

SHORT time ago I was waiting at the Stoke

station wiien 1 overheard a violent dispute

about a gentleman's over -luggage. The

owner of the luggage evidently wished to

defraud the company; and an officer was very

properly refusing to allow him to proceed until

the amount was paid. 1 felt pleased with the manly conduct

of the officer, a tall Irishman, and after the noise had sub

sided I entered into the following conversation with him.

I said, " Then I suppose the passenger cannot go on unless

the over-luggage is paid to the full. How much is it ? "

" Seven and sixpence," was the reply; " and it would not

be right for me to take less than the full amount." " Very

true," I replied ; " but if a friend were to pay the full

amount, would you hinder him then ? " " Oh, dear, no,

sir ! should I not be very glad to see him go along? " "And

the porters all along the line, do you think they would stop

him ? " " Oh, not at all, sir ; he would be as welcome to

travel on as though he had paid every farthing himself."

" Well, now," I said, " suppose you and I were about to

take a journey to-day, say from this world to the next,

what about the over-luggage—I mean our sins ; if put on the

scale of divine justice, do you really think you would pass ?

" Well, now, sir," he said, " that is what often troubles me

when I come to think of dying. I go to church, you know,

sir, on Sundays, but still I fear my sins would be too heavy

for me to pass on to Heaven." " Then what have you to

wards paying the over-luggage ? " " Oh, sir, I have no

thing at all, for I am a sinner." " Let me, then," I said,

" tell you what Another has done. When God weighed our

sins on the scale of divine justice, such was the weight that

the lever went higher and higher, until the price demanded

was the Son of God. And blessed it is that I can tell you

that God spared not His own Son ; ' for God so loved the

world, that He gave His only begotten Son, that whosoever

believeth in Him should not perish, but have everlasting

life.' Now, just as it would not be right for you to let the

passenger pass on until his over-luggage is paid to the full,

neither would it be righteous if God were to allow the sinner

to pass on to Heaven until his sins were met to the full.

But, then, also, just as it is perfectly right for you to allow

the passenger to pass on when his over-luggage has been
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paid for by another, how much more is God perfectly right

eous in receiving the sinner, the awful weight of whose sins

has been met by the death of Jesus Christ, His own beloved

Son ! The amount claimed by divine justice has been paid to

the full. ' Believe on the Lord Jesus Christ, and thou shalt

be saved' (Acts 16. 31). Yes, and then if called upon to take

your journey to-day, you may look at the cross and pass on

to glory."

My train moved on, the man thanked me for the conversa

tion, and God only knows whether I shall meet him among

the redeemed above.

What about your over-luggage ? Sinner you are, " For

all have sinned, and come short of the glory of God " (Rom.

3. 23). If God were to let you feel the real weight of only

one of your sins, it would sink you in everlasting despair.

Yet, strange as it may appear, I find many of my fellow-

travellers who seem to think that God is far more indifferent

about their sins than the railway officer was about the over-

luggage. They know they are sinners, yet with some of

them sin is a very light matter, and yet they expect to get

into Heaven somehow. They think if they begin to reform

some day, and do the best they can, all will be right at last.

If this is your state of mind you are not far from the lake of

fire. Sometimes I meet with persons in the very opposite

state of mind from this. I will tell you of one case. I was

coming to Tetbury station in the omnibus. My fellow-

traveller was a young person who appeared distressed in

mind. After some conversation, I inquired the state of her

soul. I shall never forget her reply. " It is no use, I

have tried so often to give up my sins and the world and

serve God, and I have failed every time. I only keep adding

to the weight of my sins. I have given up the attempt."

As she said these words, tears rolled down her face. I said,

" I am glad to hear you say so." She appeared greatly

surprised, and wished for an explanation. I read to her

Mark 2. 1-5. I told her the one sick of the palsy had to be

let down in his entire helplessness to the very floor at the

feet of Jesus. It was then, but not till then, he heard those

precious words of Jesus, " Son, thy sins be forgiven thee."

She had made this mistake ; she had tried to climb a little

higher by her best endeavours. There must be this letting

down ; and God had by every failure let her down a little
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lower. And now as she was helpless at the feet of Jesus I

was glad to be able to set forth a full and eternal salvation

through Him. She said she had never seen it in that way.

Her mother, on seeing us enter the omnibus, had retired

to pray that God would use that opportunity for the con

version of her child. How little did I think that in a few

days she was to return to her mother's house to die. I

passed through the same town seven months afterwards. I

found her lying on her dying bed. She had now found peace

through the precious blood of Christ. The visits of a Chris

tian had been blessed to her soul. She is now with the Lord.

The cross of Christ meets both these states of mind. Are

you careless about sin ? Look at the cross ; in it God says

it is impossible for Him to be indifferent about sin. Is your

soul burdened with sin ? Do you feel like the person with

his over-luggage, that with your sins you must pass on to the

presence of God ? Oh, how overwhelming is the weight and

guilt of sin—still pressing the soul down, down, down !

