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JACl{'S CONFESSION. 
TWO SCENES IN A VILLAGE SCH'OOLROOM. 

£EJBHE village school had ju�t been 
�'( opened for the day, when a 
loud knock was heard, which caused 
the master to leave his desk and 
hasten to the door. Without waiting 
to be invited, Farmer Gray, whose 
garaen-wall adjoined the playground 
stepped inside the door, 1ooking 
very angry, -and said to the master, 
"Some of your boys have been 
throwing snowballs_ over the wall, 
and have broken several panes of 
glass in my green-house. I have 
come to find out who did it, for I 
mean to have them brought to jus
tice for it." The school-master 
turned to the boys, and said, "You 
hear Mr. Gray's complaint, boys. 
He wants to know who it was that 
broke his glass." The biggest boys 
sitting in the seat next the door 
hung th_eir heads, but not a word 
was uttered by any of them. "A 
conspiracy of silence," said the far
mer angrily, '' but you may be sur� 
your sin will find you out." "Come 
boys, tell who did it," said the mas
ter, "otherwise the whole class will 
be held as . guilty.',. As the last 
words fell from his lips, a boy rose, 
and walking into the floor, stood up 
opposite the master's desk. The 
eyes of the whole school were fixed 
upon him, and a murmer of aston
ishment ran through the seat of 

elder boys. Jack raised his frank 
and open face to the master, and 
softly said, "Please sir, we ·were all 
throwing snowballs, and it is impos
sible to say who threw the balls that 
broke Mr. Gray's glass. I threw 
the first ball, and showed the rest a 
bad example. I am very sorry that 
I did so, and wish the whole blame 
to be laid upon me." There was 
something so straightforward and 
noble about Jack's confession that 
Farmer Gray was fairly di�armed, 
and nodding to the school-mas_ter 
said, "We will say no more about it 
this time, but I hope no more snow
balls will come over my ga,rden
wall." This closed the incident, 
although Jack's honest confession 
was not forgotten in the school for 
many a day. 

Ten years had passed away. It 
was Sunday night, and the village 
school-room was filling fast for the 
evening Gospel service. Unusual 
interest was manifest, and a large 
number of the villagers present, 
owing to an announcement appear
ing on the walls, that a young man; 
a native of the village, who had been 
converted to God would address the 
meeting. Such announcements were 
very rare in these parts, so the 
people's curiosity was aroused, and 
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long before the hour, the school was 
filled. Among others, farmer Gray, 
and the old schoolmaster were seated 
side by side on the front seat. The 
preache·r was Jack, now a tall young 
man, filling a position of trust in a 
city warehouse. He had come to 
his native village to confess Jesus 
Christ, and to tell what the Lord 
had done for his soul. Simply, 
faithfully, and definitely he told the 
story of redeeming love, and finish
ed by relating his conversion. At 
tne close farmer Gray and the 
school-master shook his hand warmly, 
and both declared how greatly they 
had been blessed by the Word 
�poken, and earnestly asked him to 
come again. For many a night 
after that, the village school-room was 
the scene of a glorious work of 
grace; old and young were saved, 
and the most remarkable of all the 
conversions, were those of farmer 
Gray and the aged schoolmaster. It 
was a grand sight when these two 
well-known worthies, who had lived 
in that parish for thirty years, stood 
up in the village school-room, crowd
ed with old and young, to tell how 
God awakened them to a sense of 
their need through the word spoken 
by Jack that first Sunday night, and 
how they were led to Christ to find 
in Him forgiveness, life and salva
tion. Have you owned yourself a 
sinner, and received Christ? 

A Story of Sedan. 

�N the battle-field of Sedan may 
� be seen on a modest stone 
inscribed these words in French-

' 

" He asked life of Thee, and 
Thou gavest it him, even length of

-· I days for ever and ever" (Psalm xxi. 
4 )· The stone was erected by one, 
who was at that time a captain i•n 
the French army. On the night of 
the battle he s·aw a soldier whose 
death was fast approaching. The 
captain asked him if he wished a 
letter written to his mother. The 
soldier answered that he was dying, 
and had no relatives. But, he added, 
"Please take my New Testament 
out of my haversack, and read me

a verse in John xiv., where it speaks 
about peace." The captain did as 
he was asked, and -as he ·read the 
passage, "My peace I give unto 
you," he saw the soldier's face beam
ing with indescribable joy. He was 
deeply touched. 

Before breathing his last, the 
soldier raised himself up and said, 
"Thank you, captain; I have that 
peace ; I am · going to the Sa vi our. 
I need nothing more." Then, point
ing to the New Testament, he added, 
"Keep it; it· has led n1e to Jesus; it 
will lead you to Him also." The wish 
of the dying soldier has been granted. 
That captain has been converted 
and become a devoted Christian. 



A GREAT GRIP. 

WHEN I was a boy, I was skating on 
the ice. It broke, and I fell into the 
river that flowed past our house, and 
was carried right away by the strong 
current. I sank twice, and thought 
I was to be drowned. Strange to 
say, I thought that moment of my 
parents, and what their grief would 
be when they saw my dead body 
carried in to them. I could do 
nothing to save myself. As I was 
carried along, sometimes under 
water, sometimes above, I caught a 
glance of a bridge not far off, and 
wondered if any one there had seen 
my danger. Just as I reached the 
bridge, I saw a man's hand stretched 
down from above, almost, but not 
quite, touching the water. I knew 
it was my only chance of deliver
ance, so, as I was passing, I held 
up my arm, and that strong hand 
took such a great grip of me as 1

shall never forget. In a moment I 
was pulled out of the water from 
above, by strength altogether out
side of myself, and found myself 
in the midst of my relatives, 
who had quickly gathered. I often 
use this incident as an illustration 

of how Christ delivers sinners from 
the power of sin and Satan, and 
the current of this present world, 
on which they are being carried 
along with awful haste to an undone 
eternity. The arm of Christ is out
stretched to save sinners, but in 
order to have His power manifested 
in your deliverance, you must allow 
Him to save you. I held out my 
helpless hand, and the strong ma1:1 
grasped it : that showed I was will
ing to be saved, although unable to 
save myself. And when a sinner 
trusts himself to Christ, believing 
the glad tidings of the Gospel of 
God, he proves it to be the power of 
God unto his immediate salvation. 

A QUICK PASSAGE. 
A YOUNG servant maid, who attended 
the preaching of God's Gospel on a 
Sunday evening, wrote a letter the 
following day to the evangelist who 
had been the instrument in leading 
her to the Saviour, asking him to 
give thanks to God for her conver
sion. Before that letter was read, 
she was in eternity. So they gave 
thanks to God for her conversion 
and �afe arrival in paradise together. 



DASHAMMAH THE INDIAN GIRL. 

m.N a Mission School in South
� India, an Indian girl, twelve
years old, heard the story of a
Saviour's love. vVhen she returned

'
1

SHE OJ7TEN READ HER lllOLI!:,11 

to her home, she told her husband 
that the idols which they worshipped 
were false gods, and that she be
lieved on the Lord Jesus Christ as 
her Saviour. Thf\3 enraged him very 
much. He hindered her from going 

back to the Mission School, and 
sent her many miles away into the 
country. She managed to conceal 
a Bible in her cloth, which she often 

read. Soon after this her 
husb�nd died, and his re
latives blamed her for being 
the cause of his death, by. 
being a Christian. They tied 
her to a stake, and threatened 
to burn off her feet unless 
she would renounce Christ, 
and return to idols. Her 
only reply was, "I am a 
Christian." They applied a 
torch to her feet and burnt 
the flesh, until she fainted 
away. They carried her into 
a dark cell and left her there 
unconsc10us. In the night, 
she regained consciousness, 
and groped for the door 
which she found open

) 
she 

made her escape, and went 
off toward the missionary's 
house, creeping part of the 
way on her hands and knees, 
and was welcomed there. 
Dashammah 1s now an 
earnest Bible-woman, spend

ing her time in seeking to lead others 
to Christ, whom she loves and serves. 
Have you, with fewer hindrances 
and many more opportunities, re
ceived and confessed the Lord Jesus 
Christ as your Saviour.? 



FROM GREENLAND'S ICY MOUNTAINS. 

� REENLAND, with its snow- dwellers clad in furs, are part of
� white mountains and fields that "so loved" world which Jesus
of perpetual ice, surrounded by came to save, and to "every creature"
polar seas on which great icebergs in which He commands us to carry
float in silent procession, where the His Gospel, we hear of no bands
midnight sun gleams in the gloomy of devoted Gospellers going forth.
sky on a land of death-like stillness, There are indeed a few-a very
without a tree, or flower, or field of few-who know the name of Jesus
green, is only a fortnight's sail from there, and who seek to make Him
the British Isles. Yet, strange to known to others, but their progress
say, Greenland and its people 1s has been very slow. The pathetic
scarcely known, and certainly story of their devotion, their
less heard of than the privations and sufferings
interior of Africa, and the . •:-;.l-

-_ 
� -�.....:=..; even unto death, as

tribes whose dwelling ·-¥ 
J 

:�-. �. ��ef ;�(fjf-:i_ told in these pages
'p -

,J . � � I ,- / - .;;;_ ��:__� is beneath the equa- _ a ;.·�-��.?_--r-<Jr� • �;,.--= · may call forth prav--��:.!!'7� ..... ;---"t.:�._. ,� J torial sun. The feet ����-- , . ,... ers from Christianof explorers and ��:� < .. · �' hearts, that  Godheralds of the Cross . · - �- ·---�-.a..:-·•---'=' ·11 d fi h
-:-""t:' . 

-
•• �<{, 

� ·u may Stl sen Ort have traversed the  _,,. __ , _ :► , .. _, His glad rnessacre to�eserts of . Africa, and :: __ �-:;,.--::---cc.. these icy regions, �vhosepenetrated its lone forests.�-- =- -;_,/ inhabitants live and die So that they are no longer Rr E � and pass into Eternity with�
represented on our map of Africa, out hearing the name of Him who
by "Unknown Territory" as in our came to seek and to save the lost;
schooldays. Now, we hear of and may it stir up those whose lot
Gospel triumphs among the sable has been to bask beneath the beams
Africans, and of men and women of the Gospel from their childhood's
being constantly landed on its sunny days, but who still neglect or despise
shores, who have gone forth, leaving it, to think how deep is their guilt,
home and kindred, to tell the and how awful will be their doorn,
benighted thousands of "the dark. in comparison with those who have
continent" the story of a Saviour's never known, as they have known
love. But the white lone land which the story of redeeNing love.
girds the North Pole, whose tawny The people of Greenland are
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named Eskimos. They are of a 

tawny colour, short in stature with 
broad flat faces, high cheek bones, 
small dark eyes, and long black 

<"" . ;;,- . ,. 
,. --�.= 

:,; �¢�����?.�'=�' 
�=-��-=-��:�;� 

sists of a tunic of sealskin, with hood 
and long boots of the same material. 
Their food consists of seal, seal-fowl, 
and the flesh of reindeer, raw or 

J. GREENLAND FAMILY OUTSIDR THEIR SUIIIMER HUT. 

straight hair, which the men allow 
to hang loose over their shoulders, 
while the women tie up theirs in a 
high knot behind, decorated by a 
band of sealskin. Their dress con-

cooked. They live in low huts 
during the winter, the walls of which 
are built of turf, lined with skins; 
the roof, branches, or beams, sup
ported by pillars, covered with skins 
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and turf, without door or window. Twenty-five ships full of people 
The entrance is a long passage sailed for the new country, but only 
leading in to the middle of the house, fourteen arrived ; the rest foundered 
which is generally very low-about in the Arctic Seas. These settled on 
fifty feet long by twelve feet wide. the west coast. Others from Iceland 
In this three families live, the apart- and Norway followed them, and it 
men t of each being divided by a low is believed that about the year 990 
part1t1on. Lamps filled with train there must have been several 
oil, burn day and night, and serve thousands of ·dwellers along the 
the double purpose of giving light eastern and western shores. The 
and heat. In this stifling atmosphere event in which we are most interested, 
parents and children live, eat and is the introduction of Christianity 
sleep. \Vhen the snow melts, they which took place in 999. It 
go to live in their summer houses · happened in this way. Leif, a son
which are tents of skin, or turf huts. of Eric the Red, had gone across to 

The early Norway, and 
h i s t o r y o f there met with 

Greenland, in Olaf the Nor-
so far as it is w egian king, 

necessary to who had been 

refer to it here === converted to
may be told in rcenERGs 1N THE ARcT1c sEAs. God in early 
a few words. Gunbicern, the son life, while wandering as an exile. 
of a Norwegian rover, is said to have Returning to his capital from an 
first discovered it in the ninth evangelistic tour with a number of 
centuary, and Eric the Red, son of his helpers, he met Leif with his 
a Norwegian king who was banished pagan companions and at once 
from his country for three years, fled began to tell them of Christ. \Ve 
to Greenland and sojourned there. can well imagine how strange this 
He gave to it the name of "Green- new doctrine would fall upon the 
land," and represented it to the ear of the young pagans who had 
Icelanders whom he wished to entice never heard the Saviour's Name, but 
there to settle, as a land of green such is the power of the Gospel of 
fields with excellent pastures. The God, that Leif and several of his 
simple people believed him, and, companions were converted. After 
like some of later years, thought a short sojourn in Norway, they 
they would find another Eden there. returned to Greenland in the year 
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1 ooo, accompanied by several 
Norwegian missionaries to preach 
to their countrymen the unsearchable 
riches of Christ. How sweet it is 
to think of this young prince and 
his Christian companions, going forth 
with burning hearts among the pagan 
Greenlanders, with the glad tidings 
of salvation! How many weary 
hearts were thus led to the Great 
Rest•giver, the day will declare, but 
we are told by historians that such 
was the change wrought amongst 
the people, that Eric the king, fearing . 
they would no longer obey his pagan 
laws, became very angry, and 
threatened Leif his son with death, 
unless he gave up preaching Christ. 
But this was in1possible. No matter 
whether amid "Greenland's Icy 
Mountains" or in the more civilized 
and favoured cities and villages of 
Europe and America, where Christ 
is so loved, His Name will be spread 
abroad. Need we wonder when we 
learn that a few years later, Eric 
himself was converted. By this time 
over three hundred vilJages had 
sprung up, and in most or all of 

them, plain buildings were erected 

for. the preaching of the Gospel and 
the worship of God. So far as can 
be gathered from ancient history, the 
Gospel had been preached in sim
plicity up till this time, and those 
who believed it, went on making it 
known to others. But the tidings 

of this work in the far north reached 
Rome, and the Pope appointed 
Arnold as the bishop of Greenland 
in 112 r. Then large Churches 
were built, the ruins of which in 
some cases remain, and no doubt 
the simplicity of their early faith was 
to a great extent obscured by 
tradition. For over two hundred 
years, things seem to have gone on 
peacefully, until a horde of wild 
pagans bearing the name of Skrrell
ings, swept down upon the peaceful 
villages along the coast, and utterly 
destroyed them. No one can tell if 
any of the Lord'� witnesses survived. 
A hope was long entertained that 
some might be carried captive, and 
like "a little captive maid" of olden 
time, there make known the Name 
of their God and His Christ in these 
dark places of the earth. But with 
this sad calamity, the history of the 
Gospel's progress in Greenland is 
lost for centuries, until God aroused 
the interest of a true and faithful 
servant of His, whose lot was to 
again unfurl the banner of the Cross 
on the lonely shores of Greenland. 

This was Hans Edge, a devoted 
young Swedish evangelist, whose 
privations and labours among the 
Eskimos, I hope to tell you of, as he 
sought to lead them to Jesus the 
Saviour of sinners, whom you need 
as your own personal Saviour, as 
surely as the dwellers of Greenland. 



FIRESIDE TALKS VvITH CONVERTED SCHOOLBOYS. 

A THE R a
round the fire 
my lads, and 
l½t us have half
a n-hour's talk
together. Let
us be thankful
that we have a

covert  f rom the 
storm that rages 
without, and more 
thankful still, for a 
shelter from '' the 
wrath to come." 

"You all profes_s to be saved I 
hear. Are you all truly converted?" 

A look along the semi-circle of 
ten bright boys-then a hearty 
"Yes, sir, all saved." 

