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THE GOSPEL  TRUMPET.  

ON THE ICE. 
T was a sad close to a day in last 
winter, when the lifeless body of 
Widow C--'s son was brought 

to the door which he had left only 
two hours before in the full flush of 
health. 

He had been warned not to go far 
on the ice by a labourer who was 
?assing at the time, but along with a  

foolhardy companion he would ven-
ture. They had scarcely left the 
margin when the ice broke, and to 
the horror of a crowd of playmates, 
who were too prudent to follow them, 
they were both precipitated into the 
water. The efforts of these youths 
to save their drowning companions 
were very touching. Although re- 
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fusing to go on the ice for pleasure, 
several of them ventured on immedi-
ately to lend a helping hand to their 
friends in their extremity. 

They soon succeeded in rescuing 
one of the two, who had taken hold 
of the ice at a point where it was 
comparatively firm, and four of them 
carried him off immediately to an 
adjoining cottage. 

But Widow C—'s son perished. 
He too came to the surface—seized 
hold of the ice—and the eager youths 
joining hand to hand did what they 
could to rescue him. But again the 
ice broke just as he was reached, and 
again he sank, never more to rise. 
His body was not found for some 
hours afterwards. 

It was the saving of the spiritual 
as well as the bodily life of the lad 
who was rescued. " As I was sink-
ing," he said to me a fortnight after, 
" these words came suddenly to my 
mind—I had learned them two days 
before for the Sunday-school—' He 
sent from above, He took me ; He 
drew me out of many waters.' I 
cried, Lord, save me ; I perish !' 
And He did save me ; and since then 
He has saved me again, and this time 
for ever. It was a solemn night for 
me that, when I awoke to find my- 
self saved, and poor W 	lost ; and 
I had many solemn thoughts, which, 

although not altogether new to me, 
were too strong now to be put away. 
I did not wish to put them away. I 
found that I had been walking on 
slippery places, and my soul sinking 
in the foul waters of sin. I cried to 
the Lord again ; and He has heard 
me, and set my feet upon a rock, and 
established my goings. And now He 
has put a new song into my mouth, 
even praise unto my God, and I have 
been singing that song ever since." 

Reader, are you on slippery ground? 
It is enjoyable, is it ?—that life of 
worldliness, of gaiety, of self-seeking? 
But how thick is the ice beneath 
your feet ? And what is beneath the 
ice ? How long will your pleasure 
last ? And when it ends, what is 
your prospect of salvation ? Suppose 
it were to end suddenly ? Would 
your confusion and terror help you 
to the shore ? " One shall be taken 
and the other left." Think of it, 
which of the two are you to be ? 

C. 

Treat Yourself as You Treat Others. 
TREAT yourselves, my dear friends, as you 
have been accustomed to treat others. We 
get another man's character and tie it up 
to the halberds, and out with our great 
whip and begin to lay it on with all our 
force, and after the flogging we wash the 
poor creature with a kind of briny pretence 
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A excusing his sins. Ah, just serve thy-
self so. Tie thyself up to the halberds, 
man, and lay on the whip. Do not spare 
him. When you have got yourself tied up, 
hit hard, sir ; it is a great rascal you are 
whipping. Now then, a heavy blow ! Kill 
him if you can. The sooner he is dead the 
better ; for when he is once killed as to all 
idea of righteousness in himself, then he 
will begin to lead a new life and be a new 
creature in Christ Jesus. Make him feel 
that the leprosy lies deep within. Give 
him no rest. Treat him as cruelly as he 
could treat another. 'T would be only his 
deserts. 

But who is this that I am telling you to 
treat so ? Yourself, my hearer, yourself. 
Be as severe as you can, but let the culprit 
be yourself. Put on the wig, and sit upon 
the judgment-seat. Read the king's com-
mission. There is such a commission for 
you to be a judge. It says, Judge thyself 
—though it says, Judge not others. Put 
on, I say, your robes ; sit up there, and 
then bring up the culprit. Make him 
stand at the bar. Accuse him ; plead 
against him ; condemn him. Say, " Take 
him away, jailer." Find out the hardest 
punishment you can discover in the statute 
book, and believe that he deserves it all. 
Be as severe as ever you can on yourself, 
even to the putting on the black cap, and 
reading the sentence of death. 

When you have done this you will be in 
a hopeful way for life, for him that condemns 
himself God absolves. He that stands 
self-convicted may look to Christ hanging 
on the cross, and see himself hanging there, 
and see his sins for ever put away by the 
sacrifice of Jesus on the tree.—C. pL 
Spurge,n. 

Believe Good Things of God. 
WHEN in the storm it seems to thee 
That He who rules the raging sea 
Is sleeping—still, with bonded knee, 

Believe good things of God. 

When thou hast sought in vain to find 
The silver thread of love entwined 
With life's oft-tangled web,—resigned, 

Believe good things of God. 

And should He smite thee till thy heart 
Is crushed beneath the bruising smart, 
Still, while the bitter teardrops start, 

Believe good things of God. 

'Tis true, thou canst not understand 
The dealings of thy Father's hand ; 
But, trusting what His love has planned, 

Believe good things of God. 

He loves thee ! In that love confide, 
Unchanging, faithful, true, and tried ; 
And let or joy or grief betide, 

Believe good things of God. 

Thou canst not raise thy thoughts too high ; 
As spreads above the earth the sky, 
So do His thoughts thy thoughts outvio :—

Believe good things of God. 

In spite of what thine eyes behold ; 
In spite of what thy fears have told ; 
Still to His gracious promise hold,—

Believe good things of God. 

For know, that what thou canst believe 
Thou shalt in His good time receive ; 
Thou canst not half His love conceive,—

Believe good things of God. 

WILLIAM Lull. 

THERE is too often a burden of care in get-
ting riches, a burden of anxiety in keeping 
them, a burden of temptation in using them, 
a burden of guilt in abusing them, a burden 
of sorrow in losing them, and a burden of 
account at last to be given for possessing 
and either improving or misimproving them. 
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The Almighty Saviour. 
HE only is safe for eternity who is sheltered 
behind the finished work of Christ. What 
the law could not do for us, He does. He 
obeyed it to the very letter, and under His 
obedience we can take our stand. For us 
He has suffered all its penalties, and paid 
all that the law demands. " His own self 
bare our sins in His own body on the tree " 
(1 Peter ii. 24). He knew what death, 
what ruin, what misery lay before us if we 
were left to ourselves ; and He came from 
heaven to teach us the new and living way 
by which " all that believe are justified from 
all things, from which they could not be 
justified by the law of Moses" (Acts xiii. 39). 

I have been trying to tell you the old, old 
story that men are sinners. I may be speak-
ing to some one, perhaps, who thinks it a 
waste of time. "God knows I'm a sinner !" 
he cries ; " you don't need to prove it." 
Well, my friend, I have got good news for 
you. It is just as easy for God to save you, 
who have broken the whole ten command-
ments, as the man who has only broken one 
of them. Both are dead—dead in sins. It 
is no matter how dead you are, or how long 
you have been dead,—Christ can bring you 
to life just the same. There is no difference. 
When Christ met that poor widow coming 
out of Nain, following the body of her boy 
to the grave—he was just newly dead—His 
loving heart could not pass her ; He stopped 
the funeral, and bade the dead arise. And 
when Jesus stood by the grave of Lazarus, 
who had been dead four days, was it not 
just as easy for Him to say, Lazarus, come 
forth ? " Yes, it was just as easy; there 
was no difference. They were both alike 
dead ; and Christ saved the one just as 
easily, and as willingly, and as lovingly, as  

the other. And therefore, my friend, you 
need not complain that Christ cannot save 
you. Christ died for the ungodly. And if 
you turn to Him at this moment with an 
honest heart, and receive Him simply as 
your Saviour and your God, I have the 
authority of His Word for telling you (John 
vi. 37) that He will in no wise cast out.—
D. L. Moody. 

Why Will Ye Die ? 
PooR, self-destroying caitiff, look yonder on 
that amiable Jesus Christ, for a marriage 
between whom and thy precious soul I am 
now wooing. Do but observe His condes-
cending willingness to be united to thee. 
That great Ahasuerus courts his own cap-
tive Esther. The potter makes suit to his 
own clay ; woos thee, though He wants thee 
not; is infinitely happy without thee, yet is 
not, cannot be, satisfied but with thee. Hark 
how He commands, entreats, begs thee to 
be reconciled (2 Cor. v. 20) ; swears, and 
pawns His life upon it, that He desires not 
thy death (Ezek. xxxiii. 11) ; seals this 
His oath with His blood. And if, after all 
this, thou art fond of thine own damnation, 
and hadst rather be at an agreement with 
hell than with Him, see how the brinish 
tears trickle down His cheeks (Luke six. 
41, 42) : He weeps for thee, that dost not, 
wilt not, weep for thyself. Nay, after all 
this obdurate obstinacy, He is resolved still 
to " wait, that He may be gracious " (Isa. 
xxx. 18) ; stands yet, and knocks, though 
His head be wet with dew, and His locks 
with the drops of the night (Cant. v. 2). 
Fain He would have thee " open the door," 
that He may come in and sup with thee ; 
and thou with Him (Rev. iii. 20).—Lye. 
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"CAN THE LIKE 
COMLNG rather late one stormy afternoon in 
November to the place where a children's 
service was to be held, I was surprised to 
find a group of little ones standing outside 
of the door in the heavy rain, apparently 
waiting for something. They were strangers 
to me ; but as I came up, three of them ran 
to me, asking eagerly, " Is there anything 
to pay to get in ? " 

" Nothing, dear children," I said ; and in 
the three ran at once. 

But two little ragged ones, with bare 
feet, still lingered outside, till one of them 
shyly asked me, 
"Can the like of 
us get in ? " 

Glad was I to be 
able to say, " Oh 
yes; all are wel-

' come,”and w e went 
in Nether. 

6  

But I had learned 
a lesson from the 

' children, which I 
hope I shall never 

' forget. They had 
all been invited to 
come. They were cold and weary outside, 
and wanted to get in. The door was open, 
and a kind welcome waited them inside. 
They kept themselves out by thinking the 
invitation could not be meant for them—
that they were not fit to come in. Here, 
then, is my lesson :—God has, in His infinite 
love, provided a rich feast, to which He 
freely and fully invites all. Before God 
could give you and me—guilty sinners—
this full and free invitation, His only-
begotten Son had to suffer and to die in 
the sinner's stead, in order that He might 

OF US GET IN?" 
take away the mighty barrier of guilt that 
blocked up our way to heaven. But now 
there is " boldness to enter into the holiest 
by the blood of Jesus, by a new and living 
way, which He hath consecrated for us, 
through the veil, that is to say, His flesh" 
(Heb. x. 19, 20) ; and in every outcast who 
enters Jesus sees of the travail of His soul, 
and is satisfied. 

Jesus then wants you to come. The 
Father is waiting to welcome you. He is 
not willing that any should perish, but 
that all should come to Him and live. The 

Holy Ghost saith, 
" To-day, if ye 
will hear His voice, 
harden not your 
heart." And God's 
messengers are 
sent out to say, 
" All things are 
ready, Come." 
"Whosoever will, 
let him come." 
" Whosoever"—
that means you: 
you will never get 

a fuller invitation. 
Don't think the invitation is not meant 

for the like of you. Don't let any such 
thought as that you are not fit to come in 
keep you out. The like of you may come 
in. 	Jesus came " not to call the righteous, 
but sinners to repentance " (Matt. ix. 13) ; 
and He has declared, " Him that cometh 
to Me I will in no wise cast out" (John 
vi. 37). 

Reader, will you accept the invitation, 
and come, just as you are ? And come 
now. 
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MR. RALPH WELLS tells the following inci-
dent of his visit to a State convention in 
Minnesota. After one of the sessions a little 
girl stepped forward and presented him with 
a small bouquet. He inquired why she gave 
him the bouquet. 

" Because I love you," the child answered. 
" Do you bring any little gifts to Jesus?" 

said Mr. Wells. 
" Oh," said the little child, "I give my-

self to Him!" 
What a beautiful reply, and what a 

blessed decision. He who gives himself to 
God gives himself into safe keeping. My 
young reader, can you likewise say, " I give 
myself to Him ?" 

" When we devote our youth to God, 
'Tis pleasing in His eyes; 

A flower, when offered in the bud, 
Is no vain sacrifice." 

             

  

" THE Lord God is a 
sun and shield : the Lord 
will give grace and glory: 
no good thing will He 
withhold from them that 
walk uprightly. 0 Lord 
of hosts, blessed is the man 
that trusteth in Thee " 
Psalm lxxxiv. 11, 12). 

    

             

     

Trust. 

      

  

"Trust ye in the Lord for ever" (Isaiah xxvi. 4). 

   

  

TRUST in the Lord at all times, 
Pour out thy heart in prayer; 

Trust, for He dealeth gently 
With those who trust His care. 

    

                  

  

Trust, if the call to labour 
Sounds for thee loud and clear; 

Help will be sent when needed, 
Only do thou not fear. 

Trust : if thy plans 	thwarted, 
Quietly stand thou still ; 

Listen for God's direction, 
Patiently wait His will. 

Trust, if the Master bids thee 
Serve Him in trying ways ; 

Strength shall be surely given 
Equal to all thy days. 

Trust, if a cloud of worries 
Darken thy path each day ; 

One at a time they meet thee,— 
Trust, and they pass away. 

Trust in each hour of darkness ; 
Light will appear ere long : 

Then, oh the joy of singing 
Faith's hallelujah song 

CHARLOTTE MURRAY. 

 

Donald's Success. 
A CERTAIN Scottish nobleman lived quite a 
retired life, and left his affairs very much 
in the hands of others. Donald, one of his 
tenantry, rented a farm, upon which his 
forefathers had lived for above two hundred 
years. The lease which he held was on the 
point of expiring, and the steward refused 
him a renewal, wishing to put the farm into 
the hands of a friend of his own. Poor 
Donald tried every argument in his power 
with the steward, but in vain; and at length 
he bent his steps to the castle, determined 
to make his case known to his Lordship. 
Here, however, he was again repulsed ; the 
porter had received orders from the steward, 
and refused him admittance. 

Donald turned away almost in despair, 
and resolved upon a bold measure, as his 
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only chance of success. He climbed the 
garden wall in an unfrequented part, and 
entered the house by a private door. At 
length he approached the private apart-
ment of the nobleman. He heard a voice, 
and, drawing near, found it was his Lord-
ship's, and that he was engaged in prayer. 
Retiring to a short distance, he waited till 
the prayer was concluded, and could not 
but hear his Lordship pleading earnestly 
with the Virgin Mary and St. Francis, for 
their intercession on his behalf. 

At length his Lordship ceased. Donald, 
who had stood trembling with anxiety for 
the result, now gently knocked at the door. 
" Come in," was his Lordship's reply; and 
Donald entered. " Who are you, man ? 
and what do you want ?" was the inquiry. 
Donald stated his case. The peer listened, 
was touched with the tale, and having heard 

`something of Donald, assured him of his 
protection, and that his lease should be 
renewed. 

Many artless but earnest thanks followed, 
and he was departing, when a thought of 
anxiety for his noble master occurring to 
his mind, Donald returned and spoke thus: 
—" My Lord, I was a bold man, and you 
forgave me, and have saved me and my 
poor family from ruin. Many blessings 
attend you ! I would again be a bold man 
if I might, and say something further to 
your Lordship." 

" Well, man, speak out." 

" Why, my Lord, I was well nigh a ruined 
man; so I was bold and came to your Lord-
ship's door, and as I stood there, I could 
not but hear your Lordship praying to the 
Virgin Mary and St. Francis, and you 
seemed unhappy. Now, my Lord, forgive 
me, but I cannot help thinking the Virgin 

Mary and St. Francis will do you no good, 
any more than your Lordship's steward and 
porter did for me. I had been a ruined 
man if I had trusted to them; but I came 
direct to your Lordship, and you heard me. 
Now, if your Lordship would but leave the 
Virgin Mary and St. Francis, and just go 
direct to the Lord Jesus Christ Himself, and 
pray to Him for what you need, He will 
hear you ; for He has said, Come unto 
ME, all ye that labour and are heavy 
laden;' and again, Him that cometh to 
ME I will in no wise cast out.' Will 
your Lordship forgive me, and just try for 
yourself ?" 

It is said that his Lordship was struck 
with this simple argument, and that he 
afterwards found what a poor penitent 
sinner, trusting in Jesus, will always find, 
—pardon, peace, and salvation. 

Reader, do you apply to the Lord Jesus 
Christ Himself for pardon and grace to help 
in every time of need ? He is the Almighty 
Helper, the only Saviour, and He is willing 
to help and save you. 

WE may be quite sure of three things :—
first, that whatever our Lord commands us 
He really means us to do ; secondly, that 
whatever He commands us is " for our good 
always "; and thirdly, that whatever He 
commands us He is able and willing to 
enable us to do, for all God's biddings are 
enablings. 

WHAT are the threatenings of Divine law, 
but the warnings of Divine love ? They are 
a fence thrown around the pit of perdition 
to prevent rash men from running into ruin. 
—Waugh. 
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GOD alone knows our capacity, and where 
the vacuum lies which most needs filling. 
A man might try to fill us and fail, but God, 
who made us, knows every corner and 
cranny of our nature, and can pmg in joy 
and peace till every portion of our being 
is flooded, saturated, and overflowed with 
delight. I like to remember David's word, 
" The rain also filleth the pools," for even 
thus doth the Lord pour His grace upon 
the thirsty soil of our hearts till it stands in 
pools. As the sun fills the world with 
light, and enters into all places, even so the 
God of hope by His presence lights up 
every part of our nature with the golden 
light of joyous peace, till there is not a 
corner left for sadness or foreboding. 
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" IF Thou, Lord, shouldest 
mark iniquities, 0 Lord, 
who shall stand ? But 
there is forgiveness with 
Thee, that Thou may est 
be feared. With the Lord 
there is mercy, and with 
Him is plenteous redemp-
tion," (Psalm cxxx 3, 4, 7). 

A Testimony for Temperance, 

I CAN testify for myself that, as a public 
man, as a minister of the Gospel, my procla-
mation of temperance principles has entailed 
sacrifice at every step, but I do not advo-
cate them less frequently because of that, 
And I am happy to be able to look back 
upon my own experience as a minister, and 
to be able to point to men being rescued 
from drunkenness, whom I could never have 
touched as a preacher of the Gospel if I had 
not also been an abstainer from intoxicating 
drinks. 

If it is thus with the minister, it is also 
the case with the members of the church and 
congregation, inasmuch as we all have influ-
ence, to be used by us either for good or for 
evil. I plead for total abstinence as a Chris-
tian duty,—first, because intoxicating drink 
is not a good thing in itself ; and secondly, 
because Christian duty plainly includes self-
sacrifice for the good of our fellow-men.—
Rev. Samuel Slocombe, St. Albans. 
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"Go ye into all the world, and preach the gospel to every creature." 

PRISONERS OF HOPE. 
	S 	was convicted of mur- 
der,  and sentenced to death. 
The crime had been deliberately 

planned, the circumstances were ag-
gravating, and the proof was clear. 
The jury returned their verdict un-
animously, and the judge, in pro-
nouncing sentence, warned the pri-
soner that he had no ground what- 

ever for expecting mercy. The 
criminal was then led to a stone cell, 
and chained to an iron bar in the 
floor, there to pass the numbered 
days between the sentence and the 
appointed time for its execution. 

In spite of all that had passed, the 
infatuated man built himself up in 
the expectation of pardon. Sleep- 
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ing and waking, he continued to oc-
cupy his time dreaming of the pity 
that his case would move in the heart 
of the Queen, and of the merciful 
message that she would send to him. 
From wishing it he slid into believing 
it, like an article of faith. The truth 
is, he could not endure to think that 
he was on the very brink of eternity, 
and therefore he hoped wildly against 
reason and evidence, that he would 
escape. 

He became more eager as the time 
drew near. In the long, dreary, 
sleepless nights, if the wind rattled 
on the roof, or a watchman's footfall 
were heard ringing on the stone 
pavement along the gloomy corridor 
of the prison, he started with a beat-
ing heart,—Is this the messenger 
bringing me a reprieve ? When all 
was silent again, he listened at the 
key-hole of the iron door, until his 
ear seemed ready to crack with the 
straining. Oh ! it was an eager, 
deep, long-sustained listening ; but 
the pardon which the criminal so 
fondly expected never came, and the 
death which he refused to believe in, 
approached as steadily as the laws 
of nature, and overtook him at the 
appointed hour. 

Reader, in respect of your guilt 
and God's judgment-seat, you are 
not in the position of the wretched 

prisoner whom we have described..  
If you have already closed with the 
offer made in the gospel, you have 
gotten the pardon into your hand, 
and heart. You partly taste the 
sweetness of the gift, and rejoice in 
the goodness of the Giver. " There 
is therefore now no condemnation 
to them that are in Christ Jesus." 
" He that hath the Son hath life." 
Your sins are blotted out ; and 
Christ's righteousness is yours, and 
you will stand in it accepted in the 
great day. 

But if you have not closed with the 
offer made in the gospel—if you have 
been living without God and without 
Christ in the world, still you are not 
yet in the condition of the infatuated 
prisoner who desired and hoped 
and perished. You are in the same 
condition as to the sentence passed 
on you, and that a sentence of death 
eternal ; but you are in a different 
condition, in respect that a pardon is 
ready, is offered, is pressed upon you. 
You are in the state of one con-
demned already, but to whom a free 
pardon is offered from the King 
eternal. The Son of God has come 
to your prison with a pardon in His 
hand. He stands at the door and 
knocks : but up to this moment you 
have permitted Him to stand and 
knock in vain. His tender complaint 
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Mande recorded against you—" Ye 
will not come to Me, that ye might 
have life." 

Look at the difference between 
yourself and that poor prisoner. He 
longed and listened with his whole 
soul for a pardon, but no offer of 
pardon ever reached him : to you the 
offer of pardon has come, but you 
have turned a deaf ear to the mes-
sage, and allowed the Divine compas-
sionate Messenger to knock and plead 
in vain. Think of this, dear friend, 
and pray over it before the thought 
drop from your mind. Turn aside, 
and fall upon your knees, and con-
fess your sin in the name of the 
Saviour, and close with Him now. He 
is willing. He will receive you at once, 

f
and God will forgive you, although 

( you have treated Him so ill. Speak 
to Him, and pour out your heart to 
Him. Fall into His bosom as the 
prodigal did, and He will rejoice over 
you as a lost sheep found. He will 
take you now into His loving heart, 
and for ever into His happy home. 

But, reader, although you are not 
now like the prisoner of our story, 
there is one event in which your case 
may be fearfully like his, and like it 
for ever,—that is, if you remain care-
less and Christless till death overtake 
you, and carry you away to the judg-
ment-seat in your sins. While . you 

are here, God's terms are, " Seek, and 
ye shall find ;" but when you have 
passed into eternity unforgiven, you 
will never hear those words again. 
Although the lost should listen for 
mercy with all the energy of their 
being, their listening will not bring 
mercy when the day of mercy is done. 

Oh ! my brother, you have permitted 
the din of this world to drown God's 
still small voice in your heart; make 
silence now for Him. Fear not to 
listen fully, for the word is love ; it 
offers a free pardon to you : " Hear, 
and your soul shall live 1" 

A Sabbath Morning Hymn. 
WE rest, for the "Lord's holy day" is commencing, 

Its hours we will give to our God : 
0 Father, we thank Thee for this sweet reminder 

Of home, upon life's upward road ! 

We bring Thee our hearts, full of praise for Thy good-
ness, 

In crowning last week with Thy love ; 
Each day, as it came, was encircled with blessing 

Sent straight from Thy palace above ! 

With joy we unite in one happy thanksgiving, 
And blend all our voices in praise : 

0 Father, accept, through our gracious Redeemer, 
The tribute of thanks that we raise I 

And Father, forgive, for the sake of our Saviour, 
The sins of the week that is past ; 

And oh ! may the one upon which we have entered 
Be more wholly Thine than the last. 

We ask, too, 0 Lord, that when life shall be over 
We all may be called to Thy rest, 

That Sabbath of peace which for ever remaineth 
To those who in Jesus are blest ! 

CHARLOTTE MURRAY. 
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The Stepping-Stones. 
IN some of our northern streams, which are 
broad and swift, but yet comparatively 
shallow, stepping-stones may be seen, which 
are used to cross from one side of the river 
to the other. Between these stones the 
water sweeps in an ever flowing stream, 
eddying and whirling round as it passes on. 
Each stone forms, as it were, a little resting-
place, where the traveller is untouched by 
the stream, and each is in succession stepped 
upon by him as he passes on to the shore. 

And so to us, as we pass across the stream 
of busy, every-day life which goes whirling 
around us, full of perplexities and confusion, 
each Sabbath is a little resting-place, where 
the stream of life's work cannot reach our 
feet as we pass on to the shore of the 
promised land (Heb. iv. 1 and 9). It is a 
blessed thing to think of the Sabbath day 
as a day of rest—rest with God from the 
toils of life—pointing our thoughts onwards 
to the time when we shall reach the final 
resting-place (Rev. xiv. 13), and be at home 
with God (John xiv. 2 ; 1 John iii. 2). 
Those who honour the Sabbath day are 
blessed by God (Isaiah Iviii. 13, 14), and 
those who do not are like those who seek to 
cross the stream without the stepping-
stones,—they are in great danger of being 
swept away. As a stepping-stone is a type 
of the shore, so the Sabbath day is a type 
of Heaven—and if this be so, each Sabbath 
should remind us of Heaven, and our Sab-
bath worship prepare us for the worship of 
the life to come (Rev. xxii. 5). 

Oh ! may each Sabbath henceforth be for 
us more and more filled with God's presence 
(John xx. 19)—a day given up to God—a 
day in which to meditate on His love—a 
day for taking our sins to Him for pardon 

(Luke xv. 21 ; xviii. 13)—and for praising 
Him for all His mercies (Psalm viii. 1, 4). 
Many think it a day for worldly recreation, 
but there are two reasons for keeping it 
holy :—(1) God's command (Exodus xx. 
8-11 ; xxxi. 13-17; Lev. xix. 3; Deut. v. 
12-14), which no man has a right to set 
aside. (2) It is a type of Heaven, where 
Christ dwells (Heb. iv. 14 ; Rev. xxi. 22, 
23), and therefore the less the world and 
the more Christ enters into our Sabbath, 
the more shall we be enabled, even whilst 
on earth, to have a foretaste (faint though 
it be) of those unspeakable joys which God 
has prepared for those that love Him, 
through Christ Jesus our Lord (1 Cor. ii. 9). 
—Rev. T. B. B. Ferris. 

The Best Robe. 
" I will clothe thee with change of raiment" 

ZECHARIAH iii. 4. 

SINCE God pronounces our righteousnesses 
—observe, not our wickednesses, but our 
devotions, our charities, our costliest sacri-
fices—to be " filthy rags," trust not to them. 
What man in his senses would think of 
going to court in rags ? Nor think that the 
righteousness of the Cross was wrought to 
patch up these—to make up, as some say, 
for what is defective and wanting in our own 
merits. Nor fancy, like some who would 
have a Saviour and yet keep their sins, that 
you may wear the rags beneath the right-
eousness. Put them away, not as a dress 
which a man lays aside to be afterwards re-
sumed, but cast them away like a beggar, 
who, having got a better attire, flings his 
rags into the nearest ditch, and leaves them 
there. 
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THE EDINBURGH 
"You are one o' the impudentest fellows 
ever I met with," said an old woman to Mr. 
Paterson one morning, abruptly seizing him 
by the arm as he was going down the 
Canongate. "Such a night as you had last 
night. You made me out to be the greatest 
sinner in the Canongate." 

"My friend,' don't know you," he replied ; 
.• I don't remember ever seeing you before." 

" Never saw me before ! Last night you 
never kept your eye off me a moment. I 
would have thocht nothing o't, had you 
come and told me by mysel' ; but to do it 
before a' yon folk 
—'twas too bad." 

"Where is your 
house ?" said the 
missionary, " and 
I'll go and see 
you;" for by this 
time a crowd had 
gathered on the 
pavement. 

" Come awa', 
then," was her 
immediate reply. 
And taking him 
up to the top fiat of a neighbouring " land," 
she ushered him into a dirty hovel full of 
smoke. " This," said she to her husband, 
who was sitting by the fire, " this is the 
man that gave me such a redding-up last 
night." 

" But is what I said true ?" asked Mr. 
Paterson, mildly. 

" True it was all true ; and I'm sure all 
you said was meant for me." 
" How do you think that? I never 

named you ; as I said before, I didn't so 
much as know you." 

FORTUNE-TELLER. 
" What ! you never took your eyes off 

me all the time you were speaking ; so you 
just meant me." 

" But tell me what struck you most ?" 
" You said that I was a liar, and that I 

would be cast into hell." 
" Well, then, are you a liar ?" 
" Yes, I am. Oh !" she said, with a tone 

of deepening feeling, " I've been living a 
bad, bad life ; I've for many years been a 
fortune-teller, and I may say I've made my 
bread by telling fortunes, and that's just 
telling lies, you know." 

"Well, then, let 
me tell you, it 
wasn't my words 
that I spoke to 
you ; it was God's 
words, and He 
knows your every 
thought, and every 
word you speak." 
He read to her 
Revelations xxi. 8, 
and xxii. 11, 12, 
15. 	" Now, it is 
the Lord Jesus," 

he added, " who says all this, and not I." 
" You are right," replied the woman, in 

a tone more and more subdued ; " I am no 
less a sinner than you said I was ; but what 
is to become of me ?" 

" There's nothing for you but to go to 
Jesus." 

" But will He take such a wretch as me ? 
0 ! I am a great sinner ; and 0 Jamie," she 
added, turning to her husband in evident 
concern, " you're no better than me ! I 
doubt we'll both be cast down to hell !" 

" It really doesn't look well," said the 
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husband, shaking his head significantly, as 
if beginning to be alarmed also. 

" But, sir, do you think," asked the 
woman, " that Jesus would take such 
sinners ?" 

" Yes," said the missionary, opening his 
Bible ; " it is written in this book, ' Who-
soever confesseth and forsaketh his sins 
shall find mercy." 

From that day the woman gave up her 
fortune-telling, and, along with her husband, 
attended the missionary's meetings. They 
got a Bible, and read it and prayed over 
it. A great change came over their whole 
life. 

The husband lived for some years, giving 
marked evidence of his interest in Christ. 
" Oh ! had you not come to my house that 
day with my wife," he used often to say to 
the missionary, " and had she not gone to 
that meeting, where she thought you ex-
posed her so much, I'm sure we should both 
have gone down to hell, for oh I we lived a 
sad life of sin ; but since that we have had 
great peace and comfort, even when we had 
little to eat, for that little had God's bless-
ing with it." He died in the faith of the 
Lord Jesus. 

" The woman died on the 23rd of Sep-
tember, 1847," says Mr. Paterson, " a 
manifest trophy of sovereign grace."—
Missionary of Kilmany. 

Reader, has the Holy Spirit shown you 
your sins in all their vileness and guilt ? If 
not, seek earnestly that you may know 
yourself to be a lost sinner, and that there 
is nothing for you but to go to Jesus. If 
you come to Him, He will in nowise cast 
you out. He is able to save to the 
uttermost. 

The Stricken Tree. 
THERE had been storms, and through the sky the 

lightning 
Had cast its flashing arrows, tipped with flame : 

But now 'twas past, and in the sunlight brightening, 
The opening heaven scarce seemed to be the same. 

I sat me down to rest beneath the spreading 
Of nature's growth, high towering o'er my head; 

All, all was peace : no more the tempest dreading, 
I watched the sun his golden glory shed. 

But as I rested in the monarch's shadow, 
I saw adown his side an open scar : 

Ho had been struck by the wild tempest's arrow, 
As he had stood alone amid the war. 

Had I been standing then beneath those branches, 
I had been stricken lifeless to the ground,— 

Slain by the javelin that the storm-king launches, 
From which no place of safety can be found. 

But now, the bolt had fallen ! the storm was over;;— 
Where once was danger I had found my rest ; 

The timid lambs there cropped the springing clover, 
Beneath the cooling shadow, safe and blest. 

And then I thought how like to Christ the Saviour 
Was this fair tree of shelter and delight : 

Where I may rest, enjoying heavenly favour, 
Finding the world around me calm and bright 

Yet once this very shelter was my danger, 
For God was wroth—I dared not venture near, 

Till on the head of Him of Bethlehem's manger 
The tempest burst, the tempest of our fear. 

He bore the flash of vengeance. In that bearing 
The storm was spent,—no more the thunders roll: 

The sky is bright ! and I, His mercy sharing, 
Find sweet repose, a shelter for my soul. 

But while we gather thus 'neath skies unclouded, 
0 let us heed the wounds in His dear form ; 

And while we sing, no more by gloom enshrouded, 
Adore His love who bore the fatal storm. 

WILLIAM LUFF. 

THE sublimity of wisdom is to do those 
things living which are to be desired when 
dying. 
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Have I Children ? 
THU, how great is my responsibility I 
have precious souls committed to my trust. 
How much of my children's future welfare 
depends upon me ! I must consider they 
are but lent me, and endeavour to train them 
up for eternity. While I am watching with 
a parent's deep-felt anxietyover their bodies, 
I must never forget that they have sou/s—
solds ofinfinite value ! See Matthew xvi. 26. 

Let me not give them up, more than is 
absolutely necessary, into the hands of others. 
A mother, in particular, should be the sup-
erintendent of both her nursery and school-
room. If any other employment (however 
charitable) interfere with this, that engage-
ment is unlawful. God has given me 
children. If I neglect them that I may 
benefit others, I am stepping out of the path 
Hellas appointed for me. 

I must be ready to watch my baby's open-
invalid, in order that, while Satan is at 
hand to lead it astray, I may anticipate him 
m instilling Christian principles. I must 
tell my child of a Saviour who loves it, of a 
heaven above, and of a hell beneath ; of its 
naughty heart, &c., and its need of grace ; 
and all this in words simple and tender, and 
suited to its infant comprehension. 
ire my children growing up ? Then I 

need much wisdom to know how to guide 
them. I must store their minds with Bible 
truth ; I must warn, admonish, and correct. 
Let me, above all, remember, that by far 
the most important teaching is that of 

' ample. All my instruction, all my correc-
tion, will come to nothing if I fail here. If 
zip example does not correspond with my 
aching, they will act not as I say, but as 

,Ido.  

Finally, let me secure the confidence and 

friendship of my children. This, indeed, 
will generally follow from judicious Christian 
training. They may leave the parental 
roof, but they cannot escape from a parent's 
heart. So long as I can help them tem-
porally or spiritually, I must not fail to do 
so ; I must show my children that I am 
ever ready to be resorted to in cases of 
difficulty, anxiety, or trouble. 

But all this cannot be accomplished with-
out much "prayer and supplication." "Who 
is sufficient for these things ?" I need the 
grace of Christ to be made perfect in my 
weakness. Who can change my children's 
hearts ? Not I, but He who hath said, " I 
will pour my Spirit upon thy seed, and my 
blessing upon thine offspring." For these 
things He will be inquired of. 

NOT that the Christian life is a life without 
sin, but the Christian cannot live in sin. 
Saints are sinners. We do not suppose the 
prodigal restored rendered henceforth a 
perfect obedience ; but he would strive to 
subdue the will and inclination to offend his 
father, and he would seek forgiveness when-
ever he transgressed. So sin lives in the 
Christian ; the liability to sin remains : but 
the Christian does not live in sin—he does 
not sin habitually. Sin exists in him as an 
intruder whom he would banish, not as a 
lodger either welcome from character or 
tolerated for profit. Let this be our spirit. 
We may be betrayed into sin, but still our 
place is the place of privilege. Our sins, if 
we confess them on the head of Christ, 
and turn away from them, are not the 
sins of the apostate, but the sins of the 
child. Let us, with filial confidence, seek 
immediate forgiveness.—Day of Days. 

A 
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" TRUST in the Lord, and 
do good ; so shalt thou 
dwell in the land, and 
verily thou shalt be fed. 
Delight thyself also in the 
Lord ; and He shall give 
thee the desires of thine 
heart. Commit thy way 
unto the Lord ; trust also 
in Him ; and He shall 
bring it to pass " (Psalm 
xxxvii. 3-5). 

"WHEN?" 
LET us ask you the old question, reader, 
When are you going to turn to Christ ? 

You have had invitations enough. The 
Bible is full of them. Christian ministers, 
Christian friends have sounded them in your 
ears. But lest, perchance, you may have 
never heard the gospel invitation, here 
it is,— 

" WHOSOEVER WILL, LET HIM TAKE THE 

WATER OF LIFE FREELY." 

You are old enough. You canunderstand 
clearly that you are a sinner, and that 
Christ is the Saviour. That is all that is 
absolutely necessary to know in order to be 
saved. The young are especially invited to 
Christ. 

You are not too old. It is sad indeed if 
you have come to old age without a hope in 
Christ. But it is not yet too late to accept 
of His love and mercy. You will be foolish 

if you squander any more of the brief time 
that may be your portion here. 

Will you come to-morrow? But you 
know not what a day may bring forth. In 
spite of present abounding health, your life 
may close to-day. To-morrow would then 
be too late to come. 

Will you take the matter into consider-
ation, and decide by and by ? Then you 
are virtually deciding that for the present—
the only part of your existence over which 
you have any control—you will not come ! 
You are virtually saying that now, at least. 
you will not have Christ's pardoning grace! 
You. are just now deliberately rejecting 
Christ's abounding mercy ! 

When will you come to Christ ? Let 
your answer be, NOW ! 
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Go ye into all the world, and preach the gospel to every creature." 

WIDOW GRAFF; OR, WHAT SAVED THE TRAIN, 

rr IDOW GRAFF lived in a hol-
low of the Blue Ridge. It 
was a wild, lonely spot; yet a 

' railroad found it out, and wound its 
way among the mountains and 
:orges with its great passenger and 
'7eight trains. 
Widow Graff had a small cabin 

and a few acres of land, and she had 
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three little girls. They feared God, 
and loved their mother, and tried to 
help her. In the summer they picked 
berries, and walked three miles to 
the nearest station to sell them. 
Here one of the conductors on the 
road often met these little girls. 
How did he treat them ? He spoke 
kindly to them. When they were 
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very tired carrying their heavy bas-
kets over the rough way in the hot 
sun, remembering his little girls at 
home, he would sometimes take them 
on the cars, and set them down near 
their own cabin door. How happy 
this little ride made them, and how 
heartily they thanked the good con-
ductor for his kindness. And do you 
not suppose it pleased the poor 
mother ? Yes, it went to her heart. 
And to show their gratitude, some-
times the children picked a basketful 
on purpose for him, and sometimes 
their mother sent him a little present 
of fruit from her own garden. He 
took their gifts, but always paid for 
them. 

Now I will let the conductor tell 
you what happened :—" The winter 
of '54 was very cold in that part of 
Virginia," he says, "and the snow was 
nearlythree feet deep upon the moun-
tains. On the night of the 26th of 
December it turned round warm, and 
the rain fell in torrents. A terrible 
rain swept over the mountain tops, 
and almost filled the valleys with 
water. The night was pitchy dark, 
but as my train wound its way among 
the hills  I had no fears, because I 
knew the road-bed was all solid 
rock. 

" It was near midnight, when a 
sharp whistle from the engine brought 

me to my feet. I knew there was 
danger in that whistle, and I sprang 
to the brakes at once; but the brake-
men were at their posts, and soon 
stopped the train. I seized my 
lantern, and made my way forward 
as soon as possible. And what a 
sight met my eyes ! A bright fire of 
pine logs shone on the track far and 
near, showing a terrible gulf open to 
receive us. The snow and rain had 
torn out the base of the mountain, 
and eternity seemed spread out be-
fore us. But Widow Graff and her 
children had found it out, and had 
brought light brush from their home 
below and built large fires to warn 
us of our danger. And there had 
they been for more than two hours 
watching beside this beacon of 
safety. 

" As I went up to where the old 
lady and her children stood, wet 
through and through, she grasped me 
by the hand and said,— 

" Thank God, Mr. Sherbourn, 
we stopped you in time ! I would 
have lost my life before one hair of 
your head should have been hurt. 
Oh, I prayed that we might stop the 
train : and, my God, I thank Thee I' 

" The children were crying for joy. 
I fell on my knees and offered up 
thanks to an All-wise Being for our 
safe deliverance from a terrible death, 
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and called down blessings upon the 
good old woman and her children. 
Near by stood the engineer, firemen, 
and brakemen, the tears streaming 
down their weather-beaten cheeks. 

" I made Mrs. Graff and her chil-
dren go back to the cars out of the 
storm and cold ; and telling the pas-
sengers the story of our wonderful 
escape, they vied with each other in 
their thanks and heartfelt gratitude 
to the courageous woman and her 
brave little girls. More than that, a 
parse of nearly a hundred pounds 
was made up for her on the spot, the 
willing offering of a train of grateful 
passengers. 