Yet, however much we feel its weight, it is only at the cross

of Jesus that we can really learn what sin is. The cross of

Christ was the scale of divine justice on which sin was laid to

theutmost. God there laid itsutmost weight on Jesus. "The

Lord hath laid on Him the iniquity of us all " (Isa. 53. 6).

The thought of it made Him, even the Son of Man, sweat, as

it were, great drops of blood. Oh, dwell on the solemn hour

of the cross, when His soul was made an offering for sin !

Blessed Jesus ! in that hour of darkness Thou didst endure

the full weight, the utmost curse of sin. Pass on, my soul,

pass on ; the ransom is fully paid ; it is finished. The price

of thy fearful over-luggage is paid ; fully, divinely paid—

paid to the utmost. Jesus is risen. Thou art justified.

God, who laid thy sins on Jesus, has justified thee. Pass on.

That same Jesus is coming again shortly to receive thee to

Himself (Rom. 1. 3, 4; 4. 24, 25; Acts 1. 11).

Unbeliever, nothing can discharge thy over burdened

soul but the cross of Christ. Thy best works can help thee

no more in this matter than thy greatest sins.

Believer, why doubt ? Pass on with holy confidence.

God is divinely and eternally righteous in justifying thee

from all sin, and receiving thee to glory. " God forbid that

I should glory, save in the cross of our Lord Jesus Christ."

Unto Him be glory now and evermore. c. Stanley.
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A RUSSIAN'S DOUBLE ESCAPE.

ASIL BOUROFF was born and brought up

in the city of Rostock, on the river Don,

Southern Russia. At the age of fifteen he

was awakened by the Holy Spirit to an

apprehension of his guilt and peril. Belong

ing to the Greek Catholic communion, the

Russian State Church, he attended mass, said prayers, took

the communion, and confessed to the priest. These things,

however, afforded him no comfort. Conscious of the fact

that he was a sinner, deserving of sin's wages, he became

terribly afraid that he might be suddenly called into God's

holy presence to give an account of the deeds done in the

body. Though distressed regarding his state, he knew not

that, in spite of his sins, God loved him, and longed to cleanse

him from every stain of guilt ; and as to the " way of

salvation " he had not the slightest idea that it is all

of grace through faith, " not of works, lest any man should

boast" (Eph. 2. 8, 9). For three years Basil diligently

sought to work himself into God's favour. Like the Jews

of old, he went about seeking to establish his own

righteousness, instead of submitting himself to the righteous

ness of God's provision (Rom. 10. 2-4).

One day he ventured to open his mind to a monk of the

Greek Catholic Church, who advised him to enter a

monastery on Mount Athos, in order that he might pur

chase God's pardoning mercy. After ascertaining from the

monk that he had been an inmate of a monastery for

twenty-three years, he asked him the following searching

question : " If Jesus Christ were to come at this moment,

whether would you be on the right hand or the left ? " The

monk objected to the question, but the seeking soul main

tained that it was a fair and proper one, and repeated it.

Eventually the ecclesiastic admitted that if Christ were

then to come, and he were summoned before His tribunal,

he was unprepared. The monk's admission mercifully pre

served the anxious inquirer from entering monastic life.

When Basil Bouroff learned that salvation was not of

works, and could not be procured by the observance of

forms or ceremonies, he began to think that help might be

obtained in the Scriptures. He commenced the reading of

God's Holy Word, and as he diligently perused the sacred

volume he saw more and more clearly the fact that he was
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lost, guilty, helpless, and hell-deserving, and was utterly

unable to save, or help to save, himself. " What must I

do to be saved ? " was the all-absorbing question with him,

and he diligently studied God's Word with the object of

ascertaining the divine reply. As he read and meditated,

he was led to see that salvation is a FREE GIFT ; that the

Lord Jesus, by bearing sin's penalty, had satisfied God's

holy and righteous claims ; and through believing on Him

who did it all, and paid it all, he was pardoned (Eph. 1.7),

saved (Rom. 10. 9), justified (Acts 13. 38, 39), and the pos

sessor of everlasting life (John 3. 16-36).

Amongst the scriptures that were specially helpful were

two : (l) " Behold the Lamb of God, which taketh away the

sin of the world" (John 1. 29), and (2) "Verily, verily, I

say unto thee, he that heareth My Word, and believeth

on Him that sent Me, hath everlasting life, and

shall not come into condemnation, but is passed from

death unto life " (John 5. 24). The young Russian was

amazed at the simplicity of God's way of salvation. He

looked and lived ; he believed and rejoiced in Him who

paid the ransom with His precious blood to save him from

everlasting misery, remorse, and despair. On learning, in

some measure, what Christ's death had accomplished for

him, his heart was filled with an intense, longing desire to

make known to others the " glad and glorious Gospel "

which was God's power to his salvation, and to the salvation

of all who believe it (Rom. 1. 16).