'' Praise the Lord for that. It's 
truly grand to he saved in the 
golden days of youth; to be openly 
and boldly on the Lord's side; 
witnesses, walkers, workers, and 
warriors in the kingdom of God. 
I know a number of converted 
schoolboys, and some of their trials 
and triumphs too. No doubt some 
of you find it pretty hard lines to 
be at school, surrounded by uncon
verted schoolmates, with temptations 
on every side. I know well what it 
means, but what I want to put be
fore you to-night is, that the Lord 
is stronger than all your foes, and 
able to keep you happy and whole-

hearted for Him, even at school. 
In the face of all this, do you 

think there is any fear of you being 
overcome? Not one bit, so long as 
you trust in Christ and cleave to 
Him. He will not fail you, He will 
not forsake you. You may count 
upon Him giving yoti the victory. 
But mind this is not to make you 
self-confident or careless. If you 
put yourself foolishly into the way 
of temptation, or mix up with un
godly company, He has not promised 
to ke�p you then. Never try how 
near you can walk to sin, or how far 
you can go with those who serve the 
devil. Give them a wide berth. 
Stand out clear for Christ. Confess 
Him as your Lord everywhere, and 
always. Never shrink from openly 
confessing His name. Never shirk 
the Cross. The truly happy Chris
tian boy is the out-and-out disciple 
of Christ. Here is a motto text for 

each of you for 
the year. Hang 
it up beside your 
bed; have a look 
at it every morn
ing as you go 

out for the day. 
Think of it during 
its busy hours, and 
l ie down on it
as your pillow at

night, singing praise to God. 



WE begin our journey in 1896 by wishing 
all our readers in every land . . 
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and would assure them that such it will be, 
if they begin it IN CHRIST. There is no 
other way of true happiness here or here
after. So if you want to have genuine 
satisfaction and real happiness throughout 
1896 begin it with Christ. If you are yet 
unsaved, receive Him as your personal 
Saviour. If saved, make Christ your object, 
and own Him as your Lord. Then your 
days will be full of brightness, joy and 
peace. We are delighted to hear of bands 
of happy young Christian workers, all born 
again-going forth on the Master's errands 
to needy places. Here are a few of them. 

A SEWING CLASS OF BORN AGAIN 
GIRLS.-" Ten of us meet o!le night a 
week, and sew garments for Indian and 
AfricaJ} children. One made some pretty 
Texts, another made a rug for the hall. 
One reading the· Word while the rest 
sewed, so there was no gossip." 

THE TRAC:T DISTRIBUTING BAND.
Hundreds of bright young workers have 
been diligently "sowing the seed " during 
the winter months, in towns, visitinci courts, 
alleys, back streets, and houses where the 
Glad Tidings are never heard, leaving a 
Gospel Message in every house. We hope 
to hear of more good work during the 
early months of 1896. We have prepared 
a neat "Floral Motto Card" with Hints to 
Traer Distributors. One for each Distrib
utor will be sent post free. Say how many 
you require at once. 

TEXTS AND PRESENTS POR HOSPITAL 
CHILDREN.-We heartily thank all who 
have remembered the sick and suffering 
children, and sent nice Text Cards, Sewed 
Book Marks, and little presents. These 
have been carefully arranged, and sent to 
sick and suffering boys and girls in three 
Children's Homes and Hospitals. You 
will hear something more of them shortly. 

WHAT A SUNDAY SCHOOL TEACHER IN

CANADA SAYS.-" It is now over 12 years 
since we had The Young Watchman in our 
School here, and I can say, that since the 
very first number came, it has been a 
message from God, and a channel of bless
ing to many. Our young' folks are great 
lovers of the Watchman, and watch for it 
eagerly, and many who were boys and 
girls when it first came, and are now men 
and women, have as much interest in it as 
ever. May it long maintain its clear, 
decided ring, and have an increased circu
lation far and near." 

A BIBLE-SEARCHER'S LETTER.
Dear Mr. Editor, 

My brother and I have had some 
happy evenings, searching for answers to 
your Bible Questions. They are not easily 
found. Of course you meant them to give 
us some work. I like this sort of evening 
employment ; it is good, and helps \tS to 
become better acquainted with God's Book. 
When I was converted, only about twelve 
months ago, I scarcely knew where the 
books of the Bible were. 'Bible-Search
ing ' has t�ltght me, and what is better, the 
precious Texts-one of which we learn 
each day--abide in us. 

Yours in Christ, D. A. B. 

Scheme of Lessons.-New handy design for 
1896

1 
book form, to fix in Bible, carefully selected 

lessons tor children of all ages. Infant Class Lessons, 
and Bible Class subjects given, 2/ per 100. 



LEANING OVER THE WATERFALL; 

Or, "IF HE CALLED ME, I WOULD GO." 

ALKING, on a lovely Summer afternoon, in 
North vVales, we came to the Swallow Water
fall. One of our company told a very sad 
slory about that pretty phcce, which I will 
tell to you. In the year 1873, three sisters 
went on a visit to the Fall. In order to get a 
full view of the splendid scenery, one of the 
three walked close to the edge of a rock over
hanging the Fall, when her foot slipped, and 
in a moment she was dashed from rock to rock 
until she fell into the foaming waters below, 

where her body was found four hours later. 
A sad end this to a summer holiday. One 
thing alone lends to the sad incident a ray 
of brightness. That young girl of nineteen 

was a follower of the Lord Jesus ; 
she was saved by grace, and when 
she was thus suddenly called into 
eternity, she was ready. Only the day 
before, while sitting on the sea-shore 
speaking with her sisters, of the 
Lord Jesus walking on the Sea of 
Galilee, one said to her, "Mary, if

Jesus walked on that water now, 
what would you do?" "lf He called 
me I would go to Him," was the reply. 
And thus He did beckon, and thus 
she did go. Who knows what a 
holiday ramble may lead to? Grand 
it is, reader, to be ready, so that 
come, life or death, all is well. The 
late Miss Havergal wrote on the 
sudden call the following verses-

Leaning over the waterfall 
Only a minute before! 

And then the slip, the helpless call, 
The plunge unheard in the pauseless 

roar 
By the startled watchers on the shore; 

And the feet that stood by the waterfall 
So fair and free, 
Are standing w£th Chn'st, by the Crys

tal Sea. 

Leaning over the waterfall I 
What if your feet had slipped? 

Never a moment of power to call, 
Never a hand in time to save 
From the terrible rush of the ruthless 

wave I 
Hearken I would it be ill or well 

If th us ;1oie fell ? 
Hearken! would it be Hl!:AVEN or 

. II ELL? 





THE SCOTTISH STUDENTS ; or, A Night of Decision. 

�At;L�NG the sha�ed av�nue of a 
� great American city, two 
young medical students walked, 
chatting freely together. Both had 
left their Scottish home the same 
day, and come out to the Far West 
to push their way in the world. 
They parted at the. corner of the 
t!,Venue, taking different ways, with 
an arrangement to meet again that 
evening, and attend a theatre in the 
city. Alas, that young men, who 
once knew the restraints of a Christ
ian home, should, when they get 
from under their ·parents' eyes, rush 
into the crowd, which cruslies along 
through folly and shame, to death 
and hell. Yet such is the sinner 
unsaved and without Christ, a willing 
slave of Satan, whom neither fair 
promises nor early restraints, can 
keep from following the devices of 
his own heart. 

After tea, Herbert sat in his room 
alone, scanning the pages of a book, 
when the postman's knock was· 
heard, and a letter handed in. It 
bore the postmark of his native 
village in Scotland, but was not in 
his father's familiar handwriting. 
Hastily opening it with a trembling 
hand, he read the startling news, 
tnat within a few days of each other, 
his beloved and godly father and 
mother had entered Eternity, and 
that in consequence, he would have 

to return to Scotland immediately. 
He laid the letter on the table and 
fainted away. His landlady, wishing 
to know his arrangements for the 
evening, knocked at the door, but 
received no answer. Fearing some
thing was wrong, she entered, and 
seeing him seated in his chair, sup
posed he was asleep. Curiosity 
caused her to lift a piece of paper 
from the floor, w·hich was the letter 
Herbert had just received-a short 
but terrible message. of six lines. 
Glancing at him, she saw his face 
was deadly pale, and fearing he was 
ill, she was about to rush out for 
help, when Herbert's companion 
and fellow-student walked in. A 
few minutes brought Herbert back 
to consciousness, but his sorrow 
knew no bounds. Not only had he 
lost both his parents, but the thought 
pierced his heart like a sword, that 
he would never see them again, in 
time, or in Eternity. They had gone 
to Christ: of that he had no doubt, 
but he was bound for another des
tiny. Out of sympathy for his 
bereaved comrade, Herbert's friend 
remained with him for the evening. 
He also was the son of godly par
ents, who yearned for his salvation. 
All that passed between these young 
men that night need not be related 
here, but when they shook hands at 
a late hour, they were both saved. 



THE AGED MINISTER and THE FARMER'S SON; 

Or, CHRIST A PERSONAL SAVIOUR. 

@fa'J..N age<l clergyman sat in his 
)5H study preparing his sermon 
for the following Sunday. He had 
preached in that northern parish for 
over forty years, and so far as ortho
doxy was concerned, nobody could 
find fault with his discourses. Still 

where the graves of many to whom 
he had once preached were green. 
They were in the eternal world. 
Their destiny for eternity was fixed: 
they would hear his voice no more. 
Had he been faithful to them? 
Had he pointeq them to Christ and 

to heaven? These questions 
pressed themselves hard upon 
his spirit. Thus engaged, a 
knock was heard at the door, 
and the servant maid made 
known to her master, that a 
young ma� a furmeis son, a 
member of his church, desired 
to see him. "Send him into 
the study then," said the 
mm1ster. The young man 
walked in, and after the ordi
nary salutations and inquiries 
about the health of friends 
were over, he said, "I hope 
I have not disturbed your 
studies, Mr. B--, but I could 
not help coming up to tell you 

"THE AGED MAN sAT Mus1NG." the good news, that the Lord 
there was no fruit. People came found and saved me last week, when 
to church, heard the sermon, and I was on a visit to a relative in the 
went away just as they came. One South. I have been in .your Bible 
generation passed away, and another Class tor several years, and, as you 
filled their places, but eternal realities know, I lately became a member of 
seemed to have little place in their the church, but I did not see my 
thoughts. As the aged man sat i need of being converted all that t�me. 
musing, he looked out at the window J I'm sure you will be glad to know
of his study, into the church-yard, that now I am the Lord's, and by
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His grace I desire to live for Hirn." 
The aged clergyman was completely 
taken by surprise by this remarkable 
story of the farmer's son. He had 
never had such a vjsitor, or heard 
such a confession all the years he 
had been in that parish. Alas ! he 
knew nothing of being converted 
himself. The doctrine of the Gospel 
he had learned at �ollege, and was 
able to state it in a kind of way to 
his people, but its living, saving 
power, he knew nothing of in his 
own soul. Vvas it any wonder that 
the people who listened to his words, 
were indifferent to the things of God? 
For a moment he sat in silence, 
gazing on the manuscript that lay 
before l'iirn. Then, looking round 
to his visitor, he said in a subdued 
voice, '' Will you tell me, James, how 
all this happened?'' "Yes sir, with 
pleasure," was the young man's reply, 
and then simply, pointedly and clearly 
as only a young believer can, the 
farmer's son related the story of his 
conversion to God, ending with the 
words, "It was the personality of it, 
Mr. B--, that I missed for so long. 
I believed in a general way that Jesus 
died for sinners, but I did not single 
myself out and say, He died for me, 
and through His death, I have life." 

After the young man had gone, 
the aged clergyman sat alone in deep 
thought. The last words of the 
young farmer rang still m his ears. 

"It was the personaliry of it." Was 
it possible that he had preached 
salvation to others, and yet failed to 
accept it for himself? The fact 
began to dawn upon him that it was 
so. He l;lad never personally re
joiced in the knowledge of his own 
salvation as that young man was 
doing. He could not speak as he 
did, definitely and decidedly about 
his "conversion." A great struggle 
followed : the proud will was un
willing to yield to the conviction 
produced by God's Spirit that he 
was unsaved. It was a great descent 
to have to take the place of a lost 
sinner, vile, ungodly and unfit for 
heaven, after preaching forty years. 
But there was no other w�y of it. 
God will not save anybody who 
refuses to take that place. Self
righteousness and pride exclude 
sinners from God's kingdom. ,vho
ever enters it must do s_o by the one 
door, that door through which the 
publicans and sinners entered. The 
aged man sat late, and all that 
transpired is only known to God. 
But at an early hour the following 
morning, he was on his way to the 
farmer's son, to tell him the joyful 
news, that now he knew " the 
personality of it," and could praise 
God for a known and enjoyed 
salvation. The news spread through 
the parish that the minister was 
"converted," some said "gone mad." 



THE AGED MINISTER and THE FARMER'S SON. 17 

The following Sunday they heard 
from his own lips what God had 
done for his soul, and not a few who, 
like himself, religious and well-versed 
in Bible knowledge, but not born of 
God, were aroused from their sleep 
of formality. The day will declare 
the full result. Reader, see that you 

are not one of those who " believe 
everything," but still are without 
Christ You need a personal 
Saviour. You must as an individual 
sinner claim God's Christ and His 
·salvation as yours, otherwise you
shall never see the kingdom of God.
"Ye must be born again."

FOOTPRINTS IN THE SNOW. 

�.N a lone glen in the far North the man with the broken heel-shod 
� of Scotland, during a severe accompanied the officers of justice 
snow-storm the rural postman who to the spot. "Put your foot down 
carried the mail-bag from the village· in the snow beside this foot-print, 
post-office to the railway-station was James," said the detective to the 
attacked in the early morning, and suspected man, which he did, and 
robbed of many valuable letters. A left an imprint on the soft snow 
diligent search was made for the exactly the same as the foot-print of 
thief by the local police, assisted by the robber whose steps they had 
others, but without effect. As the traced about the place. The slight 
search-party was returning, having clue given by that foot-print in the 
given up hope of tracing the perpe- snow, led to the apprehension and 
trator of the dark deed, a detective conviction of the guilty man. He 
who walked behind, laid his hand did not escape, although he hid 
on the shoulder of one of the party, himself among those who were the 
and said," James, will you show me representatives of law and justice. 
the heel of your boot." The aston- So will it be with the sinner; his sin 
ishcd man held up his boot, which n1ust be found out: he must be 
had one of the iron heel-shods partly b�ought to justice and judgment. 
br�ken off. "Let us go back to the Even if he assume_ the Christian 
scene of therobbery"he said," I think 

I 
name, he cannot escape. Reader, 

I have got a clue.'' Rather reluctantly are you prepared for this? 



EARLY PIONEER MISSIONARIES IN GREENLAND. 