" The railroad company built her a 
new house, gave her and her children 
a life-pass over the road, and ordered 
all trains to stop and let her off 
whenever she wished. So you see 
that a little kindness, which cost me 
nothing, saved my life and my train 
from destruction." 

How many people have you saved 
from destruction during your life-
time, my professedly Christian 
reader ? You meet many daily, 
young and old, who are hurrying on 
to destruction—" swift destruction," 
if God's grace prevent not. What are 
you doing to warn them ? What signal 
fires have you lighted in their awful 
path ? If you have allowed them to  

go on unwarned will you be found, 
in the end, clear from their blood ? 

" So thou, 0 son of man, I have set 
thee a watchman unto the house of 
Israel : therefore thou shalt hear the 
word at my mouth, and warn them 
from Me. When I say unto the 
wicked, 0 wicked man, thou shalt 
surely die : if thou dost not speak to 
warn the wicked from his way, that 
wicked man shall die in his iniquity 
BUT HIS BLOOD WILL I REQUIRE AT 

THINE HAND. Nevertheless, if thou 
warn the wicked of his way to turn 
from it ; if he do not turn from his 
way, he shall die in his iniquity ; but 
thou hast delivered thy soul. There-
fore, 0 thou son of man, speak unto 
the house of Israel ; Thus ye speak, 
saying, If our transgressions and our 
sins be upon us, and we pine away in 
them, how should we then live ? Say 
unto them, As I live, saith the Lord 
God, I have no pleasure in the death 
of the wicked ; but that the wicked 
turn from his way and live : turn ye, 
turn ye from your evil ways ; for why 
will ye die, 0 house of Israel ?" 
(Ezekiel xxxiii. 7-11). 

OUR prayers and God's mercy are like two 
buckets in a well ; as one ascends, the other 
descends. But there is this difference : in 
the well, it is the full bucket that goes up ; 
but in prayer, it is the full one that comes 
down. 



"HE that spared not His 
own Son, but delivered 
Him up for us all, how 
shall He not with Him also 
freely give us all things ?" 
(Romans viii. 32). 

The First Verse in the Bible. 
THIS simple sentence denies atheism—for 
it assumes the being of God. It denies 
polytheism, and, among its various forms, the 
doctrine of two eternal principles, the one good 
and the other evil ; for it confesses the one 
eternal Creator. It denies materialism ; for 
it asserts the creation of matter. It denies 
pantheism ; for it assumes the existence of 
God before all things, and apart from them. 
It denies fatalism; for it involves the freedom 
of the Eternal Being. It assumes the exist-
ence of God; for it is He who in the begin-
ning creates. It assumes His eternity, for He 
is before all things ; and as nothing comes 
from nothing, He Himself must have always 
been. It implies His omnipotence ; for He 
creates the universe of things. It implies 
His absolute freedom ; for He begins a new 
course of action. It implies His infinite 
wisdom ; for a kosmos, an order of matter 
and mind, can only come from a being of 
absolute intelligence. It implies His essen-
tial goodness; for the sole, eternal, almighty, 
all-wise, and. all-sufficient Being has no 
reason, no motive, and no capacity for evil ; 
it presumes Him to be beyond all limit of  

time and place, as He is before all time and 
place.—Prof Murphy. 
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" Whosoever" and Whatsoever." 
" WHOSOEVER," is written on the outside of 
Mercy, and " Whatsoever," on the inside. 
The " Whosoever" takes in all classes ; ay, 
every individual of our race. The " What-
soever" covers the whole range of each 
individual's need for time and eternity. 
Reader, hasten to get inside mercy's golden 
gate, if not already there, and when ad-
mitted to her banqueting house, grasp 
firmly the promise of the Saviour, " What-
soever ye shall ask in My name, I will do 
it." 

God Shall Lead. 
DEUTEItONOMY xxxii. 1042. 

GoD shall lead : we would not settle 
Where to go, or what to do ; 

For He sees behind life's curtain, 
And hath read its drama through. 

Oh it is so sweet to trust Him 
For we know how much He cares : 

With our joy He sympathises, 
And in all our sorrow shares. 

Sometimes, as an eagle stirreth 
Up her young ones from their nest, 

Spreadeth forth her wings, and gently 
Bears them to some mountain-crest, 

Just in order there to teach them 
Things they could not learn below, 

So the Lord doth lead His people 
That they may fresh blessings know. 

Oft the way seems so mysterious, 
We are tempted to rebel ; 

Till we hear a sweet reminder 
That " He doeth all things well." 

Then our faith returns, and courage 
To forsake our feathered nest, 

Knowing that His wings will shield us, 
And that what He plans is best. 

CHARLOTTE MURRAY. 
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"NOT YET TOO LATE." 
Lc one of the small towns on the southern 
shore of Nova Scotia lived an industrious 
blacksmith. More than ordinarily ingenious, 
he was enabled to direct his skill in doing 
many things not immediately connected 
with his calling. " Old Billy," as he was 
Familiarly termed, could mend the broken 
iock, or the kitchen utensil, or prepare a 
whirligig to draw away the smoke, or make 
a far-sounding bell to lead to the straying 
c,:a. Being constantly employed, he could 
easily earn an honest livelihood. 
In middle life he was led to think of early 

instruction which 
he had received 
from his devoted, 
godlymother, who 
had long since 
psi away from 
t15, world, rej oic- 
lag in Jesus, and 
committing her 
cam into the 

hand of God, as 
Into a faithful 
Creator. He was 
led also to think 
seriously of his condition in the sight of 
God; and seeing himself by the light of the 
Holy Spirit, he was brought to the Saviour, 
acknowledging his unworthiness, and seeking 
pardon through the blood of Jesus. He 
became a professor of religion, and a mem-
ber of the Church. 

For a season all appeared to go well, and 
the people of God were gladdened by 
observing his consistent life. But, alas ! 
the destroyer of peace came insidiously upon 
bin]. Billy was carried step by step away 
from God, from the Church, from dutiful- 

ness to his family, from happiness of soul, 
and from usefulness in the world, by strong 
drink. Now, how changed the life of this 
poor backslider ! sad to tell, his work ne-
glected, his home cheerless and forsaken, 
his wife and family heart-broken, his place 
in the house of God vacant, his happiness 
lost, and his name erased from the roll of 
the Christian Church ! Years were spent in 
this disastrous course, and to human ap-
pearance the end was not far in the distance. 

But God who commanded the light to 
shine out of darkness, enlightened anew 

the darkened soul 
of this poor back-
slider. He who 
was regarded by 
all as an irreclaim-
able, lost drunkard, 
was saved through 
the long-sparing 
mercy and power 
of God. In his 
own language, he 
heard a voice as 
from heaven, bid- 

- 	 ding him stop in his 
soul-destroying course, remonstrating with 
him concerning his iniquity committed 
against God. His soul was filled with 
anguish in view of his sins, and despair stood 
by ready to seize his tortured spirit. This 
poor, erring, almost hardened one cried to 
the Lord ; yes ! and the Lord heard him, 
and delivered him out of his distresses. 
Glory be to His holy name ! He sought 
peace, but found it not for months. He 
spent hours daily with his Bible, and in 
communing with his own heart. God's 
Word condemned him, his past life con- 
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demned him, his conscience condemned him 1 
Yet, being guided by the Spirit of God, he 
persevered, and was led to the foot of the 
Cross ; his piercing, earnest cry, "Lord save 
me, I perish !" " Jesus, thou son of David, 
have mercy on me !" " Pluck me as a brand 
from the burning!" was heard. He spent 
nights in wrestling prayer ; and at length, 
through the mercy of God and the love of 
Jesus, and the compassion of the Holy 
Spirit, he prevailed. Often would he 
anxiously ask me, "Can it be that the Lord 
will have mercy on such a sinner as I am ? 
will He hear and save me ?" Would that I 
could describe the earnestness he manifested 
in hearing the replies :—" Yes, however vile, 
you may be washed in the blood of God's 
dear Son, which cleanseth from all sin ;' 
He is able and willing to save to the 

uttermost all that come unto God by Him;' 
It is a faithful saying, and worthy of all 

acceptation, that Christ Jesus came into the 
world to save sinners;' Him that cometh 
unto Me I will in nowise cast out.'" 

The change apparent in this trophy of 
redeeming grace was wonderful. The 
intoxicating cup was now dashed from his 
lips, and his life was spent in devotion 
to God, kindness to his household, diligence 
in his calling, strict and constant sobriety, 
and regular attendance in the house of God. 
Wonderful transformation ! Again clothed 
and in his right mind, sitting at the feet of 
Jesus, he became a living epistle of godli-
ness. His whole subsequent life indicated 
the thoroughness of the return : his 
scrupulous honesty, his truthfulness, his 
disposition sweetened by the sanctifying of 
the Holy Spirit, his humility, and his 
willingness to follow Jesus through evil 
report and through good report. Every 

observer was now convinced that he was 
indeed a child of God and an heir of 
glory. He had sought and found the 
blessed Saviour, and by simply relying on 
Him in the exercise of faith, he was enabled 
to say, " My Lord and my God !" 

Reader, the above brief narrative of the 
grace of God displayed to a returning peni-
tent is written to give glory to God, and to 
encourage those who hear the voice of God 
speaking to them, saying, " Return unto 
Me, and I will return unto you." Will you 
listen and obey? 

uench Not the Spirit." 
TIIEbz-ALONIANt, V. 

Shall men, can men, wilfully, knowingly 
resist the gracious influences of the Spirit 
so steadily, and so persistently as to drive 
Him far from them, and for ever bar His 
future entrance ? 

Is it true ? Uprising from the graves of 
thousands of hearts with which the Spirit 
vainly strove to kindle the flame of everlast-
ing love, comes back to us in wailing and in 
agony of woe, the answer, " It is true 1 
The Spirit came to us, and we answered, 
Wait ; and pride said, Wait ; and self said, 
Wait ; and passion said, Wait ; and the 
gentle, loving Stranger passed us sadly, 
slowly—oh ! how sadly—oh ! how slowly, 
by!" 

And pride and passion and self—unholy, 
unblessed trinity of sin—to-day say, Wait ! 

Pride stands chief rebel in presumptuous 
warring with the strivings of the Holy Spirit, 
crushing beneath its cruel heel the remem-
brance, that for man, and for man alone, the 
Love of God was humbled, bruised, stricken 
with contemptuous blows, spat upon, and 
spurned. 

6 Q 
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Yet perchance against this chief rebel, 
'Pride, the Spirit wins its way, and moves to 
holy service and self-consecration the trou-
bled, weary heart. Even now, rebellion is 
not quelled, but resting, watches, and when 
the heart would choose to openly avow the 
holy tie with Christ, with desperate effort 
barn of hell pleads further putting off the 
self-consecrating act. 

Too often, far too often, he pleads sue-
:dully ; the soul almost saved, hesitates ; 
Pride, with redoubled energy and with 
specious wiles, renews his struggles ; and in 
the temporising, hesitating soul the holy 
dame bums with a fainter, and still fainter 
glow, until it is for ever quenched, and the 
rejected Spirit, in holy wrath, leaves the 
doomed one to a chosen death, and " the 
door is shut !" 

And just here, at the very threshold of 
this now treble-barred door lie the countless 
grarcs of those who were " not far from the 
kingdom of God," yet never reached it ! 
Sew reached it, though they could almost 
see through the heavenly portal the flashing 

L)1.  the crystal streets, under the light of 
heaven. 

Never reached it, and yet so near; because 
Pride stood hard by the door and hissed 
into the ear the scorning of the worlds, "Ha! 
ha! Ha ! ha !" And so souls are laughed 
from near to heaven, quite into hell ! for 
Christ has said that " whosoever shall be 
ashamed of Me, of him shall the Son of 
man be ashamed when He shall come in 
His own glory and in His Father's." Again, 
Whosoever shall confess Me before men, 

him will I confess also before my Father 
which is in heaven." 

Ashamed to confess Christ ? Ashamed, 
dear friend, to acknowledge before the  

world that God is your King, Christ your 
Saviour, the Spirit your comforter. 

Ashamed of God, yet not ashamed, day 
by day, to live upon His bounty, eat and 
drink of His provision, enjoy the comforts 
of His bestowment, and breathe the air 
fresh from the heaven wherein He dwelleth, 
without one thought save of self alone ! 

On the last day, amid the glories and the 
terrors of the judgment, will such excuses 
avail, before the Judge—Saviour no more ? 

How most pitiable, how most mean, how 
most contemptible of all others offered on 
that solemn day will be this excuse, " I was 
ashamed to confess Thee before men."— 
Episcopal Register. 

SOME time ago a man fell over the side of 
the docks at Liverpool into the water, and, 
as he could not swim, he was in imminent 
danger of drowning. But a person came by 
who could swim, and at once jumped in to 
rescue him. The bystanders were, however, 
surprised to see that he left the drowning 
man to struggle convulsively in the water, 
and quietly swam round him. At last the 
man threw up his arms and sank ; then the 
swimmer seized him and brought him safe 
to land. The people said, " Why did you 
remain near him so long without helping 
him ?" " I could not save him," he replied, 
" while he was struggling and trying to save 
himself, and I had to wait until he would 
allow me to rescue him." Similarly many 
sinners convulsively try to save themselves 
by their own efforts, and are long in finding 
peace, because they seek to accomplish their 
own salvation instead of trusting wholly to 
Christ. 
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Great Mercy. 
" Great is Thy mercy toward. me ; and Thou hast delivered 

my soul from the lowest hell."—PSALM lxxxvi. 13. 

THE mercy of Thine eye, that deigned to look 
Toward so vile a creature, lost in sin; 

Seeking the silver piece till Nature shook 
With mighty earthquake, all to bring me in. 

Great is Thy mercy, Lord! 

The mercy of Thy feet that brought Thee near—
So near to me that I could see Thy face, 

And in that face discern a pitying tear, 
That I so long should slight Thy tender grace. 

Great is Thy mercy, Lord ! 

The mercy of Thy hand stretched down to lift 
From mire to the bright casket of Thy love, 

Restoring the lost piece—Thy Father's gift— 
To shine among the jewel'ry above. 

Great is Thy mercy, Lord! 

The mercy of Thy great, Almighty heart, 
Rejoicing o'er the lost one Thou hast found ; 

Calling the angels near to share their part, 
And swell the gladness with the harp's sweet sound. 

Groat is Thy mercy, Lord ! 

Great is Thy mercy ! great as is the height 
Of yonder heaven above the deepest hell ; 

High as the highest seraph's highest flight, 
Deep as the deepest depths where Adazn 

Great is Thy mercy, Lord! 

Great as my needs! Thou only knowest how vast 
My needs may be; Thou only knowest how great 

Thy mercy is ; its measurement is past 
The utmost reach of this poor finite state. 

Great is Thy mercy, Lord! 

Mercy to me I All, Lord, that little word 
Is as the glass that magnifies Thy grace, 

And brings it nigh : 'tis not what I have heard; 
I see Thy mercy, and its outline trace, 

And it is great, my Lord ! 
WILLIAM LUFF. 

THOSE are the best Christians who are more 
careful to reform themselves than to censure 
others. 

" I AM persuaded that 
neither death, nor life, nor 
angels, nor principalities, 
nor powers, nor things 
present, nor things to come, 
nor height, nor depth, nor 
any other creature, shall 
be able to separate us from 
the love of God, which is 
in Christ Jesus our Lord " 
(Romans viii. 38, 39). 
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TWO EPITAPHS. 

•
i ' N one of England's great cathedrals 

there lies buried one whose grave-
stone, according to his own directions, 
bears but the single word, " Miser-
rimus,"—most miserable. Another 
has the simple inscription, "In pace," 
—in peace. 

1 Little as these brief records at first 
seem to tell us, a moment's thought 

shows them full of disclosures. The 
firstwas a man of wealth and position, 
or his sepulchre had never been in 
the great cathedral. He had it in his 
power, not only in common with others 
to find for himself the blessedness of 
God's faithful children, but more than 
some, to bless the world in those ex-
tended ways which the rich and 
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powerful can especially command. 
He had the offer of life in vain. He 
was honest enough to acknowledge 
his misery. He could not cheat him-
self, he could not cheat others; indeed 
he warned them. There, in that old 
cathedral, where the rich and noble, 
gifted like himself with noble oppor-
tunities, would surely come to read 
his record—there it should be, in im-
perishable stone, with no name nor 
worldly titles to tell of outward pros-
perity, or divert attention from this 
one terrible truth. It should stand 
alone in its awful simplicity—" Host 
miserable,"—life a failure, the future 
a terror ! 

The other lived in the fearful days 
of persecution. The outward life of 
the unknown sleeper was full of gloom. 
A child of poverty, either by birth or 
from that love to the Master which 
chose it with His people rather than 
enjoy the pleasures of sin, he was 
despised and persecuted. Yet the 
record of that life was full of blessed-
ness. All things had been counted 
dross for the love of Christ ; life was 
a success—the future, glory. 

In the records of Heaven, if not on 
every tombstone, must not the ver-
dict stand for each life, either, " Most 
miserable," or " In peace ?" 

Reader, put the question to your-
self, " Which shall be mine ?" 

Three Attitudes. 
The woman " came behind Him, and touched the border of His 

garment" (LUKE viii. 44). 

SHE came behind Him, for beneath those eyes, 
Even those gentle eyes she could not stand, 

Afraid He might refuse her, or despise 
The trembling touch of her enfeebled hand. 

But though concealed, He knew that she was near, 
And turning Him, looked on the fearful soul : 

Then spake to her, hushing her every fear,— 
"Rise, go thy way, thy faith bath made thee whole." 

Art thou behind Him, as thou think'st, unseen I 
Afraid to meet His kind, His loving face 1 

Stretch forth thy hand and touch His robe, or e'en 
His garment's fringe—thou shalt receive His grace. 

Mary " sat at Jesus' feet, and heard His word" (LUKE K. 39). 

There was another. Not behind Him she 
A trembler xtood,—she sat at His dear feet, 

An eager listener, only pleased when He 
Would talk with her. Communion, 0 how sweet 

There was her heaven : to hear Him, her delight ; 
To gaze upon His face, her highest joy ; 

The beaming of His eye, her spirit's light ; 
To learn, while Jesus taught, her blest employ. 

Art thou like Mary 4 art thou near thy Lord I 
It is thy holy privilege, rejoice : 

Wait at His feet to catch each gracious word, 
Sit ever there to hear His gentle voice. 

" There was leaning on Jesus' bosom one of His disciples, whom 
Jesus loved" (Jons xiii. '23). 

But there was ono—'twas not behind the Lord, 
Nor at His feet, but on His tender breast 

He found his place, sharing love's full reward, 
Near to His heart, reclining, and at rest. 

Learning, 'tis true, but feasting while he learned : 
Touching, 'tis true, but with how sweet a touch ; 

Not with the hand, that fears it may be spurned, 
But with the touch of love that ventures much, 

That ventures all, even the familiar kiss ; 
For perfect love had banished every fear. 

If we have touched, if we have learned, be this 
Our highest aim,—to rest thus sweetly near. 

WILLIAM LUFF. 

ALL whom God loves He employs : every 
saint has something to do, or suffer, for 
God's glory. 



ASK, 
AND 

IT WALT, BE GIVEN YOU; 

SEEK, 
AND 

YE SHALL FIND; 

KNOCK, 
AND 

IT SHALL BE OPENED UNTO YOU; 

FOR 

EVERY ONE THAT ASKETH 

Recelueth; 
AND HE THAT SEEKETH 

Findeth; 
AND TO HIM THAT KNOOKETH 

It shall be Opened. 
(MATT. vii. 7, 8.) 

" Only This Once 7" 
AR, " this once," what mischief has it 
wrought ! How easy, and yet how dan-
gerous, for youth hankering after forbidden 
pleasures, to yield to the soft enticements 
to take the first sip, with the delusive in-
tendon that it shall be the last 1 " Only 
this once," and I am satisfied ! This he 
Says when he takes the first intoxicating 
cup, that is to become his steadfast com-
panion through a miserable life. " Only 
this once "—I'll take a few shillings from 
the desk of my employer, to pay for atten-
dance at the theatre, a club-room, a treat, 

a night's debauch. " Only this once," cries 
the duped, deluded youth when he takes his 
first lesson at the gaming-table, from which 
he rises little better than a fiend, to pursue 
a career of infamy ending in black despair. 

" Only this once !" think of it, young 
man. Would you become a drunkard, a 
libertine, a thief, a gambler ? Then let 
" this once " alone. Your word, your self-
control, your integrity, your reputation, 
your happiness, your prosperity, all go with 
fatal, lying resolve. Once entered on a 
sinful course, ere long you will find yourself 
in deep waters, which, if they do not over-
whelm you, will inevitably carry you on, 
unless rescued by Divine interposition, till 
you are dashed over the awful precipice into 
the seething whirlpool beneath. Have not 
millions thus wrecked body and soul for 
time and eternity by yielding to this seduc-
tive, specious pleading ? Beware of the first 
risings of sinful desire ; beware of evil com-
pany ; beware of immoral books ; beware of 
places of sinful amusement. Look upward 
to that Eye which is ever upon you. Seek 
His protection and guidance. Seek His 
friendship, for He loves you. Yea, the love 
of Christ can more than satisfy your long-
ings. Pray that His gracious Spirit may 
turn your feet into wisdom's paths, which, 
believe me, are the paths of " pleasantness" 
and " peace." 

GOOD works do not make a Christian, but 
one must be a Christian to do good works. 
The tree bringeth forth the fruit, not the 
fruit the tree. None is made a Christian 
by works, but by Christ ; and being in 
Christ, he brings forth fruit for Him.—
Luther. 

"Fools make a mock at sin" (PROVERBS XIV. 9). 	83 
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The True Test. 
IT is not in the magnificence of your dwel-
ling, or the gorgeousness of your furniture, 
or the luxuries of your table, or the costli-
ness of your attire, that your home happiness 
depends, for you may have all these and be 
miserable still. Neither is it the absence 
of these things that causes discord and 
division in a house, for you may meet the 
highest felicity in the humblest abode. The 
question is, Do you honour God or not ? 
Are you living as if the Lord Jesus were a 
perpetual guest in your household ? That 
is the test. Christ in the heart first, and 
in the home next,—that will secure happi-
ness in any sphere of life. Thus honour 
God's Word, and He will honour you. 

The Fresh Hour. 
EVERY day should be commenced with God. 
The busiest and the best man in Jerusalem 
was wont to say, " In the morning will I 
direct my prayer unto Thee, and will look 
up ;" "I will sing aloud of Thy mercy in the 
morning." Daniel, too, saluted his God 
with prayer and praise at early dawn. We 
begin the day unwisely and at a great risk 
to ourselves if we leave our chamber with-
out a secret conference with our Almighty 
Friend. Every Christian, when he puts on 
his clothes, should also put on his spiritual 
armour. Before the day's march.,begins, he 
should gather up a portion of heavenly 
manna to feed the inner man. As the 
Oriental traveller sets out for the sultry 
journey over burning sands by loading his 
camel under the palm tree's shade, and fills 
his water flagons from the crystal fountain 
which sparkles at its roots, so does Christ's 
pilgrim draw his morning supplies from the 
exhaustless spring. Morning is the golden 

hour for prayer and praise. The mind is 
fresh : the mercies of the night and the re-
surrection of the dawn both prompt a de-
vout soul to thankfulness. The buoyant 
heart takes its earliest flight, like the lark, 
toward th3 gates of heaven. One of the 
finest touches in Bunyan's immortal allegory 
is his description of Christian in the cham-
ber of Peace, who "awoke and sang," while 
his window looked out to the sun-rising. 
If even the stony statue of old heathen 
Memnon made music when the first rays of 
the dawn kindled on its flinty brow, surely 
no Christian heart should be dumb when 
God causes the outgoings of the morning to 
rejoice.—T. L. Cuyler. 

" WHOSOEVER was not found written in the 
book of life, was cast into the lake of fire!" 
O dreadful words ! yet they are in the Bible : 
therefore they must be true. Well may 
the unsaved tremble. But is there no way 
of escape ? Yes ! blessed be God, there is 
one way of escape ; but only one. That 
way is through the Lord Jesus Christ. He 
came " to seek and to save that which was 
lost." He left His bright home in heaven 
to save sinners. If you are not saved by 
Jesus, you will be lost indeed ; for remem-
ber it is written, " The wicked shall be 
turned into hell, and all the nations that 
forget God." Fly to Him then, 0 sinner, 
before it is too late, and you are lost for ever. 

WE hear a great deal about " bodies of 
divinity." There never was but one, and 
that is the Lord Jesus Christ. He is the 
true Body of Divinity, and when we try to 
teach divinity we fall immeasurably short 
of the delicacy of His touch. We mar and 
blunder in the delivery of His truth, for 
never man spake as Christ did.—Spurgeon. 
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"AM I IN THE RIGHT CARRIAGE?" 
"Give didivtice to make your calling and election sure."-

2 PETER 1. 10. 

TRAVELLING a short time since, a lady, our 
only companion in the railway carriage, was, 
to a degree that amused both us and her-
self, anxiously careful about all her little 
possessions. Her watch was well secured 
with extra ribbon and chain, her bag and 
parasol were tied to her wrist, and she 
repeatedly went the round of her securities 
to satisfy herself that all was right, laughing 
good-humouredly, and saying that it needed 
such care in travelling ; a friend had been 
robbed on the very 
platform of the 
railway; and oh, 
such care to be sure 
and. get into the 

)

right carriage ! 
"I was once in 

the wrong one," 
she continued, 
"and I should 
have gone on quite 
comfortably to the 

if,when we stopped 
at —, a little boy sitting beside me, 
on hearing the name called out a the 
station, had not said, 'I am going to —; 
I wonder if I am in. the right carriage ?' 
' Oh no, in the wrong l' he was informed, 
when out he jumped, I after him;—the 
right train was just beginning to move. 
I made a spring into the carriage with 
the guard ; I did not then care who I 
was with, so I got into the right car-
riage." 

These words struck my mind, and sug-
gested some thoughts which may, I hope,  

be profitable to myself and to those who 
may read this. 

"Am I in the right carriage P" Dear 
reader, there is but one right carriage for 
eternity. Many run on the railway of life 
—one only on the single line of rails that 
leads to heaven ; the rest all run straight 
to hell. The rails look close together at 
starting. The trains seem often to be going 
on side by side ; they look outwardly the 
same ; indeed, most of the hell-bound trains 
are much more showy and comfortable-
looking, and far more luxuriously fitted up 

inside, than the 
heaven-bound one; 
but they are going 
with as unerring 
swiftness to as dif-
ferent places as the 
train my com-
panion left and the 
other she entered. 

Is it not strange, 
then, that we who 
are so anxious 
about the right 
carriage to a place 

where a small sum of money and a fresh 
railway ticket will take us, if we have gone 
wrong, are content to leave the question, 
AM I IN THE RIGHT CARRIAGE FOR ETERNITY ? 
to be answered at the end of the journey ? 
We sit and look out, and admire the coun-
try, and talk to our fellow-passengers, and 
read, and sleep, and do everything but the 
needful one of asking, "Am I in the right 
carriage ?" We are wiser in the concerns 
of this life. My companion did not neglect 
the warning of a child, nor shrink from a 
seat beside the guard. 
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My dear reader, the one carriage for 
heaven is the Lord Jesus Christ ; the many 
that run to hell fill the way He has pro-
nounced to be the " broad" way. Which 
are you in ? Ask yourself the question 
seriously and solemnly before God, as you 
value your soul. " It is for your life." And 
may the Holy Spirit send the question to 
your heart if you are in the wrong carriage. 

A Voice from the Farther Shore. 
IN MEMORY OF A DEVOTED SERVANT OF CHRIST. 

FRIENDS on earth, whom still I cherish, 
Friends to whom my words were dear, 

Who are wondering why the Master 
Should thus early call me here. 

Ah I I could not, might not, utter 
All the meaning of His ways, 

Nor reveal what He hath taught me 
Since I reached this land of praise. 

But I may remind you, loved ones, 
I am ever with my King; 

I can gaze upon His beauty, 
And can hear the angels sing. 

I myself have joined their anthems 
Telling forth His wondrous love ; 

And have praised Him, too, for bringing 
Me thus joyously above. 

And I also love to thank Him 
That on earth, when I was there, 

I was made a chosen vessel 
All His goodness to declare. 

Yes, 'tis sweet to know I served Him, 
Passing sweet that words of mine 

Have brought many who were straying 
To this land of love Divine. 

And my joy will be completed 
When you all shall reach this shore, 

Where no sad farewells are spoken, 
And life's mysteries are o'er. 

CHARLOTTE MURRAY. 

Child-like Faith. 
THE beauty of a child-like faith has rarely 
found a more sublime expression than was 
given to it by an untutored negro, when 
the missionary said to him, " How wonder-
ful that the great God should condescend to 
become a man !" The negro instantly 
replied, " Not at all wonderful ; it was 
only like Him." Such a reply could not 
have come except from one whose eye of 
faith had looked intently into God's heart 
of love. 

The same penetrative faith was more 
elegantly but not more sublimely expressed 
by a dying young scholar, when told that a 
cultivated Unitarian had said that it was 
not to be even imagined that an Almighty 
God should become a man and die for such 
creeping worms as men. With the ardour of 
intense affection, he replied, "Real greatness 
does not consider it degradation to stoop—
it condescends to the meanest ; and the 
loftier our conceptions of Godhead, the 
readier shall we be to believe that He did 
that wondrous thing—take upon Him the 
form of a servant, and become obedient unto 
death." Yes, it was indeed a wondrous 
thing to do ; but a loving heart can readily 
believe that it was done, because it compre- 
hends that love can " go out of itself and 
live in and for another." And He who 
loves men with infinite affection did that 
when He took upon Himself our nature and 
died for us. Oh, marvellous love !—Zion's 
Herald. 

As the grave grows nearer, my theology is 
growing strangely simple ; and it begins and 
ends with Christ as the only Saviour of the 
lost.—Bishop 

A IL 
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Heavenly-Mindedness. 
IF we consider ourselves as candidates for an 
eternal state of happiness, it becomes us to 
regard life, with all its vicissitudes, as a pro-
bationary state, and to look upon everything 
that is not directly or indirectly conducive 
to our eternal welfare as foreign to our 
purpose, and undeserving our pursuit. 
Heavenly-mindedness is, in this view, as 
much the dictate of reason as of Scripture. 
It is nothing more than the placing our 
affections v,-here we expect our felicity; the 

\ wisdom of preferring the end to the means 
—that which is permanent to that which is 
transitory. Let the men of the world, who 

I disbelieve the declarations of the Gospel 
respecting eternal realities, lead a life, if 

1  they plense, of dissipation and vice ; but 
' for a professor of religion to confine his 

affections to the earth, is equally impious 
, and absurd. Distracted between his inor- 

dinate attachment to the present, and his 
I apprehensions of a future world, his religion, 
if it will bear that name, must be a constant 
source of disquietude. He has neither the 

1 calmness of insensibility nor the triumph of 
faith. His prevailing regard to the interests 
of the present life renders it impossible for 
him to set his affections on a better state ; 
while the carnal and reluctant glances he is 

I compelled to take of that state are sufficient 
to embitter his enjoyments and disturb his 
repose.—Robert Hall. 

The Voice of the Sabbath. 
' WHAT a message do our Sabbath days bring 

to us 1 To those who toil all the week long 
the light of the Lord's Day seems fairer and 
fresher than that of any other day. A person 
at Newcastle, who had a house to let, took 

an applicant for it to the top of his house, 
spoke of the distant prospect, and added, 
" We can see Durham Cathedral on a Sab-
bath." 

" On Sabbath 1" said the listener ; " and 
why not on Monday ?" 

" Why," said he, " because on the week-
days great furnaces are pouring forth their 
smoke, and we cannot see so far ; indeed we 
can scarcely see at all ; but when our fires 
are out, our view is wide." 

Is not this a true symbol of our Sabbath 
days when we are in the Spirit ? The 
smoke of the world no more beclouds the 
heavens, and we see almost up to the golden 
gates. Such days do speak, indeed, and 
tell us of "the rest which remaineth." They 
sing in our ears with soft and gentle voice, 
and tell us we shall not always need to bow 
like galley-slaves, tugging at the oar of this 
world's work, but may even now look up to 
the place where our home awaits us, and the 
weary are at rest. These peaceful Lord's 
Days call us away to the top of Pisgah and 
Hermon, whence we may view the land of 
our inheritance. They cry to us, " Come 
up higher I" They beckon us to commune 
with " Him whom, having not seen, we 

love ; in whom, though now we see Him not, 
yet believing, we rejoice with joy unspeak-
able and full of glory." All days speak, 
but Sabbath days speak best—they are 
orators of God. These resurrection days, 
these days of the Son of man, these have 
angel voices. " He that hath ears to hear 
let him hear."—Spurgeon. 

I KNOW I can do only small things ; but 
then the least thing I am permitted to do 
for Christ is a big thing for me to do. 
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a passage through the crowded water. 
Swift are the ships, but swifter far is life. 
The wind of time bears me along. I cannot 
stop its motion. I may direct it with the 
rudder of God's Holy Spirit. Like a swift 
ship, my life speeds on its way till it reaches 
its haven. Where is the haven to be ? 
Shall it be found in the land of bitterness 
and dreariness, the region of the lost ? Or 
shall it be the sweet haven of eternal peace, 
where not a troubling wave can rustle the 
quiescent glory of my spirit ?—Spurgeon. 
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1i
OT many months ago, the crocus 
peeped shyly from her snowy 

bed, and the snowdrop bent pensively 
under sunshine and shower ; the pale 
primrose and violet blue courted the 
`first warm rays of the sun, the sower 
sent forth scattering his seed in the 
teeming earth, and the lark and the 
blackbird sent their early carol  

through boughs and bushes. Spring 
laid this budding isle at the feet of 
its Creator, and hastened away to 
gladden the ice-girt shores of polar 
lands. 

Richer colours then painted the 
flowers, deeper melody warbled and 
twittered in the groves, the gay but-
terfly fluttered near the busy bee, the 
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fragrance-laden breeze floated over 
the waving corn, and the long sum-
mer day seemed never too long ; 
because it was nature's festival, plea-
sant to behold, showing forth the 
goodness of God, " who giveth us 
richly all things to enjoy." 

But summer too must pass away. 
The dews fall heavier on mountain 
and dale ; the lengthening shadows, 
fading flowers, falling leaves, proclaim 
that summer is ended. Three large, 
red moons rise in succession over the 
ripening fields, whose golden treasuri.es. 
bend under their own weight. The 
reapers go forth, and the gleaners 
follow in their footsteps. The sheaves 
are gathered in, and joyous hearts 
praise the Lord, who is faithful in all 
His promises, and has fulfilled His 
word that "while the earth remaineth, 
seed time and harvest shall not cease" 
(Genesis viii. 22). 

How many of these budding springs, 
blooming summers, and fruitful har-
vests has my reader seen ? It may 
be ten, twenty, fifty, or even of the 
Lord's sparing mercy, fourscore years. 
ARE YOU SAVED ? Another " harvest 
is past," another " summer is ended." 
ARE YOU SAVED ? Fellow-sinner, 
stand and ponder this momentous 
question :—Ai►t I SAVED or LOST ?—it 
is a momentous question ! 

There is a reaper whose name is 

Death, wandering with his unsheathed 
sickle till time shall be no longer ; 
and until then cutting ever, reaping 
ever,— 

" The man and the maiden, 
The green and the grey," 

the wheat and the tares. Woe to 
them that cry out at his touch, " We 
are not saved !" His field is the wide 
world ; and he waits not until it is 
white unto harvest. The infant of 
days and the patriarch with silver 
hair are alike to him. He snatches 
one here and another there, concern-
ing whom he has received command 
from God. This reaper respects 
neither times nor seasons, circum-
stances nor place. All ranks must 
bow before him, and receive him at 
his call, though he be rarely a bidden 
guest. 

Reader, when will he come to you and 
me? At morn or midnight—who can 
tell ? What we have to do is to be 
ready. Is there any condition in life 
which death has not invaded ? 
anything certain on earth but death 
Oh ! ye careless ones, trifle no longer,  
make sure of your salvation now 
Still the Lord calls:—" Look unto Me 
and be ye saved !" (Isaiah xlv. 22). 

Aged reader, decliningyears rem int 
you that the summer of your life i., 
ended, and its harvest for ever past 
" Few and evil " the days of your pill 
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grimage may appear to you ; but 
fewer still are the remaining ones. 
The longest portion of your life is past 
for ever! Has it been wisely spent in 
laying up treasure in heaven ? Can 
you this day say, " A saving change 
has passed over my soul : though old 
in years, I am a new creature in 
Christ Jesus ?" If so, let the joyful 
thought cheer your heart that you are 
nearing your heavenly home. And 
asyour journey is shortening, let your 
faith and hope be strengthening: God 
• Is faithful, and your reaping time of 
joy is at hand. 

Careless reader,—young, or old, or 
middle-aged,—as the seasons roll on, 
your opportunities for being saved are 

I lasting away. Again I urge you to 
consider the question, ARE YOU 
SAVED ? What if at the last you are 
found amongst those who will utter 
the sad exclamation, " The harvest is 
past, the summer is ended, and WE 

ARE NOT SAVED !" Salvation is a free 
gift, and it is offered to you through 
the precious blood of Christ. Will 
you accept of it, and now ? 

GOD'S Spirit is wonderfully persevering in 
the conversion and discipline of souls. It 
required a long process to build up such a 
man as Paul. A great sculptor never be-
grudges the chisel strokes which fit his 
" Eves" and " Greek Slaves" to shine in the 
gallery of masterpieces. A Christian is 
carving for eternity.—Cuyler. 

" 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 for us, who knew no 
sin ; that we might be made 
the righteousness of God in 
Him" (2 Corinthians v. 
20, 21). 

Happiness. 
THERE are two things necessary to make 
true and lasting happiness. First, there 
must be peace, peace with God. Nothing 
on earth can give you this. You have 
sinned against God, and cannot be at peace 
with Him until you have sought and 
obtained His forgiveness. Sin upon the 
conscience before God banishes peace from 
the heart. It completely robs of real, last-
ing happiness. But there is a fountain open 
for sin and for uncleanness. It is the blood 
of Christ. All who come to it are cleansed 
from all their sins. God in His Word points 
you to Christ crucified for sinners, and He 
tells you that all who believe in and accept 
of Him as their Saviour shall have for-
giveness. Believe in Him, sinner, as the 
one sacrifice by which sin is put away from 
God's sight ; trust in Him as the one priest 
who appears for us before God. You are 
bought with a wondrous price, you are not 
your own, therefore live only to Him whose 
you are. 



92 	" Mine eyes are ever toward the Lord" (PSALM XXV. 15). 

Our Own Master. 
BEING our own master often means that we 
are at liberty to be the slaves of our own 
follies, caprices, and passions. Generally 
speaking, a man cannot have a worse or 
more tyrannical master than himself. As 
our habits and luxuries domineer over us 
the moment we are in a situation to indulge 
them, few people are really so dependent 
as the independent. Poverty and subjection 
debar us from many vices by the impossi-
bility of giving way to them. When we 
are rich, and free from the domination of 
others, we are corrupted and oppressed by 
ourselves. 

Converted. from Theatre-Going. 
MR. MOODY, in one of his addresses, had a 
striking incident of a lady who hesitated to 

become a convert, lest she should be de-
barred from going to the theatre. But he 
assured her that she might do anything that 
did not interfere with giving her supreme 
love to Christ ; and so she declared herself 
on the Lord's side. Soon after she went to 
the theatre, but instead of any enjoyment 
in it she found herself so troubled that she 
could not stay through the performance ; 
and she afterwards declared that the whole 
thing was so changed and looked so different 
from what it did formerly, that she had no 
relish for it whatever. And this is but a 
common experience of theatre-goers and 
other worldly pleasure-seekers, who become 
hearty and earnest Christians. " For what 
fellowship hath righteousness with un-
righteousness ? and what communion hath 
light with darkness ? and what concord 
hath Christ with Belial ? " (2 Corinthians 
vi. 14, 15). 

Thoughts on the Old Year. 
IN CONNECTION WITH LAST JANUARY'S " WA TC !WORD," 

"The Lord thinketh upon me" (Psalm xl. 17). 

THE final step we soon must tread 
Upon the pathway of this year, 

And enter thence another road, 
But yet we go without a fear. 

For hitherto our watchword sweet 
Hath cheered us constantly each day, 

And still the words shall comfort bring 
When this year shall have passed away. 

Ay, well we know, though skies may change, 
And tempests gather fierce and wild, 

Though Satan all his hosts array, 
Still God doth think upon each child. 

He will not let one trouble come 
Without the needful strength to bear; 

And in our daily joy or grief 
He yet will take a Father's share. 

We did not know one half the good 
He planned for us in bygone days; 

But we have learned, and we can leave 
The future now with songs of praise, 

And feel that we can trust His care, 
Though years may come and pass away; 

For He will His own word fulfil, 
And think of all we need each day. 

ClIARLUTTE MLTRRAY. 