As many are aware, Russian law is extremely rigorous

against the Gospel being preached by persons outside the

Greek Catholic Church. Permission has to be obtained

from the authorities ere half a dozen believers can meet

to read the Scriptures together. The young convert, filled

with the love of God, and longing to be the means of saving

others, invited a number of young men to his home to tell

them the " old, old story of Jesus and His love." God

blessed the message proclaimed by him, and quite a

number were soundly converted. In perusing the Bible he

read Christ's words to the woman of Sychar : " God is a

spirit, and they that worship Him must worship Him in

spirit and truth " (John 4. 24). What, then, was he to do

with his eikon ? Roman Catholics worship images, and

Greek Catholics eikons, or pictures of saints. The young
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Christian possessed an eikon of the Virgin Mary and her

child, costing 200 roubles (^10), and he became exercised

as to what he should do with it. As he could not con

scientiously sell it or give it away, he decided to destroy it.

One day he took the eikon to the court of the house and

broke it in pieces. The police authorities had him arrested

and committed to prison. His trial, which created great

interest, came on. Two charges were preferred against

him : (l) Breaking an eikon, and (2) perverting forty-

eight persons. At the fourth trial he was found guilty, and

sentenced to banishment for life in Siberia. He escaped

to England, and studied for four years in a London college.

Thence he went to the United States of America, and

graduated as a Bachelor of Arts at the University of

Chicago. He is now a teacher of English in the city of St.

Petersburg, and when the writer was preaching the Gospel

in the Russian capital, in the winter of 1910, Mr. Bouroff

interpreted for him.

With such a testimony before you, let me courteously

ask, Are you a believer or an unbeliever ? You may be a

Greek Catholic or a Roman Catholic, an Anglican, Pres

byterian, Methodist, Lutheran, or Baptist, but if you have

not been saved, converted, or regenerated, you are an

unbeliever, with the wrath of God resting on your guilty

head (John 3. 36). " Verily, verily, I say unto thee," said

the Lord Jesus, " except a man be born again he cannot see

the kingdom of God " (John 3. 3). Has the reader ex

perienced the great change ? If not, why not ? Why not

NOW believe on the Lord Jesus, and be eternally saved ?

You may be saved in a moment through believing on the

Son of God, who loved you, and gave Himself for you.

Hearken to Christ's glorious Gospel declaration : "For God

so loved the world, that He gave His only begotten Son,

that WHOSOEVER BELIEVETH IN HlM SHOULD NOT

PERISH, BUT HAVE EVERLASTING LIFE" (John 3. 16).

How simple ! How grand ! How glorious ! All the

difficult work was done for you by Christ, and you are now

besought to accept of salvation as a free gift through

faith in the Redeemer's blood. Don't, oh don't, try to

banish from your mind thoughts of your accountability to

God. There is a day of reckoning. ' Behold, now is the

day of salvation." Believe, and be eternally saved ! A. M.



THE POPULAR SIN OF TO-DAY;

or;

"RELIGIOUS PEOPLE DON 't GO TO HELL."

I GO TO CHURCH AND DO THE BEST I CAN."

"There was Jim ——, he is not religious, he is a swearing man ;

and others were drunkards. If he had said these were going to

hell I should not have taken any notice of it. "

N
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ELIGIOUSLY going to hell, eh! Only to

think of his impudence ; telling me I am

religiously going to hell. I'll let him have

a bit of my mind the next time I see him,

I'll be bound; I'm as good as he is."

And there was no little wrath determined

in the mind of this woman, whose ire had been unconsciously

raised by a servant of Christ at a cottage meeting. Such

were some of the angry expressions which escaped from

this very religious person as she vented her wrath on sundry

articles of furniture, throwing them about at the risk of

damaging or destroying them.

But her godly mother, who was quietly looking on, said :

" We must be either going to heaven or going to hell, and I

reckon the enemy of souls does not mind how we go there,

whether religiously or not, so long as we are under his

power." But religious people don't go to hell, mother; I

never heard of such a thing. I go to church, I take the

sacrament sometimes, and do the best I can, and then to be

told ' you are religiously going to hell.' " " But he did not

say so to you more than others," said the mother. " Yes,

but he meant me, and I don't think there were any other

religious people there but you and I. There was Jim

. , he is not religious, he is a swearing man ; and others

were drunkards. If he had said these were going to hell I

should not have taken any notice of it, but to look me in

the face and say, ' You are religiously going to hell,' I can't

forget that; and I shall let him have a bit of my mind when

I see him again." ' I know you go to church and take the

sacrament, but are you sure you are going to heaven?"

asked the mother.

Not long afterwards the writer met this woman, and, not

knowing what had taken place, said to her kindly, Which

place are you going to—heaven or hell ? " She made no

reply. " To which company do you belong—to sinners

saved, or to sinners lost ? " 'I hope I am not going

religiously to hell," she said. " But are you going to heaven

or hell—which? for there is a religious way to hell as

well as a way for drunkards and thieves and swearers.