�N the early years of the eight
� eenth century, there lived a 
young man with his wife and two 
bright children in a charming little 
island off the Norwegian coast. This 
was Hans Egede, the Swedish evan
gelist. He had left his native land 
to preach the Gospel of Christ to 
the simple fisher folk on these 
shores. His young wife, a faithful ' 
and devoted Christian helprneet, 

\i\Then a lad in Copenhagen, he had 
read a book in the College Library 
telling of the Gospel's early triumphs 
in Greenland, and of the sad disaster 
which befel the colony when the 
Pagan host swept down on the 
peaceful villages along its shores 
and utterly destroyed them. As the 
earnest evangelist's thoughts went 
back to the days of old, when the 
praises of Immanuel's Name were 

sounded abroad in 
Greenland's snow
clad valleys, he won
dered if any voice 
was lifted up there 
to tell of Jesus now, 
and whether any 
feeble remnant of 
the followers of 
Christ remained on 
the far-off shore. 

nurLDING w1NTER HUTS 1N GREENLAND. 0 cc as  ion a 11 y he 
visited among the people, and while heard from traders coming to the 
ever seeking to set Christ and His port, items of news regarding the 
great salvation before them, she , Eskimos on the western shore, but 
spent her days in tending the sick no word to assure him, that the 
and helping the villagers in matters Gospel of Salvation was known 
of daily life. Need we wonder that among them. This lay like a heavy 
a strong attachment existed between burden on his heart, and the con
the people of Vaagen and the two viction began to fasten itself upon 
devoted Christian workers who ha<l him, that God was calling him to go 
come amongst them. Standing on a forth, and preach to the Greenland
little hill behind the village one day, ers the unsearchable riches of Christ. 
looking across the sea, a strange long- For a time he spoke of it to no one,
ing took possession of Egede's mind. until he was sure that it was the call 
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of God. \1/hen at last he did make I wrong. All this severely tried his 
it known, he found but little sym-1 faith and patience, and sent him to 
pathy. His wife did not see how I God in prayer that in His own time, 
they could possibly live in Green- ; a way might be opened whereby the 

A� l!SKIMO l'A�llLV 01' TIIR l'Rl!Sl!NT TIME:. 

land, and pointed to the children 
I 

desire of his heart to go to Green.
growing up around their hearth. , land with the Gospel might be 
The villagers when they became I fulfilled. And God heard His 
aware of it, laughed, and stood aloof ! servant's cry. His wife came to 
from Egede as if his mind had gone I him one day, and expressed her 
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willingness to go. This was a great 3rd of May, 17 2 r, after thirteen 
joy to Egede, but other obstacles years of prnyerful waiting, Egede 
still remained. Although an earnest set sail from Bergen, amid the tear
servant of Christ

) 
he was not free fu l farewells of many who loved him. 

from the trammels and laws of the For a full month, the little vessel 
"church," and· the orders of its tossed on the waves, sometimes 
bishops, who sought to prevent him almost crushed to pieces amid huge 
from going. At last he resigned his icebergs, at other times in blinding 
post at Vaagan, and came to Bergen Arctic snows, in which all reckoning 
with his wife and children to make · of their whereabouts was lost. During 
preparations for the voyage to Green- one of these storms in the midst of 
land. Here hindrances, trials, and crashing icebergs, Egede with hands 
opposition awaited spread forth to 
him. Wars and heaven,knelton the -
national jealousies ��� storm-swept deck,
occupied the pub- '=-� - and prayed before 
lie mind, and few, - �--- the whole crew for
if any, seemed to God's protection 
have one spark and guidance. At 
of sympathy with once the storm 
Egede in his I?is- ceased, the fog 
s10n. But the 

����� --s:::::c::::.-,---
cleared away, and 

t ime was  well they were able to 
employed. Egede PREPAnn-G Fon THE F1s111NG. steer into smooth 
and his little son learned to handle the waters, while songs of thanksgiving 
saw, the plane, and the hammer, and and praise arose from their lips. On 
various other industries, so that they the 3rd July, 1721, two months after 
might be able to help themselves in leaving Bergen, the vessel touched 
the land where they still hoped to go. the \Vestern shore of Greenland, on 
At length the waiting days passed the island of Kangek, where they 
bye; the Lord's full time had come, stepped ashore and began to build a 
and with it the needed means to temporary shelter. They gave the 
build a small vessel on which Egede spot the name of" Hope Island." As 
and his family, with one or two soon as their building operations 
helpers might cross the Arctic Sea were finished, they gathered together 
to Greenland. The little vessel was for a thanksgiving service, when 
name "The Hope" and on the Egede stood up Bible in hand, and 
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read a psalm of thanksgiving, after 
which they all joined in a song of 
praise to the God who had brought 
them safely through stormy seas, to 
the land they had longed to reach 
with the glad tidings of salvation. 
Their faith was now to be tried in 
new circumstances. The country 
was not what they had expected: the 
soil was hard and unfruitful, and 
worst of all, the natives shunned 
them, and refused to allow them to 
enter their huts. They would stand 
and gaze at them in front of their 
dwellings, but when any approach 
was made, they would slink inside 
scowling and muttering. At first it 
seemed that they had no religion of 
any kind, but on forming a better 
acquaintance with the natives, Egede 
found that they had a faint idea of 
a future state; that they acknow
ledged one great Deity, a good spirit 
whom they named '· Torngarsuck," 
who was supposed to dwell in the 
sea. They had certain traditions of 
the Creation, the Flood, and a 
Judgment to come. A set of men 
called " Angekoks" or priests, kept 
thesetraditions incurrency,and claim
ed to be in connection with the spirit 
world, and by revelations, incanta
tions, and charms professed to be 
able to cure disease, ward off acci
dents, and conduct the spirits of 
men after death to the world beyond, 
but not one ray of heavenly light or 

love seemed to be known among 
them. Sin, and its punishment, 
God, and His love, Christ and His 
salvation were unheard of and un
known. Such were the Greenlanders 
at the time that Hans Egede and 
his heroic wife s·et foot among them 
nearly two centuries ago, and with 
the exception of a few bright spots, 
where the light of the Gospel shines, 
such is Greenland and its swarthy 
inhabitants still, a dark benighted 
country, where the light and love of 
the Gospel of Christ are still 
unknown, where one generation 
after another passes on to the great 
Eternity, without even hearing the 
precious Name of Jesus, or the story 
of His saving grace. In common 
with all pioneer missionaries, Egede 
found it very difficult to communicate 
to the ignorant Greenlanders in their 
own language the truths of the Gos
pel. His little son would draw 
pictures of '' The Brazen Serpent," 
and other Bible scenes, holding 
them up before the people, while 
his father tried to set Christ crucified 
before the people, with the few words 
of their language he had picked up. 
Egede moved about an1ong the 
people, who, after a time, learned to 
respect him, and to invite him into 
their filthy huts, which he had often 
to enter on his hands and knees, 
and then sit on the mud-floor amid 
a group of swarthy faces. 



FIRESIDE TALKS VvlTH CONVERTED SCHOOLBOYS. 

No. 2.-ABOUT LOOKING UNTO JESUS. 

� ERE we are again to-night I When the eye gets off Christ, you 
�JI! gathered around the warm quickly go down. You mind Peter 
fireside-" a w'eek's march nearer 
home." I see our '' daily lex�" this 
morning was, "Looking unto Jesus,'' 

and I do not 
think we can do 
better than have 
an evening's talk 
together on that 
grand subject. I 
propose that we 
give each a text 
on the subject, 
and to make a 
start, I give Isa. 
xlv. 2 2-" LooK 

UNTO ME and be ye saved." This 
we may call-

1. The Life Look. It was by
looking away from our sins, our 
feelings and ourselves altogether, 
that we got eternal life and salvati�n, 
when we were sinners. I suppose 
all here have taken this look. Now 

. 

what comes next. Has anyone a 
text to give ? 

2. The Runners' Look. '' Run the
race, looking unto Jesus (Heb. xii. 2 ).

Yes, that's a grand text to start the 
day with, "looking off unto Jesus," 
as the word means: right away from 
everybody, and everything, fixing 
the eye on Him as our Example, 
our Shepherd, our Guide, our Lord. 

walking on the sea. As long as his 
eyes were on Christ, he walked on 
all right, but when he looked at the 
waves rolling beneath his feet, he 
began to sink. And so will you, if 
you get occupied with games, novels, 
senseless books ; or mixed up with 
unsaved companions. Begin, and go 
on, "Looking off unto Jesus." If you 
want to so run the Christian race as 
to gain the crown, you niust.ftx your 
eyes morning by morning on Him, 
and go straight forward. Never 
mind what this one or that one 
says,-men in a race do not stop to 
listen to all that the onlookers have 
to say, but go right on to the goal. 
"So run that ye may obtain." I 
know many young ·1ads who started 
well and went on brightly for a time 
-" Looking unto Jesus," but some
thing else caught their eye, some 
charmer on the wayside, generally 
some worldly pleasure, and they got 
drawn aside. Look on, and keep 
looking and running. Then you will 
be safe. As we sing-
Luoking off unto Jesus I go not astray, 
My eyes are on Hn1, and lIE shews me 

the way; 
The path may seem dark as He leads me 

along, 
But following Jesus I cannot go wrong. 



CORRESPONDENCE, NOTES and JOTTINGS. 

Work for the Master. 

SINCE the New Year was entered, we have 
heard of many noble efforts by bands of 
earnest young Christian workers to spread 
the glqrious Gospel among their fellows. 
May God abundantly bless_ them, and 
encourage others to go forth on the same 
happy work. Here are some jottings from 
their letters-

'' Ten of us took our stand for an hour 
last Saturday night at a street corner, and 
sang Gospel hymns. Then six told their 
conversion, simply and shortly. Hundreds 
listened. We are going again." 

"Ten young Christian girls have taken 
up the visitation of all the houses in the
district round our hall, putting a Gospel 
Messenger with an earnest invitation to 
our Sunday evening meetings on e�ch. 
This has quite filled our hall, and there is 
a real interest aroused." 

Letter from a Young Worker. 

'' It was through reading 'The Young 
Watchman ' that I was led to Christ over 
five years ago, and I have received much 
blessing from the reading of it since then. 
I have had it laid upon my mind lately to 
try and help its circulation by getting 
others to take it monthly, and have got a 
few orders. I would be glad to know if 
you would accept some simple Gospel 
narratives for the 'Watchman,' and strik
ing cases of conversion which I know. 
I enclose one." 

Yours in the Lord, B. W. B. 
BURY ST. EDMONDS, SUFFOLK. 

[Certainly we shall be glad to receive 
them, doubly so from those who have been 
saved through the Gospel presented in 
these pages. We greatly rejoice to hear 
of such cases.] -Ed. 

Notes from our Readers. 

"Thanks for the papers on Greenland, 
I never knew that anybody lived there 
before. These are just the kind of stories 
for our boys reading." 

A FATHER says.-'' I thank God for 
anything sound and solid, especially of a 
distinctly Gospel character, for ;1oung lads 
and working girls. This class are sadly 
unprovided for in general. These stirring, 
interesting, and true stories of Missionary 
Heroes (fifty per cent. better than heroes 
and heroines of novels who never breathed) 
which are appearing in the "Watchman," 
are just the kind of thing we want. I shall 
find great pleasure in increasing my month
ly packet so as to have extra copies to 
distribute." 

ANSWERS TO BIBLE QUESTIONS.-vVe 
have received a very large pile of Answers 
to recent Bible Questions given in the 
"\.Vatchman," which are in the hands of 
exammers. We hope to give the result 
next month. 

Bible Searching Notes. 

A Bible Searcher in Manitoba writes
'' Three of us are finding happy work in 
the evenings, away in this cold country, 
sitting around the fire Bible Searching." 

A SUNDAY SCHOOL TEACHER SAYS,
" The weekly Gospel subject, with the seven 
Memory Texts has been used by my class 
of girls for six successive years, and I 
rejoice to say that many of these precious 
lessons have been used to the conversion 
of scholars, who are now adorning the 
doctrine by a Christian life and walk." 

TheYOUNGvVATCHMAN ANNUAL VoLUME 
nicely bound in Cloth Boards, 1/. A fine 
present for little friends in distant lands. 



THE SENTINEL'S ANSWER; 

Or, THE RIGHT PASSWORD. 

�URING the American War, Mr. 
� George N. Stuart, an earnest 
missionary, had to pass through the 
camp between the lines one night. 
The sentinel challenged him to give 
the password. Mr. Stuart answered 
"Chicago." "Wrong," said the sen
tinel "Go ba�k to headquarters 
and get the right word, it would be 
death to me to let you pass without 
it." In a short time the 
m1ss10nary agam ap
proached the sen
tinel, and again 
the q�estion was 
asked - " What 
1s your pass
word?"" Massa
chusets" was the 
reply and instant
ly the sentinel 
lowered his ri fie, 
and he was allowed 
to pass. Turning to 
the young soldier the mis
sionary said, "You were properly 
anxious about me having the right 
password before you would allow 
me to pass; may I ask now have 
you the right password for heaven?'' 
"Thank God I have, sir," said the 
brave young soldier with a smile
" The Precious Blood of Christ."

Yes, indeed, and there is no other 
password will avail to open the 

pearly gate to you, reader. "Re
ligion" will be of no avail. "Mor
ality" will not let you pass. 
" Churchman " has no weight with 
heaven's sentinels, nor "Dissenter" 
either. · Sinners who trust in these 
and such like, and hope by using 
them to gain a place in heaven, 
will be turned from its portals, out 
intp the outer darkness-the wailing 

of the lost No name but 
Christ's is known in 

heaven; no pass
word is owned ex

cept "The Prec
ious Blood of 
Christ." Is this 
your password, 
reader ? Is it 
by this and this 

• _7 alone, that you
expect to enter 

heaven? Do not 
make the fatal, yet alas, 

common mistake, of add
mg to the '' Precious Blood of 
Christ" some work or merit of your 
own. Not "The Blood" and prayers, 
not a tear of penitence added. Let 
it be "The Precious Blood of Christ" 
alone. Can you say-

His precious " Name" my only boast, 
His '' Blood " my only plea : 

My password to the realms of bli15, 

That Jesus died for me. 





THE COVENANTER'S CONVERSION; 

A STORY OF PERSECUTING TIMES. 

�URING the fiery persecution Covenanters by night, Paterson dug 
� that swept across the South a hole in the gable of his house, 
of Scotland during the reign of through which one person at a time 
Charles the Second, there lived an could creep, and placed before the 
honest man named John Paterson, opening a large wooden seat, known 
of Penyvenie, a farm not far from the in farm houses as a "lang settle," to 
village of Dalmellington, in Ayrshire. hide it. 
From his early days, John had full It was not long till a party of

sympathy with the persecuted Cov- soldiers made their appearance on 
enanters, and frequently attended horseback, and Paterson well know
their preachings or Conventicles ing· what was the object of their 
on moors and mosses, where they mission, crept through the hole in 
were obliged to meet to worship the wall, and made his escape to 
God, and hear His \Vord, often the moss, where he lay in a deep 
scattered and chased by the cruel trench for several hours until the 
dragoons who were sent out by the I disappointed troopers had gone. 
King to hunt them down. I I may here say, that although

When it became known, that John Paterson was at this time 
Paterson was in the habit of attend- reckoned a Covenanter, and was 
ing meetings of the Covenanters, very zealous in his defence of the 
the Laird of Camlarg, from whom principles of the persecuted people, 
his farm was rented, told him that he was not himself a "born again" 
if he continued to do so, he would Christian. Like many then and 
eject . him from his home. This now, he had read his Bible, and was 
threat does not seem to have much de'termined to stick to what he be
disturbed the tenant of Penyvenie, lieved to be the truth, but he had 
for we are told that when he returned not yet personally been. converted 
home and told his wife what the Laird to God, or known the peace and 
had said, they agreed together not joy of His salvation in his own soul. 
to act the coward, but to suffer loss For you must know, reader, there is 
rather than give up what they a vast difference between an outward 
believed to be the truth of God. form of godliness, and a personal 

In order to be prepared for , � know ledge of Christ. Need we 
surprise from the persecutors, who wonder, if the unregenerate '' camp 
frequently entered the houses of the followers'' of Christianity in these 
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peaceful times are many, when 
during the "killing time" long gone 
by, a man like John Paterson could 
suffer and endure privation and per
secution, all the while without Christ. 

But. the Lord's ways are wonder
ful, and this dear man, at a most 
unlikely time, and in a most un
looked for way, was brought into 
personal possession of Christ, and 
made to rejoice in His salvation. 

Being now a marked man, and 
constantly in danger of being caught 
by the persecutors, he resolved to 
leave his peaceful home, and take 
up his residence in a cave at Ben
beoch Craig, a high rocky hill, a short 
distance above his farm From 
here, he could view the whole 
country, and when safe, make 
secret visits home. One day, just 
after he had left his hiding-place, 
he saw a company of troopers 
approaching. He fled toward his 
retreat, but in crossing a ridge 
of loose stones, he fell, and rolled 
down into a cave, where the great 
rocks completely hid him from the 
troopers' gaze. There he lay, in 
utter astonishment at his remarkable 
deliverance, and could scarcely per
suade himself it was not a dream. 
As he lay, he heard the troopers 
moving about the loose stones on 
the hill in search of him, but he 
was safe under the shadow of the 
rock. Lying there, reflecting on 

God's goodness in thus shielding him 
from his enemies, his mind was led 
to think of God's great love to him 
as a sinner, and of the gift of His 
only Son to be his Saviour. Never 
before had he so seen the simplicity 
of God's salvation. It was only to 
trust himself to Jesus Christ. Only 
to take shelter under the Rock of 
Ages. No works, no toils, no tears 
were needed. Just as that cave of 
salvation was prepared for him, and 
he had only to enter it, so was God's 
salvation waiting his acceptance, 
and he did accept it willingly and 
joyfully as he lay in that lone cave 
on the mountain side. What a 
season of joy and thanksgiving 
followed. That cave became a 
Bethel, and next day when he crept 
out into the sunshine, the first one 
he met was his wife, earnestly 
searching for him, fearing that he 
might have been killed. 

With tears of joy, they clasped 
hands, and kneeling down together 
on the grass, Paterson thanked 
God, not only for his remarkable 
deliverance, but for salvation, and 
the full knowledge of it he had 
received while in the cave. 

To his dying hour, he loved to 
tell of that never-to-be-forgotten 
day when God gave him a double 
salvation ; first, from the angry 
dragoons who sought his life, and 
greater far, from the wrath to come. 