As hope raiseth the Christian's spirit to 
attempt great exploits, so it makes him 
faithful in the meanest and lowest services 
that the providence of God calls him to. 
Some He sets on the high places of the 
earth, and appoints them honourable em-
ployments ; others He pitcheth on lower 
ground, and orders them, in some obscure 
corner, to employ themselves about work of 
an inferior nature all their life ; and we need 
not be ashamed to do that work which the 
great God sets us about. 
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SNATCHED FROM THE ALEHOUSE. 
I ONCE lived in a village where spiritual 
life, except in one instance, seemed almost 
extinct. Nobody showed much knowledge 
of Christ, except the carpenter, Phil Rob-
son, who was better known as the "Singing 
Carpenter." Phil was of a merry heart. 
"Is any merry? let him sing psalms" (James 
v.13). This did Phil all the day. " It does 
me good, sir, to sing," said Phil to me one 
day; " it cheers me, and makes life pleasant: 
just like the day, which is so bright and 
heavenly. You see, sir," said Phil, smiling, 
"I was converted through singing." 

" Indeed, Phil, 
how was that?" 

" I'll tell you. 
I was always fond 
of singing. I used 
to go to the 'Jolly 
Farmers,' and 

/ drink and sing for 
hours together. 
Ay, many a shil-
ling  have I spent 
yonder. Well, I 
was sitting in the 
alehouse one stun-

t mer night, and singing and drinking with 
a lot more, when we suddenly heard some 
one outside in the road singing too. So we 
listened, and couldn't make it out. Then 
the voice came nearer and nearer, and one 
of them threw open the window, when all 
heard the words, Canaan, bright Canaan." 

" 'Why,' said Joe the miller, 'it's Canaan; 
no less.' 

I 	" That wasn't his real name, you know. 
' His proper name was John Wilson, a 

Primitive,' who used to go through the 
village singing. I think  I see him now—a 

plain man, with a coat like a Quaker's, and 
his broad-brimmed hat in his hand. When 
he saw us all at the window, says he, 'I am 
going to preach on the green, to tell you all of 
Jesus, and pardon, and happiness, and heaven. 
Come and hear the good news. Praise the 
Lord!' And then away he went singing— 

"Come, sinner, turn and go with me, 
For Jesus waits in Canaan, 

With angels bright to welcome thee 
To all the joys of Canaan. 

"Come freely to salvation's streams, 
They sweetly flow in Canaan; 

There everlastinc,  spring abides, 
oural His throne in Canaan." 

" This," said 
Phil, " was too 
much for me. My 
heart seemed as 
though it would 
break. Up I got, 
took the brown 
jug of ale that I 
had paid for, and 
emptied it on the 
highway, placed 
the jug on the 
door-step, and 
started off after 

him under the oak- 
tree yonder, singing— 

"Come, sinners, to Jesus, no longer delay, 
A free, full salvation is offered to-day. 

And there I stood all of a tremble. When 
he had gone through two verses of the 
hymn, he said, Let us pray,' and down he 
went on his knees and began to pray for us 
all. About a score of us were beside him, 
and most of us knelt down. I know I did, 
for I couldn't stand. Lord,' he said, save 
all these sinners—save all these sinners—
save them—save them—save them, Lord!' 

the preacher. I found 
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" Just then it began to rain, when the 
preacher said, Will any of you good folks 
lend me your kitchen to preach in?' No-
body answered him. I remember Bob-o'-
the-smithy laughed at him. As for me, his 
prayer had made me feel worse than ever, 
and I was still all of a tremble; but I 
managed to say, `You may preach in my 
shop,' pointing to this shed of mine. 

" ` Thank you, friend,' said he ; that 
will do very well;' and he put his arm 
through mine, and marched me off across 
the green, singing as he went— 

'"Your friends may desert you and leave you alone, 
The joys of salvation will more than atone; 
With God for your portion and heaven for your 

home, 
The angels in glory invite you to come.' 

"Well, we got into the shed, and the 
preacher began to preach. His text was, 
Be ye reconciled to God' (2 Cor. v. 20). 

What a sermon it was! He set before us 
our sins as though he knew us all; and then 
he exclaimed, But Jesus died for you—
died for you, for you, for you, and for you;' 
and he pointed at us with his finger, so that 
he made us feel as though each of us had 
been the cause of all the Saviour's woe. I 
stood beside him all the time listening for 
my life. So did others; ay, even Bob-o'-
the-smithy was broken-hearted, and when 
we knelt down to pray, Bob said, ` Oh pray 
for me !" Praise the Lord!' said the 
preacher. He prayed for Bob, and then he 
suddenly began to pray for me. Then I 
prayed for myself ; and as I prayed, light, 
freedom, peace, and joy came to me, and I 
cried out, Lord, I am saved!' and from 
that hour I have sung the sweet songs of 
Zion." 

E. W. W. 

" Where Do the Old Days Go To ?" 
" WHAT is to-morrow I" asked a little child. 

"Monday," was the answer. "And the next day 1" 
" Tuesday." "And the next 1" " Wednesday." 
"But where do the old days go to I" What a ques-
tion 1 Do we ever try to answer it 

WHERE do the old days go to when they die, 
And pass away like star lamps from the sky I 
They shine awhile, and then, their courses run, 
Are lost to sight before life's rising sun. 

And we forget them; but does God forget 
Have those bright stars once and for ever set ? 
Or shine they still, as in the darkest night, 
Though unperceived amid the brightening light ? 

When troubles gather round we count our days ; 
But we neglect, beneath hope's cheering rays, 
To mark our failing years, that seem. to say,— 
" As fade the stars so fades thy life away." 

But soon this day will close, and once again 
The evening shadows creep along the plain; 
Then shall we find, as Memory's eye grows bright, 
Our long lost years still shining through the night. 

To some, those years, like angels in the skies, 
Will sweetly beckon, bidding them arise, 
Ringing a sacred harmony to Him, 
The Morning Star, whose glories never dim. 

Years that will tell of faith, and hope, and love, 
Deeds done on earth, but registered above : 
For as our days roll by a record stands, 
Written by Grace, and kept in Mercy's hands. 

But, ah I to some those long forgotten years, 
At midnight rising, flashing 'mid their fears, 
Omens of ill, will flame but with His wrath, 
Who wings the storm and hurls the lightning forth. 

To such, the unrepentant, unforgiven, 
Like falling stars cast from a frowning heaven, 
Past years will breathe destruction, 'neath their weight, 
Crushing them down to an eternal state. 

WILLIAM LUFF. 

WE must change our lives if we desire to 
change our hearts. God will have no regard 
to the prayers of those who have none to 
His commands.—Bishop 
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Tim strong argument for the truth of 
Christianity is the true Christian, the man 
filled with the Spirit of Christ. The best 
proof of Christ's resurrection is a living 
Church, which itself is walking in a new life, 
and drawing life from Him who path over-
come death. Before such arguments ancient 
Rome herself, the mightiest .empire of the 
world, and the most hostile to Christianity, 
could not stand.—Christlieb. 

I  Bow assuredly that nothing in or about sin 
I can be—except in the relation of words—
\ 'little ;" that sin is, and ever must be, sin, 
and sin only, and sin absolutely, and sin 
eternally. The smallest neglected spark of 
fire has flashed out into a conflagration; the 
smallest neglected leak has sunk the proud-
est ship ; the smallest neglected sickness 
has brought men down to the grave ; and 

ti  the smallest consciously neglected, uncon-
teak, and therefore unpardoned sin, will 
lux you, 0 man! 0 woman T. your soul .1  
Only when our sin has been carried to the 
Lord, and in penitent confession been placed 
beneath the " sprinkling blood," is there 
deliverance. 

The Delusion of Drink. 
ONE of the delusions of the whisky drinker 
is, that he is made stronger by the use of 
stimulants. He is made stronger just as 
he is made wiser and richer—" in his own 
conceit." A man half drunk would be ready 
to out-argue Solomon, or offer to buy out 
the Rothschilds. Everything with him is 
on a grand scale. The stones in the road 
look larger, and he steps several inches 
higher than he did before ; but in fact he 
is no wiser, richer, nor stronger than he was 

before he impaired his judgment by the 
deceiving cup. 

A correspondent eighty years of age, 
writing to the Temperance Advocate, illus-
trates the principle thus :—" Fifty-five years 
ago the writer of this was a resident of 
West Virginia, and one morning four of us, 
young men, started to walk two miles on a 
new-made turnpike ; and on the way two 
of my friends got to talking about their 
personal strength. Each one thought him-
self the strongest, and in order to try, we 
stepped out to the side of the road, where 
there were plenty of rocks of all sizes. One 
was selected that, after trying, neither one 
could lift. I then tried it myself, and raised 
it quite easily on to my knees. We then 
went on to the camp of the turnpikers. 
There we were treated to whisky. I drank 
some (but I think quite moderately), and 
on going back, as I believed myself so much 
stronger for the whisky, I thought I would 
step out and lift the stone again, and per-
haps toss it off a rod or two, but my surprise 
was great when I found I could not raise it 
enough to let daylight under it .1  It set me 
to thinking, and I thought that whisky was 
a lie ; that its use gave weakness instead 
of strength. And although I had a good 
and growing appetite for it, I joined the 
temperance society the first opportunity, 
and since that I have not pulled the cork 
out of a bottle of spirits of any kind, and I 
am quite certain if I had continued to drink 
spirits I should not have attained the age 
of eighty years, as I have already done. 

" My advice to young men is, If you want 
to be strong in body and mind, happy in this 
world and the next, use neither whisky nor 
tobacco." 
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" HE was wounded for 
our transgressions, He was 
bruised for our iniquities : 
the chastisement of our 
peace was upon Him ; and 
with His stripes we are 
healed." " He that spared 
not His own Son, but _de-
livered Him up for us all, 
how shall He not with 
Him also freely give us all 
things ? " (Isaiah liii. 5 ; 
(Romans viii. 32). 

NEV ER mind about remembering the sermon, 
if you remember at once to practice it. You 
may forget the words in which the truth 
was couched, if you will, but let it purify 
your life. David in the hundred and third 
Psalm speaks of those who remember the 
Lord's commandments to do them, and that 
is the best of memory. Mind that you 
have it.—Spurycon. 

WE cannot too soon convince ourselves how 
easily we may be dispensed with in the 
world. What important personages we 
imagine ourselves to be ! We think that 
we alone are the life of the circle in which 
we move ; in our absence we fancy that life, 
existence, and breath will come to a general 
pause. Alas ! the gap which we leave is 
scarcely perceptible, so quickly is it filled 
again ; nay, it is often but the place, if not 
for something better, at least for something 
more agreeable. 

PROVIDENCE looks a great way forward and 
has a long reach. God sees His work from 
the beginning to the end, but we do not. 
How admirable are the projects of provi-
dence ! How remote its tendencies. -What 
wheels there are within wheels, and yet all 
directed by the eyes in the wheels, and by 
the spirit of the living creatures 	Let us 
therefore judge nothing before the time.—
Matthew Henry. 
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" Go ye into all the world, and preach the gospel to every creature." 

T H E 

GOSPEL TRUMPET. 
Published by the Trustees of the late PETER DRUMMOND, at the Tract Depot, Stirling, N.I3. 

FOR " TWENTY YEARS." 

ERE!" said a clear, manly, 
though I thought hurried 
voice, behind me. I was 

sitting in the court - room 
jA6  with my face toward the judge. 

'instantly turned round to see whose 
\-oice said " Here !" Yes, he was 
"here." He stood up, a fine, manly  

young soldier of about twenty years 
of age, as one would naturally judge. 
His face was pale, and his large dark 
eyes saw nobody but the clerk of the 
court, who stood with a paper in his 
hand. 

I then understood it. The young 
man was in the criminal box, and the 

366  M.- JANUARY, isso.) [MONTHLY, ONE HALFPENNY. 



2 	" The Lord is my defence" (PSALM XCIV. 22). 

paper in the hand of the clerk con-
tained the sentence of the judge. 
Slowly the clerk opened the paper 
and read :—" Three days of solitary 
confinement, and twenty years inprison." 

Not another word was said. The 
officer turned, and the young man 
followed him—to his long, long im-
prisonment ! I saw him go out of the 
door, and knew that I should never 
see him again. He had killed a fel-
low-soldier, but some mitigating cir-
cumstances softened his sentence. 
My thoughts followed the wretched 
young man. 

" Twenty years !" Suppose he 
should live through the sentence and 
come out, his youth gone, his friends 
all gone, the world changed, he will 
feel like a piece of drift-wood on the 
great waters ! Old houses will be 
pulled down, and new ones built. 
Old people now will all be dead. The 
little boy to-day will then be a man. 
The little girl will be a woman then. 
The children in the Sabbath-school 
now will be men and women then. 
How many graves will be dug before 
that day ? The judge who held the 
court, the jurors who tried him, the 
clerk who read his sentence, the officer 
who led him out, and the warden of 
the prison who received him, will all 
very likely be dead. 

"Twenty years !" He will have 

gray hairs then. He cannot then 
begin life for this world. He may 
live to come out ; but the blood of his 
fellow-soldier will still be on him. 
He cannotleave hisguilt in the prison. 
Nothing but the blood of Christ can 
remove sin and take away guilt. Poor 
fellow ! What if he say, " I am young 
—too young for such a doom !" But 
was he too young to kill a strong man? 
What if he say, " It's too hard to be 
condemned for twenty long years just 
for what I did in an instant ! It took 
me but an instant to stab him !" Ah! 
human law and Divine law don't ask 
how long it took you to commit the 
sin. Some people try to think that 
God will not punish the wicked in 
eternity, because life here is so short ! 
But here was a very stern punishment 
for what was done in the flash of an 
eye ! 

" Twenty years !" Before he comes 
out, the hand that writes these lines 
will most likely be still in the grave. 
So may the hand that holds the paper 
and the eye that reads these words. 
Shall we be with Jesus then, or in a 
prison out of which there is no coming 
even in " twenty years ?"- 

My young reader, do twenty years 
seem to you such a very long time ? 
Ah ! but they soon pass away. Time 
flies ! You may have seen in pictures 
a representation of Time as an old 



" If I speak of strength, lo, He is strong" (Jos ix. 19). 	3 

man, with wings, having in one hand 
a sand-glass, and inthe other a scythe. 
The quaint figure is designed to teach 
us that Time is ever on the wing, 
that the sands of life are continually 
passing away, and that death is busy 
every moment. Is it then wise in 
you to presume upon your youth, or 
your health, and still delay seeking 
the pardon of your sins, and reconci-
liation to God through the blood of 
Jesus ; seeing that the young die, and 
the strong and robust are frequently 
prostrated by sickness, or suddenly 
cut down ? Be warned in time ; seek 
the Lord while He may be found ; 
embrace the present opportunity, and 
do not wait for a more convenient 
season, for that may never come, and 
you may never again have another 

I offer of the Saviour. For you, my 
reader, young or old or middle-aged, 
the time to be saved is NOW. 

"Behold ! NOW is the day of Salvation." 

MEN sometimes object to the doctrine of 
the depravity of mankind. But the strong-
est teachings of the Bible and of the pul-
pit are more than confirmed by their own 
actions—by the conduct of the world itself. 
Every bolt and bar and lock and key, every 
receipt and check and note of hand, every 
law-book and court of justice, every chain 
and dungeon and gallows, proclaims that 
the world is a fallen world, and that our 
race is a depraved and sinful race. 

MOTTO FOR 1880. 
" TO ME TO LIVE IS CHRIST !" 

PHILIPPIANS 1. 21. 

t " 	0 me to live is Christ !" 0 Saviour ! now 
In lowly reverence Thy children bow; 

And each accepts this watchword as from Thee, 
Determined in Thy strength to faithful be. 

We give ourselves afresh to Thee to-day: 
0 Saviour ! come to us, and with us stay! 
Ay, be our very life, our ruling power, 
And guard us, guide us, keep us, hour by hour. 

May each one in his sphere, whate'er it be, 
Live out a consecrated life to Thee ! 
May every talent that he hath be spent 
For Thee alone, who hast the treasure lent. 

May self be crucified; and may this thought—
" NOT I, BUT CHRIST " in every deed be wrought ; 
May death to sin, in every form, be shown, 
Then wilt Thou reign triumphantly alone ! 

So reign that, when this year is growing old, 
Men then shall read, in characters of gold, 
Around our lives this watchword Thou hast given, 
And may its light lead many on to Heaven ! 

0 Jesus! bear with us for Thy dear sake, 
Whilst yet another prayer to Thee we make,—
We long to see Thy face : Lord, soon appear, 
To give Thy Church her very best New Year ! 

CHARLOTTE MURRAY. 

A CHRISTIAN is a new creature in a new 
world ; he has a new heart, is under a new 
government, serves a new master, observes 
new laws, is actuated by newfears, influenced 
by new love, animated by new delights, and 
is a partaker of new joys. 

HOLINESS must follow where the life of God 
exists in the soul, just as really as, if life 
be in this body, the breath must come back-
wards and forwards, and the lungs heave. 
The one proves I live physically ; the other 
proves that Christ's life within me is a 
spiritual reality. 
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Very Short, and Very Long.W 

4 	"Call ye upon Him while He is near" IsAIAH LV. 

9 

I 

SEERE are some things very short, and 
some things very long. God in His 
Word tells us of both of those, and bids 

us look at them:- 
1. Life is very short. God speaks of 

it as "a shadow" (1 Chron. xxix. 15); "a 
weaver's shuttle" (Job vii. 6); " a flower" 
(Psalm ciii. 15); "a leaf " (Isaiah lxiv. 6); "a 
hand-breadth" (Psalm xxxix. 5); "a vapour" 
(James iv. 14); "a sleep," "a flood" (Psalm 
xc. 5). Is not life then short I If it be like 
these it must be short indeed. 

2. Time is very short. It is made up 
of many lives, yet it is short. "The time is 
short" says Paul (1 Cor. vii. 29); "the world 
passeth away," says John (1 John ii. 17). A 
few years will end all. 

3. The sinner's joy is short. It is 
"but for a moment," says Job (chap. xx. 5). 
" The fashion of this world passeth away" (I 
Cor. vii. 31). He may laugh and dance and 
be gay, and take his ease and be merry; but 
his joy soon comes to an end. It fades away, 
and leaves nothing behind it but grief. 

4. The saint's sorrow is short. It 
is "but for a moment" (2 Cor. iv. 17). It 
may be heavy, and hard to bear, but it is 
soon over, and it leaves no shadow behind. 
When it is done, all is joy for ever. 

These are some of the things that are very 
short. They are spoken of by God, that you 
may think upon them. Will you not I Look 
back at the past years of your life, and look 
onward, and let these things that are so short 
—so very short—be looked at in view of the 
past and of the coming time. 

But there are other things that are long—
very long—so long that men cannot count 
them. They are for ever and ever. Let me 
ask you to think of them also. God bids you 
think of them:- 

1. God Himself. He is "from everlast-
ing to everlasting" (Psalm xc. 2). His life is 
throughout all eternity, for He is "the King 
eternal and immortal" (1 Timothy i. 17). 
How well for us to have this God for our God 
—to have Him for our portion in such a 
changing world I 

2. God's love. "The mercy of the 
Lord," says David, "is from everlasting to 
everlasting" (Psalm ciii. 17). The love of 
God changes not. His mercy never dies. 
His grace never grows old. 

3. The life to come. It is "everlasting 
life" (John iii. 16); then) is no death in this 
life, and no end. He who gets it gets it for 
ever and ever. What must it be to have 
eternal life! 

4. The saint's joy. At God's right 
hand are "pleasures for evermore" (Psalm 
xvi. 11); the joy which the ransomed of the 
Lord obtain is "everlasting joy" (Isaiah xxxv. 
10). How blessed to have joy like this—joy 
that shall never end 

5. The sinner's sorrow. It is endless 
—endless! The fire is " everlasting" (Isaiah 
xxxiii. 14); the torment is "day and night 
for ever and ever" (Rev. xx. 10); the dark-
ness is "the blackness of darkness for ever" 
(Jude 13). How sad to lie down in such 
sorrow—to have these everlasting burnings 
for our home! 

God asks you to consider your ways. Will 
you prefer this world to the world to come'! 
Is sin better than Christ I Are the weeds of 
earth sweeter than the flowers of Paradise I 
Time stays not ; do not you, then, stay. Let 
not sin keep you back from God, and shut you 
out of Heaven. Come and wash in the open 
fountain. Come and get the white robe. 
Then, whether your days on earth are few or 
many, it matters not.—Dr. H. Bonar. 0.) 
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"I HAD A PRAYING MOTHER." 
NE evening, in the autumn of 1862, 
a friend of mine in the city of 
was passing one of those soul-ruining 

resorts, the theatre, when she was accosted 
by a sailor, who asked her to go inside 
along with him, and have an evening's 
amusement. Pained by the thought, as 
every child of God must be, that such 
places should exist, she told him of other 
pleasures, purer and nobler, and of salva- 
tion and peace through the Saviour's blood. 
Re listened and looked till the tears rolled 
down his weather-beaten but manly face : 
and with much 
emotion replied, 
"I know it all, 
for I once had a 
praying mother ; 
Int , alas she is 
atsil to me, al-
though I know 
she is in Heaven." 
He went away to 

join his ship, de-
termined, by the 
help of the Divine 
Spirit, to become 
a praying sailor. 

My reader, are you a praying 
mother? If so, great is your 
for good in the world. Although you may 
not have your prayers answered here below, 
yet the promise is to you and to your 
children; and when your days and nights 
of mourning are ended, and you have said 
to this world, " Farewell," some lonely 
child may have cause to praise the Lord 
i-Jr your Christian care and example, and 
say with the poor sailor, " I had a pray-
mg mother." Pray on in faith. 

Mother, are you prayerless ? Oh 
fearful state to be living in ! What more 
awful than a prayerless mother ! In the 
name of my Master, the Lord, I appeal to 
your conscience—look around and see your 
sons and daughters launched on the ocean 
of life. Remember that to you Goi has 
committed the care of their souls' interests: 
you are their natural guardian and protector, 
and you are to warn them of the whirlpools 
and sunken reefs of temptation that abound 
in this world for destroying souls. 

Mother, do you raise the family altar, and 
tell your children 
of a Saviour who 
has died for them? 
Do you point them 
to Calvary's blood-
stained cross; and 
when they are out 
of your sight do 
you plead at the 
throne of grace 
that they may be 
kept from sin, and 
led in the paths 
of righteousness ? 

Be watchful to warn and persuade your 
children against conformity to the world of 
fashion and pride, or being led away by 
the glittering glare of the theatre, the 
giddy show of the ball-room, the evening 
party, and ungodly companions. Seek to 
obtain help of God to enable you to be 
faithful in this matter ; and at the great 
day of account, while you receive the 
gracious welcome of the Saviour, " Come, 
ye blessed !" may your joyful response be, 
" Lord, here am I, and the children 
whom Thou hast given me !" 

influence 
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HAPPY is the man who can begin to rehearse 
for Heaven by attuning his heart to the 
will of God. He is like the old Psalmist's 
psaltery—every wind that Providence sends 
only makes music in him. Even boisterous 
gales of adversity call forth grand and sub-
lime strains of resignation. When he is in 
trouble, he " giveth songs in the night." 
The kind acts he performs for others touch 
sweet chords in his memory. And amid all 
the harsh and jangled discords of this world, 
such a Christ-loving soul is a harp of gold, 
making constant melody in the ear of God. 
—Cuyler. 

Bells for the New Year. 
"Fear thou not ; for I am with thee : be not dismayed ; for 

I am thy God : I will strengthen thee; yea, I will help thee ; 
yea, I will uphold thee with the right hand of My righteousness " 
(IsAieli xli. 10). 

E linger where the shadows fall, we see the past 
in glory set, 

And as the darkness gathers round, we fear 
the path untrod as yet: 

But hark ! Faith hears the silver bells ; 
How sweet the hope their pealing tells ! 

"Be not dismayed," they seem to say. "Fear not the 
future, though it be 

A mountain path, a desert track, a pathway through 
the rolling sea : 

Fear not thou art My darling child, 
I will not leave thee on the wild." 

" Fear not, for I am with thee still." Sweet bells ! 0 
Heavenly-echoed word I 

From palace domes where dwells the King, along life's 
shaded valley heard. 

The journey may be dark and drear, 
But God is nigh, why should we fear I 

"I am thy God." What joy it brings, as through the 
gloom the message rings 

That God is ours ! How safe who walk beneath the 
shelter of His wings ! 

When darkness o'er the future lowers, 
Whate'er we have not, God is ours. 

But as we think of future years, with trembling knees 
perhaps we faint : 

Another bell in Mercy's peal may cheer the feeble-
minded saint,— 

" Fear not ; for I will give thee strength, 
Till thou shalt reach thy home at length !" 

And yet another, sweeter still, " Fear not ; for I will 
give thee aid l" 

0 ! will He strengthen those who droop, and help the 
timid and dismayed 

With God to help and give us power, 
Why should we dread the coming hour I 

But if in slippery paths I fall I Listen again, thou 
'trembling one— 

" I will uphold thee with Mine hand,"—will do, as Ile 
bath ever done. 

Take thou that Hand, and onward tread, 
Upheld and strengthened, helped and led. 

Oh ! would that we could ring these bells from In-
spiration's sacred tower, 

Until their harmony dispels the storms that o'er the 
future lower, 

Till to the melody they ring, 
The gladdened heart shall rise and sing. 

WILLIAM LUFF. 

The Door Handle.* 
iET was a brass handle. And it was very 
IL, bright ; it was quite dazzling in the 

afternoon sunshine. " Deary me !" said 
my friend, as she stood looking at it, " what 
has happened ?" 

She had come to pay her nephew a visit. 
She had often been before, but she had never 
seen the door handle like that. It had al-
ways been dull, and tarnished, and covered 
with an unpleasant greenish mould. But 

now it looked as if it was laughing. It 
literally sparkled. She scarcely liked to 

touch it, it was so bright. " Deary me !" 
she said again, " whatever has happened ?" 

• Inserted by the kind permission of Rev. J. E. SamPsn 
vicar of Barrow-on-Humber, Hull, from whom copies maY bell" 
on application, price is. lid. per 100, post free. 
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a lighter heart or a more happy-looking face 
in the parish than that man's. Of course : 
because he had turned to God. And GOD IS 
LIGHT. No man can come to God, and walk 
with God, without being brightened. The 
man had learnt that he was a sinner. The 
Spirit of God had taught him this. His 
sins became a trouble to him. He thought 
of God and was troubled, for God is light. 
He knew, he felt he was not fit to go into 
that Light. Oh ! what anguish a sinner 
feels when he learns what sin really is. But 
then he learnt of Jesus, the way, the only 
way to God. The Spirit of God showed 
him that the blood of Christ was shed for 
the cleansing away of sin. The man believed 
the joyful news ; he came to Jesus the 
Saviour of sinners, and received pardon of 
his sins ; he turned to God, no more con-
demned, but cleansed by the blood of 
Christ. This is what is meant by being 
converted. It is the soul turning to God 
through Jesus Christ. 

And when a man is converted he is 
changed ; all that is in him, and all that is 
about him, is changed. He seems to live in 
a new world. He lives in the love of God. 
He walks in the light of God. His talk is 
pure ; his thoughts are clean, his ways are 
right, his life is holy, his heart is glad, his 
very face is bright and happy. Like a 
bright light, he lightens every one around 
him. You may tell a true Christian, a man 
who has turned to God, by the goodness of 
his life, by his honesty, by his purity, by his 
home, by his children, nay, even by the 
brass handle on his door. 

My friend, when she saw how bright it 
was that afternoon, knew that something 
had happened. " Deary me !" she said, 
" what has happened ?" 

Then she opened the door. On her for-
mer visits all in the house had been untidy 
And upside-down and repulsive. But now 
everything seemed to be like the door 
handle : the fireside was clean, things were 
in their places, the children were tidy, and 
everything inside seemed comfortable and 
happy. The nephew's wife, too, seemed 
happier than my friend had ever seen her 
before. Her face was bright and cheery as 
the door handle, though there was not a 
lit of the brazen about it. 

Then the nephew himself came in. And 
he was sober. And he looked his aunt 
might  in the face, and fairly laughed when 
he shook hands and bid her welcome. Then 
be got his tea with them all. And he gave 
thanks to God at the tea-table. And all 
was bright ; the teapot was bright, and the 
brass handle of the oven, and the spoons, 
and the little faces round the table, all were 

bright as the brass handle on the 
outside door. 

"Decry me !" said my friend, as she lay 
down that night ; " what a change there is 
in this house ! And that door handle, how 
bright it was ! Deary me ! " 

Now how had all this come about ? 

THE MAN HAD TURNED TO GOD. 
That is the answer. He had been a drink-

; ing, slinking, unpleasant sort of man before. 
His life had been dull and rusty, and every-
thing about him looked tarnished and 
mouldy. His heart and his face were 
as dull as his door handle. And his house 
(you couldn't call it his home, for he only 
?ot, his meals and slept there) was dull ; his 
children were dull ; his wife was dull, and 
I don't wonder at that ; the very spoons 
were dull. 

But now all was bright. There wasn't 



" Fear thou not, 
for I am with thee : 

be not dismayed, 
for I am thy God." 

ISAIAH xli. 10. 
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"God is love" (1 JOHN IV. 8). 

" God SO Loved." 
" 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 " (John iii. 16.) 

GOD loved the world, so loved this lower world, 
He decked it lavishly with beauteous things—
The clinging mist-shroud round the hill-top curled, 

The tiny bird that, soaring, sweetly sings, 
The drifting clouds, light as an angel's wings, 
The mountain peaks in sunset flames aglow, 
The myriad flowers that in the meadows blow, 
The fir-woods hoarsely whispering o'er the snow. 
Yet though I love this earth, like a sad dove, 
Were these things all that told my Maker's love, 
I should but pine, athirst for something more, 
As one home-sick upon a far-off shore. 
But when my dying Lord I see, I know 
The ever wondrous meaning of the "so." 

JAMES BOWKER. 

A Bad Sign. 
HENEVER professing Christians be-
gin to inquire what harm there can be 
in the social dance, or what harm there 

can be in the theatre, or in games of chance, it 
is a sign that the love of Christ is declining 
in their hearts, if indeed it ever existed at 
all. It is an attempt to get something to 
satisfy conscience, and is virtually declaring 
that the bread of life with which Christ 
feeds the soul does not satisfy, and that 

therefore they are anxious to find some 
excuse for getting back to the service of 
Satan. 

Instead of arguing the rightness or the 
wrongness of those things of which no truly 
spiritual mind has any doubt, I would say, 
Take heed, my brother, to your own heart. 
Your Lord has warned you, not only against 
going back, but even against looking back; 
and you are instructed not to seem to come 
short. You are to shun the very appearance 
of evil ; and the very fact that you are be-
ginning to glance with approval at the 
abounding iniquity of the world, shows that 
your love to the Redeemer is " waxing 
cold." Take that cold heart again to Jesus; 
and rest not satisfied till it is brimming 
over with His love, " who was holy, harm-
less, undefiled, and separate from sinners." 
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" Go ye into all the world, and preach the gospel to every creature." 

SUDDEN DESTRUCTION. 

THE 

GOSPEL TRUMPET. 
Published by the Trustees of the late PETER DRUMMOND, at the Tract Depot, Stirling, N.B. 

N the centre of a large plain, in 
one of the fairest regions of 
Italy, rises a lofty mountain, 

around the base of which, and 
to a considerable height up the 

sides, are villages,, country seats, and 
gardens. Half way up, rich cluster-
ing vines, and groves of olive, fig, and 

rt—IIIBRDARY, isso 

orange trees are found to flourish. 
Here dwell the prince and the peasant. 
They pursue the pleasures or labours 
of life ; they buy and sell, plant and 
build ; and yet, with all their fancied 
security, they live in constant danger; 
at any moment they may be over-
whelmed by a sudden death. 

[3iONTitLY. ONE HALFPENNY. 
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The mountain is a volcano. From 
time to time a deep, rumbling noise 
warns the people of the hidden peril ; 
while smoke, fiery stones, and clouds 
of ashes, give visible proof that a 
powerful engine of destruction is be-
neath them. A burning stream of 
melted rock will then pour down its 
side to the distance of several miles, 
destroying every object in its course. 

Many hundred years ago, at the 
foot of the mountain, there stood two 
beautiful cities. In a moment, with-
out any particular warning, a lurid 
light shed an unearthly glare; and in 
a short time the air was filled with 
falling ashes, and rivers of scorching 
lava deluged the cities 

The terrified inhabitants rushed 
into the streets : some from the 
theatre, some from the banqueting 
hall, and others from their peacefnl 
homes : but with many escape was 
hopeless. The suffocating smoke, the 
heated air, the thickly falling ashes, 
the hissing, boiling flood of melted 
rock, hurried numbers into eternity. 

In the course of ages the places 
where these cities once stood became 
unknown. The earth covered them, 
and vineyards, orchards, and cottages 
were planted and built above them. 
But at length the long-hidden secret 
is discovered, and the streets of the 
ancient cities are once more opened 

to the light of day. Strangers now 
enter the ruins of the houses, temples, 
and marts ; but the hum of business 
is hushed ; the sound of mirth is no 
more heard ; no groups of eager 
traders crowd the markets. Frag-
ments of skeletons are met with—the 
remains of those who once lived in 
these cities. Those that are found 
most nearly perfect, are in attitudes 
that tell of haste and terror. One 
was found with a bag of money firmly 
grasped in his hand, and numbers 
were discovered around the steps of 
their idol temple. 

Other eruptions of this mountain 
are on record; and though not so 
terrible as that which overwhelmed 
the two ancient cities, yet houses and 
vineyards have many times been des-
troyed, and numerous lives have been 
lost. At the close of the year 1857 
shocks of an earthquake continued 
for four days throughout the whole 
district of the volcano ; many villages 
were then overthrown, and more than 
thirty thousand persons perished ! Yet 
around and upon the mountain still 
dwell multitudes of human beings. 
Its top smokes, flames burst forth, 
and streams of fire pour down the 
sides into the plains. The inhabitants 
say it has been so long since any 
serious outburst from the volcano 
itself took place, that they have not 
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ranch cause for alarm on that account. 
Some do not think there will be an-
other violent eruption. Thus they 
try to dismiss from the mind all 
thought of danger, and are willing to 
take the risk of their position. 

What say you, reader, to such a 
state ? You think the people act un-
wisely. It is inexcusable, you say, 
for them to live in such false security, 
even though there are no immediate 
signs of danger. You think it is 
prudent to prepare for events that 
may take place. You say that it is 
true wisdom to provide against the 
risks of property and life. And you 

1 are right. Yet, perhaps, in regard to 
matters of the highest moment and 
absolute certainty—even your spirit-
ual and eternal interest—you may 
neglect to act on the same principle. 

For instance : it is no uncertain 
thing that death will come. You have 
been often warned by what you have 
felt in yourself, and what you have 
seen in others, that it will come. You 
cannot fail at times to reflect that it 
may come upon you, as upon the in-
habitants of the ancient cities, at an 
hour when all seems in peace. It may 
approach in the form of a sudden and 
fatal attack of disease ; or it may 
come stealing on in the slow but sure 
steps of protracted sickness, gradually 
wasting your strength, and unloosen- 

ing one tie after another that binds 
you to earth—yet, come when and 
how it may, it is a certainty that it 
will come. 

It is no uncertain thing that judg-
ment is at hand. You must meet God. 
You may refuse to think of this fact; 
you may try to persuade yourself that 
the time is at a remote distance, and 
therefore need not be thought of; but, 
after all, the hour is hastening on 
when all " the dead, both small and 
great," shall stand &fore God in 
judgment. 

Reader, think of it. How many of 
the inhabitants of these doomed cities 
died unprepared ? They had no warn-
ing of the sudden destruction that 
overtook them ; but you are warned 
to prepare for death, and it may come 
to you at any moment. ARE YOU 
READY ? 

" My sheep hear My 
voice, and I know them, 
and they follow Me : and 
I GIVE UNTO THEM ETER-
NAL LIFE ; and they shall 
never perish, neither shall 
any man pluck them out 
of My hand " (John x. 
27, 28). 
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CHEERING WORDS. 
" MY GOD SHALL SUPPLY ALL YOUR NEED." 

PHILIPPIANS iv. 19. 

EAR FRIEND, I knownot what you need exactly, 
But this I know,—my God will listen now, 

In tender sympathy and deep compassion, 
If in your trouble you before Him bow. 

You need submission. Hath His love afflicted, 
And do His ways seem hard to understand 1 

Then ask for grace to say, amid the darkness, 
" My Father, though Thou smitest, hold my hand." 

Or is it strength you need 1 Are you exhausted 
With weary watching, or with sorrow's pain 1 

Oh ! whisper this to Him, the God of comfort, 
And lie will willingly His child sustain. 

Or do you need direction on life's journey,— 
The way you have to tread to be made clear 1 

Now tell Him so, and He will gently lead you 
Just step by step through each successive year. 

You cannot ask too much. Then, friend, I leave you 
In God's own loving care, with perfect rest, 

For well I know for Jesus' sake He loveth 
To give His children all His very best. 

ClIARLOTTE MURRAY. 

 

you believe that the holy spending of the 
Lord's Day is a needless thing.—Dr. 

It is perfectly true that the first step to 
ruin, in multitudes of instances, is an ill-
spent Sabbath day ; and that the robbery 
of God in respect to this day, for greed and 
gain, or pleasure-seeking, is the sure road 
to bankruptcy, and the precursor of a shat-
tered constitution, and of mental collapse. 
There are not a few at this moment who, if 
they had deferred to conscience, and kept 
the law in this regard, would have been in 
the enjoyment of health, hope, and pros-
perity. It is made true always, not by Sir 
Matthew Hale's dictum, but by the nature 
of the case, that— 

A Sabbath well spent 
Brings a week of content, 
And health for the toils of to-morrow. 
But a Sabbath profaned, 
Whatsoe'er may be gained, 
Is a certain forerunner of sorrow. 

They are either the sworn, relentless foes 
of God and man, or wretched, blind leaders 
of the blind, who would rob the hard-work-
ing man, above all others, on any pretence, 
or with any bribery, of the day of sacred 
rest which God has given to all. It is the 
one bit of paradise of which we can yet 
boast, and the one sure earnest of the rest 
that remaineth for the people of God. 

 

How to Spend the Sabbath Day. 

yIi. ' ET it not be supposed that because God 
6' hath appointed the Sabbath as a day of 

rest from bodily labour, it is therefore to 
be an idle holiday. Many, in following their 
wicked pastimes, make it more a day of 
labour than any day in the week. This is 
not only perverting God's design in giving 
them " rest for their labour," but it is pre-
venting God's design in giving them rest 
for the religious employment of their minds, 
which is a point of still greater consequence. 
God not only "rested" on the Sabbath day, 
but He " blessed" and " hallowed" it. The 
Apostles' institution was a law of Christ by 
His Spirit. Be well resolved against the 
cavils of those carnal men that would make 

 

  

IT is not hastily, but seriously reading, medi-
tating upon holy and Heavenly truths, that 
makes them prove sweet and profitable to 
the soul. It is not the bee's touching on 
the flowers that gathers honey, but her 
abiding for a time upon them, and drawing 
out the sweet. It is not he that reads 
most, but he that meditates most on Divine 
truth, that will prove the choicest, wisest, 
strongest Christian. 
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GOD'S 

x HAVE seen an infant propped against 
a chair in the corner of the nursery, 
while the fond mother, at a little 

distance, stooped, and, with open arms, 
said, in tender, coaxing accents, " Come, 
darling ! come, baby, come !" Baby hesi-
tated for a moment—it was evidently its 
first attempt to walk unaided ; but with 
instinctive knowledge that those out-
stretched arms would receive it and shield 
it from danger, it rushed with tottering, 
unsteady footsteps to their embrace, and 
nestled itself fondly in its mother's bosom. 

Great is a moth-
er's love, but not 
so great as God's 
love to His chil-
dren; for He hath 
said, " Yea, she 
may forget, YET 

! WILL I NOT FORGET 

IIIEE"(Isaiah xlix. 
15). How often 
Both He say to us, 
"Come," " Come 
unto Me," in His 
Word, in His pro-
vidence, and in all His dealings with us, the 

'objects of His love and compassion. 
The Lord said unto Noah, Come thou 

and all thy house into the ark" (Genesis vii. 
1). Thus doth He invite believers to come 
and take refuge with Him in all their trials 
and temptations; to come into the "Ark of 
the covenant ;" and He shuts them in, and 
hides them in His pavilion; they are kept as 
in the hollow of His hand; and, behind the 
dark cloud, He speaks comfortably unto 
them; His promise (Isaiah xliii 2), "When 
thou passest through the waters, . . 

"COME!" 
they shall not overflow thee," sustains, and 
enables them to rejoice, even in tribulation. 

Jesus graciously says, "Come unto Me, 
all ye that labour and are heavy laden, and 
I will give you rest. Take My yoke upon 
you, and learn of Me ; for I am meek and 
lowly in heart: and. ye  shall find rest unto 
your souls" (Matt. xi. 28). Are we weary, 
and labouring under a sense of our sins ? 
Let us come to Jesus—He will give us 

peace and rest. Oh! when we hear the 
Lord saying, "Come unto ME," when, by 
faith, we see the outstretched arms, our 

burden rolls off—
we flee to Him, 
and are at rest! 