It was religious people who cried 'away with Him' (John

19. 15) and who murdered Christ; and it was religious

people whom the Lord condemned because they did not g<i
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into the kingdom of heaven, and who would not suffer others

to go in who were willing (Matt. 23. 13); and it was religious

people of whom the Lord said, how can you escape the

damnation of hell ? ' (Matt. 23. 33). Religious people, like the

Jews of old, go about to establish their own righteousness,

and do not submit to the righteousness of God ' (Rom. 10. 3);

they are not willing to be saved in God's way, so that if you

are religious, and yet have not received the Saviour, you are

religiously going to hell, and you may be there very soon.

There are two great sins in your life concerning which the

Bible says, they that do such things ' shall not inherit the

kingdom of God' (l Cor. 6. 9), and all the religion you have

ever had will not blot out those two sins. You had better

find them out."

A short time afterwards I saw her again, and there was a

complete change of conduct. She said, " When you said

there were two great sins in my life, of which the Bible says

those who do them shall not inherit the kingdom of God, 1

wondered what these two sins were, and I began to search

the Bible for them ; and I had not searched long before I

found not only two, but many sins, which shut me out of the

kingdom of God." She had been guilty of sins in her life

which she saw from the Scripture were terribly against her,

and completely scattered her religious thoughts, and she

became as wretched as a soul can well be, until she dis

covered From the same Book God's one and only remedy,

Jesus Christ—His death for sin; His precious blood

alone the cleansing power to remove sin from before God

and from the guilty conscience, and the simple faith that

takes God at His Word, and is willing to be saved in God's

way. When once she had come to the end of religious self

and sinful self, she came to Jesus, saying, " Lord, I thought

I was religious, and did not want to be converted, but Thy

Word hath shown me I am a lost sinner—a lost sinner,

Lord !—but Thy Word saith, Thou earnest to seek and

save the lost. Lord, save me ! " And, it is always the

same, those who come to Him, He does not cast out, but,

like the publican in Luke 18, they go down to their house

justified. So was it with her, from that time to this she has

ceased from self-trust, and trusts only in the living God.

Without doubt there is a great multitude who are re

ligiously going down to hell. Are you one of them ? You
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may be a devout worshipper in the congregation you are a

member of, and yet you may be ignorant of your own lost

condition, and also of the one only way of peace with God.

Not born again from above, not having the Spirit of Christ

in you, not separated from your sins, or " from this present

evil world," but going down, down, down to hell. Multi

tudes are in this condition; not only such as are called

heathen, but regular church, chapel, and meeting place

goers, for, alas, the TARES are among the WHEAT growing

together till the harvest, tares professing to be wheat

(Matt. 13. 30); unsaved, unregenerated, unwashed souls,

professing to be the children of God ; found in the church,

chapel, or hall on Sundays, and in the theatre, music hall,

dancing saloon, at cards, bagatelle, the race-course, and such

like places in the week ; in the seat of the religious on

Sundays, and in the seat of the scornful on Mondays and

Tuesdays, and through the week religiously going to hell.

Now to the point ! Are you saved from the wrath which

is coming? Are you delivered from this present evil

world ? If you can truthfully answer this question with

joy before God, seek then to deliver such as are appointed

to destruction (Prov. 31. 8). Let your daily life witness

for Christ. If you are thus truly converted to God you are

put into a position of wondrous blessing. Your sins blotted

out, your eternal life and salvation in Christ secured, YOUR

LIFE business now to please Him who hath redeemed you

with His blood; your hope His coming glory, which will

not be disappointed ; your service, whether in the kitchen

or the shop, the exchange or the office, by land or at sea ;

whether you are rich or poor, learned or ignorant, master or

mistress, husband or wife, parent or child, brother or sister,

peasant or prince, you henceforth are NO MORE your OWN,

nor anything you HAVE. All are His, all to be yielded TO

Him, and to be used for Him as His stewards ; and at His

coming the recompense will be given according to His

wondrous grace. If not saved, your position is terrible

inde2d, and your hope blackness of darkness for ever. Yet

you may be saved at this very moment, for God's Word

declares that If thou shalt confess with thy mouth the Lord

Jesus, and shalt believe in thine heart that God hath raised

Him from the dead, thou shalt be saved" (Rom. 10. 9).

Which is it here ? Which shall it be hereafter ? G. B.



A PROTESTANT AND A ROMAN CATHOLIC

SAVED AT THE SAME

MOMENT.

'BOTH AUNT AND NIECE FOUND PEACE AT THE SAME TIME.

' 'Her aunt held a candle that Jane might see the Scriptures,

and both aunt and niece found peace through the same verse that

was read to them by Mr. Caird. ' '



A PROTESTANT AND A ROMAN CATHOLIC

SAVED AT THE SAME MOMENT.

]ANE F was brought up in the Roman

Catholic Church in Ireland. When about

16 years old she went to reside with her

aunt in a village in the south of Scotland.