ANNIE LEE'S NEW SONG. 

�T was a fine Spring morning, 
� and Annie Lee, the market 
gardener's daughter, tripped along 
the foot-path toward the village, 
where she looked after her father's 
stall every market-day. Nature had 
put on her "beautiful garments of 
Spring" and lay basked in. the glow 
of sunshine that poured down from 
the heavens above upon her. 

Annie sung in the joy of her 
heart too that morning, until the 
woods echoed with her song. Do you 
know why? I will tell you. Only 
a week before, God had saved her. 

It generally happens that on such 
occasions, Satan is very near, watch
ing and ready to trip up the happy 
child of God, and if possible, spoil 
his testimony for Christ. When 
Annie reached the market, she found 
an old companion of her uncon• 
verted days awaiting her at the stall, 
one in whose company she had 
spent many an hour in the sinful 
pleasures of the world. This girl, 
like Annie herself, was a good 
singer, and they had frequently sung 
duets together at the village con
certs. When Annie saw her former 

companion awaiting her, the colour 
went to her cheek, and Satan sug
gested, "Do not tell her you have 
been converted, she will just laugh 
at you before them all." 

"Come on Annie," said the girl, 
" I've been wearying to see you. 
I've got such a grand new song, and 
I want you to learn it. Just listen." 
And before Annie had time to reply, 
the girl sang the first verse of her 
new song, which at one time would 
have been a charm to Annie Lee, but 
now she had got something better. 

"And I have a new song too," 
said Annie cheerily. "Suppose now 
I give you a verse of it." And 
Annie sang-not without some eager 
listeners at the neighbouring stalls-

" I've found the precious Christ of God." 
My heart doth sing for joy ; . 
And sing I must, for Christ I have, 
A precious Christ have I." 

The girl looked at her as if she 
had gone mad, and without saying 
a single word, lifted her basket, and 
walked away. Annie's song had 
done its work. God used her simple 
honest testimony to awaken the 
careless girl, and she is now con
verted, and "Singing (or Jesus." 



THE UNHAPPY CALIPH. 

�T is said of the Caliph Abdal
� raham, that he spent above 
three million pounds upon his 
palace and gardens. He lived in 
magnificence, and was attended to 
the field by a guard of twelve thou
sand horsemen, attired in uniform 
studded with gold. Did all this 
make him contented and happy? 
Did his affluence and honour give 
him peace and satisfaction ? I
suppose many of those under him 
thought it did, and envied his lot. 
But let him tell us himself how it 
truly was with him. In a manu
script found in his chamber after 
his death, the /ollowing is written in 
his own hand : -" I have now 
reigned about fifty years in victory 
or peace, ·beloved by my subjects, 
dreaded by my enemies, and re
spected by my allies. Riches and 
honour, power and pleasure, have 
waited at my call; nor does any 
earthly blessing_ appear to have been 
wanting to my felicity. In this 
situation I have numbered the days 
of pure a1td genuine liappiness that 

have fallen to my lot; THEY AMOUNT

TO FOURTEEN.'' And then the great 
man adds the following word of 
ad vice to others :-" 0 man, place 
not thy happiness in this world." 

It is very unlikely that you will 
ever attain to anything like the 
Caliph's position of wealth and 
honour, but even were that possible, 
you see it would not give you genu
ine satis_faction and pleasure. There 
would still be something wanting : 
the heart would not be at rest. 
"None but Christ can satisfy." 
Solomon, the wise and wealthy king 
of Israel, found the world in his day 
exactly the same as the Caliph did: 
all "vanity and vexation of spirit.'' 
But when he sang of the pleasures 
to be found in Christ, he was able 
to say, "I sat down under His 
shadow with great delight, and His 
fruit was sweet to my taste." Here 
was true satisfaction. Have you 
found it, reader? You never will 
in the world, search for it where you 
may. In Christ alone it is to be 
found. 



LEPERS OF ROBBEN . ISLAND. 

�,iXiJ0HAT a fearful desease lep
�)Y/1} rosy is? In these lands it 
is very rare, but in India, China, 
and other lands, there are thousands 
of poor lepers. In British India 
alone- there are over half a million 
lepers. On an island off the south 
coast of Africa named Robben Island, 
there are over six hundred, shut away 
from home and friends, all suffering 
from this dire disease. I have just 
had a letter from an earnest Christian 
worker who left England a few years 
ago for South Africa. He regularly 
visits these six hundred lepers with 
the Gospel. What a great mercy 
that they can be reached, and that 
God thus opens the \vay for them to 
hear of One who alone can cleanse 
them from the still more awful 
disease of sin, and bring them at 
last clean and pure, to His holy 
happy home above. Some of them 
are able to read English, and others 
only know the Dutch and Kaffir 
languages. They are most eager to 
receive Gospel tracts and books, and 
to listen to the story of Jesus and 
His love. Will you, who are the 
Lord's, remember these poor lepers, 
and pray to God, that His servant 
may be helped to preach the Gospel 
among them, and that many may be 
saved. Many of these lonely lepers 
once lived in happy homes, but as 
soon as they were known to have 

leprosy, they had to say "farewell" 
to their friends, and go away to 
wander as outcasts, till <leath end 
their sad and weary life. One dear 
boy, the child of fond parents, was 
lately brought to a doctor to be 
examined, and when the doctor pro
nounced him a leper, the poor lad 
sobbed until his heart was like to 
break, for he knew it meant a long 
farewell to his loving parents and 
his happy home. There is only one 
thing on earth sadder to think of 
than this: that is, the eternal separ
ation of unsaved sons and daughters 
from Christian fathers and mothers, 
because they loved and cherished 
the sins and follies of the world, 
rejecting the Son of God who came 
to save them from their sins, and 
preferred to live and die in the lep
rosy of sin, rather than be cleansed 
from it. How gladly these poor lepers 
on Robben Island would welcome 
one, able and ready to heal them ! 
How they would flock around him 
the first day he set foot on their lone 
island ! How quickly they would 
accept the remedy he brought to 
them ! Ah, yes, and if any refused 
and rejected, how mad they would 
be ! Yet this is what every sinner is 
doing, who is rejecting or neglecting 
the Salvation which Jesus Christ died 
to secure for sinners, and now lives 
to impart to all who believe on Him. 
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In one of these leper settlements 
some years ago, quite a number 
were saved through the preaching 
of a faithful man, who gave up home 
and friends, to live and die among 
these poor lepers. "It was," he says, 

knew well that their days on earth 
were numbered, and when they 
heard of a life beyond the grave, 
they flocked to hear about it." When 
that faithful man fell a victim to the 
disease, and passed away to his home 

'' STANDING BY TIii!: WAVSIUK, WAITING 1'0 HE SPOKEN TO." 

"A sight ,enough to move the hardest 
heart, to see a row of dying men 
standing by the wayside, waiting to 
be spoken to about Christ. They 

above, others were ready, constrained 
by the love of Christ to fill his place. 
\Vill you who have had priceless 
privileges neglect Christ and perish? 



GOSPEL LABOURS AMONG THE GREENiANDERS. 

�N order to get as near as possible and so accurately are all Green
� to the people, so that their landers trained to this exercise, that 
language might be picked up, and it seldom misses. 
their thoughts on various subjects Egede was obliged to use the 
ascertained, Egede not only spent a ''Umiak" for his journeys, and in 
good part of his time in the un- this way he occasionally had the 
healthy dwellings of the people, but opportunity of preaching as far as 
he also accompanied them in their he was able, to a considerable num
seal and whale fishing on the icy ber of people. In this way the 
seas. Gospel slowly won its way, and the 

The Greenlanders are, as a rule, dark minds of the people began to 
expert seal fishers. They are largely open to the Word of God. A fresh 
dependent on --;��- trial then over-
this for their 

�'S=="' 

took the colony. 
food, as .also There supplies 
for their cloth- -:::.:--- __ --=-�fai l e d , whale 
ing, which is =- and seal fishing 
chiefly m a d e=- =;;;;;;;;;-a'" w e re difficult, 
of sealski n. - __ ������ -�

an d very  few 
There are two ___ == ..=r- _ we re  caught. 
kinds of boats A seAL FISHER IN His KAYAK. Then the pinch 
used. One is named the " Kayak'' of hunger soon begun to tell upon 
and is used only by men. It is not them. Week after week passed, 
unlike a canoe, only very sharp at and no relief came. Egede looked 
at each end, almost like a weaver's upon his patient wife, and on his 
shuttle. The other calle9 the "Urn- dear children, and. his heart failed 
iak,'' or woman's boat. It requires l him He purposed to return to 
a long experience touse the "Kayak," Bergen for their sake; but nobly 
owing to its being so easily upset, es- did his wife remind him, that 
pecially in seal fishing. A harpoon is God had sent them there, and would 
attached to the " Kayak" by a long never leave them to perish. "The 
line, on which there is a bladder. ship will come and bring us relief," 
When the seal appears on the surface said the noble woman," '' God is 
of the water, the harpoon is thrown trying our faith.'' �'hen things 
by the man sitting in his "Kayak," were at their very worst, and Egede's 
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family and helpers on the point of 
starvation, the sail of a ship was 
seen across the icy seas. It was 
first seen by Egede's wife, who sang 
her heart's praise to God, and then 
ran with the good news to her 
husband, and the little colony. On 
the 27th of June, the ship touched 
the shore, bringing food and other 
necessaries, and t�e good news that 
a deep interest had sprung up 
among God's people in Bergen in 
their work in Greenland. Egede's 
fa i t h  wa s 
strengthened, 
a n-d f r e s h
energy filled 
his soul. He 
took two of 

his  children 
with him, and 
went to spend 
t h e  w i n t e r  

or meeting place, with the wall and 
graveyard still to be seen around. 
This sight revived all his former 
thoughts of the early Norse Chri- · 
stians who had many hundreds of 
years before, doubtless gathered near 
that hallowed spot to sing the 
praises of Immanuel's saving Name. 

A new hindrance to the Gospel 
shewed itself in the arrival of a 
number of war-ships, sent by the 
Danish government, with a view of 
establishing new colonies on the 

a m o n g the A sH11' wAs sEEN AcRoss THR ,cv s1tAs. 

natives a few miles inland, dwelling Greenland coast, and in some of 
in their huts, and making himself as these vessels, there were convicts, 
one of them, and by this means he who had been sent out to settle 
was able to spread the Gospel. Such there. As may be guessed, these 
means as these must be more or less were no help, but a great hinderance 
adopted by all missionary pioneers to the spread of the Gospel, and they 
who go to lands where the Gospel became Egede's most bitter foes. 
has to win its way among a people Happy is the servant of Christ who 
blinded by the Satanic power of is allowed to go on quietly with his 
idolatry, or buried in dark ignorance labour, neither drawn into politics, 
and superstition. During one of nor made the tool of earthly kings. 
his excursions inland, Egede dis- ,vhatever protection such alliances 
covered the ruins of an old church, may afford, they are always a snare. 



S4 EVENING TALKS WITH YOUNG BELIEVERS. 

���•..: I to Jesus. We do not read of Andrew
!4®�0�½01: being a great preacher, but he won
1
1 Rvening Talks with Yonng Bclicl'crs. 1

1·: Simon for Christ, and Simon became,00-C:�0�! .... · ' - · · .. · .. • · .. · • · · ·" a great fisher of men. I often think

Winning Souls for Christ. 

�T was not only to praise Him
� in glory that the Lord Jesus
saved us and made us His own, but
He left us here on earth for a few
short years to shine as lights in this
dark world, and to win others for
Him. May all of you dear young
folks who are saved be successful
soul-winners. It is the happiest and
most exalted ·work that a human
being can engage in, to lead others
to the Saviour. And yet withal
there is ·no special gift needed for it.
A loving heart-a heart filled with
love to Christ, and with love to men,
is the best qualification of a soul
winner. I often think young con
verts are the best soul-winners,
simply because they have nothing
to speak about save the Gospel, and
they do speak so directly and to the
point. As people get older they
gather knowledge on other subjects,
and often get away from the
simplicity of Christ, but the young
convert has nothing else. God
grant that all who are young converts
may begin at once to lead others
to the Saviour. Andrew first found
his own brother Simon, and led him

Andrew must have been very happy
that day when he saw his own brother
at Jesus feet, and none the less that
other Pentecostal day, when Peter
won three thousand for the Lord.
Go on, getting hold of companions
and fellow-workers and seeking to
win them for Christ. If you are
faithful in such little things, God
will lead you on to more responsible
work.

The late 1-fr. Spurgeon told a
good story which I think will interest
you. A solitary robin came to his
study window and got crumbs.
Next day he came again and brought
another with him, and soon the
company of robins was quite large.
On day the robin seemed more
than ordinary bright, held his tail
high and looked uncommonly happy.
The preacher felt bound to go to the
window that day to see the familiar
bird, when lo! he discovered that
his faithful friend had brought a
blackbird to share the spoil. And
Mr. Spurgeon's comment on that
was, "Go on bringing others to the
Saviour, first your own equals, and
by-and-bye God will give you some
big black sinner to grace the
Saviour's crown." Yes, that's it.
But begin at once.



Questions and Answers. 

·wouLD you tell unconverted boys and
girls to write down their names under
certain texts of Scripture, and "ask God
to make it a blessing to their souls.'' I read
that the other day in a Children's Magazine,
and thought it was a strange Gospel?

Yes, so it is. God never bids unsaved 
boys and girls, or any one else without 
Christ, pray. No teacher or preacher who 
goes by the Word of God, apart from the 
traditions of men, will ever tell sinners to 
"ask God" for "a blessing to their souls." 
What . they need is to be "b�nn again," 
and this takes place when they receive 
Christ (John i. 12). No wonder there are 
many "spurious" conversions, when this 
is the way they are brought about. 

Correspondence. 

A "YOUNG NURSE" WRITES.-! have 
found it a very happy service for the Lord 
to give Gospel Books and Leaflets at the 
kitchen doors of the houses around 'here 

'

where there are two and three servants in 
every house. I began alone on my night 
out, once a week. Now two others have 
joined me in the work." [We send the 
three young nurses each a card of the 
"Tract Distributing Band," so that they 
may pray for, and in fellowship with many 
others all over the world who arc sowing 
the seed. These Cards will be sent lo 
young tract distributors anywhere. Say 
?ow many, and they will be.posted to you 
1mmediately.]-Ed. 

A GOOD '\VoRK.-" A great many foot
ball players come out here every Saturday. 
I put up a fresh lot of gummed " Eternal 
Realities" with their arresting words, along 
the roadside every Friday night; they must 
be read by thousands the following day." 
[There are splendid opportunities for this 
kind of" Evangelisation." A grand work 
for Christian lads and girls.]-Ed, 

Prizes for Bible Searching. 
FOR NEW YEAR BIBLE SEARCHING. 
Boys.-Prize Volumes have been sent to 

BoB ADAMS, Belfast: BERTtE FRIEND 
'

Brnunton. 
Commendation Cards and Pocket Diaries 

to R. Scoble, Plymouth: Thomas vValker, 
Montreal : Donald Ross Riddle, Ohan : 
Geo. Slane, Huntly : Leonard Mitchell 

'

Rotherfield : R. Angus, Stromness : Geo. 
Gibson, Paisley: Alex. Scott, Larkhall : 
Hedley Newcombe, Tiverton: A. H. '\Vatt, 
Ross: Alex. Smith, Stranraer: Fred 
Adams, Sheffield: Boyd Rigby, Ashton : 
Eddie M'Vey, Stewartstown: John Cassidy, 
Tayport: John Law, Bacup: Earnest 
Trimble, Belfast: T. Haines, Southamp
ton : H. H. Fishwick, Bristol : Earnest 
Blake, Ross: ·wm. Parker, Thornton 
Heath: D. Robertson. Dunbarton: And. 
Sommerville, Edinburgh: ,vm. Pratt, 
Fyvie : James Grant, Aberlour. 

Girls.-Prize volumes have been sent to 
IDA MARSHALL, Penarth, and JESSIE 
BRECKENRIDGE, Larkhall. 