But, alas ! for 
those who know 
Him not ! Poor 
tempest - tossed 
souls ! who are 
living without 
God, and therefore 
without hope; who 
have no refuge to 
repair to amidst 
the inevitable 

trials of life. Oh that they would hearken 
to the gracious invitation, " Come unto 
Me," and find rest ! Oh that men would 
no longer delay, but come unto Him, ere 
it be too late, and they perish ! 

" Him that cometh unto Me I will in 
no wise cast out." Come, then, ye weak, 
helpless, perishing,—come, even with your 
feeblest effort, with tottering footsteps. 
In no wise will He cast you out. " He will 
not break the bruised reed, nor quench 
the smoking flax." 

Aged man, have you come to Christ P or 
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have you been, even till now, pursuing lying 
vanities ? Oh ! come to Him who, even at 
the eleventh hour, did not reject the dying 
thief on the cross. 

Young man or maiden, have you come to 
the Saviour :? He is stretching out to you 
the loving arms of mercy, ready to shelter 
you in His embrace from the dangers which 
beset your slippery path. Oh, come ! It 
will not deprive you of any happiness to 
feel secure for time and for eternity in the 
love and service of your Maker. 

" WHOSOEVER WILL MAY COME !" 

E. D. D. 

vOVVVVVV V V 

" They that 
	

3 

wait upon the Lord 
shall 

renew their strength." 
Xli. 31. 

3 

The Impassable Gulf. 
aq EARS ago, on a bright summer morn-

ing, I sat on a rock near the very verge 
of Niagara Falls. The waters rushed 

wildly by on both sides of me, and leaped 
over in the fearful abyss beneath, while I 
looked at their mad whirl, and then beyond 
the cataract itself down the Niagara river. 
The bluffs are high, and almost perpendicu-
lar ; and, far below, the water went boiling 
and raging on its way to Lake Ontario. 

Was this an impassable gulf ? No ; a 
ferry-boat plied from shore to shore at that 

time, and now a suspension bridge stretches 
over from summit to summit. 

There are deep mountain gorges which 
have never been bridged, yet after all the 
wonders of modern engineering we cannot 
pronounce them impassable. But in the 
world to come there is an absolutely im-
passable gulf. Abraham said to the rich 
man, " Between us and you there is a great 
gulf fixed." It lies between Heaven and 
hell. 

Have you been so deluded by Satan as 
to believe that there is 

NO HELL, 
'but that all persons go to the same place 
at death ? Do you fancy that, after years, 
or centuries, or long ages have elapsed, the 
wicked will be purified and permitted to 
stand with the good before God's throne in 
Heaven ? Christ, speaking in the person 
of Abraham (Luke xvi. 26), tells you that 

NO ONE CAN PASS OVER THAT GULF. 

The rich man understood it perfectly. He 
ceased to make supplication for himself 
His only thought was how to keep his five 
brethren from coming to that dreadful pit. 
In the extremity of his despair for himself, 
not the slightest encouragement is extended 
to the wretched man. Not one word is said 
of his obtaining relief after a myriad of ages. 
His doom is final. 

Judas Iscariot " went to his own place." 
Can it be that Heaven is meant ? What! 
was Heaven, the abode of holiness and 
bliss, so peculiarly appropriate to this son 
of perdition, that it must be called "his 
own place ?" Did he actually reach those 
blessed mansions forty days in advance of 
Jesus Himself ? Christ said concerning 
him, " It had been good for that man if he 
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lad never been born." Now, suppose that 
:en thousand years in the world of woe 
would purify the traitor, and then he should 
spend a blessed eternity in Heaven, could 
it be said that it had been good for him 
never to have been born ? A million of 
years after his admission into that holy, 
happy place, let the question be addressed 
to him, " Judas Iscariot, do you regret that 
you have ever existed ?" With what 
astonishment would he regard the question. 
"Regret it ?" he would say ; " regret it ? 
having spent so many ages of rapture here 
in Heaven, and having nothing before me 
but endless joy, better never to have been 
born ! How preposterous the idea !" Oh! 
remember, 
MERE IS A WORM TEAT NEVER DIES, AND 

A FIRE TEAT IS NOT VENCE:ED. 

—American Messenger. 

A Holy Life. 
HOLY life is made up of a number of 
small things. Little words, not eloquent 
speeches or sermons ; little deeds, not 

miracles, norbattles, nor one great heroic act, 
nor mighty martyrdom, make up the true 
Christian life. The little constant sunbeam, 
not the lightning ; the waters of Siloam, 
" that go softly " in their meek mission of 
refreshment, not " the waters of the river, 
great and many," rushing down in torrent 
noise and force—are the true symbols of a 
holy life. The avoidance of little evils, little 
sins, little inconsistencies, little weaknesses, 
little follies, little indiscretions, little im-
pfudences, little foibles, little indulgences 
of self and of the flesh—the avoidance of 
such little things as these goes far to make 
up, at least, the negative beauty of a holy 
life.—Christian Standard. 

The Exhaustless Fulness. 
til 
	

T pleased the Father that in Him should 
/‘ all fulness dwell;   dwell,—not come and 

go, like a wayfaring man who tarrieth but a 
night, who is with us to-day, and away to-
morrow ; not like the shallow, noisy, treach-
erous brook, that fails when most needed, 
in heat of summer ; but like this deep-
seated spring that, rising silently though 
affluently at the mountain's foot, and hav-
ing unseen communication with its exhaust-
less supplies, is ever flowing over its grassy 
margin, equally unaffected by the long 
droughts that dry the wells, and the frosts 
that pave the neighbouring lake with ice. 
So fail the joys of earth ; so flow, supplied 
by the fulness that is in Christ, the plea-
sures and the peace of piety. It 'cannot 
be otherwise. " If a man love Me," says 
Jesus, " he will keep My words ; and My 
Father will love him, and we will come 
unto him, and make our abode with him." 

WE know with what an excellent nicety the 
skilful engraver can represent the forms he 
designs to produce ; but it is essential to his 
art, that the substance he engraves upon 
should be suited to receive the impression. 
What could he do on the surface of a coarse 
tile ? So God refines the heart, to fit it to 
receive His lovely image, and then, by the 
operation of His Spirit, completes the 
glorious work.—Rowland 11111. 

You cannot make yourselves better by 
simply resolving to be better at some time 
or other, any more than a farmer can plough 
his field by simply turning it over in his own 
mind. A good resolution is a fine starting-
point, but as a terminus it has no value. 



Folly to Doubt. 
COFFING men of the world, who pride 
themselves on doubt as if it were the 
profoundest instead of a superficial ex er-

cise of the mind, are ready enough, when 
trouble and bereavement, and sickness and 
death come near them, to seek shelter under 
the religion which was before an object of 
their scorn ; thereby proving that they were 
kept from being religious, not by their 
vigour of intellect, but by the strength of 
their passions. They show the superiority 
of their nature by waiting until the storm 
drives them with torn sails and a shattered 
vessel to the safe anchorage of faith, instead 
of anticipating the tempest, and saving 
themselves from loss.—Rev. TV: G. Elliott. 

NOTHING is more calculated to assure and 
establish the doubting, trembling heart, 
than the knowledge that God has taken us 
up just as we are, and that He can never 
make any fresh discovery to cause an 
alteration in the character and measure of 
His redeeming and justifying love. 
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" He giveth power to the faint ; 
and to them that have 

no might 
He increaseth strength." 

ISAIA.11 xl. 29. 

16 	"Blessed are the pure in heart"(m ‘__ATTHEW V. 8). 

Dangerous Temptation. 

I
T is worse than idle to pray for the victims 
of strong drink as long as good people con-
tinue to set the deadly drink before the 

easily-tempted. Thousands have been en-
snared by a wine-glass placed before them 
by professed Christians, who ought to have 
cut their right hand off sooner than have 
put a decanter on their tables. In these 
days it will not answer for any Christian 
to plead ignorance, or innocent intention, 
when he or she sets an intoxicating glass 
upon the table. In that hour when God 
makes inquisition for souls, He will cer-
tainly not spare the unfaithful servant who, 
instead of warning his neighbour against 
the danger, absolutely invited him to com-
mit the fatal act 1 

A servant of Christ must not only be 
sober, denying ungodly lusts, but also 
" pure from the blood of all men." We are 
our brother's keepers ; and woe be to us if 
we become our brother's tempters ! It is 
useless to sophisticate ourselves with the 
stereotyped plea that "wine-drinking is not 
a sin per se." Not only are we to strive to 
pluck brands from the burning, but also we 
must labour to extinguish the fires that 
burn the " brands " so fearfully.—Rev. Dr. 
Cuyler. 
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GOSPEL TRUMPET. 
Published by the Trustees of the late PETER DRUMMOND, at the Tract Depot, Stirling, N.B. 

" Go ye into all the world, and preach the gospel to every creature." 

FAMILY 
OT so very many years ago, 
it was the custom in every 
well-ordered household to 
have family worship, at least 

in the evening before retiring 
to rest ; and more especially was it 
the practice in Scotland to "take the 
books," as it was called, on the morn- 

tt-LIRcH, 1sfx  

WORSHIP. 
ing and in the evening of the Lord's 
Day, when all the members of the 
family—some of whom might be em-
ployed otherwise than at home during 
the week-could meet together around 
the domestic altar. The devotional 
exercises consisted of reading the 
Word of God, accompanied sometimes 

DIONVILY, ONE Eistrruzery. 
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by a few plain and pointed remarks 
on the passage read, mingled with 
homely parental instruction, and wise 
and loving Christian counsels. Prayer 
and praise followed at intervals, young 
and old joining together with their 
voices in the singing. 

In the quiet of the early Sabbath, 
the passer-by in the streets of our 
great cities would hear the "grave, 
sweet melody " of psalms ascending 
from many a dwelling ; and in the 
country villages and hamlets, in the 
homes of the peasantry, " the priest-
like father " conducted religious wor-
ship in his family in a manner suited 
to the sacred character of the 

DAY OF HOLY REST, 

and as a fitting preparation for their 
going together in company to the 
house of God, there to join with His 
people in the more public services of 
the sanctuary. 

It is related of Sir Walter Scott 
that sometimes of an evening, when 
visitors were with him at Abbotsford, 
he would have them to a particular 
part of the grounds, where, at a cer-
tain hour, they could hear the distant 
music of psalm-singing. It proceeded 
from the cottage of a God-fearing 
servant on the estate, whose family 
were at the time engaged at their 
eveningworship. To the gaylisteners 
the artless song of those humble 

Christians would probably seem very 
much in contrast with their own 
festal music ; while, in coming to hear 
it, they had perhaps no other object 
than to gratify a mere sentimental 
curiosity. It is not known that any 
of them were seriously impressed with 
the importance of their duty to have 
family worship in their own homes, 
and so were led to follow the example 
of the pious cottager, whose decision 
for himself and his house was, that 
they would serve the Lord. 

It is much to be lamented that at 
the present day family religion occu-
pies a less prominent place in the 
estimation of many parents than it 
did in a bygone age; while it is to be 
feared that in not a few professedly 
Christian households the reading of 
God's Word and family prayer are but 
seldom engaged in. The indifference 
and godless example thus shown by 
parents at their own firesides cannot 
but produce afrivolous and irreligious 
spirit in their children, which must 
be fruitful of misery only to both. 
" Godliness is profitable unto all 
things, having promise of the life that 
now is, and of that which is to come. 
This is a faithful saying, and worthy 
of all acceptation" (1 Timothy iv. 8, 9). 

Family religion unites the hearts 
of parents and children together by 
the strong bond of Christian love. 
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What tender affection and sense of 
solemn responsibility it begets and 
fosters on the one side What loving 
confidence and unselfish consideration 
on the other What a mighty influ-
ence it exercises in the family govern-
ment In a household where God is 
recognised it will generally be observed 
that obedience, and order, and peace, 
and love, and happiness reign. On 
the other hand, in families where 
religion has no place, such virtues 
and blessings as those mentioned have 
no existence ; parental authority is 
divested of its high moral sanction, 
and even the natural claim to duty 
and respect comes to be disregarded. 
Nor is it difficult to account for this, 
when we have that solemn declara- 
tion of God's Word 	THE CURSE OF 

THE LORD IS IN THE HOUSE OF THE 

WICKED : BUT HE BLESSETH THE HABI-

TATION OF THE JUST." " By their 
fruits ye shall know them," says 
Christ. There are natural laws in 
the moral as there are in the physical 
world. What a man sows, that shall 
he also reap. 

Parents ! the most solemn respon-
sibility rests upon you regarding the 
godly upbringing of your children. 
No system of national education can 
supersede your duty to attend to the 
religious instruction of your family. 
See to it that you honour God in your  

home—before your children—with 
your children. Show them by your 
example, in addition to teaching them 
by precept, the beauty of a consistent 
Christian life ; and seek to bring your 
entire household, by daily prayer, 
under the protection, and guidance, 
and blessing of the Most High. 

CHRIST'S PRESENCE. 
"Jesus Himself drew near, and went with them. 

LUKE xiiv. 15. 

ITH them,"—two weary, weak, and sad dis-
ciples, 

Together traversing their homeward way ; 
Both longing, oh, so much ! to see their Master, 

Yet thinking thoughts they hardly dared to say. 

What happiness to have that Master walking, 
A loving, living Saviour, at their side ! 

No wonder that they wished that He would tarry, 
And that they prayed Him, "Lord, with us abide!" 

0 blessed Saviour ! we are, too, Thy children : 
We too are journeying, and need Thee near ; 

Dear Master, come, abide with us, and bless us, 
Through every moment of each passing year ! 

And, Lord, if sometimes weary hearts are doubting, 
Weighed down with fears they hardly dare express, 

Forgive them, Lord, and in Thy mercy show them 
Thyself, in all. Thy love and tenderness ! 

CHARLO 	1TE MURRAY. 

As Joab came with a kind salute to Abner, 
and thrust him under the fifth rib, while 
Abner thought of nothing but kindness, so 
sin comes smiling, comes pleasing and 
humouring thee, while it giveth thee a 
deadly stab.—Anthony Burgess. 

FAITH is to believe what we do not yet 
see ; and the reward of this faith is to see 
what we believe.—Augustine. 

fl 
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1107T Long, Ye Simple ?', 
4 4 yx,(HE SIMPLE PASS ON, AND ARE PUN- 

ISHED." Although the saved are 
not their own saviours, the lost are 

their own destroyers. 

A man is passing on in the way which he 
has chosen. He is eating and drinking and 
making merry. Guilt is on his conscience, 
but he feels not its fiery bite ; wrath is 
treasured over him, but he fears not its final 
outpouring. The open door of mercy abuts 
upon his downward path, but he heeds it 
not : he passes on—he passes by it. As he 
passes, a voice falls upon his ear ; it is the 
voice of God's own Son conjuring him with 
strong crying and tears to turn and live. 
Startled for a moment by the sound, he 
pauses and looks ; but seeing nothing that 
takes his fancy, he passes on again. Again 
a voice behind him cries, in tones which 
show that life and death eternal are turning 
on their hinge, " Repent, lest you perish ! 
why will you die ?" He stops and looks 
behind. It is a fit of seriousness, but it soon 
goes off. He heard a sound ; but it must 
have been an echo in the mountains, or a 
call to some wanderer who has lost his way. 
Stopping his ears, and shutting his eyes, he 
passes on. Deaf to warnings from above, 
and blind to beacons reared before him, he 
still passes on, until, at a moment when he 
counts his footing firmest, he stumbles over 
the brink of life, and falls into the hands of 
the living God 

This fall, the Bible tells us, is " a fearful 
thing." Fear it now, and flee, ye who are 
passing on through life in your sin, and 
without a Saviour. Surely it should be 
plain to any rational being, that though a 
man may live without God in the world, he 
cannot escape from God when he dies. Do 

those who are passing on with their backs 
to Christ, and their hearts full of vain shows, 
know where life's boundary-line lies, or what 
awaits them beyond it ? Why will men 
pass on, if they are on such a path that 
another step may be perdition ? 

If the simple is punished at last, it is 
because, in spite of a beseeching, weeping 
Saviour, he " passed on " through the day 
of grace, and fell upon the day of judgment. 
—Arnot. 

Trusting in the Lord. 

iSAW a parlour clock a few days since 
which was enclosed in a glass case. 
Through that case all the mechanism 

and motion of the clock were clearly visible. 
Every adjustment of the wheels, every 
click of the lever, every stroke of the pen-
dulum, was distinctly seen. But it is not 
necessary that a clock should have a glass 
case, in order that it may be trusted to tell 
me the time of day. Ordinarily only the 
hands and face are seen, but these are 
enough to go by. So an intimate know-
ledge of God's ways is not necessary in 
order to command our trust in Him. I 
need not understand all the relations and 
adjustments of Divine Providence before I 
can trust the Lord. On the dial-plate of 
Scripture I see the hands pointing to the 
promises and the commands and the rewards 
of discipleship, and it is enough. I believe 
and trust.—Dr. A. J. Gordon. 

A RELIGION that never suffices to govern a 
man will never suffice to save him. That 
which does not distinguish him from a sin-
ful world will never distinguish him from a 
perishing world.—John Rowe. 
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"HOW LONG WILL 
R. NETTLETON had come from the 

14 evening service to his home for the 
night. The good lady of the house, 

after bustling about to provide her guest 
with refreshment, said, directly before her 
daughter, who was in the room, " Dr. 
Nettleton, I do wish you would talk to 
Caroline. She cares nothing about going 
to the meeting, nor about the salvation of 
her soul. I've talked, and talked, and got 
our minister to talk, but it don't seem to 
do no good. I wish you would talk to her, 
Dr. Nettleton." Saying which she soon 
went out of the 
room. 

Dr. Nettleton 
continued quietly ---

1 taking his repast, 
\ when he turned IL 
round to the -•,, 
young girl and  
said, "Now, just 

j tell me, Miss Caro- 
1 line, don't they 

bother you amaz- 
ingly about this ---- - 
thing ?" 

She, taken by surprise 	address so 
unexpected, answered at once, " Yes, sir, 
they do ; they keep talking to me all the 
time till I am sick of it." 

" So I thought," said Dr. N. " Let's 
see ; how old are you ?" " Eighteen, sir." 

" Good health ?" " Yes, sir." 
" The fact is," said Dr. N., " religion 

is a good thing in itself ; but the idea 
of all the time troubling a young crea-
ture like you with it and you're in good 
health, you say. Religion is a good thing. 
It would hardly do to die without it. 

IT DO TO WAIT?" 
I wonder how long it would do for you 
to wait ?" 

" That's just what I've been thinking 
myself," said Caroline. 

" Well," said Dr. N., " suppose you say 
till you are fifty? No ; that won't do : I 
attended the funeral the other day of a lady 
fifteen years younger than that. Thirty ? 
How will that do ?" 

" I'm not sure it would do to wait quite 
so long," said Caroline. 

"No, I do not think so either; something 
might happen. See now,—twenty-five ? 

or even twenty, 
if we could be sure 
you would live so 
long. A year from 
now ; how would 
that do ?" 

" I don't know, 
sir." 

" Neither do I. 
The fact is, my 
dear young lady, 
the more I think 
of it, and of how 
many young peo- 

ple, as well, apparently, as you are, do die 
suddenly, I am afraid to have you put it off 
a moment longer. Besides, the Bible says, 
`Now is the accepted time.' We must take 
THIS TIME. What shall we do ? Had we 
not better kneel right down here, and ask 
God for mercy through His Son Jesus 
Christ ?" 

The young lady, perfectly overcome 
by her feelings, kneeled on the spot. 
In a day or two she was enabled by Divine 
grace to rejoice in the sure hope of eternal 
life, and to find at the same time that 

at an 
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she had far from lost all enjoyment in this 
life. 

Reader, seeing that life is so very uncer-
tain, and time and opportunities are swiftly 
passing away, HOW LONG WILL IT DO FOR 
YOU TO WAIT ? Be honest with yourself 
and say. 

WE picture death as coming to destroy ; let 
us rather picture Christ as coming to save. 
We think of death as ending ; let us rather 
think of life as beginning, and that more 
abundantly. We think of losing ; let us 
think of gaining. We think of parting ; let 
us think of meeting. We think of going 
away; let us think of arriving. And as the 
voice of death whispers, " You must go 
from earth," let us hear the voice of Christ 
saying, " You are but coming to Me !"—
Norman Macleod. 

NOW ! 

OW ! A short word; a shorter thing. 
Soon uttered ; sooner gone. Now ! 
A grain of sand on a boundless plain. 

A tiny ripple on a measureless ocean ! Over 
that ocean we are sailing ; but the only 
part of it we possess is that on which our 
vessel at this moment floats. From the 
stern we look backwards, and watch the 
ship's wake in the waters ; but how short a 
distance it reaches, and how soon every 
trace disappears ! We see also some land-
marks farther off, and then the horizon 
closes the view ; but beyond that, ocean 
still rolls, far, far away. Memory con-
templates the few years of our individual 
life ; history shows us a dim  outline of 
mountains ; science tells us that still farther 
back, out of sight, stretches that vast sea ; 
reason assures us that, like space, it hath 

no boundary ; but all that we possess of it 
is represented by this small word—Now ! 
The past, for action, is ours no longer. 
The future may never become present, and 
is not ours until it does. The only part of 
time we can use is this very moment—
Now ! " Believe on the Lord Jesus Christ, 
and thou shalt be saved" (Acts xvi. 31). 
Believe now ! " Strive to enter in at the 
strait gate " (Luke xiii. 24) now ! Offer 
the prayer, " God be merciful to me, a 
sinner ! " (Luke xviii. 13) now ! Now ! for 
time is short, and death is near, and judg-
ment threatens ! Now ! for in eternity it 
will be too late, and your next step may 
land you there ! The only season of which 
you can be sure is now ! The only season 
in which you can work is now ! The pur-
pose may not last till to-morrow; fulfil it 
now ! Fresh difficulties will flood the 
channel to-morrow ; wade it now! The 
chain of evil habit will bind you more 
tightly to-morrow ; snap it vow ! Sin ex-
poses to present miseries; escape them now! 
Holiness confers present joys ; seize them 
now ! Your Creator entreats (Isaiah i. 18); 
obey Him now ! The Father sees you a 
great way off (Luke xv. 20) ; return now ! 
The. Saviour from His Cross beseeches 
(Matt. xxvi. 39) ; trust Him now ! The 
Holy Spirit is striving in your heart 
(Genesis vi. 3) ; yield now ! 

" Go to now, ye that say, To-day or to-mor-
row we will go into such a city, and continue 
there a year, and buy and sell, and get gain ; 
whereas ye know not what shall be on 
the morrow : for what is your life ? It is 
even a vapour, that appeareth for a little 
time, and then vanisheth away. For that 
ye ought to say, If the Lord will, we shall 
live, and do this, or that" (James iv. 13-15). 
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Profane Swearing. 
" eWEAR not at all." Do you ask, 

Why not ? I reply, For several 
reasons :- 

1st. God, who made you, and gave you 
the noble faculty of speech, has expressly 
forbidden you to do so. What God gives, 
He can withhold at any moment. Have 
you made up your mind to the consequences, 
if He should, in justice and judgment, sus-
pend your breath in the midst of an oath ? 

2nd. It is not only an irreligious, but 
also a very low and vulgar habit. It is the 
practice of the most degraded, both of men 
and women. Do you wish to be classed 
with them ? God declares of him who takes 
His Name in vain that He will not hold him 
guiltless. Yet how many have continued 
for years to utter their oaths with impunity ! 
But every oath is registered in the book of 
Gal's remembrance, and although the 
swearer may not be visited with summary 
punishment, there is a day of fearful reckon-
ing drawing nigh. 

3rd. It leads to the suspicion that you 
are also in the habit of lying. If you speak 
nothing but truth, what need of an oath ? 
Liars are bad, but swearers are worse ; for 
some lie who fear an oath, but where is the 
swearer who fears to lie ? 

My friend, swearing is a most unmanly, 
vile, and sinful habit ; and if you value your 
immortal soul, it must, like every other sin, 
be forsaken, and Jesus the only Saviour fled 
to and believed on. 

" If thou wilt not observe to do all the 
words of this law that are written in this 

I book, that thou mayest fear this Glorious 
and Fearful Name, THE LORD THY 
GOD ; then the Lord will make thy plagues 
wonderful" (Deut. xxviii. 58, 59). 

The Simple Gospel. 
"The simplicity that is in Christ."-2 CORINTHIANS xi. 3. 

iiHE Judge of all the earth had made 
A law to govern by,— 

" This do, and thou shalt live," He said ; 
" This do, and thou shalt die." 

But 0! the tale is very sad, 
For now, there is not one 

Who has not done what God forbade, 
And left the good undone. 

We "all have sinned "—some here, some there : 
And God is wroth with all ; 

And says that all His wrath must bear,— 
On all the curse must fall. 

But He who thus is just, is good, 
And loved the sinner so, 	.  

He gave His only Son, who stood 
To bear the righteous blow. 

It is so simple !—Stained with guilt, 
I knew that I must die ; 

But since the Saviour's blood was spilt, 
I may be spared, and why'? 

By Him I see the law fulfilled, 
By Him fulfilled for me ; 

In Him I die, for God has willed 
His death shall set me free. 

I cannot die, for Jesus died ; 
He cannot die again ; 

I stand exalted at His side, 
Eternally to reign. 

It is so simple !—Christ, the Man, 
For man has stooped to die ; 

While Christ, the God, 0 wondrous plan! 
To God has brought me nigh. 

WILLIAM LUFF. 

IN the deepest night of trouble, and anxiety, 
and sorrow, God gives us so much to be 
thankful for, that we need never cease our 
singing. With all our wisdom, and prudence, 
and foresight, we need never refuse to take 
a lesson in gladness and gratitude from the 
happy bird that sang all night, as if the day 
were not long enough to tell its joy. 
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" 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 " 
(Isaiah i. 18). 

THE CHRISTIAN RACE. 
"Let us run with patience the race that is set before us, 

looking unto Jesus" (HEnttEws xii. 1, 2.) 

" So run, that ye may obtain" (1 CORINTHIANS ix. 24). 

THE GOAL. 
ETERNAL LIFE (1 JoirN ii. 25). 

THE PRIZE. 
"A CROWN OF GLORY that fadeth not 

away" (1 PETER v. 4). 

"The CROWN OF LIFE" (JAMES i. 12). 

"AN INHERITANCE INCORRUPTIBLE, 
AND UNDEFILED" (1 PETER i. 4). 

THE WINNER. 
"He that believeth on the Son of God" 

(1 JoilN v. 10). 

READER !—The Prize is offered to 
you. Will you not strive to gain it 

OH to have a God, the God of all grace, at 
hand, a very present help in the time of 
trouble, laying underneath His everlasting 
arms ; shedding around the light of His 
countenance ; communicating the joy of His 
salvation ; and insuring the glory to be 
revealed, in ways beyond all our present 
experience and thought !—Jay. 

WHEREVER Jesus came when upon earth 
He brought peace and happiness. Where-
ever He trod He seemed to dissipate grief. 
It could not, therefore, be possible that 
sorrow could ever intrude into His presence 
in Heaven. Sorrow and sighing are often 
as the Christian's convoy on earth, but 
they quit him for a better convoy the 
moment the disembodied spirit escapes 
from its earthly tabernacle. Oh think !—
to step on shore, and that shore Heaven ; 
to take hold of a Hand, and find it God's 
Hand ; to breathe a new air, and find it 
celestial air ; to feel invigorated, and find 
it immortality ! Oh think !—to pass from 
a storm and a tempest for one unbroken 
smile ; to wake up and find it glory I 
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" Go ye into all the world, and preach the gospel to every creature." 
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THE WORTH OF THE SOUL. 
MINISTER of the Gospel 
was once sitting in a public 
room, where a number of 

men were conversing upon 
worldly business—stocks, inter-

ests, purchases, &c. After a while he 
turned to one who had taken an active 
partin the conversation, and observed 
tohim that, having listened with some 

interest to what had been said, he was 
desirous of proposing a question con-
nected with the subject of their 
remarks, and would be glad if a few 
moments' thought might be devoted 
to it. 

The man answered politely, and 
begged to hear the question. 

The minister then requested that, 
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as he seemed accustomed to calcu-
lations of interest, and profit and loss, 
he would endeavour to ascertain 
what would it profit a man if he 
were to gain the whole world, and 
lose his own soul. 

A deep silence ensued. The ques-
tion remained unanswered. It spoke 
to the conscience, and by the con-
science it was heard. The man 
retired, apparently unaffected ; but 
the question ceased not to speak, and 
constantly to demand its answer. 
The immeasurable worth of the soul, 
and the utter insignificance of every 
human pursuit, in comparison with 
that of its salvation, were at last 
brought with such evidence and 
power to his heart by the Holy Spirit, 
that he lost his zeal for this world's 
gain, and became a devoted and 
zealous follower of the Saviour of 
sinners. 

Reader ! the question is presented 
to you,--- 

"WHAT IS YOUR SOUL WORTH ?" 

Consider what your soul is worth in 
reference to its eternity, for it is 
immortal, and will endure for ever ! 
Measure its value by that of worldly 
riches, or worldly honours, or worldly 
pleasures. Measure it by the world 
itself—the whole world—all worlds—
and what, indeed, would it profit you 

to gain them all, and LOSE YOUR 

soul, ? 

O reader ! shall your soul be saved, 
or lost ? Eternity is waiting your 
determination ! Do not delay, but 
make sure your salvation at once by 
coming to Christ as your Saviour. 
Attend now to Mercy's voice ; for 
" now is the accepted time ; now is 
the day of salvation." 

A Question for Each Day. 
"LORD, WHAT WILT THOU HAVE ME TO DO?" 

pORD, what wilt Thou have we to Flo I" Wilt 
Thou give me 

A special command 9 I am waiting Thy will: 
I dare not go forward until Thou host spoken. 

Oh speak, blessed Master, and I will be.ntill 

My child, I would first bid theepray. Ask My blessir 
On this, a new day, that each moment may be 

A treasure intrusted, a talent invested, 
A tribute of love in thy service for Me ! 

And next, I exhort thee to work. Oh ! be earnest, 
For souls have been lost for the want of a word; 

Then rouse thee, my child ; be whole-hearted and 
active 

In doing the will of thy Master and Lord! 

And lastly, take heed that thou watch for Me hourly, 
For soon in My glory I now may appear ; 

And thou must be ready, whenever the summons 
Shall call thee away from thy work for Me here. 

0 Saviour! forgive me, if once more I venture 
To ask, Is there nothing still more I can do I 

Thou knowest my weakness, but grace is sufficient, , 
And Thou, blessed Jesus, wilt carry me through. 

Oh yes, dearest child, there are things I might tell the 
But wait till they come; they are all in My care : 

I love thee, and promise to constantly help thee, 
And take thee at last all My glory to share. 

CHARLOTTE MURRAY. 



" While we were yet sinners, Christ died for us" (Rom. V. 8). 27 

Co-Workers With God. 

JILL who work for God are workers 
together with each other and with 
Him. All such are co-workers, but 

God alone giveth the increase. All are but 
instruments in God's hands, labourers in 
His vineyard, builders of His temple, 
" workers together with Him." Each has 
a special work which contributes to the 
grand result ; each has a work that others 
cannot do. 

Reader, you can reach some one whom I 
cannot see or do not know. You enter a 
circle from which I am excluded. You can 
say a word to some one which no one else 
can say as acceptably. You bear a respon-
sibility which no one else bears ; and at last 
you must give account to God for thoughts 
and words and acts ; for duties done and 
opportunities neglected. 

One man can preach, but you may be 
needed to bring some soul to hear the 

fmessage ; one man can write, but you can 
place the book or tract before some one who 
needs to see it ; one man can publish the 
Gospel, but you can send the publication to 
some whom he could never reach without 
your aid ; one man can go forth to proclaim 
salvation, but you can divide with him your 
money and your bread, and care for his 
family while he bears the glad message of 
mercy to a lost world : and so, in your own 
sphere, while doing your legitimate daily 
duties, you may be a co-worker in the 
grandest work that men or angels do—the 
salvation of sinners from sin and death and 
wrath. 

Reader, Are you a co-worker ? Are you 
at work ? Are you praying, " Lord, what 
wilt Thou have me to do ?"—The Christian 
(American). 

HAD the Saviour come to befriend the 
righteous, I could have no claim ; but I read 
He came to save sinners, and that He is 
able to save them to the uttermost. His 
own Word and Spirit first invited and en-
abled me to venture my all upon Him. I 
know that I have committed myself to Him 
a thousand times, how then can He give me 
up ? Thus I endeavour to reason against 
the enemy : he can easily prove that I am 
worthless, ungrateful, and unfaithful ; but 
he cannot prove that Jesus did not die, or 
that He did not say, " Him that cometh to 
Me I will in no wise cast out" (John vi. 37). 
I would not part with this text for all the 
world ; it sometimes seems the only one I 
can lay hold of ; but " in no wise" extends 
to all the complicated varieties of my case. 

Time. 
T is very remarkable that God, who giveth 
plenteously to all creatures,—He hath 
scattered the firmament with stars, as 

a man sows corn in his fields, in a multitude 
bigger than the capacities of human order ; 
He hath made so much variety of creatures, 
and gives us great choice of meats and 
drinks, although any one of both kinds 
would have served our needs ; and so in all 
instances of nature,—yet in the distribu-
tion of our time, God seems to be strait-
handed ; and gives it to us, not as nature 
gives us rivers,—enough to drown us, but 
drop by drop, minute after minute ; so that 
we never can have two minutes together, 
but He takes away one when He gives us 
another. This should teach us to value 
our time, since God so values it, and by 
His so small distribution of it tells us it is 
the most precious thing we have.—Jeremy 
Taylor. 
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" Call upon thy God " (JONAH I. 6). 

God's Promises. 
OD has made no promise to those who 

are refusing to accept Jesus, and be 
reconciled to God through Him. He 

has put Himself under no obligation to 
such persons. He has not promised to keep 
any one of them for another hour from 
dropping into hell. Those who have accept-
ed Jesus, the Mediator and surety of the 
new covenant, as a surety and Mediator for 
themselves, have a right to all the blessings 
of the covenant, and to the fulfilment to 
themselves of all its precious promises. But 
no other person has. Jesus is Himself the 
covenant. " I will give THEE for a covenant 
of the people" (Isaiah xlix. 8). 

God is well pleased that Jesus be a cove-
nant of reconciliation between Himself and 
guilty rebels. He is well pleased to pardon 
the vilest sinner through and for the sake 
of that unmerited death which Jesus died. 
He is well pleased to welcome into His 
family the most guilty of men who consents 
to take Jesus as a covenant of peace between 
himself and God. 

Jesus, accepted, washes the sinner who 
receives Him " whiter than the snow " in 
His precious blood. Jesus, accepted, clothes 
the sinner who receives Him in the spotless 
robe of His own perfect obedience to God's 
holy law. He rendered that obedience not 
at all for Himself, but solely for the use of 
those who consent to take Him to be their 
Saviour. Jesus, accepted, renews the whole 
nature of the person that receives Him 
He creates in him a clean heart—a heart 
that hates all sin, and loves and delights in 
holiness and in God. Jesus, accepted, gives 
the person who has received Him a right to 
the fulfilment of all the " exceeding great 
and precious promises" which God has made  

in His Word. " For all the promises of 
God in Him are yea, and in Him Amen." 
(2 Cor. i. 20.) That is, they are all made 
sure to those who are " in Him." But those 
who have not yet accepted Jesus can claim 
no interest in any one of them. (John 
i. 12 ; iii. 36 ; vi. 29.) 

Momentous Questions. 
HERE is a God. He preserves, and 
He can destroy you. Do you daily 
think of Him 2  

You have a soul. Do you care for it ? 
You care for your body, but do you properly 
care for your soul ? 

You are a sinner. Do you know how 
a sinner can be saved ? 

There is a Saviour. Are you anxious 
that He may save you ? 

There is an awful Hell. Are you 
seeking to escape it ? 

There is a glorious Heaven. Are 
you in the way to it ? 

You must soon die. Are you prepared 
for the solemn change ? 

You must appear at the judgment-
seat of Christ ! What will then be your 
lot ? 

There is an eternal state after death. 
Is yours like to be an eternity of bliss ? or 
an eternity of woe ? 

You must be pardoned through the 
blood of Christ, and sanctified by the 
Spirit of God, or you cannot be saved. 
Are you daily seeking these blessings ? 

" Without holiness no man shall see the 
Lord." Are you living a holy life ? 

There is a Book able to inform you on 
these subjects, and to make you wise unto 
salvation. Do you search the Scriptures ? 
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LIGHT-HOLDERS. 
VERY voyager through the British 
Channel will remember the famous 
lighthouse that stands near the gates 

of the Atlantic. It rises from a rock in 
the midst of the waves, its beacon-blaze 
streaming far out over the midnight sea. 

The tower of Eddystone is a LIGHT-
HOLDER to all who come within its range. 
It does not create light, it only sheds it, 
and " giveth light " to every passer-by on 
his watery way. This image of a light-

' house may have been in the Apostle's mind 
when he wrote to the Philippians of the 
surrounding hea-
then and idolaters, 
and said to them, 
" Among whom ye 
shine as lights in 
the world " (Philip - 
plans ii. 15). 

Christians are 
Christ's light-hol-
ders to their fellow-
men. The lantern 
of a lighthouse is 
not self-luminous. 
It has to be 
kindled by a hand from without itself. 
Conversion by the Holy Spirit is a 
spiritual illumination of the soul. God's 
grace lights up the dark heart. Sometimes 
suddenly, as in the case of Paul. Some-
times, as in the case of Newton, there is at 
first a feeble germ of light, like the little 
blue point of flame on a candle wick, and 
this germ of light grows into a clear, full 
blaze. The beginning of true religion is in 
the first act of true faith—the first breath-
ings of earnest prayer—the first hungerings 
after God—the first honest attempt to do 

right and serve the Lord. God's grace is 
the only original source of the light that 
makes any man a luminary in society. And 
when a man has been once kindled 
at the Cross of Christ, he is bound 
to shine. And in order to do this, he 
need not be conspicuous in society for 
talents, wealth, or intellectual culture. 
The modest candle by which a housewife 
threads her needle shines as truly as does 
the great lantern that burns in the tower 
of a city hall. 

A humble saint who begins his day with 
household devo-
tions, and serves 
his God all day in 
his shop, or at his 
work-bench, is as 
truly a light-
holder as if he 
flamed from a po-
pular preacher's 
pulpit, or illumi-
nated a theological 
class from a pro-
fessor's chair. To 
"shine" means 

something more than the mere possession of 
piety, or the enjoyment of piety ; it is the 
reflection of Gospel-religion that makes the 
burner. 

Every Christian who trims his lamp and 
keeps the oil of grace up to its full supply 
is a blessed benefactor to others, but what 
a terrible thing it is for a Christian to let 
his light go out ! 

I know of certain households in which I 
fear the lamp is out. That lad would not 
be seen so often on his way to the theatre, 
or drinking-saloon, if father and mother 
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held up the torch of loving warning. That 
giddy daughter, who was once thoughtful 
about her soul, might now be a Christian, 
if there had been a light-holder near at 
hand to guide her to Jesus. There was a 
lamp of profession in the house, but it did 
not shine. The oil was out. Love of the 
world had extinguished it. That dark 
lantern left the house in midnight. 

Thank God ! some lights never go out. 
Death cannot quench them. They shine 
for ever. Pastors, parents, teachers may 
be called home to Heaven ; but like the 
good mother of the story, they " set a light 
in the window," to guide souls to the 
mansions of glory.—Cuyler. 

hope in His mercy." 0 the haughty, god-
less worldlings, that presume and dare to 
sit in judgment on God's Holy Book, and 
say what texts are suitable for a clergyman 
to use in his pulpit !—let them hear of the 
`judgments" of the Lord, as well as of His 
" mercies ;" let them understand that it is 
not their toleration and patronage that 
Christ will have, but their repentance with 
reverence and godly fear. 

 

The First Daily Duty. 

  

" My voice shalt Thou hear in the morning, 0 Lord:'— 
PSALM v. 3. 

 

     

HE voice of prayer. Probably he re- 
fers here to a general habit of praying 

in the morning, though he makes a parti-

cular reference to his circumstances at the 

time. The Psalmist felt, doubtless, that 

while it was a general duty and privilege 
to call upon God every morning, there was 

a special reason for it in the circumstances 
in which he then was. The propriety of 
looking to God in the morning by prayer 
commends itself to any reflecting mind. 
Who knows what a day may bring forth? 
Who knows what temptations may await 

him ? Who can protect himself from the 

dangers which may encompass him ? Who 

can enable us to discharge the duties which 
are incumbent on us every day ? Feeble, 
helpless, sinful, prone to err, in a world of 

temptation, and surrounded by dangers, 

alike when we see them and when we do 

not, there is an obvious fitness in looking 
to God each morning for His guidance and 

protection ; and the resolution of the 
Psalmist here should be the firm purpose 
of every man.—Barnes. 