Mrs. T though a good Protestant

was, alas ! like many professing Christians,

a stranger to God's saving grace. Though she attended

church, read the Bible, and said her prayers, she had

not the least idea of the wondrous fact that God justifies

ungodly sinners who believe on Christ. Being anxious that

her niece should become a Protestant she read the Scriptures

aloud nightly ere the household retired to rest. At first

Jane was surprised that her aunt read the Bible. She said

to her on one occasion, We were told that the Bible was

a bad book, and you read it, and we all read it at school."

What a delusion that the Bible is a bad or dangerous

book. It is God's Holy Word. In 2 Timothy 3. 16 we read

that " All Scripture is given by inspiration of God, and is

profitable for doctrine, for reproof, for correction, for

instruction in righteousness, that the man of God may be

perfect, throughly furnished unto all good works." The

Bible reveals to us what we are by nature and practice, and

tells us God's way of Salvation.

As Jane read the Word she became more and more in

terested in it. It was so unlike any other book that she had

seen. The Holy Spirit, who led her to peruse it, was

revealing to her her guilt and danger. The scales were

removed from her eyes, and she was brought to see that

"all... have gone astray" (Isa.53.6),that "all have sinned"

(Rom. 3. 23) against light and love, and all deserve to receive

the wages of sin, which is everlasting separation from God

in conscious punishment. In a letter recently received

from her by a friend of ours, she says : " I read the Bible

all day long. The Holy Spirit was telling me that I was

all wrong. I used to hear my aunt praying that the Lord

would open my eyes to see the truth, and I became very

miserable."

At that time a wonderful work of grace was going on in

the town of Stranraer, a few miles distant. Mr. Murray

M'Neil Caird, a gifted lawyer, son of one of the best known

gentlemen in the county, was preaching the Word with
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marvellous freshness and power. Many who had passed as

" good Protestants " and ' good Presbyterians," through his

labours had been led to see their spiritual condition. Mr.

Caird's ministry was of a most searching character, and

numbers of religious people, as well as careless world

lings, were led to see their need of a Saviour, and were

soundly converted to God. The young converts could not

keep the good news to themselves, and the glad and

glorious Gospel " was carried to many parts of the county.

One evening Mr. Caird, with a band of workers,

visited the village where Mrs. T resided. They started

singing Gospel hymns, which soon attracted a crowd. Jane

F was milking the cows at the time. The awakened

soul, longing to know how she could obtain forgiveness,

immediately left her work and went to the meeting. The

hymn that was being sung was the familiar one commencing:

" There is life in a look at the Crucified One,

There is life at this moment for thee ;

Then look, sinner, look unto Him and be saved,

Unto Him who was nailed to the tree."

Jane F declared that the hymn was the finest that she

had ever heard. That night the anxious inquirer had a

personal conversation with Mr. Caird. Her aunt held a

candle that Jane might see the Scriptures, and both aunt

and niece found peace through the same verse that was read

to them by Mr. Caird. How true that the entrance of

God's Word giveth light ! Jane F and her aunt, Mrs.

T , found life in a look at the Crucified One ! The

Roman Catholic and Protestant gazed by faith on the Lord

Jesus bearing their sins in His own body on the tree

(l Peter 2. 24), and obtained joy and peace in believing.

Mrs. T , after her conversion, lived a consistent

Christian life for forty years. Jane F witnesses to

the saving power of Christ in another land.

The unsaved reader, whether Romanist or Protestant,

Episcopalian or Presbyterian, Methodist or Baptist, needs

a Saviour to deliver him from the penalty and power of sin.

Your religious upbringing, church or chapel going, Bible

reading, prayer saying or hymn singing, cannot atone for

the past. Future good conduct cannot blot out past dis

obedience. " God requireth that which is past " (Eccles. 3.

15). You are a sinner and need a Saviour. You may turu
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over new leaves on the page of your life's history, but turn

ing over new leaves won't blot out the old ones. If you

lived until you were a hundred years old and never committed

another sin, that could not atone for the past. Do you

admit that you are a lost, ruined, undone sinner ? If

not, hearken to what God says about you. " There is not

a just man on the earth that doeth good and sinneth not "

(Eccles. 7. 20). What then is to become of you ? " There

is no difference, for all have sinned and come short of the

glory of God " (Rom. 3. 22, 23), and the Word declares that

' whosoever shall keep the whole law, and yet offend in one

point, he is guilty of all " (James 2. 10). How then can

a righteous and holy God forgive sin ? The answer is at

hand. " There is one God, and one mediator between God

and men, the Man Christ Jesus ; who gave Himself a

ransom for all" (l Tim. 2. 6). God has accepted the

ransom. Christ, by His atoning sacrifice on Calvary has

eternally settled the sin question. The work that saves

was accomplished on the cross. No prayers, tears, penance

or penitence can purchase God's pardoning mercy.