Commendation Cards with Pocket Diaries 
to Lydia Nute, Cardiff: Grace Bailey, 
London: Flo. Burd, Colchester: Maggie 
Chalmers, Saltcoats: Ruth Biffen, London: 
Jessie Miller, ,v-arminster, Ont. : J. Laird, 
F�lkirk: Minnie Edwards, London: Lucy
Hrne, Stockport: Rose Pattenclen, Thorn
ton . Ileath : Lizzie Rendall, Harrny:
Annie Brotherstone, Kelso: Edith Craw
ley, Macclesfield: Mabel Burton, \Vorth• 
ing: Sarah Brooks, l'vlainclee: Jane Har-
ston , Stockton: Matilda Broucrhton 

b ' 

Paisley: Maggie Larkin, Lurgan: Mary 
Scroggie, Turriff: Maggie M 'Millan, 
Blantyre: Esther Barker, Cowpen Quay: 
Emily Law, Bacup: Mary Petrie, Glasgow: 
Agne.s Gibson, Paisley: l\laggie Bogue,
Dublin : Alice vVilliams, Liverpool: Bessie 
Sprague, Chelsea : Jessie Scott, Paisley : 
�'inifred Cawston, Hartest: Lizzie Valen
tine, Montrose: Beatrice Mayne, Liverpool 



A SUMMER AFTERNOON AT CORRA LINN. 

�Twas a beautiful Saturday after
� noon, and there was quite a 
crowd of excursionists and visitors 
at the famous Falls of Clyde. Some 
were walking by the river's side ad
miring the beautiful scenery, while 
many of the boy excursionists were 
bathing a�d swimming in the river. 
A few Christian young men had gone 
there on a holiday, and were at the 

same time seeking to spread abroad 
the Gospel of God, and make known 
the Saviour's peerless name. The 
little group were seated under the 
shade of an old tree singing a hymn, 
when they observed a youth approach
ing to the place where they sat. He 
had evidently left a company who 
were engaged in a game near by. 
It seemed rather strange that he 
should thus leave his companions 
and sport, to interest himself in the 

singing of a circle of entire strangers. 
It is not " natural" for a young man

so to act. They concluded that 
there must be some reason for it, 
and, in order to make the young 
man's access easy, one of the Christ
ian youths rose up, and handing him 
a hymn book, invited him to join 
them in the singing.. " I'm not a

Christian," said the lad, "but I like to 
hear the hymns, so 
will just stand here 
and listen while you 
si�g." Seizing the 
opportunity, the  
Christian youth said, 
"vVould you not like 
to be a Christian? 
then you could join 
us, and sing a song 
of praise  t o  Go d, 
thanking him for 
your salvation. That 
is just what we are 

doing. All of us are saved, and able 
to praise God for it." "I know there 
is such a thing, and my parents have 
it, but I could never get at it," said 
the lad seriously. "It has come to 
you. and 'To you is the word of the 
salvation sent ' (Acts, xiii), is God's 
way of putting it. Come along and 
have a walk, and we can talk it over." 
The two young men walked far to
gether, and when they joined the 
company, there was one more saved. 





THE PROFESSOR AND THE STUDENT . 

�-Na famous old College, through 
� which thousands of young men 
have passed to fill important places 
in the world, there was for many 
years a Christian Professor for whom 
the students had a great respect, and 
to whom many of them were in the 
habit of going for counsel and 
advice. vVhile always ready to help 
them in matters that concerned 
their temporal welfare, he missed 
no opportunity of leading their 
thoughts to �he things of God and 
eternity, and of pressing upon them 

. the need of personal and immediate 
conversion to God. 

"\Vhile seated in his study one 
evening, a young student called, 
and was cordially received by the 
tender-hearted and genial Professor-. 
Thoughts of the world to come had 
been· for some time troubling this 
young man, and his object in visit
ing the Christian professor was to 
get light on the matters about which 
he was concerned. 

In course of conversation, the 
student asked the Professor the 
strange question, "How long before 
death do you think one ought to be 
prepared for it." 

"0 just a few minutes," was the 
Professor's prompt reply. 

This greatly surprised and pleased 
the young man, who thought he had 
found in the good man's words 

. a license to continue in his sinful 
pleasures, and then a few minutes 
before death closed his course, turn 
to God. 

"But," added the aged Professor 
in solemn tones, "can you tell me 
when you may be called to die?" 

The young man sat in silent 
thought for a few minutes, and then 
slowly replied-" No, I cannot tell." 

Then said the Professor, '' your 
wisdom is to be prepared for death 
now, seeing that you may only have 
a few minutes to live." 

These words carried conviction to 
the student's mind and conscience. 
He saw how uncertain life was,; how 
necessary to be ready to meet death 
and to enter eternity, and not to 
trifle away the only golden oppor
tunity that God haci given to settle 
and secure his eternal salvation. 
That day and hour was the turning
point in the young man's history. 
He came as a lost and ruined sinner, 
and just as he was, claimed Jesus 
Christ .to be his personal Saviour, 
and God saved him, and set him on 
the road to heaven, on which he 
walked consistently for many a day, 
and now he is in heaven. 

Reader, I put the aged Professor's 
question to you, "Can you tell when 
you may be called to die ? " Are 
you quite sure that you will have 
another hour to live? 



A PERSONAL QUESTION, 

�T was a calm summer evening. 
� I walked along the river bank, 
admiring the beauties of nature, the 
workmanship of God. I had to 
cross a field on my way home, and 
as I mounted the gate, I saw a small 
bill fixed on one of the posts. It 
had a question boldly printed on it 
-"YVhere will you spend eternity?'' 
I stood ponder
ing over it and 
wondering who 
put it there. It 
all seemed so 
strange. Yet 
there it stood 
speaking to me, 
as it had no 
doubt done to 
others there. I 
walked away, 
but that ques-
tion followed ' •� .:✓• 

me I thought 
over it all that 
night. I knew 
I must spend 
eternity somewhere; I could not 
live on earth for ever. The great 
question was-\Vhere? I felt con
fused, and unhappy. Pleasure, social 
intercourse, and even business, 
seemed to be as nothing compared 
with that great question. I resolved 
I would not rest until I knew-if 
that were possible-where my eternal 

destiny would be. I went that night 
to a friend of mine whom I knew to 
be a true Christian, and opened my 
mind to him. He told me how he 
was �aved, and read to me passages 
from the Word, shewing how salvation 
was within my reach, for nothing, 
just as I was. That Christ had 
finished the work of redemption, 

and that apart 
from religion, 
good works, or 
anything what
ever on my 
part, I could 
be saved at 
once, and for 
evei: This was 
all new to me. 
I had a religion, 
but it was all 
morality and 
works: without 
Christ, That 
hour I saw 
that Christ was 
for me, and I 

received Him, and cast myself on 
His finished work for salvation. 
Peace filled my heart, and I praised 
God that I would spend eternity 
with Christ in heaven. Reader, 
where will you spend eternity? I'his 
is the great question for you person
ally to ponder. It demands your 
most earnest consideration to-day. 



OUTWARD BOUND; or, the Emigrant Soul-Winner. 

"�NLY a week more in old 
�� Scotland, the land of my 

first and also of my second birth, then 
off to Africa. Lord help me to win 
souls for Thee this last week before 
I go." Thus prayed a happy young 
believer as she knelt at early morn 
in her little room, before going 
down to begin work for the day. 
She had many calls to make before 
her departure, and she desired to 
testify for Christ to those of her 
friends who were yet without Him. 
Her only sister, too, was coming to 
spend the last few days with her, 
and Lizzie was unsaved. Need we 
wonder that Annie May felt the 
need of Divine help, for it is · no 
easy matter to speak faithfully yet 
lovingly of Christ to our friends and 
kindred. 

Six days after, Annie's visits had 
all been made, her boxes were all 
packed, and she was to- leave the 
country house that eyening to join 
the steamer next day. She sat alone 
on the hill-side, where oft as a child 
she had wandered, picking flowers, 
and the remembrance of years gone 

j by, brought tears to her eyes.

Yonder, in the village churchyard, 
lay the dust of her parents, whose 
spirits were with Christ. All around 
were the familiar haunts of child
hood, which she might never see 
again. Yet, amid all these tender 
memories, and the passing sorrow of 
leaving friends and kindred, Annie's 
heart was glad as she rem em bere<l 
all God's wonderful grace to her. 
First, He had saved her. She was 
not going out to Africa alone, for 
Christ was with her. Several of her 
relatives had listened earnestly to her 
parting words; and that very morning 
while working together in the garden, 
her own and only sister had been con
verted. Need you wonder that 
Annie's heart was glad? Her's was 
a double joy that day; first, because 
Christ was her Saviour; next He 
had saved her sister. They were now 
sisters for Eteq1ity, united in a bond 
never to be broken. 

Next morning Annie sailed for 
Africa. Her last request as she 
kissed her sister on the vessel's deck 
was, "Pray, Lizzie, that I may win· 
souls for Christ.,,

Two young girls of her own rank 
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in life were going out by that ship, 
and Annie made it a matter of daily 
prayer to God that she might win 
them for the Saviour. She watched 
for an opportunity on board ship to 
speak to them of the great Eternity 
beyond, and God gave it a few days 
after England's shores were left 
behind. The girls were sad, think
ing of the happy home they had left 
in Scotland, and the great lone 
country that lay before them. They 
told Annie so, and she at once 
made use of the illustration by say
ing : "It's such a joy to know where 
one is going for Eternity, and to 
have a Friend awaiting us on the 
unknown shore there."· 

"I fear there's few of us know 
that for certain, Annie," said one of 
the girls with a sigh. 

"Thank God, I do," said Annie, 
"ever since I came to Jesus as a 
lost sinner, and claimed Him as my 
Saviour. And I know there are 
hundreds more who have the same 
blessed assurance. Not because we 
are any better or more deserving 
than others, but just because Christ 
has pledged His Word to take us 
there." The girls had never heard 
of such things before. Although 
born and brought up in Scotland, 
the land of Bibles and religion, they 
never once heard a young girl of 
their own age and rank in life say 
she was saved and on the way to 

heaven. Day after day their interest 
increased, and Annie lovingly and 
faithfully pointed them to Christ. 
Long before Africa's shores were 
reached, the two servant-girls were 
saved and happy in a Saviour's love, 
and Annie knew the joy of winning 
them both for Christ. Now Annie
and Lizzie who has joined her
joyfully serve the Lord, and seek to 
win souls for Him in South Africa. 
Reader, there is true joy in being 
saved, and winning others for Christ. 

A BRIGHT SUNSET. 

I HAVE just come from the dying 
pillow of a dear Sunday scholar, 
who passed away to be with Christ 
this afternoon. His was a bright 
sunset. He sang with us to his 
latest breath, right up to the gate of 
paradise. vVhen we finished the 
verse and looked round, he had 
passed away, fallen asleep, and gone 
to be with Christ. It was truly 
grand to see his triumph over death. 
He was the brightest and happiest 
in the circle, and clapped his hands 
with joy at the prospect of being so 
soon in the unveiled presence of his 
Lord. Saved when a boy of ten in 
the Sunday school, he took a· bold 
stand for Christ, and testified of 
I-Iim to his school-fellows, several 
of whom he won for the Saviour. 
How grand to be saved and on the 
Lord's side in the days of youth. 



EMMA'S HY�lN; or, ",¥ill you be there and I?" 

�WMMA'S father was a worldly 
� man. He stayed out late at 
nights, playing cards and drinking 
wine with ungodly men. Her mother 
died when she was five years old, 
and the dear child was brought up 
by a housekeeper, who was very kind 
to her. She had no companions, 
and very often wearied at nights. 
Her father seemed to have little 
interest in her, and seldom spent an 
evening in the house. A kind lady 
who had known Emma's mother, 
sometimes invited the lonely child 
to spend the evening with her 
children, and this greatly cheered 
and delighted Emma. Once a week 
there was a children's meeting in a 
hall close by, and to this meeting 
Emma sometimes went, along with 
these children. There was a favour
ite hymn often sung at this meeting, 
the first verse of which is-
" We know there's a bright and glorious 

Away in the heaven's high; [home 
Where all the redeemed shall with Jesus 

dwell, 

But will you be there and I?" 

Emma heard this hymn, and she 
resolved that she would sing it 
at night to her father, and pray 
to God to bless it to his soul. \Vhen 
he returned from his office at night, 
Emma was sitting on the sofa, 
singing-" \Ve know there's a bright 
and glorious home." 

"What's this you've got to-night, 
child?" said her father, as he sat down 
to tea. "Who taught you that?'' 
So Emma told about the meeting, and 
the happy hour she had spent there, 
to which her father made no reply. 
She thought he was offended, but to 
her surprise, when he had finished 
his tea, instead of hurrying away to 
his club as usual, he sat down beside 
her on the sofa, and taking her hand 
in his, looked very sad. 

"Are you ill father dear?" asked 
Emma. "No, my child, but I want 
to stay beside you to-night, if you 
will sing that pretty hymn." Emma 
was delighted, and taking her hymn 
book, sang the hymn right through. 
When she had finished, she saw a 
tear drop from her father's eye, and 
that was so unusual, that she felt 
sure the words had reached his heJrt. 
That was the beginning of his 
soul-anxiety. For several weeks he 
remained in the house, and read a 
great many books, but still no light, 
no peace came. At last one of his 
employers who was a Christian, and 
noticed his dejected look, asked him 
if anything was wrong, and he told 
him the whole story of Emma's 
song, and how it had aroused him 
to think on Eternity. That night 
his employer invited him to his 
house, and then he passed from 
death to life, and now lives to confess 
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Christ, and adore His doctrine. 
Emma is a bright Christian worker, 
her father's joy, and often on an 

evening, they sing together their 
favourite hymn-" 'Nill you be there 

and I?'' 

11 H� SAT DOW1' I.IE5ll)E HER ON TJlll: SOFA.'' 



THE MORAVIANS GO TO GREENLAND. 

�A1J1v10NG those who attended l Denmark by Hans Egede, and was
� the coronation of Christian also told that there was a likelihood 
VI., King of Denmark, in Copen- of the work in Greenland being given 
hagen, in the year 1731, was the up. vVhen the Count returned to

devoted Count Zinzendorf, an earn- Hernhutt, he told in glowing words 
est Christian nobleman, whose heart what he had seen and heard of the 
had been moved for the suffering Lord's work in Greenland, and there 
Moravians, and who had given them was great interest aroused among 
a p1ace of refuge on his vast es- the Christians by his words. As a 
tates in Upper Lusatia There the result of this revived interest in the 
hunted and persecuted Moravians need of God's Gospel in heathen-

dom, two of the 
··· ·· Moravian preach-

ers volunteered to
allow themselves
to be sold ass1aves
so that theymight
carry the Gospel
to the island of
St. Thomas,  in
the ,vest Indies.
Then the need of

;�g.:j Greenland was 
"A 1110RAVIAN MEllTING rLAcE 1N GREE�LANo.'' laid much upon 

had founded the colony of Hern- the hearts of the colony at Hern
hutt; or, "The ,Vatch of the Lord," hutt, and two more of their number, 
and were being marvellously used in Matthew Stach and Frederick 
preaching the Gospel. That burn- Boehnish, offered themselves as 
ing desire to spread· the Gospel missionaries to "The Land of Snow." 
among the heathen, which has al- The account as given by Matthew 
ways characterised the Moravian Stach, of how the call of God came 
Missionaries, had its beginning there. to himself and to Fred Boehnish, 
While Count Zinzendorf was in is so exceedingly interesting, and 
Copenhagen at the king's corona- so likely to be helpful to others 
tion, he met two young converted whom the Lord may be calling 
Greenlanders who had been sent to to some special work in His vine-
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yard, that we give a short resume

of it here. 
The two brethren were working 

together on the new burying ground 
on the settlement called the Hut
berg. Speaking together one day of 
what they had heard concerning 
Greenland, it came out that both 
were deeply exercised about .going 
there to pre·ach the Gospel. They 
agreed to wait · on God together, 
seeking that He might n1ake it clear 
to them whether He had called them 
to go. Kneeling down in the wood, 
close by, they pleaded the Lord's 
promise, " If two of you shall 
agree,'' etc. After prayer, they 
arose, with the inward conviction 
that God had called them to the 
work, and they resolved to make 
this kno,vn to their fellow-believers 
at Hernhutt, which they did in writ
mg. The letter was read in a 
public meeting, and was well re
ceived, only the great difficulties of 
the journey, and the hardships they 
would have to endure in Greenland 
were fully laid before them, so that 
they might well count the cost. 
Count Zinzendorf himself, conversed 
with them, pointing out the difficult 
task that lay before them, at the 
sam� time adding, "If you can go 
forth in confidence on the Lord, 
then make ready for your journey, 
and you shall have my blessing, and 
that also of the congregation." 