Godly Fear. 

CHRIST is a gentle Lamb to all who are 
sad and sore because of sins that they 
hate and flee from, even though they 

are often overtaken and rent anew thereby. 
But He is also the Fearful One who drove 
Adam and Eve from the garden, who 
rained fire on Sodom, who made Sinai 
quake while He uttered His awful Law, 
and who slew, again and again, men who 
rebelled against Him. Unless public 
teachers, ministers especially, make this 
once more a familiar truth to the people, 
the fear of God will soon have quite for-
saken our land—not cast out by " perfect 
love," but by utter ignorance. In that 
world where there is " perfect love," fear 
may, with all safety, be " cast out," and 
there alone. Here its absence is always 
certain to banish all real love. No sinner 
who does not fear God can love Him or give 
Him " pleasure." " The Lord taketh plea-
sure in them that fear Him, in them that 
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" God Bath given to us R.;11 

Eternal Life, 	1:1V. 

and 

this life is in His Son." 

(1 JOHN v. 11.) 

" The Lord is clothed with strength " (PSALM XCIII. 1). 	31 

My Jewels, and Who Gave Them. 
ONCE was poor, without a single groat 

To call mine own; 
But in my need I sought the King, 

And begged before His throne. 

He heard my plea, and filled my empty lap 
With purest gold, 

Poured forth His treasure, till my hands had more 
Than they could hold. 

He gave me, too, a beauteous casket, stored 
With gems so fair, 

That none could equal, none in all the earth 
With them compare. 

Then was I blest ! a prince in Heavenly things. 
His band had given 

AR that my heart could wish, my mind conceive, 
In earth or Heaven. 

But here new straits arose, for how could I 
Preserve such wealth, 

When robbers lurked around and watched my steps 
With wily stealth I 

Pie read my thoughts : "My child, I will protect 
This wealth of thine ; 

Leave it with Me ! My power shall guard it all, 
As if 'twere Mine." 

I thanked the Lord that what He gave He kept; 
And what He kept 

I knew was safe; for He was strong, and watched, 
And never slept. 

Thus to His royal court each day I come, 
And from my store 

Receive for daily needs all that I want, 
And often more. 

WILLIAM LUFF. 

Angry with God. 
" Doefit thou well to be angry ?"—JoNAu iv. 4. 

ZONAH quarrelled with his God. And 
who has not ? We may not speak out 
as plainly as he did, but we have been 

in the same temper, and have manifested 

the same spirit. Very few are quite satis-
fied with the Lord's plans. Fewer still are 
always pleased with the Lord's works. 
How many quarrel with His sovereignty ! 
What hard things have been spoken against 
it ! How many complain of His providence, 
and think it partial, unkind, and almost 
unjust ! Beloved, we are often angry with 
God. This temper shows itself in fretful-
ness, complaining, and sullen gloom. Some 
are so angry that they will scarcely speak 
to Him, and they restrain prayer before 
God. Others will not acknowledge their 
obligations, therefore they do not praise 
Him. But do we well to be angry 2 Angry 
with our Father, whose wisdom is infinite, 
whose love is as constant as the day, and 
who constantly showers His blessings upon 
us ! Angry with God, who has pardoned 
our sins, justified our persons, provided 
for our wants, united us to His Son, 
and blessed us with all spiritual blessings ! 
Surely it is a sin, a grievous sin, not to be 
pleased with all He does, with all He has 
provided, and with all He requires. Doest 
thou well to complain, to repine, or to be 
angry ? 



The Chapel in the Heart. 
IN your retirement make frequent colloquies, 
or short discoursings with God and thy own 
soul. Every return of the heart in these 
intercourses is a going to Him, an appearing 
in His presence, and in representing Him 
present to thy spirit and to thy necessity. 
This was long since called by a spiritual 
person " a building to God a chapel in our 
heart." It reconciles Martha's employment 
with Mary's devotion, charity and religion, 
the necessity of our calling, and the employ. 
ment of devotion. For thus in the midst 
of the works of your trade you may retire 
into your chapel—the heart—and converse 
with God by frequent addresses and returns. 
—Jeremy Taylor. 

NEW LEAFLETS. 
We have pleasure in announcing the publication of a new Paint id 

I eafiets, by CiiA RLOTTE MURRAY, the accomplished writer whose poetical 
pieces have enriched our columns for a number of years past. The contents 
are as rollows :- 

Freely and Fully.-Members of Christ. -Sabbath Morning Hymn.-
Here ! There!-Seed-Time.-Can I Bring God Nothing y-Why are Ye Idle! 
-Speak for J08118.-" Only."-A Word to the Aged.-" Bear, and Your 
Soul shall ve."-What do We Give ?-Trnst.-" He Calleth Thee."-g 
Word to the Weary.-Secret Thoughts of a Poor 13aoksli er on seeing id 
Bible. 

The above Se PACKET VII. Of the STIRLING LEAFLETS, price Sixpeass 
post free. 

ILLUSTRATED MONTHLY PERIODICALS. 
Published by the TRUSTEES of the late PETER DRUMMOND, at tht 

TRACT DEPOT, STIRLING. 

THE BRITISH MESSENGER. Price One Penny. Four cope 
monthly, 4a per annum ; Eight, 8a., and upwards, sent poet free. Single 
copy, monthly, by poet, la. 64. 

THE GOSPEL TRUMPET. Price One Halfpenny, or 9a. 64 
per 100. Eight copies monthly, 48. per annum ; Sixteen, Sa., and upwards, 
sent post free. 

GOOD NEWS. Price One Halfpenny; Three copies for Id., or its. 6d. 
per 100 ; Eighteen oopiee, dd., or monthly for one year, Be. ; Thirty-sit, 
price U., or for one year, 12a, and upwards, sent post free. 

ASSORTED PACKETS. 
The Half-Grown Packet, consisting of Otte British. Messenger, 010 

Gospel Trumpet, and One Good News, monthly for a year, for 2s. 6d., including 
postage, to any address in the United Kingdom. 

The Pour Shilling Packet, consisting of Two British Messnigers, 
Two Gospel Trumpets, and Three Good News, sent to any part of the United 

Kingdom, for a year, post free, for 4e. 
Orders for the Stirling Publications, and business communications, to be 

addressed to 
JOHN MACFA.RLANE, Marctoint, Tract Depot, Stirling, N.R, 

from whom Specimens may be had on application. 

London Agents,-S. W. PARTRIDGE & CO., PATERNOSTER ROW. 
Agent in Melbourne,-M. L. HUTCHINSON. 15 COLLINS STREET WrsL 

32 	" Being justified freely by His grace" (ROMANS III. 24). 

The Blessing of Grace. 

1HE ground of my confidence before God 
is not anything of my own, anything 

in myself, even though of Divine creating 
—any goodness, any contrition for sin, any 
efforts after new obedience, anything that 
I have wrought, any repentance and change 
of life, not even the work of the Holy Spirit 
within me ; but simply His righteous grace 
in Jesus, " made accepted in the Beloved ;" 
there is the whole secret. My standing 
before Him is surely a standing of grace. 
I renounce not only my own things, but 
myself ; and rejoice in a free love which I 
have done nothing to earn. 

How measureless the blessing of grace ! 
The guilty past is forgiven ; " blotted out" 
is the Divine word ; made as if it had never 
been. There is now no condemnation to 
me, no sentence of doom against me, as 
against one who may prove innocent, but 
who has yet to undergo trial ; being made 
accepted in the Beloved, all that stood 
against me is cancelled. The place given 
me is that of a son in the Divine family, 
and if a son, then an heir, an heir of God, 
and a joint-heir with Christ ; and because 
He has made me a son God sends forth the 
Spirit of His Son into the heart, whereby 
we cry, Abba, Father. In the power of 
that Spirit is full provision for my living 
the life of a son. 

The life that we are meant to live corres-
ponds to the grace vouchsafed us. It is the 
very life of Christ Himself, the Son. 

One of the strange and perplexing facts 
of experience is, that, notwithstanding all 
this grace, we come so very far short of 
what we might be as Christian men and 
women. A strange and perplexing fact it 
is, when we remember how inexhaustible 
and free is the "supply of the Spirit of 
Jesus Christ ;" and may well give rise to 
great search; ngs of heart.—Rev. Dr. Culross. 



THE 

GOSPEL TRUMPET. 
Published by the Trustees of the late PETER DRUMMOND, at Drummond's Tract Depot, Stirling, N.B. 

" Go ye into all the world, and preach the gospel to every creature." 

" HEARERS " AND " DOERS " OF GOD'S WORD. 

HAT are all those poor-
looking black people shown 
in the picture doing ? They 
seem to have come to the 

white man's house offering to 
sell or give him a variety of articles. 
Our artist has endeavoured to repre-
sent a scene described by Mr. Nott, a 

missionary to one of the islands in the 
Pacific Ocean. One clay he had been 
preaching on THEFT ; and in speaking 
of the sin of dishonesty in the sight of 
God, he said it was a duty to return 
things that had been stolen, and also 
to make what reparation otherwise 
might be in the power of the offender. 

[MONTFILT Ovs 11/kLYPIg1fi Y No. eal.—MAY, 1880.) 



34 	" The Word of God is quick and powerful " (HEBREWS IV. 12). 

On the following morning, when he 
opened his door, there was quite a 
crowd of the natives sitting on the 
ground about his house. He was 
surprised to see them, and at first 
was not sure if they had come in a 
friendly spirit ; but on inquiring the 
purpose of their early visit, he was 
informed that they had been at chapel 
on the previous day, and had heard 
him preaching from the Word of God. 
His text,— 

" THOU SHALT NOT STEAL," 

had arrested their attention ; and 
what he had told them about the sin 
itself had alarmed their consciences. 
The gods they formerly worshipped 
encouraged and protected them in 
their dishonesty ; but now they had 
given up their idols, and desired to 
obey the only true God, and they felt 
it was wrong to retain possession of 
what was not their own. They had 
therefore come with the goods they 
had stolen, and asked Mr. Nott to 
keep them until they could find the 
rightful owners. 

The good missionary was rejoiced 
to see this proof of the sincerity of 
their Christian profession ; and after 
suitable advice dismissed his visitors 
to restore the property as they might 
find opportunity. 

Many professing Christians are 

merely " hearers," but not " doers" of 
the Word. What in a faithfully 
preached Gospel we ought to take 
home to ourselves, we sometimes 
imagine is more suited for some one 
else ; and thus we may hear the ser-
mon preached, but neglect to perform 
it. 	What is this but deceiving our- 
selves ? " Why call ye Me, Lord, 
Lord, and do not the things which I 
say .2" What a rebuke does the con-
duct of those poor ignorant heathen 
give to formal Christians, who listen 
unmoved from Sabbath to Sabbath 
to the warnings and exhortations of 
God's Word ! 

Reader ! If you have wronged or 
defrauded any one, see to it at once 
that you make what reparation may 
be in your power. Do not attempt 
to excuse what is morally wrong, be-
cause you may be able to " evade the 
law," or because it may be " the cus-
tom of the trade" to act dishonestly. 
Let the law of God be your rule of 
life ; and ever bear in mind that the 
Divine command cannot be set aside 
by human corrupt practices, however 
common they may become. 

PRAYER is the pitcher that fetcheth water 
from the brook wherewith to water the 
herbs ; break the pitcher and it will fetch 
no water, and for want of water the gardens 
will wither. 



"God is angry with the wicked every day" (Ps&u vu. 11). 35 

Do We Know Jesus? 
130 we know Him? Not His doctrines, 

Not His wisdom, love, and power ; 
But HLIISELF, the Friend unfailing 

In affliction's darkest hour. 

Is He with us, 43 a Person? 
Not a presence, vague, unreal, 

But a living, loving Saviour, 
Who our every need cloth feel I 

Is He with us now,—abiding 
Is He chiefest and the best 

Would our home be sad without Him I 
Have we each His perfect rest I 

If we have, we know just dimly 
What the life of Heaven will be ; 

But the joy will there be grander, 
For we then our Lord shall see. 

CHARLOTTE MURRAY. 

The Sinner's Saviour. 
"This Man receiveth sinners."—LuKE )(v. 2. 

MS charge, brought against our Lord, 

(
is full of consolation to us. He did re-

ceive sinners, and He received them as 
inners. He does receive sinners still, and 
receives them notwithstanding their sins ; 
yea, because of them. He receives the 
very worst of sinners, however worthless, 
despised by others, or peculiar their circum-
stances may be. Sinners of every clime, at 
any age, without making a distinction. 
Every sinner that comes to Him is received 
by Him. He receives them with all their 
sins upon them, however polluted, or how-
ever base. He receives them without any-
thing to recommend them—without any 
reluctance,—most graciously. He receives 
them, to pardon all their sins, to cleanse 
them from all their defilements, to justify 
them from all charges, to heal all their 
wounds, to make them new creatures, to  

use them to His glory, to make them a 
peculiar people, zealous of good works on 
earth ; and to glorify them with Himself in 
Heaven for ever. Reader, if you feel that 
you cannot go to God as a saint, go to 
Jesus as a sinner. Are you doubting the 
character of your past experience ? Go to 
Him as you did at first, or as though you 
never had gone. Go, for He will receive 
you. Go, for He is at this very moment 
waiting to bless you. 

Preach Christ. 
BELLIGERENT and critical ministry 
is usually without fruit, because it 
attempts to destroy the weeds without 

stocking the ground with good seed. The 
weeds are sure to spring up again in the 
vacant field. The positive preacher has no 
such trouble. Every available place being 
covered with wheat, there is less chance for 
the tares. Filling the mind with the 
truths of Christianity, evil influences are 
held in check, and the virtues of the Gospel 
come to maturity. The Master did not 
send you so much to fight the devil out of 
the world as to introduce the Gospel into 
it. 	Bring in the fulness of evangelic truth 
and spiritual influence, and the enemy will 
have no occupation. it is not enough that 
men get rid of Satan ; they need Christ ! 
To be emptied of evil will avail nothing 
without being filled with good. Fill the 
hearts of the people with the vital and saving 
truths of the Christian system, and they 
will prove an impervious shield against the 
attacks of the arch deceiver and enemy of 
mankind. Satan may come, but he will 
find nothing in them, as he found nothing in 
the Master.—Zion's _Herald. 



36 	" The Lord will not cast off for ever " (LAMENTATIONS III 31). 

Glad. in the Lord.. 
"God, my maker, who giveth songs in the night." 

(Jon xxxv. 10.) 

gliE presence of God, and the light of 
His countenance, make the Christian's 
day. His absence makes our night. 

But this figure is often employed to repre-
sent afflictions. Losses, crosses, sickness, 
poverty, old age, death—these constitute a 
very gloomy night. They are dark, cold, 
and tedious. But in the gloomiest night 
the Lord can make us happy, His presence 
will make us sing. " He giveth songs in 
the night." He tunes the heart by the 
light of joy and grace. He furnishes us 
with matter for praise. He enables us to 
sing, to the wonder and surprise of many. 
So did Paul and Silas at Philippi ; the 
prophet Habakkuk, in prospect of a famine; 
so did many of the martyrs in their dun-
geons. How many have sung for joy in the 
vale of poverty, on the bed of sickness, and 
in the Jordan of death. Christian, thy 
God can make thee joyful in the gloomiest 
circumstances, and give thee a song in the 
dreariest night. Cleave to Him. Walk 
closely with Him. His gracious presence 
will disperse all gloom, and give thee joy, 
peace, and thankfulness ; His love will 
make thee rejoice in His salvation. He loves 
to see His people happy, He is pleased to 
year them sing ; and those who walk closely 
with Him, will joy and rejoice in Him. 

DAUGHTER, there is a spirit at that gate, 
That guided thee in youth,—thy mother, child. 

She left thy side at God's high throne to wait 
The answer to the prayers she daily piled. 

Mother in Heaven :—and shall the daughter miss 
The narrow path that led her to its bliss I 

DRUNKARD, thy old companion is in Heaven! 
He who once cursed his God as thou lost now. 

But he was washed, was rescued, was forgiven, 
And, saved by grace, kept faithful to his vow. 

Among the white-robed angels, who can see 
Whence he was snatched. Man, there is hope for thee ! 

Or dogt thou think there is no Heavenly state I 
So many thought who share its glory now. 

By truth convinced, they sought the open gate, 
And, through the Saviour, entered. So may'at 

thou. 
Doubt not the only light that gilds the tomb, 
Shutting thyself in death's eternal gloom. 

Who is in Heaven f The chief of sinners. See, 
High on a throne he sits, crowned with life's 

crown,— 
The persecuting Saul : 'tis he, 'tis he ! 

The martyr Paul, who his own blood laid down. 
If he be there, then there is hope for all, 
However great their guilt or deep their fall. 

Who is in Heaven The young, the old, are there, 
From every port along the coast of time ; 

From barren wastes, and regions rich and fair, 
From every country, and from every clime. 

Will some be there who by thy hand were led 
With trembling steps faith's narrow way to tread ? 

But, best of all, the Saviour will be there, 
A sun amid the stars, whose beams perchance 

Will hide the lesser lights I hat in life's care 
Have been our friends, cheering our upward glance. 

Him we shall see, and serve, and love, and know, 
Our Friend above, because our Friend below. 

Shall I be there? What comfort would it be, 
That those I knew, that those / loved were safe, 

If I were left upon the eternal sea, 
In everlasting storms, a wreck, a waif 

SHALL I BE THERE Z Saviour, I come to Thee, 
Thou wilt be there, and Thou wilt welcome me. 

WILLIAM LUFF. 

Who is in Heaven ? 
OTHER, there is a little spirit there, 

That once looked forth from two bright, spark- 
ling eyes 

Pressed very near thy breast. When here, how fair ! 
But how much fairer in yon cloudless skies ! 

krt thou with eager footsteps following on, 
'hough slower pace, to where thy babe has gone 

es 



adversaries, and He reserveth wrath for 
His enemies" (Nahum i. 2). 

• "Who can stand before His indignation I 
• and who can abide the fierceness of His 

anger ? His fury is poured out like fire" 
• (Nahum i. 6). 

" The wicked shall be turned into hell, 

and all the nations that forget God " 
(Psalm ix. 17). 

" For the wrath of God is revealed from 
• Heaven against all ungodliness and un-

righteousness of men" (Romans i. 18). 

"Be not deceived ; neither fornicators, 

nor idolaters, nor ad olterers, nor effeminate, 
nor abusers of themselves with mankind, 

"The words of the Lord are pure words" (PSALM %II. 6). 	37 
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OE unto the wicked l it shall be 
ill with him ; for the reward of 
his hands shall be given him " 

(Isaiah iii. 11). 

" For, behold, the day cometh, that shall 
burn as an oven ; and all the proud, yea, 
and all that do wickedly, shall be stubble : 

and the day that cometh shall burn them 
up, saith the Lord of hosts, that it shall 

leave them neither root nor branch " 
(Malachi iv. 1). 

" The Lord will take vengeance on His  

nor thieves, nor covetous, nor drunkards, 
nor revilers, nor extortioners, shall inherit 

the kingdom of God " (1 Cor. vi 9, 10). 

" Let no man deceive you with vain 
words : for because of these things cometh 
the wrath of God upon the children of 

disobedience " (Eph. v. 6). 

"The Lord Jesus shall be revealed from 
Heaven with His mighty angels, in flaming 

fire taking vengeance on them that know 
not God, and that obey not the Gospel of 

our Lord Jesus Christ : who shall be 
punished with everlasting destruction 
from the presence of the Lord, and from 
the glory of His power " (2 Thess. i. 7.9). 

" He, that being often reproved hard-

eneth his neck, shall suddenly be destroyed, 
and that without remedy " (Prov. xxix. 1). 

" Now consider this, ye that forget God, 
lest He tear you in pieces, and there be 

none to deliver " (Psalm 1. 22). 

SINNER ! you are warned ; but why ? 

That you may without delay flee for 

refuge to Jesus Christ, the Lamb of God, 

which taketh away the sin of the world 
(John i. 29). Sinner ! " believe on the 
Lord Jesus Christ, and thou shalt be 

saved" (Acts xvi. 31). 

the Lord God, I 
that the wicked 

there is mercy, 
cm. 7). 

" As I live, saith 
of the wicked ; but 
(Ezekiel xxxiii  11). 

" With the Lord 
redemption " (Psalm  

have no pleasure in 
turn from his way 

and with Him is  

the death 
and live " 

plenteous 
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" Behold, 
the Lord's hand is not 

shortened, 
that it cannot 

save." 
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38 	" Thou, 0 Lord, remainest for ever" (LAMENTATIONS V. 19). 

Grace to Die. 

T2
0 one doubted that Miss Eva was a 
Christian ; for her very pathway was 
luminous with a consistent life. In 

the family, and the little world where she 
moved, at home and abroad, among rich 
and poor, all spoke of her earnestness, 
consistency, self-denial, untiring patience, 
and humility. 

Yet Eva was not happy. Doubts of her 
own state, fears that, after all, she was not 
a Christian, filled her mind with anxious 
forebodings. 

This hidden source of sorrow dear old 
Aunt Bessie determined to help Eva to 
bring to the light, and see whether it had 
really any title to a dwelling-place in that 
earnest young heart. So one morning Eva 
was led to confess that the ground of her 
fears lay in the fact that she could not feel 
willing to die, as she had heard some Chris-
tians were ; and she had thence hastily con-
cluded that she could not be a child of God. 

" Did you ever pray about this, my dar-
ling ?" asked Aunt Bessie. 

" Oh, yes," was the tearful reply ; " I 
can scarcely pray about anything else." 

" And God has not answered your 
prayers ?" 

" No, no. The more I pray, the thicker 
seems the darkness," said Eva. "And 
herein lies my anxiety; for He promises to 
answer prayer, and He is ever faithful and 
true. The fault is not in Him, I know. It 
must be in me or my prayers." 

" Then pray differently, my dear," said 
Aunt Bessie. " He has given us one 
model, at least. Order your petitions in 
accordance with that model. There is the 
petition for God's " will to be done on 
earth as it is done in Heaven." Then we 
are taught to ask but one day's supply at 
a time—" Give us this day our daily bread." 
Perhaps you have been leaving unsought 
this day's supply of grace to live, and been 
asking for what may not be needed for 
years to come ; that is, grace to die. It is' 
not God's plan to give bread to be laid by, 
to grow mouldy and useless, before it is 
needed, and that prayer has not been 
answered. Now, my dear, pray for grace to 
live one day, one hour, at a time, and I dare 
pledge an answer in grace and guidance 
while God calls you to serve Him here, and 
willingness to die when He wants you in 
Heaven." 

Eva did try it, and was not long in find-
ing the God she truly loved a very present 
help in every time of need. Long years 
afterward, with her life-work finished, and , 
her soul ripe for Heaven, she lay dying; 
and her joyful testimony, reiterated again 
and again to those about her, was, " For 
me to live is Christ, and to die is gain. I 
long to depart and be with Christ, which 
is far better."—American Messenger. 



"Whom have I in Heaven but Thee?" (PsALm LXXM. 25). 39 

History of a Bean. 
HE history of a single bean, accident- 
ally planted in a garden, is traced by 
a newspaper correspondent, who fig-

ured out its produce for three years. The 
bean was planted in a rich, loamy soil, and 
when gathered in the autumn its yield, as 
counted, " was 1,515 perfectly developed 
beans from a single stalk. Now, if a single 
bean produces 1,515 beans, and each bean 
produces 1,515 more, the sum total of the 
second year's product would be 2,295,225, 
equal to 1,195 pounds, or 597 quarts,—
equal to eighteen and five-eighths bushels. 
This would be the product of the second 
year. Now, if we plant this product and 
the yield is the same, we have a product of 
5,268,058,800,625 beans, equal to 1,371,890 
tons, or 42,871,572 bushels. This third 

, planting would give the steamship Great 
Eastern ninety-two full freights." 

WHO MADE THAT BEAN ? 

All the men on earth, with all their ma-
chinery and wealth, could not make one bean 
in six thousand years. They might make a 
pen-knife, but could they make a knife that 
would make ten others? Could they make 
a watch that, if buried in the damp earth, 
would divide itself into 1,515 watches just 
like itself, and each of these watches pro-
duce 1,515 more, and so on to the end of 
the world ? 

What is this mysterious power that works 
with such certainty, celerity, uniformity and 
persistency ? " Law ?" What is law ? and 
who made it, and who executes it ? What 
law can enforce and execute itself ? 

Beyond all the deep and mysterious 
operations of the natural world, we see the 
constant guidance of an over-ruling, all-
controlling, and Omnipotent Hand. "There 

is one lawgiver," and THAT LAWGIVER IS 

GOD ! Happy are they who see His hand 
laid upon the helm of the universe, and 
who recognise in all the play of nature's 
laws and nature's forces the outworking of 
the eternal power and Godhead of Him 
who made all things, and by whom " all 
things consist."—The Armoury. 

God's Justice. 
E marvel sometimes that God's justice 
is not promptly and signally dis-
played, and that those who sin are 

not at once destroyed. They would be, if 
they depended on the forbearance of good 
men. But wicked men live and prosper, 
not because God is indifferent, but because 
He is patient, and gives them time and 
opportunity to forsake their evil ways. The 
world is full of instances to show us that 
Divine justice, though long delayed, is at 
last executed. Nothing is more foolish, if 
we were aware of it, than to envy the 
prosperity of the wicked. 

These difficulties will vanish in the light 
of the judgment day. The enemies of the 
good man may try to add bitterness to his 
misfortune, and say, " Why does not God 
befriend you, and why does He not punish 
us ?" But the end is not yet. In that 
day when the secrets of all hearts shall be 
made manifest, virtue will be rewarded and 
vice punished, and all men, whether saved 
or lost, will be forced to exclaim, " God is 
just ! God is just !" 

GOD makes the earth bloom with roses that 
we may not be discontented with our sojourn 
here ; He makes it bear thorns that we may 
learn to look for something better beyond. 



40 	"His commandments are not grievous" (JOHN v. 3). 

                            

               

The Comforts of God. 

     

               
     

            

"Thy comforts delight my SOUL "—PSALM xeiv, 19, 

HERE is a plurality of them,—many 
comforts. 	What should encounter 
with sorrow but comfort ? Comfort, 

therefore, it is for the nature. What, should 
oppose a multitude, but a multitude ? 
Many comforts, therefore, they are for their 
number. Are we troubled with the wants 
and miseries of this life ? We have a com-
fort for that : " The Lord is my portion ; 
He is my shepherd. I shall lack nothing." 
Do we sink under the burden of our trans-
gressions ? We have a comfort for that. 
Mary Magdalene heard it to quiet all her 
alarms : " Thy sins are forgiven thee." Are 
we haunted with temptations, hurried with 
persecutions ? We have a comfort for that: 
" I will be with thee in trouble ;" saith the 
Lord. I will sum up these comforts in a 
few words : " The Lord is gracious and 
merciful, slow to anger, and of great kind-
ness, and repenteth Him of the evil." — 
A dams. 

 

    

" Thou wilt 
keep him in perfect peace, 

whose mind 
is stayed on Thee : 

because 
he trusteth in Thee." 

    

 

     

(1sAiAn xxv1. 3.) 

     

 

            

 

            

 

WHO WILL HELP ? 
HE following application for a grant of our 
Tracts is from a Clergyman in England, who is 
engaged in seeking out the poor and neglected 

of his parish by visiting them at their dwellings, and 
trying to bring them under the elevating power of 
the Gospel of Christ. Such efforts to reclaim the 
outcast are generally carried on under very many 
discouragements, and they deserve the sympathy and 
help of Christians everywhere. For this case, and 
others of similar urgent need, we ask our readers and 
friends who may have it in their power to assist by 
their means, in order that a prompt and adequate 
response may be made to such appeals 

" I am curate of --, in this town, and am trying 
my best to get the poor and degraded in the parish 
under the influence of the Gospel. They are by hun-
dreds so terribly degraded that they never enter either 
a church or chapel ; and I find, to my great grief, know 
but little of the Bible, and some know nothing of it 
at all. I am urging some Christian friends to visit 
these people in their houses and dens, and am doing 
so myself as far as time and strength allow. We are 
sorely in need of pointed, telling, yet interesting 
tracts, and are, I am. sorry to say, too poor to supply 
our various wants As the worst part of the parish 
falls to my care, I have been pressed by circumstances 
to apply to you, to know if you will grAnt me some 

. tracts, which would indeed greatly encourage and 
stimulate us, and be, without doubt, under God, the 
means of much blessing to the people." 
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GOSPEL TRUMPET. 
Published by the Trustees of the late PETER DRUMMOND, at Drummond's Tract Depot, Stirling. H.B. 

" Go ye into all the world, and preach the gospel to every creature." 

"ARE THE CHILDREN SAFE ? " 

0 ME time ago a fire took place 
in a house in one of the poor-
eMtdistricts of London. When 
the alarm was raised, the in-

mates were obliged to leave 
everything they possessed to the fury 
of the flames, and made their escape, 
indeed, with difficulty even then. 

It was supposed that every life 
that had been threatened was saved; 
and the firemen were confining their 
exertions to the arresting of the pro-
gress of the conflagration, when they 
were startled by a shriek which rose 
above the noise even of such a scene 
—only to be repeated again and 

Ns. 282.--JUNE, 1880.3 (Ilowituor, wiz ELurrextray. 

    



42 	" The Lord is my helper" (HEBREWS XIII. 6). 

again and again with ever-deepening 
intensity. It was that of a poor 
widow woman, who, having a room 
in the house, had a short time before 
left her children asleep, to' go some 
distance to see a sick sister, and now 
returned only to find them in the 
very midst of a terrible conflagration. 
With the energy of despair she cleft 
her way through the crowd, and, 
seizing one of the fire-escapes, 
planted it against the wall, its top 
below the window of her little room. 
It was with difficulty she was pre-
vented from rushing up the steps of 
the ladder—nor did she desist from 
the attempt till she saw one of the 
firemen actually entering by the 
window. 

It was a time of awful suspense to 
every beholder—the flames in the 
flat below making rapid. progress, 
and threatening not only to destroy 
the children, but to arrest the heroic 
man who, with his life in his hand, 
had gone in search of them. In a 
few seconds, however, he appeared 
again at the window with a child 
in either arm, and commenced the 
descent of the ladder. A few seconds 
more and that would have been im-
possible—the steps of the ladder 
being already licked and blackened 
by the flames. But the full power 
of several engines being brought to  

bear upon the spot, he at length 
descended in safety, amid the accla-
mations of the multitude, and gave 
the trembling little ones to their 
mother, who, her intense agony at 
last relieved, fell in a swoon at his 
feet. 

Father ! mother ! you can scarce 
read the story thus tamely told 
without excitement. 

What of your own children ? 

Are they safe ? Or your neighbours' 
children ? or those little waifs who 
daily cross your path, and for whom 
nobody seems to care ? Are they 
safe, soul as well as body ? What 
have you done to save them ? And. 
with what energy of faith and love 
and effort ? How fearful, that while 
the endangered bodily life of a single 
poor child should convulse a whole 
multitude with the wildest excite-
ment, the peril of its immortal soul 
should often give even its parents 
no concern ! 

ARE YOUR CHILDREN SAFE ? 

WHEN thou art to embrace religion, it is 
good going in company, if thou canst get 
them,—for the greater blessing falls upon u 
multitude,—but resolve to go, though alone 
for thou shalt never see the Lord Jesus, i_i 
thou tarry till all Jerusalem go with the€ 
to Bethlehem.—Thomas Adams. 



" Arise, call upon thy God" (JONAH I. 6). 	 43 

The Critical Moment. 
And they told him, that Jesus of Nazareth passeth by. "— 

I Cr BEGGAR, and hopelessly blind at 
that ! How sad a case ! He cannot 

i 	go to any celebrated physician, and it 

were useless if he could. He has heard of 

One (invalids are quick to learn such facts) 

who cures the blind. But He has never 

11  been to Jericho. Will He ever come ? 
I "Shall  I know it, if He come, and, knowing 

it, can I gain an audience ? " Painful and 
oft-repeated questions, suspending his hopes 

on the frail thread of remote contingencies. 
But one day there is a crowd rushing 

along, trampling over and by the poor blind 

man. Hearing the multitude, he asked 
what it meant. The answer thrills him by 
the double fact so briefly told. It is Jesus, 
and He is " passing by ! " It is the moment 
of the man's life. 

JIM ALONE CAN HELP HIM ; 

was then at Jericho for the first and last 
time, and was even then leaving. What 
a thread for a blind man to find and follow 1 

He calls, is opposed ; calls loutler, is heard. 

Jesus stops, speaks to him, does for him all 
he asks ; he sees the Lord of Glory, and 

follows Him in the way with gazing, feast-
ing, adoring eyes ! 

Oh ! many blind sinners sit by the way-
side of the world. Once in their life Jesus 

comes near, nearer, nearest, but is "passing 

by." How much, for them, hangs on that 

i  fact at that precise time ! You were in a 

crowd, or in some deep sorrow, or with His 
disciples, or alone with the Holy Spirit, 

when He was " passing." And you knew 

He was going by. Did you call, and did 
He stop and answer you ? 

There is a critical point for every sinful  

beggar, when Jesus goes out once at 
Jericho's gate. The Christian looks back 

to it, and so will the lost sinner. It may 

seem a trivial thing at the time to let Him 

pass by. But opposition should not pre-

vent our calling after Him. For they who 

call are answered. And, oh ! the wonder 

of mercy--Jesus of Nazareth will stop and 

help, when poor blind sinners call after Him. 

LITTLE sins, if they be so, will make way 

for greater. Little wedges open the way 

in the most knotty wood for bigger. As 

thieves, when they go to rob a house, if they 

cannot force open the doors, or break 

through the walls, let in a little boy at the 

window, who unbolts and unlocks the door, 

and so lets in the whole rabble ; thus the 
devil, when men startle at greater sins, 

and by them he hath no hopes to get 

possession of their souls, he puts them upon 

those sins which they think little, and by 

these insensibly enters ; for they, once 

admitted, open the doors of the eyes, of the 

ears, and of the heart too, whereby the whole 

legion enter, and rule and domineer in their 

souls to their ruin.—George Swinnock. 

As we must render an account of every idle 
word, so must we likewise of our idle silence. 

" OH ! TO THINK THAT THEY CAN HEAR, 

AND WON'T "—A poor old woman, who was 
so deaf that she could not hear a word, was 
remarkable, notwithstanding, for her con-
stant attendance at the house of God, and 

very forcible was her frequent exclamation 
of pity and true sorrow, when she saw the 

carelessness and indifference of the great 

mass of hearers—" Oh ! to think that they 

can hear, and won't !" 

(LrKE xviii. 37.) 



44 	" Follow after righteousness" (1 TIMOTHY VI. 11). 

The Seeking Saviour. 
" Behold, I stand at the door, and knock."—(Rry. iii. 20.) 

AM seeking a heart, but an empty heart, 
A heart that is quite alone : 

Yes, a heart that is wanting a loving Friend, 
A heart to be all Mine own. 

I am seeking a heart; but a broken heart, 
That is feeling its sin with dread ; 

For such is the heart I could best wash white 
In the blood I for it have shed. 

I am seeking a heart; but a burdened heart, 
That is crushed with its load of care ; 

For at once to that heart I would bring relief, 
And would each of its sorrows share. 

I am seeking a heart; but a humble heart, 
That is willing to learn of Me; 

For to such I could whisper the thoughts of God, 
And could train for eternity. 

I am seeking a heart; reader, bring Me thine, 
I will take it with joy to-day ; 

But give it Me now, or to-morrow perchance 
I shall turn from thy door away. 

CHARLOTTE MURRAY. 

Rejoicing in God. 
"Yet I will rejoice in the Lord."—HAn. iii. 18. 

HIS was a wise determination. Every- 
thing around us, and everything within 
us may change, but the Lord changes 

not. He is still the same. Light may give 
place to darkness, peace to war, health to 
sickness, plenty to poverty, ease to suffer-
ing, and society to loneliness. Still we 
may be happy. We may rise above circum-
stances. We may rejoice that, though much 
is lost, we have more than we can ever lose. 
But if we would imitate the prophet we 
must make sure of our interest in the Lord, 
of our title to all the promises of His Word ; 
we must take clear and scriptural views of 
His character into our minds ; we must 

Coming Empty to Christ. 
FIRIST deals in gifts, not in merchandise. 

9 He buys from none ; but He is ready 
to sell to all, " without money and 

without price." Who carries a full pitcher 
to the fountain ? None but a fool. And 
if he does, what is he benefited ? He re-
turns as he went ; or else, after the labour 
of carrying his full vessel, he must empty 
it by the well's mouth, ere he can carry off 
the sweet water of the fountain. And yet, 
how many fools in spiritual things are there? 
How many go to Christ full—full of them-
selves, of their own doings, of their own 
deservings, of their alms or prayers, of good 
works or charity ? How many go with 
their vessels full of the polluted waters of 
a corrupt heart ? Is it wonderful that many 
return unbenefited ? Is it wonderful if 
many are kept long at the well's mouth ? 
He that would come from Christ full, must 
go to Christ empty.—Nichol. 

know that our sins are pardoned, that we 
are at peace with Him, that He is our fast 
and faithful friend. Then we may rejoice 
in Him at all times, for His fulness is our 
fortune, His power is our defence, His love 
is our solace, His promises are our security, 
His throne is our place of safety, and His 
presence is our Heaven. 	Everything in 
God has a tendency to make us happy; 
and everything that is done by God will 
promote our everlasting welfare. We may 
well say, " Although the fig-tree shall not 
blossom, neither shall fruit be in the vines; 
the labour of the olive shall fail, and the 
fields shall yield no meat; the flock shall be 
cut off from the fold : yet I will rejoice in 
the Lard, I will joy in the God of my 
salvation." 



" Thou shalt fear thy God " (LEvincus xxv. 17). 	45 

THE SWISS FARMER AND HIS SABBATH-DAY HARVEST. 

I
N the fertile valley of Emmenthal, in 
Switzerland, lived a farmer, who cared 
neither for God nor man. One Sabbath 

afternoon, having a large quantity of cut 
1 grain in his field, and observing the clouds 
gathering, he called his domestics, saying, 
" Let us go to the field, gather and bind, 
for towards evening we shall have a storm. 
If you house a thousand sheaves before it 
rains, you shall be well rewarded." 

He was overheard by his grandmother, a 
good old lady of eighty years of age. "John, 
John," said she, " dost thou consider ? As 

i far as I can re- 
1 member, in my 	 V 
whole life I have -4,/,‘• 	- --,, 

" Grandmother," said the farmer, " there 
is no evil in this. It is quite indifferent to 
God whether we spend the day in labour 
or in sleep ; and He will be altogether as 
much pleased to see the grain in the corn 
loft as to see it exposed to the rain." 

" John, John, within doors and out of 
doors all things are at the Lord's disposal, 
and thou dost not know what may happen 
this evening ; I entreat thee for the love of 
God not to work to-day. God's command-
ments are always the same, and what will 
it profit thee to have thy grain in thy barn, 

if thou lose thy 
soul ?" 

"Ah i don't be 
uneasy about 
that," exclaimed 
John. "And now, 
boys, let us to 
work ! Time and 
weather wait for 
no man.,,  

A thousand 
sheaves were in 
the barn when 
the first drops of 

rain fell. John entered his house, and ex-
claimed with an air of triumph, "Now, 
grandmother, all is secure. Let the tempest 
roar, it little concerns me ; my harvest is 
under my roof." 

" Yes, John," said the grandmother 
solemnly, " but above thy roof spreads the 
Lord's roof." 

While she was speaking, the room was 
suddenly illuminated. A tremendous clap 
of thunder made the house tremble to its 
foundations. 

" Oh !" exclaimed the first who could 

never known a 
(single ear of corn 

housed on the holy 
Sabbath-day, and 
yet we have been - 
al ways loaded with 
blessings ; we have 
never wanted for 
anything. Thus 
far the year has 
been very dry, and 
if the grain get a little wet, there is nothing 
alarming. Besides, God, who gives the 
rain, gives the grain also, and we must take 
things as He sends them. John, do not 
violate this Holy Day, I earnestly beseech 
thee." 

At these words of the grandmother the 
domestics came round her. The oldest 
understood the wisdom of her advice, but 
the young treated it with ridicule, and said 
one to another, " Old customs are out of 
date in our day; the world now is alto-
gether altered." 
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speak, "the lightning has struck the barn !" 
All hurried out of doors. The building 
was in flames, and they saw through the 
roof the sheaves burning which had scarcely 
been well housed ! 

The greatest consternation reigned among 
all the men, who, but a moment before, were 
so well pleased. Every one was terrified 
and incapable of acting. The barn was 
entirely consumed ; nothing was saved. 

The farmer had said, " I have put my 
harvest under my roof." " But above thy 
roof is the Lord's roof," had said his grand-
mother. 

All is in the hands of God, whether in 
the fields or in the barn ; and what we 
endeavour to preserve from the rain can be 
reached in any place by Him who com-
mands both the rain and the thunder.—
Dr. Wiehern. 