Salvation is a free gift (Rom. 6. 23), and is " not of works,

lest any man should boast" (Eph. 2. 8, 9). "To him that

worketh is the reward not reckoned of grace, but of debt.

But to him that worketh not, but believeth on Him that

justifieth the ungodly, his faith is counted for righteousness "

(Rom. 4. 4, 5).

" I thought that Christ did part of the work and we have

to do ours," says one. That is your mistake. On the

cross He said, ' It is finished," and you cannot add to

a completed work. What Christ did is enough. God is

satisfied with the work done by Him, and surely you ought

to be satisfied with that which satisfies Him ! ' As Moses

lifted up the serpent in the wilderness, even so must the

Son of Man be lifted up : that whosoever believeth in Him

should not perish, but have eternal life " (John 3. 14, 15).

Believe now on the Lord Jesus Christ, and obtain it.

' May the reader, through faith in the Lord Jesus Christ and

His finished work, be enabled to say from his heart :

" I da believe it I I do believe it !

I am saved through the blood of the Lamb ;

My happy soul is free, for the Lord has pardoned for me.

Hallelujah to Jesus' Name." A. M.



AN AMERICAN'S WONDERFUL DISCOVERY;

Or, "THE MAN WHO BORE MY SINS.'

ANUMBER of years ago a self-willed girl, longing to

be free from parental restraint, ran away from home,

left the paths of virtue and purity, and was leading a life

of sin and shame in an American city. In a comparatively

short time she learned the truth of God's Word that "the

way of transgressors is hard," and when disease invaded her

frame and her health gave way her professed friends de

serted her.

Through a tract given to her by Mrs. Luffe, on a street
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car in Buffalo, entitled, "I am not Going to a Christless

Grave; Are You ? " she was awakened to an apprehension

of her guilt and peril. The perusal of the silent messenger

caused her to abandon her former evil life, and she supported

herself by playing music at shows, beer saloons, and dancing

halls. She sought out her relations, but, alas ! learned that

her mother was dead, and the other members of the family

had removed she knew not where.
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The woman's conversion is a striking illustration of the

power of the Gospel of the Grace of God. When a man is

awakened from his spiritual slumber he usually attempts

to appease God by fancied " good works," ignorant of the

fact that the work that saves was accomplished by Christ

at Calvary. Few have laid hold of the glorious truth that

God gives salvation to bad people as a free gift. Scripture

teaches that ruined, guilty, lost, condemned sinners through

believing on the Son of God, who loved them and gave

Himself for them, obtain a present and eternal salvation.

How blessed to be able to say truthfully :

" He bore on the tree the sentence for me,

And now both the Surety and sinner are free."

Christ died for the " ungodly," for " sinners," for the

" lost " (Rom. 5. 6, 8 ; 1 Tim. 1. 15 ; Luke 19. 10). Sal

vation is " not of works, lest any man should boast " (Eph.

2. 8, 9) ; it belongs to him who " worketh not, but believeth

on Him that justifieth the ungodly " (Rom. 4. 5) ; and if it

is of grace, "then it is no more of works : otherwise grace is

no more grace. But if it is of works, then it is no more

grace: otherwise work is no more work" (Rom. 11. 6).

Many say that they are " doing their best " to be saved, in

spite of the fact that everything that is necessary has

already been accomplished.

What was it that gave rest, peace, and happiness to the

dying woman ? The glorious truth that Jesus bore her

sins in His own body on the tree. By believing that Christ

died in her room and stead she obtained peace with God,

forgiveness, and eternal life. " Christ died for our sins

according to the Scriptures ; He was buried and rose again "

(1 Cor. 15. 1-4) was the Gospel which the apostle Paul

proclaimed to unsaved Corinthians, and by believing

which they were saved. The Gospel is a Gospel of facts,

not reasonings. It is not an offer of pardon, nor an invita

tion to come to Christ. It is the positive statement of

accomplished facts, and is not dependent on man's be

lief or unbelief. The Gospel does not tell sinners what

they have to do ; it speaks of what Christ did for them on

Calvary's Cross. " Who His own self BARE OUR SINS

IN HIS OWN BODY ON THE TREE " (1 Peter 2. 24).

" The Lord hath laid on Him the iniqurty of us all."
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Two years after this Mrs. Luffe in her seed-sowjng rounds

gave her a Gospel paper, entitled, "The Man that DiedforMe,"

which greatly affected her. An intense longing desire was

created within her for rest and peace to her weary, sin-sick

soul.

A year elapsed, and one day in Main Street, Mrs. Luffe

gave her several tracts, and amongst them were copies

of " Safety, Certainty, and Enjoyment," and " God's Way

of Salvation." On one of them Mrs. Luffe had written her

name and address, with words to the effect that those

desirous of knowing more about God's way of peace were

to communicate with her.

One morning Mrs. Luffe received an urgent request to

visit a patient in the hospital. Proceeding to the ward,

she found a young woman who was evidently nearing the

end of life's journey. In course of conversation she heard

from her lips the particulars we have already mentioned.