Meanwhile the two humble work� 
men continued at their daily calling, 
waiting upon God to open up their 
way. Nearly a whole year passed, 
during which their patience was well 
tried, an experience not uncommon 
to those who are destined to go 
forth in their Master's service. At 
last the call and the way were both 
made clear, and with many farewell 
greetings, and loving counsels from 
Count Zinzendorf, they started on 
their journey to Greenland, with 
little or anything, save what they 
wore. 

In the meantime, Fred. Boehnish 
'had to leave on a long journey; and 
other two had become exercised 
about accompanying Matthew Stach 
to Greenland. These were Christian 
Stach, his brother, and Christian 
David, both well-known and tried 
workers. When they arrived at 
Copenhagen, they found little sym
pathy there. The king at first 
objected, and sought to hinder 
them, but their zeal so won the 
admiration of Count Pless, the first 
Lord of the King's Bedchamber, 
that he espoused their cause, and 
brought it before the king, declar
ing to his Majesty, that, "in all 
ages, God had made use of the 
feeble and despised to accomplish 
1-iis purposes.'' These words, so 
remarkable from the lips of a 
courtier, had the desired effect, and 
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not only did the king give his con
sent, but ordered Count Pless to 
prepare a ship, with all necessary 

· appliances for the voyage, with
building materials and household
goods. The Count, himself, wrote
a letter of· introduction to Hans
Egede, and all being ready, they
sailed from Copenhagen, in the ship
Caritas, or "Charity," on the 10th
of April, r 7 33, for the shores of
Greenland, amid the prayers and
fond farewells of their· friends who
had come to see them depart.
Leaving home and all behind them,
they set their faces tow·ard the great
lone land, with burning hearts, and
after a short but very stormy voyage,
they entered Ball's river on the 13th

ascended to the throne from their 
united hearts that night, that they 
might be helped of God to tell 
forth among the Greenlanders the 
Name of Him who came to seek 
and to save the lost. 

Having found a suitable spot for 
building, they knelt down and asked 
that God would make it a birth-
place of souls. They built a simple 
house of stone and earth, and pur
chas�d an old boat in the hope of 
being �ble to support themselves by 
seal and other kinds of fishing. 
Their trials soon began. Seal fish
ing was very difficult, and they were 
unable to get othe'r kinds of fish. 

of May. When near the shore of
Greenland, a violent storm, with a
total eclipse of the sun followed,
lasting four days, during which they
drifted in total darkness amid fierce
currents, but at last they saw the
welcome shore, on which stood a
few of the natives, for whose salva
tion they had left their peaceful and
happy home, and forsaken all that
earth holds dear. Their first work,
after setting foot on shore, was to
find Hans Egede, the noble pioneer
missionary, who with his heroic wife
had been holding the fort on Green
land's shores for nearly twelve years.

A terrible epidemic of small-pox 
carried off thousands of the people. 
The houses of Egede and the Mora
vians were filled with the sick and 
dying. The country was depopu• 
lated, and the faith of Christ's 
servants was severely tested. Still 
they clung to their post, and were 
joined in a few years by the mother 
of Matthew Stach, and his two 
sisters Rosina and Anna, of whose 
labours as soul-winners we have 
good news to tell. 

As you may guess, they received a
hearty welcome, and fervent prayers



Questions, Correspondence, Bible Searching, &c. 47 
-------------------------------------·--

Questions and Answers. 

SHOULD a Christian girl learn to sing 
secular songs, and go to Recitals of 
secular music? 

If she is truly converted, she will have 
something better to sing than the world's 
songs. If she finds more pleasure in sing• 
ing them than "The Songs of Zion "-the 
praises of God and Christ, there is room to 
question if she is a born again "Christian." 
We have always found that professors who 
go in for worldly songs and worldly society, 
sooner or later go to the world altogether. 
-Their hearts were never out of it. If you
are Christ's, stand true for Him, clear
from the world, and leave it to sing its
own songs. You never heard of a happy,
true-hearted Christian, going to the world's
Concerts. Only empty professors, and per
haps a few backsliders who have long ago
lost the joy of God's salvation, are found
there.

Sunday School Lessons and Bible
Class Subjects for i896, 

We would remind our readers of the 
complete series of Bible Lessons compiled 
and issued by us for 1896 
1.-VVEEKLY BIBLE LESSONS, Memory 
Texts, and Readings for general use in 
Sunday Schools, as given in "The Sunday 
School Scheme of Lessons for I896," 2/• 
per 100; and "The Children's Almanac 
and Bible Searching Text Book for I 896," 
6d per doz., 4/- pe1' I00. In connection 
with these Lessons, full notes and Bible 
Outlines for the use of teachers are given 
for every week, in '! The Sunday School 
Workers' Magazine,'' published monthly, 
at One Halfpenny: sent direct so as to 
reach teachers before the first Lord's-day in 
the month, at 1/- per copy, post free for 
one year: 2 for 1/6: 8 or more 6d each, 
post free, 

2.-SIMPLE SUBJECTS, BIBLE TALKS and 
BLACKBOARD LESSONS for Infant Classes 
and Little Ones, in school and at home. 
A new lesson for every Sunday in the year, 
given in "Scheme " and " Children's Al
manac," worked out and illustrated in 
"Our Little Ones' Treasury"-the favourite 
M;,igazine for Junior Classes· in Sunday 
Schools-each month. All parents and 
teachers should see it. 
3.-A BIBLE CLASS SUBJECT: for Senior 
Classes, Young Believers' Meetings, and 
Vveekly Bible Readings, given every week 
in the year, with outlines, notes, suggest�ve 
hints, in "The Sunday School vVorkers' 
Magazine and Bible s·tudents' Helper," 
issued monthly, 6d per doz.

4.-THE BIBLE STUDENTS' CLASS of over 
500, open to all believers, everywhere. A 
monthly subject to search, study, meditate 
and feast upon alone, or with others. No 
membership. But by sending your name 
and aqdress on a post card (and the names 
of all others with you who desire to share 
in the study of the class), a "Remembrance 
Card " will be sent you for __ each, giving 
suggestions, hints, and helps to Bible study. 
The subject appears with notes in '' The 
Sunday School Vv orkers' Magazine and 
Bible Students' Helper" monthly. 

A Word. to Bible Searchers. 
See that your Text. Books are all sent to 

the Editor this month, with the daily texts 
nicely filled in. The examiners will begin 
work at once, and you will hear the results 
as soon as possible. I am glad to see a 
_fine pile in from Canadian and U. S. 
searchers already. 

A WORD OF CHEER FROM THE ANTIPODES 
"The Young Watchman is distributed 

in our Sunday Schools throughout Queens
land, and I often hear of blessing to souls, 
old and young, through the plain Gospel.·, 



THE STREAM THAT NEVER DRIES UP. 

�/tJ PLEASURE party had gone 
>J.1t up a mountain side and be
came so engrossed with the beauty 
of the scenery, that they neglected 
to take a supply of water with them. 
As the day went on, they began to 
feel the want of it, and one after an
other of the party, set off in search 
of a spring or well, far up the moun
tain. In vain did they search for 
hours, every stream and 
well, seemed to have 

bee-n dried up, and 
they were about 
to give up all 
hope of finding 
any, when an 
old shepherd 
with a flock 
of sheep, .:r

app eared 
coming across 
the mountain 
side. Several of 
the thirsty pleas• 
ure seekers went off 
to inquire at the shep
herd, if he kn�w where water 
could be found. Pointing toward 
the top of the mountain, only a short 
distance from where they stood, to 
a beautiful waterfall, whose sparkling 
waters they had not observed, nor 
looked in the direction whence they 
flowed-he said, "There's only one 
stream here that never dries up.'' A 

few minutes longer, and the thirsty 
travellers sat down by its side, drank 
of its clear cool waters, and were 
refreshed. The shepherd's words 
apply to another stream of living 
water, even that which flows from 
Christ. The pleasure and the re
freshing that He gives never fail. 
All other streams dry up, all other 
waters fail. But this flows on, 

ever fresh, and ever clear. 
Reader, have you drunk 

of the only stream 
that never dries 

up ? Sooner or 
later, you will 

find all other 
streams to 
run dry. The 
world's com
pany, its 
pleasures, its 

riches, and its 
��

J comforts, will all 
fail, but the stream 

of joy and pleasure 
as it flows from Christ 

will never fail. In life and 
death, in time and eternity, it is ever

the same. Can you say-
I heard the voice of Jesus say, 

" Behold I freely give 
The living water-thirsty one, 

Stoop down, and drink, and live.'' 
I came to Jesus, and I drank 

Of that life-giving stream ; 
My thirst was quench'd, my soul revived, 

And now I live in Him. 





BILL THE MINER; or, ''Thank God I'm ready." 

"�T may be our last shift Jack. 
� Who knows whether we shall 

ever see the green fields again," said 
· Bill Gray the miner to his chum, as
they descended the shaft together in
the early morning. He had been
converted to God only the night
before, and on the way out to work,
had confessed Jesus as his Saviour
and Lord to Jack, who had been
his com pan ion in sin and God
forgetting pleasures. Now that Bill
knew Christ, his great desire was to,
lead Jack to Him also, that he ·
might be saved, and know the joy
of sins forgiven. Jack listened
attentively, but beyond that, shewed
no sign of soul-anxiety. They
began work at the coal, Bill singing
cheerfully as he wrought with his
pick, Jack listening in wonder to his
"new song," and casting a glance
across occasionally to his corhrade,
whose face seemed to beam with a
radiance he had never seen there
before that day. All went on well
till noon, when Jack, who had gone
along the workings for a tool, was
startled by a loud cry, proceeding
from that part of. the pit where Bill
and he had been working, only a
few minutes before. He hastened
back, and found Bill lying pale, with
a great stone on his breast, which
had fallen from the roof, crushing
him to the ground. Willing hands

quickly gathered around, and rolled 
off the heavy stone, gently lifting 
Bill in their arms. Jack, with tear
dimmed eyes, tenderly raised his 
comrade's head, and as Bill's glazing 
eye fell upon him, he whispered
,, Don't cry Jack. Thank God I'n1 
ready. Trust in Jesus." These were 
his last words, for before they 
reached the bottom of the •shaft, 
Bill's ransomed spirit had gone to 
be with Christ. The men all stopped 
work-as they always do for the day, 
,vhen a workman has been killed,
and Jack silently walked home with 
bowed head, thinking over his 
comrade's words, '' Thank God I'm 
ready." He was not ready; well 
he knew that, for he had no Christ ; 
b�t that night, ere he closed his 
eyes, he could say-·' I have trusted 
Christ, and now I am saved and 
ready to die, as Bill was. Jack now 
preaches Christ in a foreign laud, 
and often tells the story of his con
version that day, when Bill was 
suddenly called in to Eternity. 

Reader, let me ask you this, if 
death find you suddenly, are you 
ready to die? Are you prepared to 
meet God, and enter the great 
Eternity? Once there, you·r state 
is fixed. You cannot alter it : God 
will not. Now is His day of grace, 
''Now is the day of salvation.'' 



rfHE WISHING CHAIR; 

Or, A VISIT TO THE GIANT'S CAUSEWAY. 

cft�jN Irish farm�r was taking a 
� Scotch visitor round the 
famous Giant's Causeway, with its 
many objects of interest. There is 
a well-known spot there, to which 
all tourists and visitors are led, 
which is called " J:he vVishing 
Chair." It is an ancient custom
with more tradition than sense in it 
-for each visitor to seat himself in
this chair and wish, for all the
things that he desires.

"Now,'' said the farmer. to his 
friend, " set yourself down there, 
and wish for all your heart's 
desires." 

Smiling, the visitor said, "The 
chair is of no use to me. I have 
already got all that I want. I have 
nothing to wish for." 

The astonished farmer shook his 
head, and replied-" That's a great 
thing to say. I wish I had the same.'' 

'' And so you may," said the 
v1s1tor. "It was not given to me 
for any special merit of mine. It is 
just as free to you as it was to me." 

This fairly puzzled the farmer. 
He thought at first his friend was 
joking, but as they walked along, he 
saw that there was something in it. 

" I will tell you the secret of it 
all," said the visitor. "Only a few 
years ago, I was a most unhappy, 

discontented man. The world was 
too small to fill my heart. I tried 
everything, but got no satisfaction. 
I had a Christi1n brother, and he 
saw how miserable I was, and how 
I vainly sought to have my wishes 
gratified in the pleasures of sin. He 
told me of Christ, and said, ' If you 
want real satisfaction, go to Christ' 
I took his advice, received Christ as 
my Saviour and Lord, and I have 
found it just as my brother said. 
Christ has saved, and He has satis
fied me. I wish for �othing out
side of Him. So, I had nothing to 
wish for in 'The Wishing Chair."' 

When they returned to the farm, 
where the visitor was to stay for the 
night, there was further reference to 
the strange incident at the Giant's 
Causeway, and the visitor had an 
opportunity of telling the young 
people gathered in the farm kitchen 
that night, why he did not sit in 
"The Wishing Chair;" and there 

'has been fruit of that night's visit, 
for now the Irish farmer, his wife, 
and several sons and daughters, are 
all saved, and satisfied with Christ. 
You will never have. the desires of 
your heart satisfied either by sitting 
in "The Wishing Chair" or in any
thing else under the sun. Christ 
alone can save and satisfy. 



MALCOLM THE SHEPHERD OF ARGYLE; 

OR, "ONE 'WAS OUT ON THE HILLS AWAY." 

� \VAS living for a few weeks at 
� a pretty watering-place on the 
Argyle coast, near to which there are 
high hills dotted over with fleecy 
sheep. Several times in my wander
ings I came across an aged shepherd, 
who, according to his story, had been 
" born, schooled, married, and would 
likely be buried in the parish," where 
his fathers had lived for generations 
before him. Malcolm's remark about 
death gave me the opportunity of 
pressing home the question where . 
he would be in the world beyond 
the grave, to which he replied by a 
serious shake of his head saying, "I 
dinna ken that." He could quote 
Scripture by the chapter, and in 
theory seemed to know the way of 
salvation was through faith in Christ 
alone, yet Malcolm had no certainty 
of his own personal salvation, and I 
fear no conviction of his real state 
before God as a lost sinner. I saw 
it was no use arguing, or endeavour
ing to instruct him, as like many 
more in that region, he regarded 
his religion as a sacred trust handed 
down from by-gone generations, to be 
defended and fought for at all cost. 

"Do you like singing, Malcolm?" 
I asked one day, as my sister and I 
were chatting with the shepherd on 
the hill-side. " Very wee 1, ladies ; 
but its nae mucle I get o' it here," 
said he with a laugh. So without 
further comment we started-

'There were ninety and nine that safely lay.' 

That precious hymn so full of the 
truth of the Gospel, and of the love 
of Christ who came to seek and 
save the lost. Neither of us noticed 
Malcolm during the singing; but 
when it was finished, we looked up 
to see if he liked our hymn. I shall 
never forget that sight. His brawny 
cheeks were flooded with tears, gush
ing down on the green sward at his 
feet; his whole frame shook with 
emotion. Not a word came from 
his lips, indeed he seemed unable to 
speak. We bowed our heads in 
silent thanksgiving, that the story of 
redeeming love had won its way to 
the heart of that precious soul, and 
jnwardly prayed that God would not 
allow it to be a passing emotion, but 
that deep conviction of sin might 
seize his conscience, and that he 
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might be stripped of his self-righte
ousness. Softly, and with hearts 
lifted to God, we next sang-

" The love that Jesus had for me, 
To suffer on the cruel tree ; 

That I a ransomed soul might be, 
Is more than tongue can tell." 

Then we prayed that God would 
convert his soul. There was quite 
five minutes silence, then Malcolm 
softly said, "I' never heard the like 
o' that. There ne'er was love like 
that, a' for me the wanderer." No 
word of his "good-living" now: 
he was a confessed "wanderer ; " 
just where grace could meet him, 
and Jesus save him. vVe sat long 
together talking about the "finished 
work" of Christ, and I firmly believe 
that Malcolm was "found" by the 
Shepherd, saved and set on the way 
to glory that day. 

During our short stay in Argyle
shire, we had many deeply interesting 
talks with the aged shepherd, who 
sought every opportunity to meet 
with us, and speak of the Lord, whose 
love and saving power he now 
experimentally knew. 

When we left, he stood on the 
little pier waving us a fond farewell, 
and pointed upward to the heavens 
above, where we shall meet again 
around the throne to mingle our 
songs of thanksgiving to the One 
who loved us and sought us, when 
we were "out on the hills away." 