" Remember the Sabbath-Day, to 
keep it holy : in it thou shalt not 
do any work." This is God's command, 
given for all time, and to be obeyed under 
all circumstances. In the keeping of His 
commandments there is great reward, but 
" the way of transgressors is hard." " Who 
hath hardened himself against Him, and 
hath prospered ?" (Job ix. 4). 

are all the subjects of this disease. We all 
suffer from it. No one can heal us but the 
Lord Jesus. He is the great Physician, 
and to Him we may repair and be restored 
to health. To encourage you to do so, look 
at His qualifications. He is infinitely wise, 
tender, and skilful. His experience is with-
out a parallel ; and so is His success. The 
remedies He employs are His precious blood, 
His holy Word, and His blessed Spirit. The 
mode of application is by afflictions, bereave-
ments, convictions, and secret energy. He 
never failed in any case of effecting a cure. 
David's was a bad case, but he could say, 
" He healeth all my diseases." This testi-
mony is personal, credible, undoubted. 
Sinner, thou art sick ; mortally sick—go to 
Jesus. Backslider, thou art sick—go to 
Jesus. Believer, art thou not desiring 
perfect health ? Then go to Jesus. Go 
and say, " Lord, if Thou wilt, Thou canst 
make me whole." And if you ask in faith, 
He will surely do it. 

A CHRISTIAN can no more live as a Chris-
tian, without prayer, than a man can live 
without food ; as he needs food every day, 
so he needs grace daily, that his soul may 
be in health and strength to do the will of 
God. 

    

The Divine Physician. 

 

SEVERAL poisonous ingredients put together, 
being tempered by the skill of the apothe-
cary, make a sovereign medicine, and work 
together for the good of the patient. So 
all God's providences, being Divinely tem-
pered and sanctified, do work together for 
the best, to the saints. He who loves God, 
and is called according to His purpose, may 
rest assured that everything in the world 
shall be for his good. 

" Who healeth all thy diseases. "—(Psalm eiii. 3.) 

HE Lord is the Physician, He heals both 
the body and the soul. He is especially 
the healer of the soul. The cause of 

all disease and suffering is sin, and the seat 
of the malady is in the heart. The nature 
of it is most loathsome and afflictive. It 
affects the memory, the affections, the con-
3cience, the will, yea, the whole man. We 
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Will Christ Receive Me? aF I come with trembling hope, 
Dimmed by many a shading fear ; 

As amid the gloom I grope, 
Will He my petition hear I 

And fulfil. 

If I cannot cleanse my sin, 
If I oft have tried in vain, 

Will His mercy let me in, 
Will He wash my crimson stain I 

Soul, He will. 

If I cannot urge my plea : 
If my heart can only say,— 

" God be merciful to me 1" 
Will He roughly answer, Nay 1 

Never, .soul ! 

If I feel the leper's taint, 
Foul and loathsome in His eyes, 

Will He b iw to my complaint? 
Yea, and bid the leper rise, 

Clean and whole ! 

But I do not love His Name ; 
Do not feel that He is dear ; 

Sunk in sorrow, guilt, and shame, 
May I dare to venture near ? 

Hear His call! 

Can it be He calleth me 
Will He my poor heart receive,—

I who from His Presence flee, 
I who still His Spirit grieve ? 

'Tis for all. 

If I seek Him as I am, 
Waiting not for brighter days, 

Will He, as the bleeding Lamb, 
Turn my moaning into praise 

Soul, He will! 

Then I come ! If He receive 
Such as these,—perhaps—He may— 

Nay, He will ! Lord, I believe ! 
Lead me singing on my way ! 

Soul, He will 
WILLIAM LUFF. 

"Him that cometh to Me I will in no wise 
cast out" (John vi. 37). 

Consecrated. Womanhood. 

xEV. F. A. WEST records an incident 
in his ministry that is worthy of being 
printed in silver on pages of gold. 

After an appeal in behalf of missions, a ser-
vant girl asked of him a minute's private 
conference. At this interview, with mois-
tened eyes she said, "For years I have been 
saving my wages to give the Gospel to the 
heathen. Here is the result." She handed 
him two hundred and fifty dollars. He 
pleaded with her to retain for her own sup-
port the larger part. She answered, " I 
have prayed much over this matter. My 
duty is clear to me ; I beg you not to tempt 
me to take the money I have consecrated 
to Christ." And she hurried from his 
presence. 

Dr. Newton tells of a blind girl who made 
her living by making baskets. She came 
to his residence with an English pound 
note. She addressed him in these words : 
—" Here is a pound note, Sir, that I want 
to have sent to some missionary. Being a 
blind girl, I have not needed candles for 
my work at night, and this is my candle-
money." 

These are they who represent consecrated 
womanhood. Their souls will revel on earth 
amid a holy emotional blessedness that 
neither queens nor emperors know. And 
beyond the gates of the City they shall 
" shine as the stars for ever and ever." Let 
us cease to plead inability to assist in great 
charities; and, above all, to give the Gospel 
to the benighted, until we have understood 
by keen experience what it is, for the 
Master's sake, to deny ourselves the luxuries 
of life. Let us gild our p irtemonnaies and 
bank-books with the words, " HOLY UNTO 
THE LORD."—Religious Herald. 
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"Blessed is he 

whose transgression is 

forgiven, 

whose sin is covered." 
(PSALM xxxii. 1. 
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Talking to God. 
N aged disciple of Christ was spending 

a few days beneath my roof, and each 

night, long after she had retired to her 

room, we heard her voice as if in conversa-

tion with some one in the apartment. 

One night, wishing to know what was 

the cause of her talking thus, I arose, and, 

going to her room, inquired if she was speak-

ing to me, when she replied, " Oh, I am 

only talking to God." Eighty-eight winters 

had whitened her locks and bent her form; 

toil and sorrow had been her portion in early 

life, and in later years sickness had visited 

her, and death had robbed her of household 

joys ; yet she passed safely through these 

fires of affliction, still trusting in Jesus for 

her stay and support, her comfort in times 

of trouble, her portion when peace and pros-

perity smiled around her. 

Only talking to God ! How many a child 
of sin and sorrow would find their cross 
lightened, and the heavy burdens drop from 
off their wearied shoulders, if, like this pil-
grim, they would stop a while by the way, 
and talk to God ! When the long night-
watches pass slowly by, and we anxiously 
wait and watch for the first grey streak of 
dawn, as we turn upon our beds racked with 

pain, how sweet to know that, although the 
great and busy world is hushed in slumber, 
there is yet one Eye that never sleepeth, 
but watches over the inhabitants of earth 
even more faithfully than the most fond 
and loving mother can watch her child of 
tender years ! 'When friends forsake, and 
the world turns unfeelingly away ; when 
some dark day of trouble shall have come 
suddenly upon us, and there are none to 
offer a word of consolation or drop a sym-
pathetic tear, let us remember that He 
knoweth all things, and press forward, 
talking to God. Should temptations sur-
round us, and the adversary of souls have 
marked us for his prey, there is no such 
thing as yielding our stronghold if found 
with our armour burnished and girded on, 
still talking to God. Ah ! we may have 
become weary of the way, our burdens are 
grievous to be borne, and, heavy-hearted, we 
turn away. Yet may we keep talking to 
God ! He knoweth our wants, He heareth 
our requests, and bath said, " In due season 
shall ye reap, if ye faint not I" 
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THE BOAT-RACE. 

THE 

GOSPEL TRUMPET. 
Published by the Trustees of the late PETER DRUMMOND, at Drummond's Tract Depot, Stirling, N.B. 

" Go ye into all the world, and preach the gospel to every creature." 

T was a bright July morning. 
The little town of — wore 
a holiday dress, and its in-
habitants were early astir, 

preparing for the amusements 
of the day. The sunbeams played 
merrily over the broad, blue bay, and 

L

Ie

far away to sea a veil of white mist 
. 11L—JULT, 1880.] 

draped the horizon in its graceful 
folds. 

The annual boat-race was an ex-
citing event to the people of —. 
The snowy sails of the yachts began 
to flutter in the breeze, gay flags 
waved from the smaller boats, and 
ardent oarsmen made every prepar- 

[MONTHLY, ONE HAEFI'ENNI". 
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ation calculated to insure success. 
The band struck up a lively tune, 
and as the signal for starting, the 
cannon fired, and the race began. 
Oh, how every nerve was strained ! 
even the steersman exerting himself 
almost as much as the rowers, who, 
with reeking brows and aching arms, 
made the slender craft fly arrow-like 
over the water. The boats had 
almost reached the winning point, 
when one, which had been pro-
nounced by the spectators as certain 
of success, suddenly fell back, ano-
ther darted past it, and was received 
with exultant shouts of welcome. 

But now the scene was changed. 
Angry voices rose from the pier, 
words gave place to blows, and a 
terrible fight ensued. Every face 
in the crowd wore an aspect of 
anxiety and alarm, which was 
changed for one of horror when the 
cry arose that John Wilson was 
killed ! And dead in all appearance 
the strong man was. The hand of 
a companion had laid him low ;—his 
flushed cheek was pale, his stalwart 
frame motionless in the dust. Much 
sympathy was aroused, and while 
some weather-beaten mariners car-
ried their old messmate ix) his humble 
abode, the spectators on the hill 
gradually dispersed. Muttered dis-
appointment at so speedy a termina- 

tion to the long-expected regatta 
might be heard among the crowd, 
but the more general feeling seemed 
to be, that an amusement which 
gave rise to such fierce passions 
must be of a doubtful, if not of a 
dangerous nature ; and some fears 
were expressed that this melancholy 
affair might be a death-blow to the 
races at —. 

But while the dispersing crowd 
discuss those topics, let us follow 
John Wilson as rough hands bear 
him tenderly to yonder little cottage. 

Before they reached the door, an 
aged woman rushed out, and, tear-
ing the covering from his face, 
uttered a piercing shriek. The 
mother's cry of agony awoke the 
apparently lifeless sailor, and, though 
unable to speak, his heavy eyes 
opened and gazed wearily round. 
Medical aid was summoned ; but, 
though no serious external injuries 
were visible, little hope was enter-
tained for the ultimate recovery of 
the sufferer. And sad indeed his 
sick-bed was. A long life of vigour 
had been devoted to the service of a 
hard master ; and now that the 
work-day was over and the wages 
came due, the unhappy man shrunk 
from the payment. 

" THE WAGES OF SIN IS DEATH." 

Not that John Wilson was worse 
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than many of his class. He loved 
the sea, his gay companions, his 
pretty boat, and, alas ! the ale-house, 
whose obliging landlord would doubt-
less have furnished a certificate of 
his being an excellent fellow. If, 
however, the walls of his own cottage 
had a tongue, they could tell a 
different story. They might relate 
how he had married in early life a 
gentle girl, who, being heart-broken 
by neglect and harsh treatment, had 
sunk into a premature grave. They 
might say how his only daughter, 
deprived of a mother's care, grew 
up vain of her beauty, and was easily 

\ led astray by the flatterer. They 
might tell, too, how, driven from 
the shelter of his roof, she had hid 

I her sorrow and her shame in the 
neighbouring workhouse, and now 
lay in a pauper's tomb. And as the 
cause of all, they might communicate 
the fact, that 

John Wilson had forgotten his God, 
whose commands, warnings, Word, 
and day, had been alike unheeded, 
—the Saviour unknown, the Spirit 
resisted. 

For some days the poor sailor lay 
in a state of insensibility to passing 
events ; and though the clergyman 
visited his bed-side many a time, no 
impression was produced on his dull 
ear. His aged mother hung over 

him in mute agony, while little 
Annie, the child of his lost daughter, 
seemed quite unable to understand 
the strange scene. 

One morning, just when the first 
rays of sunlight streamed through 
the eastern window and fell on his 
bed, Annie had crept from hers, and 
seeing everything so quiet, had bent 
the knee beside him in prayer to her 
Father in Heaven. Then sitting 
down and resting her head on her 
little hand, the large tears chased 
each other down rosy cheeks which 
seemed unused to such visitors. She 
was startled by a voice ; it was her 
grandfather's. 

" Annie, what makes you cry ? 
What makes me here ?" 

" 0 grandfather ! you are sick—
very. That is why I am crying." 

" I know, child,—now I remember 
the boat-race. But am I to die ?" 

" Grandfather, do you love the 
Lord Jesus Christ ? For He says, 
`Whosoever liveth and believeth in 
Me shall never die.'" 

" What do you say, Annie ? I 
cannot die, I am not fit 1" 

" Grandfather, He can make you 
fit to live in Heaven." 

" No, child, not me. I am a poor 
old sinner ; there is no hope for me. 
Sin, life-long sin, sinks me like a 
weight of lead." 
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" But, grandfather, the Bible says, 
4  The blood of Jesus Christ cleanseth 
us from all sin.'" 

" Not me, Annie, not me ! Leave 
me, child, and call your grand-
mother." 

Reluctantly the little girl obeyed, 
and her aged relative took her place 
by the sick man's couch. But she 
was not able, like the Sabbath-school 
child, to pour the holy words of 
Scripture into the dying man's ear. 

" Mother, I cannot,—I must not 
die ! I am not fit !" repeated John 
Wilson. 

" Don't talk of dying, my poor 
boy." 

"0 mother ! I can't bear to think 
of what is past :—gentle Mary fading 
into the grave ; my lovely, bright-
eyed Kate driven from the door by 
this cursed hand. But still less can 
I bear to think of what is to come. 

A LOST LIFE! A LOST ETERNITY! 
Send for the clergyman !—no, stay ; 
he can't be here in time. I am 
dying !" Then, as if gathering all 
his strength for a last effort, he 
sprang into an arm-chair which lay 
by the bedside, and uttering a fearful 
cry, fell back. The spirit had fled ! 

A week more, and all that was 
mortal of John Wilson had been laid 
in the silent churchyard, to await 
that day when " they that sleep in 

the dust of the earth shall awake, 
some to everlasting life, and some to 
shame and everlasting contempt." 
But a voice seemed to rise from the 
still home of the dead, and echo 
round the rocky shores,— 

" Return, 0 wanderer to thy God, 
'Tis madness to delay; 

There is no pardon in the tomb, 
And brief is mercy's day. 

Return I Return!" 

"As I live, saith the Lord God, I have 
no pleasure in the death of the wicked ; 
but that the wicked turn from his way 
and live " (Ezekiel =Eiji 11). 

Messages from the Master. 
ESSAGES the Master giveth 

Us, His servants, day by day, 
To be carried to the wanderers,— 

Weary, lost, and far away. 

Far away upon the mountains 
Of forgetfulness and sin : 

Telling them the door of Mercy 
Stands ajar to let them in. 

Gentle words He bids us carry 
To the mourners in their grief,—

Sympathising with their sorrow, 
Showing where to find relief. 

Other messages He sendeth 
When the Christian's path is rough,— 

" I am with thee ; I am caring 
Children, is not this enough I" 

Many messages the Master 
Still is wishing carried now: 

Let us, ere we claim the honour, 
Low before His footstool bow. 

Asking for the Holy Spirit 
Just to give the graoe we need ; 

Then the words with which He trusts us 
Surely will be blessed indeed. 

CHARLOTTE MURRAY. 
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"GOD IS NOW HERE I" 
STRIKING anecdote is told of an 
infidel who disbelieved in the exis- 
tence of his Maker, and who was 

anxious that his little daughter should early 
adopt similar opinions. One day, when she 
was playing beside him with a slate and 
pencil, he inquired, " Can you write yet, 
Nellie, dear ?" 

" Yes, papa," was the reply ; " let me 
show you." 

" Very well ; write this :—God—is—no 
—where." 

" But I can't spell it, papa." 
" Then I'll give 

it to you one letter 
at a time." 

He proceeded 
accordingly to tell 
her, letter by let- 
ter, and the tiny 
hand traced the 
awful words. 

" Now, read it, 
Nellie," said her 
father, " and I'll 
tell you what it 
means." 

" I must spell it if I do, papa." 
" Never mind, let me hear you." 
" G-0-D, God ; i-s, is ; N-O-W, now ; 

H-E-R-E, here ;—God is now here—is that 
right, papa ?" 

"GOD IS NOW HERE !" 

The transposition of a letter had so 
changed the sentence that it gave a mean-
ing quite opposite to the mournful error 
which the misguided man was seeking to 
teach. 

The father was much impressed ; the 
child's words affected him deeply. He 

bowed his head in shame and sorrow. The 
truth was brought to his heart with Divine 
power, and the incident led to his seeking 
pardon and peace ; and he was ere long re-
joicing in His pardoning love whose " blood 
cleanseth from all sin." 

Reader, " GoD Is NOW HERE !" How 
solemn ! He is not far from any one of us. 
In Him we live and move and have our 
being. He has searched us and known us. 
He is acquainted with all our ways. 

These words may fall into the hands of 
some who are living in careless unconcern 

about their souls. 
Let such say, be-
fore they throw 
this paper aside, 
God is now here ! 
They may forget 
Him from day to 
day. They may 
strive to live as if 
God were distant 
and unmindful  of 
them ; but there 
is not any creature 
that is not mani- 

fest in His sight, for " all things are naked 
and opened unto the eyes of Him with 
whom we have to do." Solemn words— 
" WITH WHOM WE HAVE TO DO !" 

Whether we will or not, we cannot flee 
from His presence. We have to do with 
Him every moment of our lives. We can-
not conceal ourselves from His gaze ; nor 
will one action escape His knowledge, or 
one thought His scrutiny. Oh, dear reader, 
God is now here ! 

Reader ! does the thought of an ever-
present God give thee joy or pain ? Oh, if 
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thou art one that canst not bear to think of 
God now, what wilt thou do hereafter ? 
Let thy heart reply : and should God, in 
infinite mercy, give thee a desire to flee 
from the wrath to come, thou wilt find a 
present, a perfect, and an eternal Saviour 
in Him who has said, " Come unto Me, and 
I will give you rest."—Rev. W. J. Styles. 

Converted Children. 
HEN the history of redemption in this 
age shall be written, one of its most 
brilliant and satisfactory chapters 

will be devoted to the conversion of children. 
Robert Murray McCheyne sadly ended his 
beautiful memoir of little James Laing, en-
titled "Another Lily Gathered," with these 
words : Let us seek the present conversion 
to Christ of our little children. Jesus has 
reason to complain of us that He can do no 
mighty works in our Sabbath schools be-
cause of our unbelief.' That was thirty-six 
years ago. But we are living in a new era, 
when the largest accessions to all of the 
evangelical Churches are coming from the 
children and youth in our Sabbath schools 
and families. 

Yet when we glance at the history of 
conversions in past centuries, it seems 
strange that there could ever have been 
the least doubt, or indifference, or hesita-
tion, on the subject. Samuel and Jeremiah 
and John the Baptist were sanctified unto 
the Lord from the womb. King Josiah 
feared the Lord when he was but eight 
years old. Children sang Hosanna to the 
Son of David," in the Temple, and Christ 
vindicated them out of the Old Scriptures, 
saying, Yea, have ye never read, Out of 
the mouth of babes and sucklings Thou hast 

perfected praise.' The world will never 
forget His Suffer the little children to 
come unto Me, and forbid them not, for of 
such is the kingdom of Heaven.' 

Polycarp, the disciple of St. John, and 
the martyr, who died for Jesus at the age 
of ninety-five, was converted when he was 
but nine years old, and served his Lord and 
Master eighty-six years. Richard Baxter 
could not remember the time when he did 
not love God and all that was good. Mat-
thew Henry was converted before he was 
eleven years old ; Mrs. Isabella Graham at 
ten; President Edwards probably at seven; 
Dr. Watts at nine. 

These facts indicate the great importance 
of aiming directly at the conversion of the 
children. Parents ! " The promise is unto 
you and to your children," and the way to 
inherit the promised blessings of the family 
covenant is to use the means for transmit-
ting them down to children and children's 
children. 

"YE 

who sometimes were far off, 

ARE MADE NIGH 

BY THE BLOOD OF CHRIST," 

(EPIIESIANS ii. 13.) 

JUST in proportion as men follow the teach-
ings of God they will become like God in 
character, and as they follow the teachings 
of Satan they become like him in character. 
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The End of the Foolish. 
FOUND the Saviour waiting where giddy ones 

passed by. 
" What dost Thou here, my Master ?" I asked with 

lifted eye. 
"I'm waiting," Jesus whispered, "I'm waiting for My love, 
The soul that I have woo'd Me, the soul I need above. 
We walked with joy together through youth's delightful 

days, 
We saw the prospect stretching beyond these weary ways; 
But passing this pavilion, she heard the dulcet strain, 
And she has left Me waiting till she returns again. 
She knew I would not follow among the giddy throng, 
She heard me chide her footsteps ; but, charmed by Folly's 

song, 
She stepped aside and entered—she would not stay, she 

said, 
But would return and follow where'er My wisdom led." 
"And is it long Thou'st waited ?" Ah! sadly He replied—
"The sun was high above us when first she left My side ; 
But now that sun is setting, the night is coming on, 
And I am faint with watchisg,and sick at heart, and worn." 
He wrapped His skirts about Him, then cast one glance 

within: 
The lights were blazing brightly, 'mid glitter, pride and sin; 
A frown rose to His forehead, a forehead rent and torn : 
Re turned, and in the darkness the Gracious Lord had 

gone! 
I waited near that entry, until a solemn bell 
Proclaimed the hour of midnight: it was Death's dreadful 

knell:IJ  
The coloured lamps were dimming, the merry songs were 

hushed, 
As forth into the shadows the frenzied spirits rushed. 
And she who left her Saviour, bewildered with affright, 
Looked round her for His presence amid the gloom of 

night— 
" I meant not this ; Good Heaven !" she cried in her 

despair, 
" Where in thy vaults, 0 darkness! where is My Saviour ? 

where ?" 
The bell had ceased its tolling, its iron tongue was dumb : 
I knew that in that moment the call of Death had come. 
I heard a soul fly past me :—'twas hers who lingered there, 
Who now mast seek a Saviour for ever in despair. 

0 ye who walk with Jesus along the days of youth, 
Turn not aside to Folly, leave not the way of truth ; 
Ye cannot take Him with you, ye dare not bid Him wait, 
Lest, when again ye seek Him, ye seek, alas ! too late. 

WILLIAM LUFF. 

HE that cannot forgive others, breaks the 
bridge over which he must pass himself.—
George Herbert. 

But a Little While. 
HOSE who are nearest and dearest 

must be divided from you, if you 
perish in your sins. A mother can 

put her arms about her child's neck and 
pray for it here ; she may affectionately 
exhort her son to seek peace with God 
now ; she may earnestly and incessantly 
follow him with her holy entreaties ; but 
she can never come to him from the realms 
of glory if once he is lost. " They that 
would come from us to you eannot." Do 
you hear it, young man ? Those glistening 
eyes of a mother's love shall never weep 
again for you. That touching voice which 
sometimes awoke the echoes of your heart, 
shall never plead again. 

0 ! ungodly woman, thou shalt never see 
thy godly child. Father, is it that daughter 
you are thinking of, who loved and feared 
God in childhood, and was taken from you? 
Did she say to you when she was dying, 
" Follow me to Heaven, my father !" You 
have heard her voice for the last time ; 
that child will never see her father more, 
unless he turns from his evil ways. Me-
thinks if she could be in Heaven what she 
was on earth, she would fling her arms 
about your neck, and seek to draw you to 
the glorious throne of the Most High ; but, 
oh! it cannot be. A just God condemns 
the impenitent sinner, and just men assent 
to the Divine sentence.—Spurgeon. 

A TREE will not only lie as it falls, but 
will fall as it leans. And the great question 
every one should bring home to himself, is 
this, " What is the inclination of my soul ? 
Does it, with all its affections, lean toward 
God, or away from Him ? "—J. J. Gurney. 
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God's Great Goodness. 
OW great is that goodness, when by sin 

we were fallen to be worse than 
nothing, that He should raise us to be 
more than what we were ; that restored us, 
not to the first step of our creation, but to 
many degrees of elevation beyond it ! not 
only restores us, but prefers us ; not only 
striking off our chains, to set us free, but 
clothing us with a robe of righteousness, to 
render us honourable, not only quenching 
our hell, but preparing a Heaven ; not re-
garnishing an earthly, but providing a richer 
palace ! His goodness was so great, that, 
after it had rescued us, it would not content 
itself with the old furniture, but makes all 
new for us in another world ; a new wine to 
drink ; a new Heaven to dwell in ; a more 
magnificent structure for our habitation.—
Thus Bath Goodness prepared for us a 
straiter union, a stronger life, a purer right-
eousness, an unshaken standing, and a fuller 
glory ; all more excellent than was within 
the compass of innocent Adam's possessions. 
—Stephen Charnock. 

WHO WILL HELP 
HIS is a time of very special need, and the calls 
for help are many and pressing. We try to 
meet urgent cases promptly, and send a portion 

to all, as far as possible ; but in too many instances 
the grants of Tracts and Periodicals we can afford to 
give are all too inadequate for the wide and destitute 
fields sought to be overtaken ; and we make no apology 
for laying before our readers and friends the following 
application. It is dated April 30, 1880, and, like the 
appeal which appeared in our May number, is from a 
Clergyman in England,—one of the many earnest and 
self-denying Christian labourers whose hands would 
be greatly strengthened and their hearts encouraged 
by even a little timely sympathy and assistance in 
their noble work :— 

" In your May number of the Gospel Trumpet I 
observe a letter from a Curate asking for Tracts, I  

am afraid that a hundred clergymen labouring amongst 
our t  teeming masses of home heathen' could make 
similar urgent appeals for Tracts, &c. I am the 
Vicar of a metropolitan parish of 10,000 of the very 
poorest. I labour amongst them as a single-handed 
Church missionary, well nigh as isolated and lonely 
as the Central African missionaries. At least three-
fourths of this population never enter church or chapel, 
—more still, I believe, never read the Holy Bible. 
Ignorance, indifference, intemperance, and infidelity 
abound ; many being unacquainted with the once 
familiar histories of Adam and Eve, Noah, and 
Abraham, &c., &c. Recently Archdeacon Kirby, the 
Church Missionary Society's noble pioneer missionary 
among the Red Indians, preached here ; when he said 
that there were far greater difficulties and discourage-
ments in such spheres as mine than lie ever met with, 
or would be encountered in North-West America. 
Tracts we cannot obtain for circulation except by 
purchase; and Church missionaries in our poor East 
End metropolitan parishes are more or less bankrupt 
in incomes, church expenses, parochial agencies, &c., 
&c. I should only be too glad to have a monthly 
grant of 500 or 1000 of your publications,—so earnest, 
evangelical,—so admirably adapted for the evangelis-
ation of our 'home heathen.' The moral and spiritual 
volcano is gathering its awful forces amid the strata 
of our home heathen,' and I look forward with 
horror to the outburst of evil passions." 

ILLUSTRATED MONTHLY PERIODICALS 

GOOD NEWS, 
Suitable for circulation amongst Sabbath Scholars, in minion districts, 

and for general dietribution. 
Price One Halfpenny, 3 copies for Id., or 9.s. 6d- per 100. 18 monthly, 

6s. per annum ; 86 *opts*, 19a, and upwards, sent post free. 

ASSORTED PACKETS. 
THE HALF-CROWN PACKET, consisting of one British Messenger, ens 

Gospel 2'restpet, and one Good News, monthly for one year for 2s. 6d, band-
tag postage, to any address in the United Kingdom. 

THE FOUR SHILLING PACKET, consisting of two British Messersgstra, 
two Gospel Trumpets, and three Good News, monthly for one year for 4n, 
post free, to any address in the United Kingdom. 

Specimens of the Stirling Publications, with Catalogue, sent 
free by post on application to JOHN MACNAHLANE, Manager, 
DaummoND'a TRACT DEPOT, Stirling, N.B. 

LONDON Anzsre : S. W. PARTRIDGE A Co. 

Agent in Mdbourite,-11. L. Hurcninsow, Book Warehouse, 15 Qollins 
Street West. 

Published and sold by the Trustees acting under a Trust Disposition and 
Codicils relating to the STIRLING Titian ENTERPRIBS, granted by the 
now deceased PETVII DRUMMOND, founder thereof, proprietors in Trust, 
at DRUMMOND'S TRACT Dexcyr, Stirling, N.B. 

THE BRITISH MESSENGER, 
Price One Penny. 

no;.ly Sofiaeription:-1 copy, Is. &I. 4 copies, 	; 8 copies", 8s.; and 
upwards, sent poet free. 

THE GOSPEL TRUMPET, 
Printed in Large Type 

Price One Halfpenny, or Ss. 6d. per 100. 
Eight copies monthly. 48. per annum ; 16 copies, 8I., and upwards, 

sent poet free. 
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"Go ye into all the world, and preach the gospel to every creature," 

PARLEY, THE PORTER. 

AVE you read Hannah 
More's beautiful story of 
" Parley, the Porter ?" It 

is too long to give here, 
but I can tell you something 

about it, and perhaps you will under-
stand what it is meant to teach. 

A rich and good man had a large 

castle, situated in the midst of a 
great wilderness, but enclosed in a 
garden. There was a band of robbers 
in the wilderness, who would have 
been glad to plunder and destroy 
the castle, but had never succeeded, 
because the good man's servants, 
who were many, had always followed 

[MONTHLY, ONE HALF11:101T. 	Air No. 284.—A1741J8T, 1880.) 
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his orders, to "watch without ceasing." 
To make them the more careful, he 
had told them that their care would 
soon have an end, and they should 
enjoy a delightful rest. 

One day, as he was about going 
from home, he called his servants 
together, and gave them particular 
directions about their duties in his 
absence. He specially charged them 
to watch against the robbers, saying 
that it would be impossible for any 
foes from without to enter the castle 
as long as there were no traitors 
within. He directed them also often 
to consult his BOOK OF LAWS. 

Parley, who was the porter, and 
kept the door, promised, like the 
others, to be very watchful and faith-
ful. For a time all went well, but 
at length Parley began to peep 
through the hedge that enclosed the 
garden, and one day he spied a very 
well-dressed man passing near to 
him. It was Mr. Flatterwell, a man 
" whose words were smoother than 
butter, but war was in his heart." 
He spoke so politely to Parley, that 
he put him entirely off his guard, 
for Parley had no notion that this 
soft and civil man could be one of 
those terrible robbers. 

By degrees Mr. Flatterwell per-
suaded him to consent to let him 
come into the garden at night and 
make a friendly call, only asking to 
be permitted to stand under the 

castle window. As the hour drew 
near, Parley thought of his master's 
orders, and, to divert his mind, he 
opened the Book of Laws. He hap-
pened to open it at the words,— 

" My son, if sinners entice thee, 
consent thou not." 

For a moment his heart failed him ; 
but soon he remembered that Mr. 
Flatterwell had promised to tell him 
something greatly to his advantage, 
and he stopped his ears to the voice 
of conscience. 

Mr. Flatterwell came at the ap-
pointed hour through the hole in 
the hedge which Parley had made 
for him, and stood beneath the castle 
window. Soon by his pleasing words 
he prevailed upon Parley to come 
down to the door and open the 
upper half of it. Then he induced 
Parley to drink of a delicious liquor 
that he carried with him in a bottle 
and then the foolish porter was in hip 
power. 

" Will you now let me in ?" saic 
Flatterwell. 

" Ay, that I will," said the delude( 
Parley, and eagerly pulled down thl 
bars, and drew back the bolts, think 
ing he could never let his friend 
soon enough. He had just presenc4 
of mind to say, " My dear friend, 
hope you are alone." Flatterwel 
declared he was. Parley opened the 
door, and in rushed, not Flatterwel 



"A wicked doer giveth heed to false lips" (P ROVERBS XVII. 4). 59 

only, but the whole gang of robbers, 
while Flatterwell changed his soft 
tone, crying out in a voice of thunder, 
" DOWN WITH THE CASTLE ! KILL, 
BURN, AND DESTROY !" 

Poor Parley was the first to suffer. 
As he fell, covered with wounds, he 
cried out, " Oh, my master ! I die a 
victim to my unbelief in thee, and to 
my own vanity and imprudence ! 
Oh ! that the guardians of all other 
castles would hear me with my 
dying breath repeat my master's 
admonition,—that all attacks from 
without will not destroy, unless there is 
some confederate within ! and learn 
from my ruin that he who parleys 
with temptation is already undone !" 

Dear reader, ponder the lesson of 
Parley the porter and Mr. Flatter-
well. Your heart is your castle, and 
it can be kept safe from enemies only 
when the Book of Laws which God 
has given for the purpose is observed. 
That book of laws is God's Word, 
which is profitable for " instruction 
in righteousness." " My son, forget 
not My law ; but let thine heart 
keep My commandments ; for length 
of days, and long life, and peace, 
shall they add to thee." 

Wei Christ implants the well of living 
water in a man's heart, it will have not 
merely a refreshing influence, but a cleansing 
and purifying effect. If there be none of 
the latter, the absence of the living water 
may well be argued. 

'Tis For Thee. 
AST thou found the sacred manna I 

'Tis for thee. 
'Tis the Bread Jehovah gives, 

Bread of Heaven; 
Bread by which the spirit lives, 

Freely given ; 
Freely scattered round thy door, 
Take it, trusting still for more : 

'Tis for thee. 

Hast thou found the gleaner's handful ? 
'Tis for thee. 

He who owns the field has bade 
Those who toil, 

Leave for all the poor and sad 
Plenteous spoil. 

Take it, though thy trembling hand 
Reap net where the full sheaves stand, 

'Tis for thee. 

Hast thou found the "hidden treasure?" 
'Tis for thee. 

Finding, take it, keep it ; sell 
All thou halt : 

He who selleth all doth well, 
Hold it fast ! 

All will fade, but, having this, 
Thou art rich to Heavenly bliss, 

'Tis for thee. 

Hast thou found a holy promise I 
'Tis for thee. 

Art thou guilty, seeking grace 
'Tis for thee ; 

Sighing for thy Father's face I 
'Tis for thee. 

Longing for the welcome home ? 
Weary, wayworn wanderer, come 

'Tis for thee. 

Hast thou heard of angels singing 
'Tis for thee. 

O'er the prodigal restored, 
They rejoice; 

Lifting, as with sweet accord, 
Heart and voice. 

Promised pardon, Heaven in store, 
All thy soul can need, and more,— 

'Tis for thee. 
WILLIAM Lu FF. 
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" Quite Providential." 

3F something happens unexpectedly 
which gets them out of a difficulty, or 
if some pressing want is relieved in a 

way which no one could have thought of, 
people at once say it is "Quite Providential." 
But their words show that they do not think 
most things providential, or they would not 
be so much surprised. This is quite wrong. 
It is not one that happens only now and 
then that happens providentially. Every-
thing happens so. For what does the word 
mean ? It refers to the providence of God. 
It means that He foresees, and takes care, 
and provides ; that all things happen accord-
ing to His foreknowledge and purpose; that, 
though a thousand means and instruments 
may be used, yet He orders all, and over-
rules all. Almighty God does not concern 
Himself about one thing, and not about 
another. He does not leave most things to 
chance, and only now and then steps in 
" quite providential." A watchful Eye is 
over us continually. A kind and gracious 
care is bestowed on all our concerns. Every 
day, and every hour, 

PROVIDENCE, THAT IS GOD, 

is directing our affairs. There is no such 
thing as chance. " The lot is cast into the 
lap ; but the whole disposing thereof is of 
the Lord." (Prov. xvi. 33.) We speak of 
chance and of luck, because we see things 
turn out differently with different people 
and at different times, and we see no reason 
why they should do so. But the true 
reason is, that God so orders it. We do 
not hear the order given, or see the hand 
that works, and so we speak of chance and 
luck ; but WQ should be much nearer the 
truth if we spoke of Providence. 

But does God concern Himself about 

little things ? some will say. What is of 
less importance than a sparrow ? And yet 
our Savour said, " One of them shall not 
fall on the ground without your Father " 
(Matt. x. 29) ; and He added, speaking to 
His disciples, " But the very hairs of your 
head are all numbered. Fear ye not, there-
fore : ye are of more value than many spar-
rows " (Matt. x. 31). What, then, did our 
Lord mean by these words ? Why, surely 
this, that God takes account of the smallest 
matters, and that not the least harm or loss 
can happen without His permission. 

" He ruleth by His power for ever ; His eyes 
behold the nations : let not the rebellious exalt 
themselves" (Psalm lxvi. 7.) 

"Without Excuse." 
(Ito:NIA-Ns i. 20.) 

HO did the apostle say were "without 
excuse" for their neglect of God ? 
Those upon whom the light of God's 

Word had never shined—who had been 
left to learn the " invisible things " of God 
simply by studying the " things that are 
made." 

But if they were without excuse for their 
alienation from God and their continued 
rebellion against Him, what shall be said 
of impenitent men in such a land as this ? 
What shadow of an excuse can they have ? 
What excuse will you be able to offer there, 
my reader ? " What wilt thou say when 
He shall speak with thee ?" Will you 
stand speechless, being " without excuse ?" 

IN spiritual graces let us study to be great, 
and not to know it, as the fixed stars are 
every one bigger than the earth, yet appear 
to us less than torches. 
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THE PRINCESS OF WALES AND THE RATTIWAY PORTER. 
HILE on a visit some time ago to a 

friend in the south of England, an 
opportunity occurred of seeing the 

and Princess of Wales, as they 
alighted at a neighbouring railway station, 
on tlieir way to be present at the opening 
of a charitable institution. 

Accordingly, I went to the station, where, 
by the courtesy of the station-master, I was 
allowed to go on to the platform ; and it 
was while waiting there that a little in-
cident occurred, which bore with it to my 
mind the suggestion of a lesson which I 
would like to share 	 ti 
with my readers. 

The prepara-
tions for the ar-
rival of theirRoyal 
Highnesses were 
not completed 

(

when the specta-
tors began to as-
semble. The space 
was already railed 
off; but men were 
laying carpets on 
the platform, and 

1  a double fold was laid between the carriage 
door and that of the station. No sooner 
was the last nail driven in, than a railway 
porter came with a broom, and brushed the 
carpet most carefully. He had another 
brush in his pocket and a duster in his 
hand, which he used whenever he thought 
it necessary. A few minutes elapsed—
again he brushed it all over, and a third 
time, and a fourth ! Trains indeed had 
passed to and fro ; and possibly he knew 
that dust had been deposited, although to 
other observers not a speck was visible. 

If the Princess had been expected to cross 
the platform with naked feet he could not 
have been more careful : and even after 
those who were to welcome the royal pair 
began to assemble, again and again did he 
appear to brush away their dusty foot-
prints ! So that at last his constant re-
appearance provoked a smile from the 
bystanders. 

Did it occur to any of them to think 
what a beautiful lesson this humble porter 
was teaching us in regard to the attitude 
and business of Christians ? If we be true 

Christians, we are 
looking for 

the coming of 
our most 

glorious Lord 
and Master 

Jesus Christ. 
Are we making as 
anxious prepara-
tion for His com-
ing as did this 
porter for the 
arrival of his 
earthly prince ? 

Are we keeping ourselves unspotted:.  from 
the world ? While our outward conduct 
and character may be untArnished in the 
eye of man, are we equally careful to 
remove the impalpable dust of sinful 
thoughts from our hearts—the selfishness, 
worldliness, covetousness, indifference, love-
lessness, lurking there, unseen by any eye 
but God's and our own ? 

Ask yourself these questions, my Chris-
tian reader ; and if careful self-examination 
has discovered a spot, lose not a moment in 
seeking to be rid of it. Flee to the- 

I Prince 



62 	" I will behold Thy face in righteousness " (PsAut xvii. 15). 

Fountain opened for sin and for unclean-
ness, to wash away the pollution, however 
small the speck may appear. Haste to be 
clothed anew in the spotless robe of Christ's 
perfect righteousness, and watch day by day 
that you are wearing it ; so that when He 
does come, you may be found " without 
spot or wrinkle or any such thing." 

The Christian's Expectation. 
c, 0 the Christian, the realities of the 

coming world and its expected com- 
panionship and blessedness should 

ever be the main thing in his thoughts and 
aims and plans and expectations. As a 
pilgrim and stranger here, he should ever 
be looking to his home there ; from his 
tent here, to the abiding mansions of his 
Father's house there ; from his transitory 
life here, to his endless life there ; from the 
unsatisfying associations of the world below, 
to the perfect and glorious society of God 
and angels and ransomed spirits in the 
Heavenly state above. 

The thought of the future should ever 
be in our minds ; and all our aims, as to 
work, and character, and results, should 
have reference to that future. Never shall 
we enter the kingdom of God hereafter, 
unless that kingdom is first within us here. 
Let it then be our aim every day so to live 
that our life now shall be alike the beginning 
of all we could wish hereafter, and at the 
same time the preparation for its blessedness. 

If hell is truth seen too late, and duty 
neglected in its season, Heaven is the truth 
now received in love, and duty now per-
formed, in faith on the Lord Jesus Christ, 
and in humble dependence on the Holy 
Spirit—American Messenger. 

Hints to Soul-Winners. 