The sufferer knew that she had but a short time to live, and

eagerly inquired what she had to do to be saved. Mrs.

Luffe told out the " old, old story " of the Lord Jesus

dying on Calvary for her, that she might not perish, but

have everlasting life. She was shown that by resting on

what Christ did for her she would obtain the free, full, and

present forgiveness of all her sins.

Alas ! like many others, the dying one imagined that

she had something meritorious to do to purchase the favour

of God. Was it possible that a sinner like her could be

saved in a moment, and saved for Eternity, by believing on

the Saviour ? The Lord declares that " Whosoever be-

lieveth in Him shall receive remission of sins " (Acts 10. 43),

and " He that believeth on the Son hath everlasting life "

(John 3. 36). The truth was taught her that it was on

account of what Christ did for us that salvation is obtained,

and not on account of anything that we do for Him. It

seemed to her to be " too good news to be true." Mrs.

Luffe sat by her bedside for hours pointing her to the

" Lamb of God, which taketh away the sin of the world "

(John 1. 29), and urging her to rest her sin-burdened soul

on the finished work of Christ. " Is there nothing that I

can do ? Is there nothing that I can do ? " was the cry

that escaped her lips. Seeing that her strength was fast

failing, the soul-winner commenced to sing the hymn en
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titled, " Absolve Te " (I forgive thee) which begins as

follows :

" One Priest alone can pardon me.

And bid me go in peace ;

Can breathe that word ' absolve te,'

And make my heart throbs cease ;

My soul has heard His priestly voice,

It said, ' I bore thy sins, rejoice 1 ' "

The singing of these words had a wonderful effect on the

sufferer. What followed is described in Mrs. L 's letter to

me:" When I came to ' I bore thy sins, rej oice ! ' she exclaimed,

' That is the word, bore ! bore ! Who bore my sins ! ' I

replied, ' Jesus bore your sins.' ' My sins ? ' she inquired.

' Will you not believe ? ' I asked. ' Yes, I can understand

that.' ' Will you not too rejoice ? ' ' Oh, yes, I will, but

tell me what can I do for One who bore my sins ? ' 'Do

you still want to do ? ' I asked. ' Yes, I want to do some

thing for others, that they may know He bore their sins.'

I had promised her that I would see to the funeral, and you

may imagine my surprise when she asked me if I would

bury her and pay the expenses out of my own pocket. On

telling her that 1 would look to the Lord, the God and Father

of the same Jesus who bore our sins, to give me the money

for her funeral, she replied, ' Oh ! there is something I can do.

Let the authorities look after this poor body ; they will

bury me out of sight, and you can spend the money you

would use for me on other poor girls. Tell them to turn

to Him ere it is too late ; tell them He bore their

sins. Give them the Gospel papers, and look at them

kindly as you do on me.' Seeing that her moments here

were almost gone, I put my arm under her head, and drawing

her to me, was about to kiss her, when she put her hand

right between our faces, and said, ' No I no ! you are a good

woman ; I am a sinner.' I told her Jesus said all had

sinned. ' You are a sinner saved by Jesus, and I also am

a sinner saved by Him.' I again drew her towards me, and

kissed her again and again, and said, ' Annie, my dear,

dear sister, Jesus loves you, rejoice!' Oh, the sweet smile

that lit up her countenance as she exclaimed, ' Yes, I do

rejoice. Rejoice ! rejoice ! Jesus bore my sins. Rejoice ! '

With these words on her lips she passed into the presence

of Him who bore her, and our, sins ' in His own body on the

tree ' " (1 Peter 2. 24).
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" All thy sins were laid upon Him,

Jesus bore them on the tree ;

God who knew them laid them on Him,

And, believing, thou art free."

" I always knew that Christ died for sinners, but it is

only lately that I knew He died for me," was the testimony

of a converted Roman Catholic. Believing that Christ

died for other people will not remove from me the load of

unforgiven sin. I must believe that He died for me

ere I can rejoice in Him as my Saviour. When I saw by

faith Jesus bleeding, suffering, and dying for me, and

knew that God was perfectly satisfied with His atoning

Sacrifice, I obtained peace with God. Don't try to earn

forgiveness. It has been purchased at the cost of Christ's

precious Blood, and is now proclaimed to you as a free

gift. "All that believe are justified from all things"

(Acts 13. 38, 39).

When the American learned that Christ had borne her

sins on the Cross, she longed to make known the " good

news " to others. As the love of Christ constrained her she

said to Mrs. L , " Spend the money you would use for

me on other poor girls. Tell them to turn to Him before

it is too late. Tell them He bore their sins. Give them

the I Gospel] papers, and look at them kindly as you did on

me."

Out of the abundance of her heart her mouth spoke.