Reader, has the Saviour found you, 
or are you still a wandering sinner 
far from God and heaven� 

A DEATH=BED CONVERSION. 

Do not count upon a death-bed 
conversion. You may not have 
even a few minutes to deal with 
God about your salvation before you 
are ushered into the Great Eternity 
beyond? Many have not. Nor has 
God promised to give salvation to 
you on a dying bed. His appointed 
time is now. "Now is the day of 
salvation." If you allow it to pass 
away, neglecting or despising Christ, 
you need not build your hopes on 
a death-bed conversion. God 'has 
said, "He that, being often re
proved, hardeneth his neck, shall 
suddenly be destroyed, and that 
without remedy" (Proverbs 29. r ). 
---------------

"SURE TO BE THERE." 

"I HOPE we will meet in heaven," 
said a young emigrant to his cousin, 
as they shook hands on the steamer's 
deck. "\�' ell, Jim, if you have 
Christ, you are sure to be there," 
was the answer. That simple word 
stuck to the young emigrant. Alone 
on the mighty deep he thought over 
it, and found out that, with all his 
religion, he had not Christ. 



GERTY AND THE PRIEST'S MAID. 

�_ERTY'S parents were Roman 
�®'/ Catholics. They lived in a 
neat thatch-roofed cohage� around 
the door of which the jasmine and 
honey-suckle twined. When Gerty 
was five years old she was sent to 
the village school, about two miles 
from her home. By the time she 
was eight years old, she was able to 
read well, and was almost always 
first prize-winner in her class. 

On the way home from school 
one summer afternoon, along with a 
number of companions, Gerty saw a 
number of men putting up a large 
Canvas Tent in a green field close 
by the wayside. They stood at the 
gate wondei:ing what was to be d�me 
there. A boy passing said it was to 
be a " Circus," but this seemed 
hardly likely, as there were no 
spotted horses, or clown-looking 
men there. Curiosity ran high 
among the girls, and Gerty being 
the youngest, was sent to ask what 
kind of a " show '' it was to be, and 
how much was to pay for getting in. 
To Gerty's modest question, one of 
the men replied, '' Oh it is a place 
for telling people how to be saved, 
and get to heaven, and there will be 
a happy meeting for all boys and 
girls every night at six o'clock. Tell 
your companions to be sure and 
come to-morrow night." Gerty ran 
as fast as her feet would carry her back 

to the girls, breathless with excite
ment to tell the news. There was 
a great clapping of hands, and 
a promising all round, "I will go." 

Next evening a large crowd of 
boys and girls were early at the 
Tent, and for many nights after. 
The full result of what God 
wrought there will be known in a 
corning day, but we know now, that 
a number of boys and girls were 
saved then and th�re, by believing 
_on the Lord Jesus, and accepting
Him as their Saviour. Some of
these are now in heaven, and others
are living to adorn the doctrine, and
to tell others of the Savioµr in that
highland village still.

Gerty was afraid to ask her mother 
to be allowed to go with the rest of 
the girls to the Tent meetings, for 
she knew her parents never went to 
any Protestant meeting place, and 
Father B-, the priest, had warned 
all the children of the chapel, not to 
go. Still Gerty slipped out along 
with the others, and was not missed 
for several evenings. On the way 
back one night, who should come 
along the road but the priest's 
servant maid, evidently sent by her 
master to see if any of his " flock ' 
were there.. When her eye fell on 
Gerty, she called her across the 
road, and angrily said, she would tell 
her mother where she had been. 
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Then taking the child by the hand, 
she hurried her along the road, 
scolding her all the way. "\i\'hen 
they got near Gerty's home, she 
began to cry, fearing the punish
ment that awaited her. "\i\'hen they 

,. 

( 

. . ,..... �� :-, • r,1, ,, l/M 

,., 
' , 

pectations was not displeased, but 
told the priest's maid to "mind her 
own work

1
" "\Vhen her father came 

home from work he was told, but 
neither was he angry, as she feared 
he would be. Indeed, he was 
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"THE PRIEST'S �IAIO IIANDED GEHTY TO HER J\IOTIIER." 

got to the cottage door; the priest's 
maid handed her over to her mother, 
declaring she ought to be "soundly 
thrashed for going to that place." 
Gerty's mother, contrary to her ex-

rather interested, and asked Gerty 
what she heard. God had evidently 
over-ruled the priest's interference, 
to open the man's eyes to the 
bondage of his position, and al-
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though he was in darkness as to 
the Gospel, he declared that no 
priest should interfere wit� his child 
going where she wished. Gerty was 
delighted, and next night returned 
to the Tent, fearing nothing. "The 
old, old story,'' simply and often 
told, fairly won her young heart, 
and before the week was out, Gerty 
was converted, and praising God 
with other boys and girls in a glad 
new song .. Such was the power of 
the testimony of those happy child-

ren, all rejoicing in a new-found 
salvation, that when Sunday evening 
came, the whole village seemed to 
turn out to hear the Gospel, Gerty's 
parents among the rest. God spoke 
to them both, and now they are 
saved and on the way to glory. 
Gerty has grown up to be a fine 
young woman, an earnest worker for 
the Master, and among others who 
have heard from her lips the story of 
redeeming love, is the "priest's maid," 
now an old woman, trusting Christ. 

STEPPING STONES. 

"Christ died for the UNGODLY" (Romans v. 6). 

crossed the stream! You ask me-How? 
Two stepping stones I found ;

Midway, I gently stepped, and now 
I'm safe on holy ground. 

Two little words my stepping-stones 
Two names my guilty consience owns, 

"Ungodly" and "Unjust." 

If thou would'st cross, place here thy feet, 
Here on these rocks of love ;

And though the stream be dark and fleet, 
Thy foothold shall not move: 

'Twas God Himself who placed them there 
Thy weak and trembling feet to bear, 

"Ungodly '' and "Unjust." 

" fhe Just for the UNJUST'' (r P�ler lii. r8)

·whatever flood may threaten us,
These stones secure shall stand, 

For He who died to bear our curse, 
Now· lives in that bright land 

To which He leads His ransomed host, 
· All those who in the Saviour trust,

"Ungodly" and "Unjust." 

And when the stream of death is near, 
And I behold it roll, 

I'll step upon these stones, nor fear 
To trust my deathless soul 

Upon the truth that Jesus bled, 
For such as I: God's \.Vorel has said, 

"Ungodly" and "Unjust." 



GREENLANDERS WON FOR CHRIST. 

�HE scarcity of food brought 
� many of the natives to the 
:rvforavians at New Hernhutt-as the 
new colony had been named-for 
food. Among these was a man 
named Mangek, who pleaded that 
he might be permitted to live with 
the missionaries, and act as their 
fisherman. It soon became evident 
that the Lord was dealing with Man
gek, and his interest in the Gospel 
became very marked. Of course 
his mind was very dark, but gradu
ally the wondrous story of redeeming 
love won its way, and b:i;ought floods 
of tears down his brawny cheeks. 
No doubt remained in their minds 
that Mangek was truly converted, 
and you may guess what joy this 
brought, for he was the first-fruits of 
the Gospel in dark Greenland for 
Christ through their labours. Man
gek's conversion was soon followed 
by another, more remarkable still. 

One evening, John Beck who had 
now joined the colony, was sitting 
in his hut translating a chapter in 
the Gospels· into the Greenland 
tongue. Suddenly a number of 
natives from the South appeared, 
and making their way into the hut, 
inquired what was in the strange 
book that lay on the table. Beck 
read to them several passages, in 
which they manifested great interest, 
and told him they had heard of 

these things many years before. This 
greatly surprised the missionary, and 
led him to speak at length on the 
sufferings of Christ, His atoning 
de�th, and mighty power to save 
the chief of sinners. The leader of 
the company, Kajarnack by name, 
was deeply interested in what he 
heard, and at the close of Beck's 
address, he walked up to the table, 
and in a voice tremblin_gwith emotion 
said, " How is that ! tell me that 
once more, for I would fain be saved 
too.'' "These words," says John 
Beck in his diary, "the like of which 
I had never heard from a Greenlan
der before, kindled my soul into 
ardour, and I told them fully of the 
Saviour." Some slipped away, 
while others listened attentively till 
the end. Sl)ch a Gospel n1eeting as 
this had never been held in their day 
in Greenland. It was the beginning 
of a harvest. Kajarnack said he 
would go home and tell his family, 
particularly his little son, what Jesus 
Christ had done, and from that day 
onwar_d, he became a regular visitor, 
and at last he with his family, and 
three more families of his friends, 
removed .their tents to New Hernhutt, 
so that they might hear the Word of 
Life. Kajarnack soon manifested 
that he was a true believer in Christ, 
and as a result, he was persecuted be
cause he would no longer share in 
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their dances, which formerly he had 
been the leader of. Whether in 
Greenland or elsewhere, the grace 
of God in a saved sinner will always 
teach him to deny ungodliness, and 
to stand clear out fro1n old compan
ions and sinful ways. It was a 
joyful day to the little colony, when 
Kajarnack, his wife, and their son 
and daughter, were baptized as 
believers, and received into the 
�omn1unity of the Lord's redeemed 
people. 

Hans Egede, the noble pioneer 
missionary, had no�v been fifteen 
years in Greenland, and old age 
began to tell on him. His faith-

. ful wife died in his arms, and 
he yearned to carry her remains 
to her native land. Gathering 
the little colony together, he gave 
a farewell address fro!Jl Isa. lxv.; 
and committing the work that 
God had begl:ln to the care of 
the faithful Moravians, he sailed for 
Copenhagen, and laid the precious 
dust of his wife to rest. He lived 
to the age of seventy-three, and 
then quietly passed away to be with 
Christ, full of joy. The Moravians 
toiled on amid hardships and trials 
in Greenland, and at length God 
gave them to see fruit of their 
labours in the conversion of souls. 
Of the first of these remarkable 
trophies of Grace, you have al

ready heard, and others followed 

I 

in quick succession. Nor was 
the work of winning the children 
forgotten. 

Anna Stach, the younger sister of 
the missionary family, began a school 
for children, and before many weeks, 
she had a large number of bright 
Greenland boys and gi�ls gathered 
around her to whom she told the 
story of a Saviour's love. Often 
would these children wander among 
the fields of perpetual snow with 
Anna Stach, singing sweet Gqspel 
hymns, and speaking freely of Jesus, 
who came to seek and save the lost. 
From this time onward the work 
gradually ·spread. A new colony, 
named Lichtenfells, or "the Light 
of the Rock" was founded in 17 58. 
The earliest labourers were gathered 
home before the full fruit of their 
sowing appeared, and others reaped 
the harvest. And other labourers, 
chiefly Moravians, have kept the 
light burning ever since. Recent 
travellers and explorers in the land 
of snow, tell that Christ is still 
preached; and when the Lord 
makes up His jewels, and gathers 
His ransomed people from every 
clime and nation, there will be those 
found in that bright and happy 
throng who heard the story of Jesus 
and His love, and were converted 
to God amid '' Greenland's icy 
mountains," and its valleys of eter� 
nal snow. 
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Gospel Pioneering among the 
Villages. 

BANDS of Young Tract Distributors, and 
House to house Visitors, are finding happy 
work among outlying villages, hamlets and 
farm-houses, in spreading abroad the joy
ful news. Holidays, Saturday afternoons, 
and spare hours, could not be better spent. 
Here are a few " Echoes" from this field 
of joyful service. 

Happy Work by Christian Lads. 
" LAST Summer we formed a Tract Dis

tributing Band of six newly converted 
apprentice lads, and had grand times 
visiting the villages, testifying for Jesus, 
and giving tracts. This year our number 
has increased to ten, and we had our first 
outing last Saturday. Please send us on a 
Floral ' Tract Band Card ' for each." 

"Picketing" at the Match. 
"LAST Saturday there was a great match 

played here. Tens of thousands of young 
men and others were there. Fourteen of 
of us, all saved lads, picketed the three 
gates, and gave "Vital Questions" and 
'' Eternal Realities" to thost! who entered. 
They put them in their pockets, but some
time they will be read." 

A Tent Worker's Story. 
"LAST year we pitched a Canvas Tent 

in one of the Valley villages, but found it 
very hard to get in the people. We began 
Children's Meetings, and had it filled soon 
to overflowing. Best of all, a number of 
dear lads and girls were saved, and when 
the parents saw the changed lives of their 
children, and heard them speak of Jesus 
and His love, they came to hear, and God 
saved a great number. Saved boys and 
girls make grand " Pioneer" Evangelists, 
who will go and do likewise?" 

What Saved Girls can do. 
'' THERE are five of us only in the 'Tract 

Distributing Band ' here, all factory girls. 
We live a good bit from town, but have the 
hearty fellowship of believers there. They 
provide us with tracts, and we visit every 
Saturday afternoon among the scattered 
houses. Sometimes we are asked into the 
homes of the people, and we sing the 
Gospel to them there. This is the hap
piest work I have ever shared since I was 
converted." 

"There were just two of us when we 
began last year by sticking up gummed 
Gospel Texts on posts. Now we ha.ve-
been joined by other two, and have happy 
Saturday afternoons, telling of Jesus, and 
distributing tracts among the miners' 
houses." 

[A neat Floral Card, giving "Hints and 
Helps to Tract Distributors" will be sent 
to any band of young workers, post free, 
one for each. Send a Post Card how many 
you require]. 

A Spring Holiday Outing. 
"YESTERDAY was our Spring Holiday 

here. Do you know how we spent it? 
My class of girls and I went off by rail to 
B--, that dark ungodly place, where 
scarce a ray of Gospel shines. 'vVe visited 
all the houses with tracts, and invited the 
people to come and hear the Gospel in the 
evening on the green. By the seven o'clock 
train, three of the male teachers came out 
and preached the Gospel. Vve helped to 
sing, and our efforts during the clay brought 
a great many out to hear." 

Bible=Searching Text Books. 
Do not forget that your Text Books are 

to be sent to the Editor by 1st May. The 
examination will then begin in earnest, and 
prize winners' names will appear in the 
"Watchman" and "Treasury » very soon. 



THE BOUNDARY BRIDGE; Or, '' Half and Between." 

�iXxiTfHEN we were boys at school, 
�W/f} we often went on Saturdays 
to fish in a small stream, which 
divided two counties. It swarmed 
with trout, and we were sure to have 
a full. basket if only we were allowed 
to fish undisturbed for a few hours. 
But it so happened that a farmer, 
whose ground lay on one side, for
bade us to fish on his side of the 
stream, and another, whose ground 
lay on the op
po site  s ide, 
about half a 
mile further 
down, had is-
sued a notice 
to the same 
effect. So it 
was no easy 
matter to regu
late our move
ments, so as to 
observe law, 
especially if the fish were taking 
well. I remember one Saturday, a 
boy who did not know the laws of 
the stream, going out to fish there. 
He was going on splendidly, and 
had half-filled his basket, when he 
noticed a stern-looking man coming 
across the field toward the place 
where he stood fishing. All at once 
it flashed across his mind that he 
mi�ht be fishing on forbidden 
ground. But what could he do? 

The boundary bridge that divided 
the two farms was quite near, 
and a happy thought struck him, 
that if he took his stand there, he 
would be on neutral ground, and 
thus escape the ire of the farmer, if 
perchance he had been fishing on 
forbidden ground. So winding his 
line, he hurried along, and had just 
·reached the bridge, when the farmer
met him. He had seen the move,

and in a stern, 
angry voice, he 
said " There's 

' 

n o  neutra l  
ground · here, 
my boy. You 
think you're 
safe by stand_ 
ing half and 
between, but 
it wont do. 
\\' e both claim 
the bridge, so 

clear off at once." The lad was 
glad to get off so easily; but that 
incident of early days has not been 
forgotten. The boundary bridge 
was not neutral ground; it was not 
a safe standing place. Nor is the 
half-and-between standing place of 
the one who is neither a decide<l 
Christian, nor an out-and-out world-
1 ing. It is the enemy's ground, and 
all who are found thereon, are 
subject to the judgment of God. 



A REMARKABLE ADVENTURE IN 
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A REMARKABLE ADVENTURE IN MAORI LAND. 