5OUL-WINNING is an employment 
glorious enough for Gabriel. But it is 
winning a soul, and not the mere offer 

of salvation to an indiscriminate multitude. 
Mr. Moody is so convinced of this that he 
regards his personal conversation with A, 
B, and C, in the inquiry-room, as even a 
more vital work than the proclamation of 
the truth to a multitude. Mr. Pentecost 
has adopted the same view. Mrs. Sarah 
Smiley said to me lately, " There is a great 
delusion about what is called reaching the 
masses. People cannot be saved in the 
mass ; they must be reached and saved one 
by one. I can do more good by private I  
interviews with inquiring souls, or by teach-
ing a few in a parlour, than I can by ad- 
dressing a miscellaneous multitude." The 
opinion of such skilful labourers is of great 
weight ; and it only confirms what Nettle- 
ton, Finney, and Harlan Page taught and. 
practised fifty years ago. It is going back 
to the methods of the apostles. 

The difference between mass work and in-
dividual work is just the difference between 
shaking an apple-tree and leaving the fruit 
on the ground, bruised and battered, and 
picking off the apples by hand and putting 
them into a basket. The shaking process 
makes a great noise ; it brings a temporary 
credit and eclat to the man who does the 
shaking. But it does not gather the 
" fruits of the Spirit," in the shape of intel-
ligently converted men and women, into the 
Church of Jesus Christ. Men may go 
down to hell by regiments ; but they 
have got to be led to the Cross and led ' 
into the kingdom of Tmmnnuel one by one. 
—Ouyler. 
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r. 
" HEARKEN 

UNTO THE VOICE OF MY CRY, 

MY KING AND MY GOD." 
PSALM V. 2. 

God's Justice in Condemning the 
Impenitent. 

40D made them, and preserves them ; 
but they will not acknowledge Him. 

God has given them souls and bodies, to 
be chiefly employed in loving and serving 

1 Him ; but they have used them in the love 
and service of the world and sin. 

Jesus Christ suffered most bitter agonies 
of soul and body, even unto a shameful 
death, to save them from the condemnation 
which their sins deserve ; but they persist 
in treating Him with slight and contempt. 

The Holy Spirit is promised to all who 
seek for Him, to show them their spiritual 
wants, and to freely supply them ; but 
they will not ask either for His gracious 
presence or His ready help. 

The Bible is given for the purpose of 
making known the way of salvation ; but 
they will not read it, or read it only to 
question its inspired truths. 

The House of God is frequently open to 
receive them, that they may hear the Gospel 
preached, and worship their Maker ; but 
they seldom or never enter its doors. 

Their own conscience accuses them of 
sin, and warns them of death and judg-
ment ; but they stifle its friendly voice. 

God entreats them to forsake their evil 
way, and to turn unto Him, through Christ, 

for mercy and forgiveness (Isaiah lv. 7) ; 
but they heed not. 

Ministers of the Gospel are grieved for 
them, and long to do them good ; but they 
will not hear them. 

Christian friends mourn over them, and 
pray for them, and strive to benefit them ; 
but they care not. 

They are guilty before God by number-
less sins of thought, word, and deed, 
and cannot in their guilt be accepted 
by Him ; but they are unwilling to acknow-
ledge their sinfulness, or plead for pardon 
through the only Saviour. 

What must all this wilful sin deserve at 
the hand of the HOLY and JUST GOD ? 
—From Immanuel Leaflet. 

" For that they hated knowledge, and 
did not choose the fear of the Lord : they 
would none of My counsel ; they despised 
all My reproof. THEREFORE SHALL THEY 
EAT OF THE FRUIT OF THEIR OWN WAY, AND 
BE FILLED WITH THEIR OWN DEVICES " 
(Proverbs i. 23-31). 

PEOPLE cannot become perfect by dint 
of hearing or reading about perfection. 
The chief thing is not to listen to yourself, 
but silently listen to God ; to renounce all 
vanity, and apply yourself to real virtues ; 
to talk little, and to do much without car-
ing to be seen. God will teach you much 
more than all the most experienced persons 
and all the most spiritual books. Do you 
need to be so learned in order to know how 
to love God and deny yourself for His love ? 
You know much more of good than you 
practice. You have much less need of gain-
ing fresh knowledge than of putting in 
practice that which you have already ac-
quired. 
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" He is Precious," 

pLESSED Jesus, I have felt Thee 
Very close to me to-night ; 

And my soul is full of sunshine 
From the glory of the light. 

I have known Thee long, and loved Thee, 
But to-night the past is o'er, 

For Thou now art far more precious 
Than Thou ever wert before. 

Oh ! so precious, that I almost 
Feel afraid to say one word, 

Lest by speaking I should wander 
From the presence of my Lord. 

Let it not be so, my Saviour ; 
May I ever with Thee stay 

When this hour of sweet communion 
Shall itself have passed away. 

0 my precious, precious Saviour 1 
I do want to please Thee more 

In my daily words and actions 
Than I've ever done before ! 

Now I give myself up wholly 
To be Thine, and only Thine; 

May the lustre of Thy likeness 
In my whole demeanour shine. 

I believe that Thou wilt keep me, 
Through Thy grace and power alone ; 

Take me, take me, dearest Saviour, 
For I now am " not mine own !" 

CHARLOTTE MURRAY. 

Though the writer of this knows full well that feelings alone 
can never be a resting place for the soul, being at the best 
transitory, and thus nnsatisfactory, still, she believes that 
blessed seasons of deep realisation of Divine love are sometimes 
granted as a " help on " in the Christian road ; and that, there-
fore, possibly the above may speak the language of some heart 
who has been allowed to have a foretaste of the blessedness of 
Heaven ; even a close view by faith of the Lord Jesus Himself. 

HE who climbs above the cares of the world 
and turns his face to his God, has found the 
sunny side of life. The world's side of the 
hill is chill and freezing to a spiritual mind, 
but the Lord's presence gives a warmth of 
joy which turns winter into summer.—
Spurgeon. 

A Prayer for One in Trouble. 

O
UT of the depths, 0 Lord, 

My soul cries unto Thee ; 
Speak Thou the healing word, 

Bring life and peace to me. 

Let Thy compassion reach 
This weary, weary heart ; 

And may Thy Spirit teach 
How kind and good Thou art. 

Lest in distress I sink, 
Come Thou unto my aid; 

Save me from ruin's brink ; 
Let me not be dismayed. 

0 Lord, remember me, 
And all my sins forgive ; 

Help me from sin to flee, 
And to Thy glory live. 

And in death's solemn hour 
My stay and comfort be ; 

Save me from Satan's power, 
And bring me home to Thee ! 
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GOSPEL TRUMPET. 
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" Go ye into all the world, and preach the gospel to every creature." 

THE MARTYRS OF JESUS. 
UR illustration is taken from 
the fierce persecuting times 
of the early English Reform-
ers, when, for maintaining 

the cause of truth and righteous-
ness, men were condemned to im-
prisonment, fined, banished, tortured, 
or burned alive. To renounce the 

errors of Romanism, and preach the 
pure evangelical doctrines of the 
Bible, were crimes which were visited 
with the severest punishment. 

In 1555, under the Papal authority, 
Nicholas Ridley and Hugh Latimer, 
two bishops of the English Church, 
were tried for " heresy , " which 
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66 " Blessed are they that do His commandments " (REV. XXII. 14). 

simply meant their conscientious ob-  timony which they held, is written in 
jections to the false doctrines of the the Lamb's Book of Life. For the 
Romish Church, and their refusal to honour of Christ, and in the main-
teach them to the people. In Sep-  tenance of His truth, they " suffered 
tember of that year an imposing the loss of all things, counting not 
court was held at Oxford for what their lives dear unto them." They 
was called their trial ; but the pro-  asserted the authority of Christ as 
ceedings were only a mockery of the only King and Head of His 
justice,—no attempt being made by Church, in opposition to the usurpa-
their accusers to answer their vindi- tions of Popery ; and they contended 
cation,—and on the 16th of October for the liberty and purity of religious 
they were led forth to execution. worship, in accordance with Scrip-
Chained at the stake together, the tural forms and the dictates of con-
two martyrs exhibited the utmost science. The story of their struggles 
fortitude. Latimer, the venerable has been handed down from genera-
old man, upwards of fourscore years tion to generation, and the heart 
of age, displayed the courage of a swells with emotion at the record of ,1 
Christian hero. Turning to his com-  their wrongs. Deprived of their 
panion in suffering, he addressed him property, driven from their homes, , 
in these ever-memorable words :— hunted by ferocious and malignant 
" Be of good comfort, Master Ridley, enemies, wandering and hiding in 
and play the man ! WE SHALL THIS deserts and caves, weary and hungry 
DAY LIGHT SUCH A CANDLE, BY GOD'S and cold and naked, they were never-
GRACE, IN ENGLAND, AS SHALL NEVER theless enabled to say triumphantly, 
BE PUT OUT." And by God's grace " I CAN DO ALL THINGS THROUGH 
they were enabled to endure, and CHRIST STRENGTHENING ME." They 
even to triumph in the midst of their endured as seeing Him who is in-
cruel and prolonged torments ; thus visible ; and in their day of trial they 
giving proof that " out of weakness found comfort in His gracious pro-
they were made strong," " STRONG IN mise, " My grace is sufficient for thee." 
THE LORD, AND IN THE POWER OF HIS 	It is to those faithful men that, 
MIGHT ;" and so verifying the words under God, we owe our religious and 
of the Apostle, " Nay, in all these political liberties ; for wherever reli-
things we are more titan conquerors gious tyranny exists, political oppres- 
through Him that loved us." 	sion is certain to be maintained. 

The long roll of names of those who Surely it is wise, therefore, to call to 
in all ages have suffered persecution remembrance the deliverances they 
for the Word of God and for the tes-  wrought, and even at stated periods 



The loss of time is much, 

The loss of truth is more; 

The loss of Christ is such 

No mortal can restore. 

" Made nigh by the blood of Christ " (EPHESIANS II. 13). 	6 7 

to commemorate their Christian de-
votion. Let it be our sacred duty to 
carefully preserve the religious privi-
leges which they purchased so dearly. 
Be it ours to imitate their example 
in jealous regard for the Word and 
worship and honour of God, ever 
bearing in mind that " Righteous-
ness exalteth a nation : but sin is a 
reproach to any people." 

Free To Serve. 
WEtpTEN SPECIALLY POE ONE LATELY BROUGHT TO CHRIST. 

/BLESSED JESUS ! I know Thou didst die to 
redeem me ; 

I know Thou didst pay all the debt that was 
mine : 

Therefore now I am free—free to live for Thee 
always ; 

No longer mine own, for, dear Lord, I am Thine. 

I have given myself to Thee, once and for ever, 
And Thou wilt now keep me, whatever the cost; 

Lord, I feel I am weak, and I fear I may grieve 
Thee ; 

But still through Thy love I shall never be lost. 

Now I long to go forth bearing bravely Thy colours, 
Quite proud to confess Thee, though others deride ; 

But I cannot do this if alone I am walking, 
Then grant me Thy grace to keep close to Thy side. 

Wilt Thou use me, dear Lord, use me much for Thine 
honour, 

In winning the weary to come and find rest ? 
In reflecting Thy light, and in telling Thy goodness, 

In doing—for Thy sake—in all things my beet? 

That at last, when my work upon earth shall be over, 
And Heaven's own stars shall illumine my crown, 

I may have the rich joy, with a glad hallelujah, 
Before Thee, my Saviour, of casting it down 

CHARLOTTE MURRAY. 

Seeking. Fruit. 

A MASTER comes to his garden. He 
turns over leaves of pear and plum-

trees, and he looks along the branches of 
the peach-trees. 

" Trees look very healthy, don't they, 
sir ?" says the gardener, in a satisfied way. 

Then they pass into the orchard. " Nice 
trees these, sir," observes the gardener ; 
" very choice sorts, golden pippin and 
russet.." 

Then they turn to the hothouses : "Vines 
and pines look very promising," says the 
gardener, smiling complacently. 

At last the master speaks out, half 
angrily, " What in the world is the use of 
healthy trees, and of choice sorts, and of 
promising plants ? I don't want green 
leaves and fine young wood only—I want 
fruit. And if you can't get it, I must find 
somebody that can." 

The Lord of the vineyard comes to us. 
He stands before us and looks underneath 
the leaves of our profession, searching for 
fruit. Good desires, good feelings, good 
endeavours, all our praying, all oux believ- 
ing,—everything else counts for nothing 
unless there be some fruit. This is what 
our Master requires and seeks.—M. G. 
Pearse. 
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which they seek in vain to wrench their 
bleeding wrists; and all are poisoned in body 
and soul, and all are doomed to death. 

Wherever they move, crime, poverty, 
shame, wretchedness, and despair hover in 
awful shadows. There is no bright side to 
the picture. We forget; there is just one.— 

The men who make this army 
get rich. 

Their children are robed in purple and fine 
linen, and live upon dainties. Some of them 
are regarded as respectable members of 
society, and they hold conventions to pro-
tect their interests! Still the tramp, tramp, 
tramp goes on, and before this article can see 
the light, five thousand more of our poisoned 
army will have hidden their shame and 
disgrace in the grave !—Scribner' s Magazine. 

THE obscurest church in the obscurest 
hamlet that has been honoured with being 
the birthplace of many sons, or of a few 
devoted sons, may be more illustrious in 
the day of final award than the grandest 
cathedral in the most splendid metropolis. 
The day hastens in which the Lord will 
write up His people. It is for us to deter-
mine what He shall say to us. 

IF we live with God here below, we shall 
live with Him above. If we make the 
world a field of labour for God, and a sphere 
of usefulness to men, we shall not be in 
danger from its allurements and tempta-
tions. If our hearts on earth are filled 
with the spirit of Heaven, we soon shall 
enter there. 

IF here on earth we do not delight in holi-
ness, we have no preparation for that 
world where God is to be all in all for ever 

A Doomed. Army Marching to Death. 
RAMP, tramp, tramp, the boys are 
marching ;" how many of them ? 
Sixty thousand ! Sixty full regi-

ments, every man of which will, before 
twelve months shall have completed their 
course, lie down in the grave of a drunkard! 
Every year during the past decade has wit-
nessed the same sacrifice; and sixty regi-
ments stand behind this army ready to take 
its place. It is to be recruited from our 
children and our children's children. Tramp, 
tramp, tramp—the sound comes to us in the 
echoes of the footsteps of the army just 
expired ; tramp, tramp, tramp—the earth 
shakes with the tread of the host now pass-
ing ; tramp, tramp, tramp, comes to us from 
the camp of the recruits. A great tide of 
life flows resistlessly to its death. 

What are they fighting for ? The privi-
lege of pleasing an appetite, of conforming 
to a social usage, of filling sixty thousand 
homes with shame and sorrow, of loading 
the public with the burden of pauperism, 
of crowding our prison-houses with felons, 
of detracting from the productive industries 
of the country, of ruining fortunes and 
breaking hopes, of breeding disease and 
wretchedness, of destroying both body and 
soul in hell before their time. 

Meantime the tramp, tramp, tramp sounds 
on,—the tramp of sixty thousand yearly 
victims. Some are besotted and stupid ; 
some are wild with hilarity, and dance 
along the dusty way; some reel along in 
pitiful weakness ; some wreak their mad 
and murderous impulses on one another, or 
on the helpless women and children whose 
destinies are united to theirs; some stop in 
way-side debaucheries and infamies for a 
moment; some go bound in chains from 
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THE LOST MECHANIC RESTORED. 
EAR the close of 1831, says Mr. C 
of Hartford, Connecticut, I was re- 

quested by a pious and benevolent lady to 
take into my employ a young man who had 
become intemperate. I objected that the 
influence of such a man would be injurious 
to my other workmen, and especially my 
apprentices. But the kind-hearted lady 

' urged her request, saying that he was will- 
ing to come under an engagement not to 

i  drink at all, and to conform strictly to all 
r the regulations of the establishment. She 

had received him into her family when a 
boy, and felt a 
deep interest in 
his welfare. His 
intemperance had 
blasted his fair 
prospects, but he 
was now sensible 
of his danger, and 
she believed his 
salvation for this, 
if not for a future 
world, would turn 
on my decision. I 
consented to make 
the trial; and he came. He was industrious 
and faithful, and strictly temperate and 
regular in all his habits. 

But in the summer of 1832, he was by 
some means induced to taste intoxicating 
drink, and a fit of drunken insanity ensued, 
which continued about a fortnight. After 
he had become sober and rational, I hap-
pened to meet him in the street, and asked 
him  why he did not come to work as usual. 
With a look of grief, self-reproach, and de-
spair, he said, " I can never come into your 
shop again. I have not only violated my 

contract with you, but I have treated you 
with the basest ingratitude, proved myself 
unworthy of your confidence, and destroyed 
the last hope of my reformation." I assured 
him of my increased desire for his welfare, 
and he returned to his employment, his 
attention to business evincing the sincerity 
of his confessions. 

But not more than three months had 
elapsed before he was taken again in the 
toils of his old deceiver ; and at this time 
he was so furious and unmanageable, that 
he was arrested and committed to the work-

house. He re-
mained there a 
few days, and then 
returned to his 
work. 

Such was his 
history ; — a few 
months sober, in-
dustrious,and 
obliging in my 
shop ; kind, atten-
tive, and affection-
ate in his family; 
then a week furi-

ously drunk, absent from work, violent 
and abusive in his family ; then at the 
workhouse ; and then sober and at home 
again. 

In the month of May, 1833, he was 
again missing. But in the course of the 
summer his wife received a letter from 
him, and she removed to live with him in 
his new abode. 

About two years and a half after this, he 
came into my shop one day ; but how 
changed ! Instead of the bloated, wild, 
arid despairing countenance that once 
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marked him as a drunkard, he now wore 
an aspect of cheerfulness and health, of 
manliness and self-respect. 

I approached, took him by the hand, and 
said, " Well, 	, how do you do ?" 

" I am well," said he, shaking my hand 
most cordially. 

" Yes," said I, " well in more respects 
than one." 

" Yes, I am," was his emphatic reply. 
" It is now more than two years since I have 
tasted a drop of anything that can intoxicate. 
I have now come," said be, " to tell you 
why I left you. It was because I knew 
that I should die if I did not leave off 
drinking, and I saw .distinctly that I could 
never leave off while I remained in Hart-
ford. My only hope was in going where 
liquor was not to be had." 

ic 

On the 4th of July, 1839, the Sunday-
schools in the town where be resides made 
arrangements for a celebration, and I was 
invited to be present and address them. 
As I looked upon the audience, the first 
countenance that met my eye was that of 
this very man, at the head of his Sunday-
school class. The sight almost overwhelmed 
me. He had made a public profession of 
religion, which he was daily honouring by a 
life of Christian usefulness, meekness, and 
sobriety. 

Now, what was the cause of this surpris-
ing change ? What wrought this wonder-
ful transformation in this individual ? The 
whole story is told in one short line,—He 
went where intoxicating liquor was not sold. 
Had he remained in this city he would 
probably long since have been laid in the 
drunkard's grave. 

Surely the above true narrative furnishes  

a powerful argument for removing the temp-
tations to intemperance that abound every-
where in our towns and cities, as well as in 
the rural districts. 

"At Evening-Time it shall be Light." 
(ZECHALIAR xiv. 7.) 

H, blessed, blessed vision Oh, happy, happy 
thought! 

What comfort sweet, what peace, what joy, 
those loving words have wrought I 

Oh 1 Love, unknown, unfathomed, which cloth this 
bliss provide 

For those who love their Saviour,—there'll be "light 
at eventide." 

The path is rough and thorny, the way is dark and 
long ; 

Our hearts are sad and weary, and the foe is fierce 
and strong : 

But though all things seem against us, though evil 

may betide, 
We'll take courage and press onward : there'll be 

"light at eventide." 

If on the dear home circle Grief has laid. a heavy hand, 
That has crushed out all the sunshine and the beauty 

from the land ; 
If from our longing vision dark clouds the Saviour 

hide,— 
It is but for a moment: there'll be "light at eventide.' 

Then when the strife is ended, and we have gained 

our rest, 
We shall see and know that all things have been 

working for the best; 
Enthroned in highest glory, safe by our Saviour's side, 
We'll praise Him without ceasing for the "light at 

eventide." 
E. BEDDARD. 

THERE is none can pay your debts but 
Jesus ; there is none can justify your per-
son but Jesus ; there is none can satisfy or 
sanctify your soul but Jesus ; and there IS 

none can give you Heaven but Jesus. He 
is the ladder by which believers are to get 
up step by step until they get into glory. 
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Grace Better than Gift. 
HERE is a vast difference between 
the spirit of prayer and the gift of 
prayer. Many possess the latter, who 

do not the former. It is far better to have 
the spirit of prayer without the gift, than 
the gift of prayer without the spirit. The 
former promotes humility, the latter pride. 
The Christian who has the spirit will pray; 
if not vocally, he will, like Hannah, in his 
heart; for prayer is his vital breath. As an 
eminently pious man once observed,—He is 
horn a beggar, and he must live a beggar, 
and die at a throne of grace. No Christian 
should despair of being able to express the 
aspirations of his soul in public. Let him 
seek for a greater degree of the spirit of 
prayer, and improve the gift he has, and 
the blessing will increase in his hands. The 
power of prayer does not consist in its 
length, breadth, or depth, nor in the beauty 
of expression, but in its spirit. The short 
expressions of the publican had power with 
God, while the pompous boasting of the 
Pharisee was rejected. 

Mercies Invited. 
Let Thy mercies come also unto me, 0 Lord, even Thy salva-

tion, according to Thy word."—PsAut exix. 41. 

HERE are legions of holy angels, 
That pass through the crowded street; 

They enter our portals daily, 
Where the group of the household meet :— 

They enter the royal palace; 
They enter the lowly cot ; 

And scatter the beams of glory 
From the land eye seeth not. 

We christen these angels, "Mercies," 
As ever they come and go, 

When the curtain of night is rising, 
When the curtain of night falls low. 

But, alas ! too often they pass us, 
Untracked by our carnal eyes : 

We see not the Royal Bearers, 
Though we value the King's supplies. 

Not so with the Hebrew singer : 
Awaked by a spirit wing, 

He asked that the passing angel 
Some boon to His gate might bring. 

We echo the sweet petition,— 
" Let Thy mercies come to us, Lord : 

Remember our low condition, 
When sending Thy gifts abroad." 

44 

Two " Whosoevers." 
"WHOSOEVER was not found written 

in the Book of Life was cast into the 
lake of fire." 

" GOD so loved the world, that He 
GAVE his only-begotten Son, that WHO-
SOE v ER believeth in Him should not 
perish, but have everlasting life." 

Dear reader, which of these " whoso-
evers " do you intend shall apply to you ? 
NOW is the time to decide this question, 
and to secure having your name " written 
in Heaven." 

One angel, above all others, 
We ever would wish to know,—

The Angel of Thy Salvation, 
With all that His hands bestow. 

According to Thy good promise, 
We wait for this welcome guest, 

With the inner chamber open, 
And a pillow upon our breast. 

Let Him come to us, 0 Jehovah ! 
Thou knowest His dearer name : 

We call Him to-day, " Our Saviour," 
Yet our wishes but mean the same. 

Thou bearer of love's salvation, 
Come into a humble heart : 

Let the suite of Thy mercies follow, 
And nevermore thence depart. 

WILLIAM LUFF. 
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Prayer for the Holy Spirit. 
ef;. HE Rev. Alexander Dallas, one of 

the founders of the Irish Church Mis- 
sions, did nothing without an open 

recognition of the Third Person of the 
sacred Trinity. He never opened his 
Bible 'without praying that God would 
teach him by the Holy Spirit ; he never 
entered a cottage but he paused at the 
door to pray that the Holy Spirit would 
teach him what to say ; and he never 
preached a sermon without commencing 
with his well-known prayer, " 0 God, 
give us the Holy Spirit, for Jesus 
Christ's sake." This prayer has proved 
to have been most efficacious in many in-
stances. Miss Marsh taught it to many 
of the soldiers who went out to the Crimea, 
and it was the means of conversion to some 
of them. Why should not this short peti-
tion be equally effectual now, when offered 
up from the heart, through our great High 
Priest, to a God-hearer, and a God-answerer 
of prayer ? He has said, " If ye then, 
being evil, know how to give good gifts 
unto your children : how much more shall 
your Heavenly Father give the Holy Spirit 
to them that ask Him ?" (Luke xi. 13). 
" All things, whatsoever ye shall ask in 
prayer, believing, ye shall receive " (Matt. 
xxi. 2 2) . 

lived in constant intercourse with Heaven. His 
occupation was, by his own choice, that of a colpor-
tour ; and wherever he went he was an epistle of 
Christ, known and read of all men. Possessing re-
markable tact in dealing with all classes of individuals 
respecting the salvation of their souls, it was next to 
impossible to refuse him a hearing, and old and young 
alike were drawn towards him by his kind and loving 
disposition. As exhibiting the influence for good 
which one man of faith and prayer may exercise, and 
the work which he may accomplish in promoting the 
cause of the Lord Jesus Christ in the world, this 
memoir is admirably suited for circulation amongst 
young men. To the members of Young Men's 
Christian Associations throughout the country perhaps 
no book could be gifted more likely to prove useful 
The account of the life and labours of such men as 
John E. Vassar might, by God's blessing, be the 
means of stirring up young men of the right stamp to 
devote themselves to Christian work of a similar kind 
to that which he performed; and such men are 
urgently needed at the present time. Is it too much 
to hope that some who feel a special interest in young 
men may think of putting into their hands a copy of 
John E. Vassar's Life! 

  

ILLUSTRATED MONTHLY PERIODICALS:— 

  

  

THE BRITISH MESSENGER, 

   

Price One Penny. 
Yearly Subscription:-1 copy, Is. 6d.; 4 copies, 4s.; 5 copies, 8s., and 

upwards, sent post free. 

THE GOSPEL TRUMPET, 
Printed in Large Type. 

Price One Halfpenny, or 3s. 6d. per 100. 
Eight Copies Monthly, 4s. per annum ; 16 copies, 8s, and upwardo, 

sent post free. 
GOOD NEWS, 	 1 

Suitable for circulation amongst Sabbath Scholars, in mission districts, 
and for general distribution. 

Price One Halfpenny, 3 copies for Id., or 2s. 6d. per 100. 1S. monthly, 
61. per annum ; 36 copies, 128., and upwars, sent post free. 

ASSORTED PACKETS. 
THE HALF-CROWN PACKET, consisting of one British Mcitsenger,one 

Gospel Tru mpet, and one Good ..nirs, monthly for one year for 2s. 6d., isciud-
lop postagi-, to any address in the United Kingdom. 

THE FOUR SHILLING PACKET. consisting of two British Ifesseogers,  
two Gospel Trumpets, and three Good 1Veirs, monthly for one year for 4s., 
post free, to ally address in the United Kingdom. 

PREVAILING PRAYER ; or, Triumphant 
Faith, as Seen in the Life of John E. 
Vassar. With Introduction by the Rev. A. A. 
BONAR, D.D., Glasgow. 16 pages Illustrations. 
Price f2s. 6d. 

Specimens of thz Stirling Publications, ?ride Catalogue, sent 
free by post on application to JOHN .MAQTARLANE, Manager, 

DRUMMOND'S TRACT DEPOT, Stirling, N. E. 

LONDON AGENTS : S. W. PARTRIDGE AS CO. 

Agent in Ildetourrit,—M. L. HUTCHINSON, Book Warehouse, 15 Collins 
Street West. 

 

A VERY attractive edition of this interesting book 
has just been published by the Trustees of the Stirling 
Tract Enterprise. John E. Vassar was truly an 
ambassador for Christ, and a most successful winner 
of souls. He believed in the power of prayer, and 

         

 

Published and sold by the Trustees acting under a Trust Disposition and 
Codicils relating to the STIRLING TRACT ENTERPRISE, granted by the 
now deceased PFTER DRUMMOND, founder thereof, proprietors in Trust, 
EL DRUMMOND'S TRACT DEPOT, Stirling, N.B. 
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" Go ye into all the world, and preach the gospel to every creature." 

OLL ! 
How mournfully the tone 

rang through the air ! then 
1,0 	its musical cadence gently 
471- vi) 	died away till all was still. The 
inarticulate harmony tells more for-
cibly than words, that " man goeth 
to his long home, and the mourners 

go about the streets." There is a 
sadness and yet a sweetness in the 
knell. 

Just such a grand requiem as the 
saints should have ; sorrow for our 
loss, joy for their triumph. But, oh ! 
it may not be the body of a departed 
believer that now takes its last 
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journey ! 0 ! to think that when 
the last trumpet shall sound 
alas ! alas ! 

Toll ! Toll ! 
A group of idlers was standing on 

the corner of the street, when pre-
sently there came into view a slow 
procession. Reader, will you, or 
your father, or your brother, or your 
son ever lead such a procession ? 

" Poor Tom !" said one of the com-
pany on the side-walk. The speaker 
was plump and rubicund, with a 
heavy gold fob-chain, and an em-
broidered cravat daintily tied around 
his neck. " Poor Tom ! he was a 
good, clever fellow, when he wasn't 
drunk. Tom was mighty good to his 
servants when he was sober, but he 
was like a very devil when he was drunk. 

A man who was passing by, paused 
on hearing these words, and said to 
the speaker, " Mr. Jones, I believe he 
died from the effects of liquor, did he 
not ? " 

" So I'm told," was the reply. 
" Well, did you sell him the liquor, 

and often when he was already drunk .?" 
" What if I did ? If I hadn't, some-

body else would. And what busi- 
ness is it of mine, if he chose to go 
and kill himself with it, I'd like to 
know ?" 

" You will learn that better than 
I can tell you, in the last day," calmly 
responded the other, and went on his 
way. 

Toll ! Toll ! 

" If them bells would stop their 
noise !" said the publican, " I just 
wanted to say I never killed poor 
Tom, did I, boys ?" 

" No !" said an old toper who took 
brandy, " it wasn't you that killed 
him, Dick, it was your liquor !" 

The crowd would have laughed, 
but at that time, rumble I rumble ! 
went the wheels of the hearse right 
in front of the grog-shop. How 
unfortunate ! They had put Tom's 
horse in the shafts of the hearse to 
draw his master to the grave I But 
the dumb beast had learned by long 
practice to stop at a post before the 
groggery door ; and when he came to 
the place, in spite of all the driver's 
exertions, he turned aside from the 
middle of the street, and stopped 
stock-still at his old stand. An 
involuntary shudder ran through the 
procession. 

The idlers came to the door, and 
one or two, seeing the difficulty, went 
to the driver's assistance, but the 
rum-seller lurked behind in his den. 

During the brief delay occasioned 
by the stubborn animal, a woman's 
face, evidently red with weeping, was 
protruded from a window in a car-
riage next to the hearse. 

" Is he here ?" she asked. 
" Is who here, ma'am ?" said a 

young man, stepping forward. 
" Why, Mr. Jones, I mean." 
" Yes, ma'am, he is inside here. 

Hallo! Jones," he proceeded, turning 
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toward the shop-door, " come out 
here; there's a lady wants to see you." 

Jones came out reluctantly. " Was 
it me you wanted, ma'am ?" 

"Are you Mr. Jones ?" 
" That's my name, ma'am." 
"Are you Dick Jones ? " 
" Yes, ma'am, that's what they 

mostly call me." 
" Well, Dick Jones, I've heard of 

you many a time, but never have 
seen you before to know you, sir. 
But now I know you. I'll not forget 
your face neither ; that nose, and 
chin, and those eyes. I think I can 
recollect them till the judgment day, 
sir. You'll have to answer for this, 
Dick Jones ; that you will !" and, 
uttering a fearful scream, she wrung 
her hands in agony, and fell back 

iupon the carriage-seat. A burst of 
' sympathetic grief arose from the fol-

lowers of the hearse; even the hearse-
driver wiped his eyes. 

Jones was much relieved when the 
procession started on again; the roll-
ing of the carriages and the measured 
tread of the footmen passed by, and 
the street was once more silent. 
" Well," said he, in a soliloquising 
way, " I am right sorry for Tom, but 
his was an uncommon case ; one of a 
thousand." 

" One of a thousand ! " You ought 
to have said, " One of thirty thou-
sand ;" for some thirty thousand die 
from intoxication every year in our 
country ! Eighty to eighty-five such 

funerals every day, Sabbaths in-
cluded ! As to weeping fathers and 
mothers, brothers and sisters, half-
starved and degraded children, and 
beggared and broken-hearted wives, 
you can count them for yourself. 

A bystander remarked, " I'm told 
his body turned very black before 
they got him into the coffin." 

Ah ! yes, his body is shut up in a 
drunkard's coffin, and is going to a 
drunkard's grave. At the last trump, 
it shall awake to shame and ever-
lasting contempt. But his soul, where 
is that now .2 

Rattle ! rattle ! go the clods upon 
the coffin ; the mound is shaped ; 
the citizens return home ; and the 
publican goes on in his brisk trade. 
You meet him daily in the streets. 

PROFESSING CHRISTIANS ! this paper 
is for you. Tamper not with the in-
toxicating cup, for better men than 
you have fallen victims before it. 
Dandle it not before the eyes of your 
children, for many a blooming child 
has received his first lesson in 
drunkenness from a loving parent. 
" Wine is a mocker; and whosoever is de-
ceived thereby is not wise" (Proverbs 
xx. 1). 

MODERATE DRINKER ! this paper is 

for you. Ponder seriously the life 
and dreadful end of " Poor Tom," 
and avoid drink and the dram-shop 
as you would destruction. They will 
blast your life, curse your home, cast 
you upon the world a beggared man, 
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and shut against you the gates of 
Heaven. 

SPIRIT-SELLER I this paper is for you. 
Will you learn a lesson from it—and 
resolve to give up your life-wasting, 
soul-destroying traffic ? Think how 
many happy parents and children 
your establishment is yearly sending 
to hell, and say if you could charge 
God with injustice were He to send 
You there to join those whom you 
have been instrumental in sending to 
the place of woe. Repent of your 
ways, flee from the traffic as you 
would from the plague, and betake 
yourself to some other profession not 
destructive of your own spiritual 
health, and fitted to promote peace 
on earth and goodwill among men. 
" To him that knoweth to do good, 
and doeth it not, to him it is sin " 
(James iv. 17). 

What I Bring to Jesus. 
,) CAN only bring my weakness, 
') 	And lay at the Saviour's feet : 

— It is all the Saviour needeth ; 
For the thought is always sweet,—

His arm is the arm of power, 
He asketh not strength from me : 

But loveth to take the feeble, 
That the world His might may see. 

I can only bring my coldness; 
His love is the burning flame : 

I have not to warm His bosom,— 
His heart is ever the same. 

So I come when the world is chilly, 
When all things around are dark, 

And bring to the Lord my coldness, 
And He fans the dying spark  

I can but bring Him my fully; 
Why bring my wisdom to Him 

Who knoweth the distant future, 
Whose way has never been dim 11 

I know not; but Jesus knoweth 
I see not; but Jesus sees : 

I cannot add to His knowledge, 
Or better His wise decrees, 

Shall glow-worms carry their brightness 
To kindle the rising sun ? 

Shall a dew-drop cast its jewel 
Where the wealthy rivers run I 

Shall the blue-winged insect flutter 
The azure that plumes its wings, 

To deepen the royal glory 
That God o'er the sky-arch flings 

'Twere foolish to bring my wisdom 
To One who is only wise : 

And if I had strength to bring Him, 
My strength were nought in His eyes. 

My littleness comes to His greatness : 
My folly, to Wisdom's feet : 

My coldness comes to the brightness 
Where the 'focussed sunbeams meet. 

WILLIAM LITFF. 

" 	Think of It." 
HIS is the answer of many when they 

are pressed to accept salvation, and 
they use it as an excuse for delay. But 

where is the father who, when he com-
manded his son to do a certain thing, 
would accept such an answer with com-
posure ? Seamen and soldiers do not, when 
ordered to their duty, reply that they will 
" think about it ;" subjects do not answer 
kings in such language as this ; and shall a 
man who recognises the voice of God 
speaking to him, say, " I will think about 
it 1" " God now commandeth all men 
everywhere to repent." Leave off thinking, 
and act ; or it will be too late ! 



irheading a 

" Thou God seest me" {GENESIS xvr. 13). 	 77 

,: , 41.1>. ." 1.0„ 1,,, 't.7INIAI, .(P'' 	 ii.:;, %,:./Irre,,,, '''..".. ,. 1%.,4.4.1M. i-4.;•.: () 

"0 Lord, Thou hast searched me and known me. Thou knowest my 
down-sitting and mine up-rising: Thou understandest my thought afar off. 
There is not a word in my tongue, but lo, 0 Lord, Thou knowest it 
altogether" (Psalm cxxxix. 1, 2, 4). 

(f) 

thristian tife. odly and a 

------>1110• 

RTTI Es F 1R, 

HEN you think, when you speak, when you read, when you write, 
When you walk, when you sing, when you seek for delight, 

To be kept from all evil at home and abroad, 
Live always as under the eye of the Lord. 
Whatever you think, never think what you feel 
You would blush in the presence of God to reveal. 
Whatever you say, in a whisper, or clear, 
Say nothing you would not like God to hear. 
Whatever you read, though the page may allure, 
Read nothing of which you are perfectly sure 
Consternation at once would be seen in your look 
If God should say solemnly, " Show Me that book !" 
Whatever you write, in haste or with heed, 
Write nothing you would not like God to read. 
Wherever you go, never go where you fear 
God's question being asked you, " What doest thou here?" 
Whatever you sing, in the midst of your glees, 
Sing nothing that God's listening ear can displease. 
Whatever the pastime in which you engage, 
For the cheering of youth or the solace of age, 
Turn away from each pleasure you'd shrink from pursuing 
If God should look down and say, " What are you doing ?" 

C. 0. 

" The eyes of the Lord are in every place, beholding the evil and the 
good" (Proverbs xv. 3). 

• 



78 	 "Kept by the power of God" (1 PETER I. 5). 

    

" GOD sent not His Son 

into the world to condemn 

the world ; but that the 

world through Him might 

be saved." 

  

  

  

JOHN III. 17. 

  

   

   

The City of God. 
ONDERFUL as is the description of 
the Heavenly city as seen by John 
(Revelation xxi. xxii.), the reality 

will far exceed the glorious vision. But 
some things John describes are not images, 
but realities. Let us see what they are 

There shall be no more Tears. 
There shall be no more Sorrow. 
There shall be no more Crying. 
There shall be no more Pain. 
There shall be no Night there. 
There shall be no more Curse. 
There shall be no more Death. 

" And He said unto me, These sayings 
are faithful and true." 

" Blessed are they that do His command-
ments, that they may have right to the 
tree of life, and may enter in through the 
gates into the city." 

" To-Morrow." 
ETHOUGHT I stood in the arch-fiend's court, 

I myself, though none beheld me, 
And awful sights passed before mine eyes, 

Whilst an unseen power upheld me. 

Hell's prince sat high on a lurid throne, 
And angels, with folded pinions, 

Gloomily waited the will of him 
The lord of those vast dominions.  

Bat nought was heard, till their monarch spoke, 
Save some weary spirits sighing, 

Mingled with shrieks in the air above, 
And a murmur of mournful crying. 

At length he called, "Lo, I give a crown 
To that one of all my legions 

Who best hath planned a device to bring 
Men's souls to these hapless regions." 

A moment's pause ; then a voice replied,— 
" A ship on earth's sea was sailing, 

I raised a storm, and the vessel sank 
'Mid gnashing of teeth and wailing !" 

"'Twas good !" said Satan; " and yet methinks 
That many from out that sadness 

Did joyful rise, with a glad surprise, 
To the realms of light and gladness." 

Another spake : " I went forth and cast 
A doubt upon inspiration: 

' The Bible is false,' I whispered low, 
'And bears not investigation.'" 

"Well done !" cried Satan ; "a glorious deed ! 
For some hugged the lie you told them. 

Poor fools they were ! How I laugh to see 
The torments that now enfold them I" 

But still a third did essay to speak,— 
"I have wrought the direst sorrow 

By teaching to anxious souls one word,— 
That treacherous word, TO-MORROW.' " 

"Good ! good!" shrieked Satan; "see, see they come 
Even now to these depths infernal ; 

Accept the crown, for your work is best; 
May their woe be woe eternal 1" 

CHARLOTTE MURRAY. 

The devil has two lies which he often employs to 
keep sinners from Christ. The first is, "It is too 
soon to ropent: to-morrow will be time enough." The 
other is, " It is too late to repent : the door of mercy 
is closed." But God says, " To-day !" " Behold, 
NOW is the accepted time ; behold, NOW is the day of 
salvation !" (2 Cor. vi. 2). 

THE lukewarmness of our prayers is the 
source of all our infidelities. 
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"I CRIED 
UNTO THE LORD 

with my voice, 
AND HE HEARD ME 
out of His holy hill." 

PSALM iii. 4. 

" Where will You Spend Eternity ? " 

OH, prepare for it ! Leave it not until 
the last hour. Leave it not until you 
become ill ; you may never be ill. 