Being saved herself, she longed that others might know of

His wondrous love to them. May those who are saved

through faith in the Lord Jesus seek to spread the " glad

and glorious Gospel " so that others may hear, believe,

and be saved. Ponder the dying words of the young

Christian : " Yes, I do rejoice ! Rejoice ! Rejoice ! Jesus

bore my sins. Rejoice ! " May the unsaved reader believe

on Christ and rejoice in the knowledge of the forgiveness

of all his sins.

" Sin's bondage was bitter, and heavy its chain,

Hut Christ took the fetter, and snapped it in twain ;

The strong One was bound, and the captive set free

When He fell back in triumph and died on the tree."

" For God so loved the world, that He Rave His only

begotten Son, that whosoever belicveth in Him should not

perish, but have everlasting life " (John 3. 16). a. m.



THE DOCTOR'S DISCOVERY:

HOW THE GODLY PATIENT FACED DEATH.

"CLEVER, TALENTED, AND SKILLED IN HIS PROFESSION.

' 'When the doctor returned to his practice he was another

man—a man saved by God's almighty grace, created anew in

Christ Jesus, calm in spirit, gentle as a child. "



THE DOCTORS DISCOVERY.

HE doctor was the son of Christian parents,

and during his early years had been taught

in the Word of God, and brought up in ihe

fear of the Lord. During his college days

he became acquainted with a student who

professed himself an agnostic, and, much

to the grief of his parents, Alfred soon became an avowed

unbeliever.

People ask why so many great and learned men, philoso

phers, scientists, and scholars discredit the teaching of

Scripture, and disbelieve in a hell hereafter. The answer

is very simple. They are biased against God, and being

too proud to own their ignorance and come to the infallible

Word of the eternal God to learn all that men shall ever

know here of the Future, they fall back on their own

blinded reason, and sink into the morass of scepticism.

Such was the young doctor—clever, talented, and skilled

in his profession, but restless as the troubled sea regarding

eternal things. Twenty years passed in this condition, not

without many a misgiving, especially when he remembered

the godly life of his parents, or heard the dying testimony

of some of his patients as they entered the world beyond in

peace, confessing their faith in Christ, and their certainty

of being in heaven.

It was on a chill wintry day that the talented doctor was

called to see a patient, a humble working man, but saved

by grace, and bound for glory. 'Tell me my true condition.

Do not hide it from me. I have no fear of death, no dread

of the future—all is bright ahead. Forty years ago I came

as a sinner to the Lord Jesus. He saved me then, has kept

me happy in His love ever since, and it will be the grandest

day of my life when He sends for me to dwell with Him in

the paradise above."

The doctor was touched by his patient's statement. It

was not the wanderings of a lunatic, it was not the day

dream of a visionary ; it was the calm, sober statement

of a man of faith, waiting on the border-land for the

appointed hour that would usher him into the presence of

his God.

The doctor examined his patient, and told him, " You

may live a day, or you may go within an hour." " Bless

the Lord," was the calm 'eply. ' Draw up the blinds and



The Doctor's Discovery.

bring in the boys. Tell the men in the factory to come in ;

I want to spend my last breath in telling them of Jesus."

The doctor hastened away ; he could stand it no longer.

He hurried home, and in fifteen minutes was alone with

God in his room, wrapped in thought. He said to himself,

' There certainly is a reality in being saved after all. My

mother used to tell me so ; my conscience has echoed her

testimony all these years ; that dying man knows it, and

has the blessed power of it in his heart ; of that there

cannot be the slightest doubt." A terrible struggle followed.

Pride asserted its rule, the devil put forth his claim. For

several weeks the doctor was not at home. Another filled

his place.

When the doctor returned to his practice he was another

man—a man saved by God's almighty grace, created anew

in Christ Jesus, calm in spirit, gentle as a child.

In the days of his absence he had met with God, met

Him at the cross, where as a sinner he cast himself on His

sovereign mercy, receiving forgiveness and salvation

through the merits of the Lord Jesus Christ alone. As

one guilty, lost, and undone, he took his place amongst the

"condemned already" (John 3. 18). As a lost sinner he

accepted the lost sinner's Saviour, realised the promise

true, "To as many as received Him, to them gave He

power to become the sons of God, even to them that believe

on His Name" (John 1. 12), and was classed amongst the

saved already " people, of whom it is said, There is no

condemnation" (Rom. 8. l). He fearlessly confessed Jesus

as Lord, and for many years testified both by lip and life

to His saving power. His townsmen, who had so well

known his agnostic principles, stood in wonder, and his

conversion became the talk of the town Some were

pleased, others jeered, but could not help seeing the mar

vellous change. But grace triumphed, and for many years

the doctor witnessed a good confession, and guided many a

sick and dying sinner to the Lamb of God, who beareth

away the sin of the world " (John 1. 29).

There is a glorious reality in being saved. Do you know

it? If not, you may. Christ died for the ungodly"

(Rom. 5. 6). " This Man receiveth sinners" (Luke 15. 2).

Will you come to Him (Matt. 11. 28), and be received,

welcomed, and saved eternally ? V.
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Alexander Mackay, the Christian Hero who fearlessly
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