Leave it not until you get more time ; you 
may never get more time. Leave it not 
until you get old ; you may never get old. 
Leave it not until the Holy Spirit strives 
more powerfully ; He may never strive 
again. Leave it not until to-morrow ; this 
night—this night—thy soul may be required 
of thee. And suppose in that moment you 
should say, " Wait until I kneel down and 
say my prayers !" Death would respond, 
" No time now to say your prayers." 
" Wait until I can get my friends together, 
and bid them good-bye ! " Death would 
say, " You cannot stop to bid them good-
bye." " But I cannot go into eternity with 
all these sins about me. Give me time to 
repent ! " Death would say, " Too late to 
repent ! This night thy soul is required. 
Yea, this hour ! Yea, this minute ! Yea, 
this second ! " 

Blessed be God, mercy is free ! Bought  

by the blood of Jesus, you have only to 
accept Him and be saved. The price is 
paid. What more is needed by the infinite 
justice of God than the life-blood of His 
own Son ? Look, I beseech you, look unto 
Him, and be ye saved. Death, judgment, 
eternity, are all real ; but, praise God ! it 
is real, too, that Jesus died for you : and 
" whosoever believeth in Him shall not 
perish, but have everlasting life" (John 
16). 

Wooden Swearing. 

ellE Sabbath school in Rockville was 
assembled for their monthly concert. 
The lesson was about swearing, and 

when the children had repeated their verses, 
the minister rose to talk to them. 

" I hope, dear children," he said, " that 
you will never let your lips speak profane 
words. But now I want to tell you about 
a kind of swearing which I heard a good 
woman speak about not long ago. She 
called it wooden swearing.' It is a kind 
of swearing that many people besides chil-
dren are given to, when they are angry. 
Instead of giving vent to their feelings in 
oaths, they slam the doors, kick the chairs, 
stamp on the floor, throw the furniture 
about, and make all the noise they possibly 
can. Isn't this just the same as swearing ?' 
said she. It's just the same kind of feel-
ing exactly, only they do not like to say 
those awful words ; but they force the 
furniture to make the noise, and so I call 
it wooden swearing.' I hope, dear chil-
dren, that you will not do any of this kind 
of swearing either." It is better to leave 
alone wooden swearing and all other kinds 
of swearing, as a hateful sin. 
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Nothing is Too Hard for the Lord. 

pIFFICULTIES are for creatures : there 
can be nothing difficult to God. His 
wisdom is infinite,  His power is omni-

potent, His resources are boundless, His 
instruments are innumerable. His plan is 
formed, and He is working it out. " He 
worketh all things after the counsel of His 
own will." We are sometimes placed in 
very trying circumstances,—creatures can-
not help us, our faith falters, our minds are 
agitated, our spirits droop, we give way to 
fear, but the Lord reproves us and asks, 
" Is anything too hard for Me ?" Bring 
the matter to Me, exercise faith in My 
word, place yourself in My hand, wait upon 
Me in My way, " I will work, and who shall 
let it ?" Our inward evils and outward 
trials may be too hard for us : but they 
cannot be too hard for God. He can sub-
due the one, and deliver from the other, 
with the greatest ease ; and His strength 
is made perfect in weakness. Let this de-
mand, then, silence our fears, strengthen 
our faith, revive our hope, increase our 
courage, animate our prayers ; and Jet us 
go forward saying, " Nothing is too hard 
for the Lord." 

Be in Earnest. 
0, I beseech you, preach for souls. 

i- 	They are perishing while you may be 
showing off, getting people to admire you, 
and to call you a great preacher. You can 
succeed in getting the reputation, especially 
if you are a good borrower. But it does 
not pay. It is positively sinful to court 
the attention to yourself that you should 
obtain for Him who called you to preach. 
Preaching for glory and reputation is hate- 

ful to God. You may purchase the name 
of a great preacher at the price of the souls 
you fail to win. The world and an admir-
ing people may call you a success, but God 
calls you a miserable failure. Let the 
thought of reputation, and position, and 
self-aggrandisement go, and beseech men, 
for Christ's sake and for their soul's sake, 
to be reconciled to God. 

Where are the cries of the awakened, the 
pleadings of the penitent, the shouts of the 
newly converted, that you should hear? 
You stand where God wants a man to work 
for Him. Satan loves your sermons. He 
loves your nice lectures and talks about 
science and infidelity, and your exhibition 
of somebody else's learning. They take the 
place of sermons which should win souls 
from sin. 

Work, serious, eternal work, is yours. 
Rise, forget self ; be yourself, for God and 
souls !— Western Christian Advocate. 
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I  
ti Go ye into all the world, and preach the gospel to every creature." 

" NOBODY EVER TOLD ME !" 

N passing near an 
encampment of gip-
sies, I went in among 
them. While buy-
ing some of the 
skewers they were 
making, I learned 

that one of their number was ill, and 

begged to be allowed to see him. The 
father asked, " Do you want to talk 
about religion to him ?" 

" No." 
" What then ?" 
" About Christ." 
" Oh, then you may go ; only if you 

talk religion, I'll set the dog on you." 
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I found a lad alone, and in bed, 
evidently in the last stage of con-
sumption. His eyes were closed, and 
he looked as one already dead. Very 
slowly in. his ear I repeated the Scrip-
ture, " 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 iii. 16). I repeated it five times 
without any apparent response : he 
did not seem to hear even with the 
outward ear. 

On repeating it for the sixth time, 
he opened his eyes and smiled. , To 
my delight he whispered, " And I 
never thanked Him ! But nobody 
ever told me ! I 'turn Him many 
thanks—only a poor gipsy chap !—I 
see ! I see ! I thank Him kindly !" 

He closed his eyes with an expres-
sion of much satisfaction. As I knelt 
beside him I thanked God. The lips 
moved again. I caught, " That's it !" 
There were more words, but I could 
not hear them. 

On going the next day, I found 
the dear lad had died—or rather, 
had fallen asleep in Christ—eleven 
hours after I had left. His father 
said he had been " very peaceable," 
and had " a tidy death." There 
was no Bible or Testament in the 
encampment ; I left one of each. 
The poor men wished me " good 

luck," and gave me a little bundle of 
skewers the " boy Jemmy" had made. 

My fellow-sinner ! it was apparently 
the first time this poor boy ever 
heard of God's salvation, and with 
unquestioning faith lie took God at His 
word, and with his dying lips thanked 
Him that He " so loved the world, 
that He gave His only begotten Son, 
that whosoever believeth in Him 
should not perish, but have everlast-
ing life." God is satisfied with the 
finished work of the Lord Jesus 
Christ ; this poor lad was also satis-
fied ; and he at once believed the 
record God hath given of His Son as 
the Saviour of sinners, and accepted 
Him as his everlasting salvation. If 
you have not, with your heart, said 
Amen to God's way of saving lost 
.sinners, you are on the extreme verge 
of that death which God calls " eter-
nal." But " the grace of God that 
bringeth salvation hath appeared to 
all men." Oh, will you walk past it 
to the " great white throne " lying 
ahead of you ; and thence to "the 
fire that never shall be quenched ?" 
Or will you pause and take it, and 
"'turn Him many thanks ?" 

My fellow-believer, may God forbid 
that any one within your reach or 
mine should ever have occasion to 
say, with regard to these everlasting 
realities, the awful words, " NOBODY 

EVER TOLD ME !" 
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WHEN, among men, one goes against a 
father's or a friend's advice, and brings 
upon himself the evils which had been de-
scribed as sure to follow his projected 
course, the temptation is very strong—
usually, indeed, too strong to be resisted—
to say, " I told you so. You have deserved 
all that has come upon you. You have 
nobody to blame but yourself." But noth-
ing of this sort comes from God to the re-
penting sinner. The past is past. God 
forgets as well as forgives. We might, in-
deed, almost be afraid to use such a terni 
regarding Him, but He has used it Himself. 
He says, "I will not remember thy sins ;" 
nay, as if to impress vividly on our minds 
that nothing of upbraiding will ever come 
from Him to us, the prophet says, " Thou 
wilt rant all their sins into the depths of 
the sea ;" and Hezekiah, realising this truth 
from the human sid3, says to Jehovah, 
" Thou past cast all my sins behind Thy 
back."— W. M. Taylor. 

Where to Find Jesus. 
" Whither is thy Beloved turned aside ? that we may sock 

Him with thee. My Beloved is vac down into His garden."—
(Solw OF SOLOMON vi. 1, 2.) 

UT
HERE are those who seek the Master, 1. 

, 	There are those who fain would find 
The Beloved of their bosom, 

For they know His heart is kind : 
But He is not in the •city, 

Nor upon Tiberias' sea, 
Nor beside the well at Sychar, 

As He often used to be : 
So we hear thew sadly asking if wo know where He 

has gone, 
If we know where they nay find Him, as die daily 

search goes on. 

I wonder if we can tell them :— 
Have we seen the Lord of late ? 

Have we heard His footsteps passing, 
Awl opened the garden gate 1 

Can we answer, as she answered, 
Of whom it was asked of old— 

"The Beloved One is walking 
Where the lily flowers unfold." 

Can we lead them to His presence in the holy bowers 
of love, 

Where His own sweet Vine is hanging its clustering 
fruits above 1.  

Would any one seek the Saviour ? 
He walks in a garden still,— 

The garden of praise and worship, 
In sight of the holy hill : 

When bowed at the fig-tree altar, 
The place of accustomed prayer, 

The words of the lip may falter, 
But the Saviour listens there. 

For " He feedeth among the lilies," and what can the 
lilies be 

But the fragrant thoughts that open for His gracious 
eye to see. 

And there is another garden, 
Where the Bridegroom Lord is found ; 

Sometimes in the midst of sunshine, 
Sometimes where the thorns abound : 

Go open the gate, my brother, 
Go open the Word, I mean, 

And follow its beaten pathways, 
Till the loved One sought is seen. 

Has the Rose of Sharon charmed thee ? Gaze deep in 
its golden eye, 

Till its gathered dew shall mirror the Lord who is 
standing by. 

WILLIAM LUTE 

WE have, amid all changes, three unchange-
ables—an unchangeable covenant, an un-
changeable God, and an unchangeable 
Heaven ; and while these three remain 
" the same yesterday, to-day, and for ever," 
welcome the will of our Heavenly Father in 
all events that may happen to us.—Matthew 
Henry. 



84 	" The fear of the Lord prolongeth days" (PROVERBS S. 27). 

Come as a Beggar. 
CERTAIN king was accustomed on 

set occasions to entertain all the 
beggars of the city. Around him 

sat his courtiers, all clothed in rich apparel; 
the beggars sat at the same table in their 
rags of poverty. Now, it came to Fass that 
on a certain day one of the courtiers had 
spoiled his silken apparel, so that he dare 
not put it on, and he felt, " I cannot go to 
the king's feast to-day, for my robe is foul." 
He sat weeping, till the thought struck 
him, " To-morrow, when the king holds his 
feast, some will come as courtiers, happily 
decked in their beautiful array ; but others 
will come, and be made quite as welcome, 
who will be dressed in rags. Well, well," 
says he, " so long as I may see the king's 
face, and sit at the king's table, I will enter 
among the beggars." So, without mourn-
ing because he had lost his silken habit, he 
put on the rags of a beggar, and he saw the 
king's face as well as if he had worn his 
scarlet and fine linen. My soul has done 
this full many a time, and I bid you do the 
same ; if you cannot come as a saint, come 
as a sinner, only do come, and you shall re-
ceive joy and peace.—C. H. Spurgeon. 

Death may be Near. 

itEADER, whoever thou art, it may be 
soon, very, very soon—the clods of the 
valley shall cover thee, and the worms 

shall feed sweetly on thee. " Man that is 
born of a woman is of few days, and full of 
trouble. He cometh forth like a flower, 
and is cut down; he fleeth also as a shadow, 
and continueth not" (Job xiv. 1, 2). On the 
day when thy poor body shall be cold and 
motionless, the sun will shine as brightly, 
the birds will sing as gaily, men will  

pursue their different objects with as much 
earnestness, as when thou wast full of health, 
and youth, and spirits. Few, very few, 
will ever think of thee ; and even from the 
minds of these few, soon wilt thou pass 
away and be forgotten. 

Reader, after death is the "judgment." 
You must appear before the judgment-seat 
of Christ ; and yet, perhaps, thou hast to 
this moment been as careless about thy 
soul as if thou hadst none ! It may be that 
thou hast gone on, day after day, week 
after week, month after month, yea, per-
haps year after year, as unconcerned about 
its eternal state, as if hell were a tale, and 
eternity a trifle. Death may be near at 
hand ; how near thou knowest not. It 
might be this hour, this moment ; but, 
should it be this moment, where would thy 
soul be ? 

" Stand thou still awhile, that I may show 
thee the word of God " (1 Samuel ix. 27). 

" Every one of us shall give account of 
himself to God," " Who will render to 
every man according to his deeds " (Romans 
xiv. 12 ; ii. 6). 

" For we must all appear before the 
judgment-seat of Christ ; that every one 
may receive the things done in his body, 
according to that he hath done, whether it 
be good or bad " (2 Corinthians v. 10). 

WHEN the blood of Christ was shed for sin, 
it was to deliver men from the " vain con-
versation received by tradition from their 
fathers." Deliverance from depravity is an 
essential part of the Christian salvation ; 
deliverance from guilt, and that sacrifice 
which was necessary, and is sufficient to 
secure deliverance from guilt, are the 
grand means of securing this deliverance 
from depravity. 
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" He that committeth sin is of the devil " (1 JOHN III. 8). 85 

(-a L2) 	 co tai S`j 

" Be sure your sin will find you out " (Numbers xxxii 23). 

• 41 	 

OOLSVAKE OCK AT 	I 
77 

  

(Proverbs xiv. 9). 

Clir_ HO laughs at sin laughs at his Maker's frowns ; 
Laughs at the sword of vengeance o'er his head ; 

Laughs at the great Redeemer's tears and wounds, 
Who but for sin had never wept or bled. 

Who laughs at sin laughs at the numerous woes 
Which have this guilty world so oft befell ; 

Laughs at the whole creation's groans and throes,— 
At all the spoils of death and pains of hell. 

Who laughs at sin laughs at his own disease ; 
Welcomes approaching torments with his smiles ; 

Dares, at his soul's expense, his fancy please,— 
Affronts his God,—himself of bliss beguiles. 

Who laughs at sin sports with his guilt and shame ; 
Laughs at the errors of his senseless mind ; 

For so absurd a fool there wants a name 
Expressive of a folly. so  refined. 

"Sin, when it is finished, bringeth forth death " (James i. 15). 



86 	• " Hear ye the word of the Lord" (EzEKTEL xm. 2). 

" I have blotted 
out, as a thick cloud, 
thy transgressions, 
and, as a cloud, thy 
sins : return unto 
Me ; for I have re-
deemed thee." 

xliv. 22.) 

An Enemy of the Gospel. 

It
EV. CYRUS D. FOSS, D.D., referring 
to strong drink as an enemy of the 
Gospel, bears testimony, which every 

thoughtful Christian observer will cor-
roborate, as follows :—"As a Christian 
minister I oppose drink, because it opposes 
me. The work I try to do it undoes. My 
charge against it at this point is single and 
simple. It is an obstacle to the spread of 
the Gospel ; nay, it is an enemy which 
assails the Gospel, and whose complete 
success would drive the Gospel from the 
earth. The chains it forges are the 
strongest and most galling ever fastened 
to the human body or the human soul. 
There is not a sinner on the face of the earth 
so unlikely to be savingly affected by the 
influence of the Gospel as the habitual 
drunkard. He may be a man of delicate 
sensibility, of lofty purpose, and of towering 
intellect ; he may have qualities which, 
untainted by alcohol, would adorn his 
character ; but if he is addicted to his cup 
his destination is almost inevitably to the 
bottomless pit ! The salvation of a thorough 

drunkard is one of the mightiest miracle 
of Almighty grace. I know men who ar 
frequently convicted of their need c 
experimental religion, but who are help 
back from a single step toward it by th 
charms of strong drink. All other fetter 
would be as gossamer in the way of thei 
urgent longing ; this holds them. Many 
poor heartbroken wretch has staggered ul 
to the altar for prayer, and cried earnestl] 
for mercy, and reeled away again down t4 
his sorrows in the bowl which caused them 
and which will aggravate them until the:, 
culminate amid unquenchable flames !" 

" Keep the Door." 
a watch, 0 Lord, before my mouth ; keep the door of m2 

lips"—(Psmat call. 3). 

V
UMBLED with a sense of failure, 

Lord, I come to Thee to-day; 
I have uttered in a moment 

Words a Christian should not say. 

Unkind words concerning others ; 
Thoughtless words, but sharp and keen 

Random words, in mirth repeated, 
Hitting at a mark unseen I 

Lord, I cannot now unsay them, 
Words are such mysterious things ; 

Once escaped, they circle ever 
To and fro on subtle wings. 

Nevermore they seek an entrance 
Into our poor lips again ; 

But are bearing hither, thither, 
Good or evil, joy or pain. 

Guard my lips, Lord, for the future, 
May I not again deplore 

Such a catalogue of sorrow— 
Holy Saviour, " keep the door !" 

Send, oh, send Thy Holy Spirit ! 
Cleanse my thoughts, and make them Thine ; 

Then the words that I shall utter 
Will be winged by power Divine ! 

CHARLOTTE MURRAY. 

" Set 



For Christ, or the World ? 
S I grow older, as a parent my views 
are changing fast as to the degree of 

conformity to this world which we should 
allow to our children. I am horror-struck 
to count up the profligate children of pious 
persons, and even ministers. The door at 
which these influences enter which counter-
vail parental instruction and influence, I am 
persuaded, is, yielding to the ways of good 
society ; by dress, books, and amusements, 
an atmosphere is formed which is not 
Christianity. More than ever do I feel that 
our families must stand in a kind but deter-
mined opposition to the fashions of the 
world, breasting the waves like the Eddy-
stone Lighthouse. And I have found 
nothing yet which requires more courage 
and independence than to rise even a little 
but decidedly above the par of the religious 
world around us. Surely the way in which 
we commonly go on is not the way of self-
denial and sacrifice and cross-bearing which 
the New Testament talks of. Our slender 
influence on the circle of our friends is often 
to be traced to our leaving so little differ-
ence between us.—Dr. J. TV. Alexander. 

An Unanswerable Question. 
ANY years ago a Welsh minister, a 
man of God, beginning his sermon, 

leaned over the pulpit, and said with a 
solemn air, " Friends, I have a question to 
ask. I cannot answer it. You cannot 
answer it. If an angel from Heaven were 
here he could not answer it. If a devil 
from hell were here he could not answer it !" 
Death-like silence reigned. Every eye was 
fixed on the speaker. He proceeded :--
" The question is this, How shall we escape, 
if we neglect so great salvation ?" 

"He that refuseth reproof erreth" (1)  ROVERBS X. 17). 	87 

The Rule of Life. 
HOUGH Christ takes away our sins 
by His Cross, and covers our disobedi- 
ence by His righteousness, and offers 

to our weakness His helping hand through 
thith, still He accords to His disciples no 
lower type of religion than that which He 
Himself illustrated, no lower rule of life 
than that which He Himself observed. 
Nay, rather did He put new life and em-
phasis into the fundamental law of the 
Decalogue as the law of His own kingdom. 
For He compresses the ten commandments 
into that one rule of holy obedience and 
consecration which He pressed home upon 
the heart when He said,— 

" Thou shalt lave the Lord thy God with 
all thy heart, and soul, and mind, and 
strength, and thy neighbour as thyself." 

beeper than this we cannot go for a 
foundation of religion ; higher than this 
we cannot rise for a standard of life ; noth-
ing broader, fuller, more complete and final 
can we have as a spirit and rule of consecra-
tion. It is the most spiritual conception 
or religion that the philosopher can form, 
and at the same time the most simple and 
practical rule of piety that can be given to 
a child. This principle, settled within the 
soul as the one aim and law of its life, is 
the good treasure of the heart, out of which 
all good things are brought forth. 

THE Christian who prays for grace, for 
holiness, while all the while he is living so 
as to frustrate all these prayers, is sowing 
among thorns. 

is sins proceed they ever multiply; like 
figures in arithmetic, the last stands for 
more than all that went before it. 



88 	"Repent ye therefore and be converted" ( A ‘....CTS III. 19). 

God's Accounts. 
N infidel boasted that his two acres of 
" Sunday corn," on which all the work 
had been done on Sundays, and which 

yielded seventy bushels to the acre, upset 
the Bible idea that Sunday work never 
prospers. The pithy reply was :—" If the 
author of this shallow nonsense had read 
the Bible half as much as he has the works 
of its opponents, he would have known that 
the Great Ruler of the universe does not 
always square up His accounts with man-
kind in the month of October." 

GOD ascribes our trials to Himself, because 
we can get no good out of affliction, no real 
comfort under it, till we view it as sent to 
us from Him. The man of the world re-
gards affliction as " coming forth of the 
dust," and trouble as " springing out of the 
ground." It is when the mind discovers 
God at the very root of its sufferings that 
the soul begins to bethink itself, and the 
heart to soften, and man's proud, rebellious 
spirit to give way. 

WHO WILL HELP ? 
N response to the appeals lately made in our 
columns under the above heading, we have 
received several donations, which have been 

most helpful in assisting the particular cases men-
tioned, as also in supplying grants of our Tracts and 
Periodicals to others where such help was very 
urgently required. For this kind and timely aid we 
return most sincere thanks. One of the clergymen 
whose applications were presented, writes as follows : 
—" August 13, 1880.—Will you kindly convey to my 
unknown benefactors my sincere thanks? If they 
knew the preciousness of the gift in such a large, 
poor, and degraded parish as mine, their hearts 
would indeed rejoice. But the seed needs both sun-
shine and showers ; and the poorer the soil, the more  

important are these blessed influences. Prayer 
brings every blessing from above. The kind donors 
are humbly asked to plead with the Holy Spirit of 
God to bless the seed which they have sent." We 
know that several parcels of papers forwarded by 
private friends were accompanied by special prayer 
for the Divine blessing on their distribution in this 
particular parish; and we are hopeful that the efforts 
to introduce spiritual light into many a dark home 
and dark heart by such means will not be in vain. 
Truly we need prayer as well as provender for the 
moral destitution existing all around us,—prayer for 
the sowers as well as upon the seed, that they may be 
guided of God to speak wisely and kindly, and that 
He would be pleased to give them many tokens of 
His blessing their work. Will our readers help in 
this way also 
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FLOATING DOWN NIAGARA. 
At first, it was supposed to be 

empty ; no one could imagine that a 
man would expose himself to such 
well-known and imminent danger. 
But a turn in the current showed 
that it was occupied by an Indian, 
who was lying sound asleep at the 
bottom. The spectators were shocked. 

WO or three miles 
above the falls of 
Niagara, an Indian 
canoe was one day 
observed floating 
quietly along, with 
its paddle upon its 
side. 

 
 

No. 283.—Da,EMBER, 13s0.) 

 

GliorniLY, ONE iLusrelmr. 



90 	 " Arise, call upon thy God " (JoxAu I. 6). 

They shouted to the man, to rouse 
him from his danger, but he did not 
hear ; again and again they united 
in cries of alarm, but he was deaf 
to their warning. 

It chanced that the current, which 
was now hurrying along with in-
creased speed as it neared the fatal 
precipice, drove the little boat against 
a point of rock with such violence, 
that it was whirled round and round 
several times. 

" He's safe ! he's safe ! " cried the 
spectators joyfully; "the man is safe; 
that shock must wake him." 

But alas! no. Fatigue, or perhaps 
intoxication, had so oppressed his 
senses, that it seemed more like 
death than sleep that held him. 

It was indeed the sleep of death. 
All hope was gone; and they hurried 
along the bank in horror to see the 
end. It soon came ; for the torrent 
was now rolling so rapidly, that they 
could scarcely keep pace with the 
moving boat. At length the roar of 
the water, which had been hitherto 
almost muffled within the high 
banks, was borne towards them by 
a sudden change of the wind with 
awful distinctness. This dreadful 
noise, with which the Indian's ear 
was familiar, did at last arouse him. 
He was seen to start up, and snatch 
his paddle. But it was too late. 

The dunning sound, which had 
roused him from sleep, told him at 
the same time that it was in vain 
now to strive for safety by rowing. 

Nor, indeed, had he time to try. 
Upright as he stood, he was carried 
over the awful precipice ; and the 
boat and its occupant were seen no 
more. 

Floating asleep down Niagara! 
Hurrying faster and faster to certain 
death, and dreaming all the while of 
rest and security ! But was this after 
all so sad a sight, as that of a sinner 
floating asleep down the stream of 
time that is bearing him to eternal 
woe ? "Awake, thou that sleepest:" 
is the call of Divine mercy. There is 
time to escape, if a man will but 
awake. " Turn ye, turn ye ; for why 
will ye die ?" are other words of the 
same compassionate God. There is 
time still to turn from sin to God. 
Almost too late indeed, but not too 
late yet, as long as a man is in this 
world, where Jesus died, and where 
His blood is crying for pardon and 
life to every returning soul. 

READER ! are you asleep or awake' 
Escape for thy life ! Flee to Christ, 
and be safe ! 

OPPORTUNITY is the flower of time ; and as 
the stalk  may remain when the flower is 
cut off, so time may remain with us when 
opportunity is gone. 



" Thou, Lord, art high above all the earth" (PSALM xcvu. 9). 91 

A Closing Praise Hymn for 1880. 
Y praise, 0 Lord, mounteth up to Heaven 

For the death Thou didst die for Me ; 
For strength vouchsafed, and for sins forgiven, 

For the life that I live in Thee ! 

I thank Thee, too, for the care Thou takest 
Concerning my faith each day ; 

For "pastures green " that for me Thou makest, 
For the clouds Thou dost clear away ! 

For dear ones gathered at Home in glory, 
Who have finished earth's " little while," 

And are reading their much loved " Old, old story," 
In the light of their Saviour's smile. 

For present friends, and their kindly faces; 
For the little ones, here and there ; 

For home's sweet joys, with its hallowed places; 
For Thine own Holy House of prayer; 

For this year's joy, and for all its sorrow: 
Yes; I praise not for joy alone : 

For stormy nights brought a fair to-morrow, 
Alla Thy stars in the darkness shone! 

CHARD rrf 	LMAY. 

THE day is coming when those exhibitions 
of God's goodness and severity shall be, as 
it were, lost sight of and forgotten in the 
presence of a new, and, to many souls, an 
unexpected demonstration ; when they who 
shall have sinned on to the verge of life, 
refusing to believe in God's severity, as 
something inconsistent with His goodness, 
shall be made to see both stare them in the 
face with terrible distress,—His goodness, 
embodied in the Saviour whom they have 
rejected, and on whose blood they have 
trampled,—His severity, in that derided 
hell, which they regarded as a phantom, and 
from which they would not let Him save 
them.--J. A. Alexander. 

" THY WORD 
have I hid in mine heart, 

that I might not 

SIN AGAINST THEE," 

(PSALM exix. 11.) 

Works Bear Witness. 
HAT was a most significant and sugges-
tive inquiry which was made recently 

by one member of the Nova Scotia Parlia-
ment of another, during a discussion on the 
Temperance question. 

Mr. Ford, of Queen's County, alluded to 
a member of one of the families in the 
province, who had lately died, and been 
buried in a pauper's grave, in consequence 
of being addicted to the use of intoxicating 
liquors, and said that such an instance was 
" a temperance lecture in a nut-shell." 

Mr. Pugh, a member from Halifax, im-
mediately rose to oppose Mr. Ford, and 
stated that he was himself a liquor-seller, 
and that the business was just as honourable 
and legitimate as that of a carriage-builder. 

Mr. Ford promptly responded, and said, 
" I build carriages, and when I turn out a 
fine waggon and put it to rolling along the 
street, I say ' That is my work.' I would 
ask the honourable member from Halifax if 
he is proud of his work as he sees it rolling 
along the street ?" 

Mr. Ford's query is also " a temperance 
lecture in a nut-shell." 



92 	"Ye that love the Lord, hate evil" (PSALM XCVII. 10). 

FAMILY PRAYER. 
ANY a child can trace its salvation to 
a father's or mother's prayers. When 
your little ones are dying, then you 

think about their souls. Why, then, do 
you not talk to them about their souls when 
they are in health, and while they chatter 
away to you so merrily ? 

Perhaps you do not know all the answers 
that may have been given to your prayers, 
and you do not know all that is going on 
in the hearts of those children you love so 
dearly. Therefore honour God in your 
family. A friend said to me the other day, 
" I have so much more comfort and satis-
faction in my household since I have been 
more faithful in praying with them." 
Crooked things thus become straight, if we 
only oil the wheels of life with prayer. 

Perhaps some of you say, " I am so 
ignorant that it is of no good trying to have 
prayer in our family." You make a mistake 
there. It is not grand words that God 
wants, but honest hearts. God offers you His 
Holy Spirit to help you in your prayers and 
to teach you to pray. Jesus says, " If ye 
then being evil, know how to give good 
gifts unto your children, how much more 
shall your Heavectly Father give the Holy 
Spirit to them that ask Him ?" Ask God 
for the help of His Holy Spirit, and you 
will find that it is far better than all the 
help that any man can give you. 

WORLDLY friendship is like our shadows ; 
while we walk in sunshine it sticks close 
to us, but the moment we enter the shade 
it deserts us. 
THE grand old Book of God still stands ; 
and this old earth, the more its leaves are 
turned over and pondered, the more it will 
sustain and illustrate the sacred Word. 

Remembered Years. 
" I will remember the years of the right hand of the Most High " 

—(PsAut lxxvii. 10). 
-Cm') 

ORGET them not, thou aged saint of God, 
Forget them not, those golden years of grace: 

Let not a hoary winter o'er the sod 
Spread its cold pinions, hiding each fair trace. 

'Tis true, the flowers have faded ; yet, thy heart 
Still hides the memory germs, to blossom soon 

In grateful praise, where the new life shall start, 
Beneath the Sun of Heaven's eternal neon. 

The years of His right hand—His ruling hand, 
That governed all things for thy lasting good ; 

His guiding hand, that to the promised land 
Hath led thee on through famine and through flood. 

The years of His right hand—as, looking back, 
What tender patience, and what faithful love, 

What constant care, have marked thy devious track, 
On either side, behind, before, above ! 

'Tis true, there have been changes. Said He not 
It should be so ? that winter should be thine 

As well as summer's heat :—that on thy lot 
Clouds should arise as well as sunbeams shine? 

But if the flowers of spring have passed away, 
Has not fair summer brought a brighter bloom 1 

Or if rich autumn hastened to decay, 
Rose not a spring from out the winter's tomb 

Changes have given the very flowers they snatched, 
Till thou hast learned in every change to see 

A step to a return : for life thus watched 
Will ever give the gift it takes from thee. 

It shall be so again. Death is a change ; 
Life's winter ended in eternal spring; 

Restoring thee thy pleasures' widest range, 
Where fadeless blossoms bud and songsters sing. 

With all their changes, aged one, recall 
The years of His right hand, the years of grace : 

And though again thou see the sere leaf fall, 
With praising heart His loving hand still trace. 

WILLIAM LITF. 

IF we would stand, Christ must be our 
foundation ; if we would be safe, Christ 
must be our sanctuary. 



" The end of all things is at hand" PETER IV. 7). 	93 

" MAKE SURE TO-DAY!" 
VT was an old churchyard, close by the sea, 

and all around were the graves of sailors 
and fishermen of the generations past. Not 
a few had come to an untimely end through 
the stormy tempest, but their bodies had 
been recovered from the deep, and were 
lying here to await the resurrection morn. 

On the tombstone of one I read words 
that came home to me with double power, 
from the fact that so many lying around had 
been suddenly cut off, and I could not but 
fear that many must have been unprepared 
for the change. The words were these:— 

"'To-morrow I will 
better live,' 

Is not for man to 
say: 

To-morrow can no 
surety give—

The wise make 
sure to-day." 

Ali! it is the old 
story:" To-morrow 
—to-morrow!" 
This fatal " to-
morrow " is the 
great destroyer of 
souls. To-day I 
am young; to-day I am full of work; to-day 
the cares of business engross me ; to-day a 
young family fills my hands and keeps me 
back. But I will leave it awhile. To-
morrow,—next week,—next year,—it will 
be different. I will then begin a new life. 
I will turn over a new leaf. To-morrow I 
will begin to seek the Lord, and to read 
His Word, and all shall be well. 

Here is the guile of the old serpent ; 
here is the craft and deceit that draws the 
soul along the broad way, until the gate of 
mercy is shut for ever. 

Think how many " to-morrows " have 
come and gone, and are you a whit nearer ? 
Have you taken one forward step ? Are 
you more disposed to forsake sin and to 
live to God ? Are your duties and cares 
less than they were a year or two years 
ago ? Nay, be honest with yourself ; you 
know you are not. It is just the other 
way. The claim of the world holds you 
firm. Heavenly things seem more distant 
and shadowy. The heart is less impressible. 
The conscience is less tender. 

Think how you are then beguiling your-
self, whilst your 
danger is increas-
ing and your day 
of grace may be 
nearly over. Be-
sides, you may 
never have a " to-
morrow." Ere it 
comes, you may 
receive a summons 
which you cannot 
resist. 

"MAKE SURE TO-DAY!" 

But you ask, " How can I make sure ? 
It is what I desire. I wish to have a sure 
hope. I wish to be safe, and to have peace 
with God. I wish to be ready to meet 
death whenever it may come. I wish to be 
prepared for Christ's coming. But, tell me 
--how can this be ? What must I do to 
obtain eternal life ? " 

There is only one way., You have 
sinned, but Jesus has died. You have 
broken the law, but Jesus has paid the 
penalty. You have no merit or goodness 
whatever, but Jesus is infinitely worthy. 
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You have no claim on God's favour, but 
Christ will plead for those who trust in 
Him, and His plea can never be rejected. 
Therefore you must take your right place 
—a sinner deserving to die, and put Christ 
in His right place—the one foundation and 
resting-place of your soul—your only hope 
of salvation, your Refuge, your Hiding-
place, your Shield, your Saviour, your 
Righteousness—your all. Commit your 
soul entirely to Christ. Through the 
Spirit's grace cast yourself without the 
least reserve upon Him. You have nothing, 
but He has everything; you can do nothing, 
but He can do everything in you and for 
you. Therefore, humbly trust in Him, and 
doubt not that He will receive you and 
save • you to the uttermost. His word of 
promise is sure and unchangeable. Never 
since the world began has Christ dis-
appointed a soul that has rested on Him, 
and He never will.—Rev. G. Everard, 
1lL A.. Wolverhamptop. 

The Day of Salvation. 

C
OWILT- OW often we delight ourselves with _El 
hopes, and distress ourselves with 

fears concerning the time to come. We 
think of the day of death, of the day of 
judgment, with their mighty issues, and 
inquire, How shall it be with us in that day? 
There is a far more important question :— 

How is it with us now ? 

Our future is decided by our present. What 
we desire to be hereafter we may be now. 
Do we wish to be saved in the day of judg-
ment ? Undoubtedly we do. But if we 
do, our only reasonable way of securing our 
desire is to be saved to-day. Right here, in 

this present moment, in this present hour, 
God calls on us to settle the question of 
salvation for eternity. We need not be 
anxious about the dying bed. We need not 
inquire curiously, " How shall it fare with 
us when the Judge of quick and dead ap-
pears ?" The great question is,— 

How is it with us to-day ? 
Are we saved, or are we lost ? Are we in 
the ark of God, or are we without, awaiting 
the storm of vengeance that shall burst upon 
the world ? A life of sin brings a death of 
sorrow ; while if we to-day know and serve 
the Lord, we shall have boldness in the day 
of judgment, and no fear shall assail us 
there. Let us see to it that this question 
is rightly settled, and settled to-clay, and 
settled as we shall wish it to be settled 
when we come to stand face to face with 
the judgment-day, and the Judge of quick 
and dead. " Behold, now is the accepted 
time ; behold, now is the day of salvation." 
—The Safeguard. 

THERE are three things which the true 
Christian desires with respect to sin : justi-
fication, that it may not condemn ; sanctifi-
cation, that it may not reign ; and glorifica-
tion, that it may not be. 

WHEN a criminal is convicted of crime in 
China, and is to be executed, the name of 
his crime is written upon a slip of paper, 
which is fastened to a piece of bamboo 
stuck in his hair that all may see it. How 
would mankind appear with all their sins 
against God thus exposed to public view ? 

THE diamond fallen into the dirt is not the 
less precious, and the dust raised by high 
winds to Heaven is not the less vile.—
Persian. Proverb. 
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"The Son ofman came 
not to be ministered unto, 
but to minister, and to 
give His life a ransom 

"Thou, 0 Lord, remainest for ever" (LAMENTATIONS v. 19). 95 

Nature and God. 
HERE are infidels who do not believe 
in a God who judges, and punishes, 
and afflicts. They believe in Nature, 

and in Nature's laws. 
But what do they gain by the change ? 

Are not " the laws of Nature," as they term 
them, as immutable as those inscribed on 
tables of stone ? Do not fires burn, floods 
overwhelm, waters drown, earthquakes 
swallow up, lightnings blast, tornadoes 
desolate, tempests destroy, sunbeams scorch, 
frosts congeal, diseases waste, pains rack, 
sorrows pierce, and calamities afflict man-
kind ? Are not toil, and labour, and 
hunger, and famine, and pestilence, and all 
the nameless agonies of dying men, in ac-
cordance with " the laws of Nature ?" 
Does not " the God of Nature" do all this ? 
Pray, then, what do men gain by throwing 
away their Bibles, which they will not be-
lieve, when they must find the same facts, 
and worse ones, in the Book of Nature, 
where they can neither doubt them nor 
deny them ? The facts will stand. Sceptics 
may deny man's fall, but they cannot 
escape its consequences. They cannot 
argue pain out of their bones, misery out of 
their hearts, nor death out of their families. 
They may deny that God has cursed the 
ground, but they cannot rid themselves of 
thorns and thistles, with all their arguing 
and with all their unbelief. And sorrow, 
and guilt, and condemnation, will follow 
them, in spite of all their doubts and scep-
tical objections. What then do they gain 
by their efforts to get rid of God ? 

They gain just this : they put away the 
chastisement of a Father, and fling them-
selves amid the revolving gearings of an 
Almighty Machine that crushes them in  

the dust, and then grinds them to powder. 
They have the same facts they had before, 
with no possible relief from them. They 
retain every trouble, and reject every 
consolation. They have the same realities 
of sin, and sorrow, and penalty ; they have 
only blotted out mercy, made penitence 
vain, and forgiveness and peace impossible. 
They have kept the disease, and flung away 
the remedy. 

Let then the infidel  glory in the fact that 
he has preserved his death-warrant, and 
burned up his pardon that might have can-
celled it ; that he has kept every sorrow of 
earth, and rejected every joy of Heaven ;—
but let the Christian rather rejoice that he 
possesses every real blessing of which the 
ungodly man can boast, and, added to them 
all, he has the presence of a Divine Father, 
and the sympathy of an Almighty Friend, 
who, while He reproves in righteousness 
and punishes in justice, yet pardons with 
such infinite and compassionate love, that 
the heart of the penitent turns with tears 
to Him as the only Saviour, saying, 
" THERE IS FORGIVENESS WITH THEE, 
THAT THOU MAYEST BE FEARED."- The 
Armoury. 
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Sitting Down with Jesus. 
444 E commanded the multitude to sit 

down " (Matthew xiv. 19). They do 
so, in long lines, upon the verdant grass. 
He takes the five loaves and the two fishes 
out of the rustic lad's basket, and begins to 
distribute. The meagre provision grows, 
and grows, until not only are all the 
thousands abundantly fed, but there is a 
surplus of broken food to fill a dozen 
baskets. 

There is something akin to this in our 
spiritual experiences. We often worry, 
like the disciples, about the best means of 
feeding our own souls, or of bringing the 
Gospel bread to needy souls around us. 
We invent new methods ; we try all 
manner of devices ; we get up " attrac-
tions " in the sanctuary and the Sabbath-
school ; we go into all sorts of " villages to 
buy." Oh ! if we would only sit down 
with Jesus, and accept what He bestows, 
with His rich blessing on it ! 

The transcendent truth of the new birth 
was revealed to Nicodemus when he sat as 
an inquirer at the Saviour's feet. The 
woman of Sychar found the well of salva-
tion only by waiting to be taught by the 
great Teacher.. The most zealous worker 
needs to have instruction, prayer, reflection, 
and heart converse with God, or else he 
will become superficial and shallow. Like 
Mary, he must sit down with Jesus, and 
gain deep views of Jesus and himself 
— Ct ykr. 

ALL the preaching of those who are called 
to preach, and all the praying of those who 
are called to pray, will never convert or 
sanctify a soul without the aid of the quick-
ening and sanctifying Spirit of God. 

DEATH removes the shutters from the win-
dows of the soul. Why should we dread 
his coming, since his work is to let air and 
light into rooms which are now dark and 
suffocating ? 
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