�M;BOUT the year 1852, when 
� New Zealand was but little 
known, an Irishman who resided in 
one of the populated parts of the 
island, was suddenly called on duty 
to another part. The only means 
of transit was on foot, up high 
mountains, across deep rivers, and 
along thick forests.· On the spur of 
one of the high hills, the foot path 
parted, and two tracks were seen, 
one leading to the right, the other 
to the left. Vvhich of these was the 
right one, the traveller could . not 
tell, but finding the one to the right 
had been_ n1ore used than the other, 
he started off along that. Just as 
darkness was coming on, he found 
it ended in the thick bush, which 
·became more impassible as it ad
vanced, until the traveller unable to
proceed sat down exhausted, and
would have slept but for the barking
of dogs, which told of some village
near, probably of cannibals, which
at that time were known to exist in
these wilds. Rising, and advancing
slowly in the direction from which
the sound came, he soon discovered
a village of Maori huts, with a num
ber of fierce-looking men only a few
yards off, dark-skinned, wearing
loose rugs around their bodies,
their faces tatooed in blue lines all
over. Thinking it the least of two
evils, the traveller stepped into the

open space around the village, and 
was in a few minutes surrounded by 
the wondering natives. One who 
appeared to be the leader of the 
tribe, asked in fairly good English, 
" Where are you going?" __ The 
traveller told him where he had 
wished to go, but he had missed his 
way, and asked if they could assist 
him to find his road. The chief 
shook his head, turnf!d to the nat
ives and had some consultation, 
then said to the traveller, " You stay 
here to-night, then we shall take you 
across the lake in the morning and 
set you on your· way." This was 
not a cheerful prospect to the Irish
man, who imagined all sorts of 

· horrors as about to happen to him,
among others that he might be
roasted and eaten, as others had
been in that land.

A hut was offered by one of the
natives in which he might sleep, and
quickly a fire was kindled, a block
of wood brought in to form a· seat,
and the traveller left sitting by
the embers. There he sat imagining
all sorts of things as about to happen,
when a bell began to slowly toll.
·The sound brought prespiration out
all over his body, as he felt sure it
was his death-knell, and that he
would be killed at once. vVhen the
bell ceased, the hut door opened,
and a tall figure wrapped from head
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to foot in a thick rug walked in, 
followed in order by another and 
another, until the hut was almost 
full of tall Maori men. Then half
a-dozen women came in, and squat
ted down on the mud floor in front 
of them. The traveller sat on his 
block of wood trembling all over, 
not knowing what was next to be 
done. The chief then drew from 
under his rug a large book, and 
opening it, began to read in the 
native language from it in a loud 
and solemn tone. Then they all 
joined in· a slow and doleful song, 
not unlike a funeral dirge, followed 
by a few sentences from the chief, 
which seemed like a prayer. Then 
they all filed out in the rever�e 
order to that in which they had 
entered, leaving the trav.eller alone. 

In a few minutes the owner of 
the hut entered, carrying two plates, 
one laden with fish, the other with 
maize and sweet potatoes, folJowed 
by OI)e with a pannakin of water. 
These were set before the astonished 
traveller, who, however hungry, was 
too much excited to eat. A drink 
of the clear cool water revived him 
a little, and to his surprise, he next 
saw the native bring in some warm 
blankets, which he carefully spread 
out in a corner of the hut, made up 
the fire, and with a pleasant '' good
bye'' left the astonished Irishman 
alone in the silence, which was only 

broken py the sighing of the wind 
among the tall trees of the forest, 
and the rippling of the waves of the 
lake below, as they broke upon the 
silvery beach. 

vVhere had the traveller been 
cast? Among cannibals? Nay, 
but among a tribe of simple Christ
ian Maoris to whom the Gospel had 
come with saving power, and who 
had learned in their native fashion 
to love and care for a stranger. The 
strange proceedings in the hut was 
their form of evening worsh�p : the 
book read from by the chief was the 
Word of God : the song was a 
hymn of praise, and the few words 
uttered by the chief were-as the 
traveller" afterwards learned-a pray
er to God for blessing on the 
stranger who had come among them. 

The Irishman lay down to rest 
by the dying embers of the fire, but 
he could not sleep. Was he still 
afraid of his life being taken? No, 
not that. But the thought was 
pressing itself hard upon his con
science. - "These simple Maoris 
know far more about the living God 
than I do. Although I have heard 
of Him and of His love all my days, 
I have never loved Hirn in return, 
or acknowledged Him in prayer or 
praise as these once-heathen men 
did in my presence." The sins of a 
life spent without God, flashed 
across his conscience, and his in-
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difference shewn to the Gospel of 
God, yea, the open hostility mani
fested toward the Lord Jesus Christ, 
came back from memory's depths 
like a resurrection from the dead. 

He arose, and gazing around his 
strange apartment, still lit up by the 
flickering light of the fire, he drop
ped on his knees on the mud floor, 
confessing himself a sinner in the 
sight of a holy God, ancJ casting 
himself as he was upon the Saviour's 
precious blood which alone can 
cleanse from sin. 

Writing to a friend in after years 
of that memorable night, the trav
eller says-

" That whare (or hut) became to 
me the very gate of heaven, of which 
I had often heard, but never before 
realised. A sweet calm came over 
me, and I knew God had pardoned 
me for Jesus sake. My prayer was 
turned to praise, and if ever I slept 
soundly I did that night in the 
lonely bush amid that humble tribe 
of Christian Maoris,'.' 

The following morning a good 
breakfast was set before him, he was 
taken across the lake in the chief's 
canoe, and for all this kindness no 
return was accepted. 

The converted Irishman returned 
ere long to his native land, and to 
the friend to whom he told this 
story of his strange adventure and 
remarkable conversion in Maori-

Land, he said with deep e�otion
"As long as I live, I shall not cease 

, to pray for God's blessing to be 
poured on the Maoris, through 
whom I have foun·d His peace.'' 

Do y_ou know the Lord Jesus as 
your personal Saviour? Or, shall 
the ransomed of the Lord be gath
ered from Maori-Land around the 
throne, and you who have heard the 
Gospel, and been accustomed to the 
story of redeeming love, be thrust 
out into outer darkness? 

SAVED and KEPT, 

�IOR a number of y.ears before I 
� was saved, the way of salva
tion through faith in Christ alone 
was plain to me. But I was afraid 
to say I believed, and step out con
fessing Christ as mine, for fear I 
might fall and disgrace the Name of 
the Lord. A Scotch preacher was 
announced to speak at the Sunday 
Evening Service, and I went to 
hear. His subject was "Christ as 
Saviour and K.eeper." I saw in a 
moment the whole truth, and I 
believe I passed from death to life 
on the seat. Christ was mine. His 
power could save and keep me. 
I hastened home and told of my 
conversion, and next day it was 
rumoured I had gone mad. But it 
is blessed madness to know one is 
saved and on the way to glory, 



SANDY THE COVvHERD; 

�N a rugged part of Aberdeen
� shire, not far from Balmoral 
Castle, the highland home of Queen 
Victoria, there lived a simple peas
ant lad who acted as cowherd to a 
farmer there. Sandy's parents died 
when he was very young, and this 
farmer and his wife, out of kindness 

or, The Text in the Cave. 

burst so suddenly, giving no warning 
of their approach, that neither man 
nor beast have time to escape. 

v\'hile Sandy watched the cattle 
one summer afternoon, a great dark
ness suddenly came down. The 
heavens above seemed black as 
night, lit up every minute or so with 

"THR HEAVENS ABOVK SEltMltD BLACK AS NIGHT." 

to the orphan l�d took him under 
their roof, and undertook to give 
him food and clothing until he was 
able to work for his livelihood. 
It was part of San<ly's duty to take 
the farmer's cattle to the hill pasture, 
and at times to watch them there. 
Among these hills there are frequent 

l thunderstorms, and they sometimes

lucid flashes of lightening. There 
was no rain, but excessive heat so 
that it was almost impossible to 
breathe. Sandy, who had been well 
taught in Bible truths-first by his 
own mother, and after her death by 
the farmer and his wife, who acted 
the part of foster-parents to the 
orphan lad-as he looked up to 



6� SANDY THE COWHERD; or, The Text in the Cave. 

the black heavens above, he remem
bered the words in 2 Pet. iii. 10. ''The 
elements shall melt with fervent 
heat." Of course Sandy had no 
idea of what these words referred to, 
or when they will be fulfilled; he 
thought the intense heat might be 
the beginning of the fulfilment of 
these prophetic words, and he be
came much afraid. Clambering up 
among the rocks to search for a 
hiding-place, he came upon a cave 
which must have been the covert of 
some traveller overtaken by a moun
tain storm, or it may be, the hiding
place. of some persecuted fol'lower 
of the Lamb in years long gone by. 
Sandy entered and felt thankful for 
the place of refuge, all the more as 
now the rain descended from the 
black heavens in torrents, and 
g11shed down the mountain-side in 
great streams, carrying stones and 
trees on their bosom. While Sandy 
sat in his shelter under covert of the 
rock, looking out at the fearful storm 
raging all around, his eye caught 
sight of what appeared to be some 
writing on the roof of the cave. It 
was partly covered with green moss, 
so that the words at first were not 
easily read. Curiosity led Sandy 
to scrape the moss away, and then 
the whole sentence was easily read. 
Cut in the solid rock were the words, 
"Thou art my Hiding-place." The 
words so applicable to Sandy's 

position there, safely hid from the 
storm and tempest that raged with
out, made a deep impression on his 
soul. No doubt the Spirit of God 
applied them in power, for Sandy 
saw as he had never done before, 
that Christ alone was the Hiding
place and the Refuge, from a more 
terrible storm yet to burst upon 
men because of sin. And Sandy 
knew that unless he personally took 
shelter in that God-provided Hiding
place, he must pe�ish in the judg
ment of God. All that passed be
tween the cowherd lad and his God 
in that cave, I do not know, but I 
believe it was the great crisis, the 
turning-point of his lifej yea, the be
ginning of a new life to God an_d 
righteousness. He cast himself on 
Christ, trusting in His merits and not 
his own for salvation, and God who 
knew his heart, gave him eternal life. 
When the storm had passed, Sandy 
stepped oLit from the cave, and found 
that the storm had left its marks all 
around. One of the cattle lay dead 
on the field; it had been struck by 
lightening. Trees had been felled, 
rocks riven, and great damage done 
to crops. But he was safe, because 
he was in the hiding-place, and when 
he got home he had to tell the farmer, 
his wife,and the servants of his double 
deliverance, first from the storm in 
the cave, and next from the wrath 
of God in Christ his Hiding-place. 





68 HERO'S DELIVERANCE: or, Set Free to Serve. 

shade of these beautiful trees. On 
our way home from school one day, 
we saw a boy sitting on the river 
bank with a little dog on his knee. 
As we came up to where the boy 
sat, we noticed that he had a string 
round the dog's neck, and at the 
other end a big stone tied to the 
cord. The little fellow was crying 
bitterly, and every now and again, 
he gave the little dog a hug to his 
bosom. Several of us stood and 
looked at the weeping boy. At last 
a gentleman came walking along the 
river bank, and when he came op• 
posite to where the boy sat with the 
dog, he stood, and in a kind, sym
pathizing tone, enquired, 11 What are 
you going to do with the dog, my 
boy?" Bursting afresh into tears, 
the boy said, "My _master sent_ me : 
to drown it, sir, but I never drowned 
a dog in my life, or killed any of 
God's creatures, and I cannot do 
it." '' Why does he want the dog 
drowned?" asked the gentleman .. 
'' I think it's because he has no need 
for it, and nobody would buy it, sir," 
replied the lad, half hoping that the 
gentleman would in some way, re
lieve him of the unwelcome job he 
had got. '' Come along with me to 
your master, and we'll hear what he 
says. I am in want of a dog, and if 
he wi11 sell him to me, I will save 
you the unpleasant work of drowning 
him," said the gentleman. The boy 

wiped his tears away, cut the big 
stone from the cord, and in a minute 
was on the way to his master's house, 
the gentleman walking by his side. 
VI e all followed to see the end. The 
boy's master was very glad to give 
him the dog, and Hero-for that 
was the name his new owner gave 
him-was rescued from death, and 
passed over to his new master. He 
grew up to be a fine useful animal, 
and for many years was the faithful 
watch-dog of his master's property. 
Oft as I think of this simple incident 
of early days, does the picture rise 
before me of a greater deliverance. 
We were condemned to die the 
sinner's death, and from that just 
and well-deserved doom, we could 
not deliver ourselves. There was 
only One who could. His name 
is Jesus. He saw our ruin : He 
knew we had " nothing to pay.'' 
Then it was, that He Himself. paid 
our ransom price, and set us free. 
All who have believed on Him· have 
been freed to enter Christ's service 
and to own His claims as Lord and 
Master. Surely we ought to serve 
such a Master loyally and faithfully. 

Dear boys and girls, I will ask you 
a question: it is this-Are you among 
the rescued, or are you still under 
condemnation? · Can you say truth
'fully from your hearts, Christ has 
delivered me, set me free from death

and judgment, and now I serve Him? 



BILLY'S LETTER; OR, THE BETTER NEWS. 

�"WJ)ILLY was an only son. He 
� had left his childhood's home, 
and gone to the city to learn a 
trade. His parents were decent, 
industrious people, very religious, 
and Billy had been brought up �ell. 
He could repeat many parts of the 
New Testament from memory; 
answer all the questions of '' The 
Sh or t er  Cate-
·ch ism," and he

I 
-

brought the accustomed Jetter,- and 
Billy's father sat down to read, while 
his mother listened with her usuaJ 
interest. After giving some particu
lars of his work and circumstances, 
he wrote, ''And now, dear father and 
mother, I have better news to tell 
you. I was converted to God last 
night at a Gospel meeting in a tent, 

whe re several 
young men were 
earnestly preach
ing and testifying 
for the Lord. 
I am wonderfully 
happy, and only 
wish I were at 
home to tell my 
old companions 
what the Lord 
has done for my 
souL" Both 
Billy's parents 

was fairly familiar
with the "Con
fession of Faith "
as well. He was
intended for "the
ministry." But
Billy's taste lay
more to engine
ering than to
theology, and so
he was allowed
to have h is
choice, although 
his father and 

'--------=:::.__ __ _ 
were astounded. 
Such a testimony 

mother confessed 
themselves not a little disappointed. 
Billy wrote a letter every Saturday 
afternoon, telling his parents the 
events of the week, and to what 
church he expected to go the fol
lowing day. He had not finally 
settled which of the six belonging 
to his parents' denomination he 
should settle down and seek "mem
bership" with. Monday morning 

as that, they had 
never heard ; for although . both 
religious, neither of them were con
verted. They feared he had been 
"led astray," and his father wrote a 
long letter, cautioning him against 
"presumption." But Billy was the 
Lord's. He had trusted Christ, and 
before long he had the joy of seeing 
his father and mother rejoicing m 
the knowledge of their salvation. 



PLANTED BY THE RIVER. 

A SUNDAY AFTERNOON TALK WITH MY CLASS OF GIRLS. 

� AM greatly rejoiced to hear 
9 that one of our number was 
sa,ved last night. This makes the 
circle of twelve complete, all posses 
sors oflife eternal; all saved and on 
the way to glory. We will read and 
talk together a little to-day about 
what keeps those who eye saved, 
bright and fruitful. I suppose you 

We have not had many showers of 
late, still they look all fresh and 
healthy. Do you know why? Just 
because they are planted on the 
banks of that meandering stream. 
Their roots �re struck down into the 
water, and they draw their sap from 
thence. This is exactly like those 
believers whose ''delight is in the law 

of the Lord," 
and who also 
m e dit a t e 
therein d ay 
a n d  ni g h t. 
If you want 
to all go on 
brightly; to 
have the ever
green leaf, to 
bear fruit to 
G o d, t a k e  
g o o d  c a r e  
never to neg
lect p r a ye r  

have all read the first Psalm. It and the Word of God. The5e are 
gives us a fine description of the the rivulets through which the new 
happy and evergreen saint, whose life is fed; the grand secret of being 
fruit grows in its season, and who ever fresh and green. Prayer and 
prospers in all that he does. Now continued daily meditation on the 
the secret of all this is said to be, Word; drawing the sap from God's 
that he is as "a tree planted by the promises, prospering by the every
rivers of water." Just loo k out at day practice of His precepts. This 
the window for a minute. You see is the secret of true happiness, 
that row of budding trees, all putting holiness and fruitfulness. May you 
on their summer garments of green. all prove it to be so. 



ECHOES FROM MANY LANDS. 

A QUESTION FROM NEW ZEALAND1 

'' Do you think it would be right for a 
young Christian-only seventeen years of 
age, and three years converted, living in a 
place where no clear Gospel testimony is 
given, or effort made to reach the young 
with God's salvation-to individually try 
and gather a few together, say in a cottage, 
and tell them of Jesus and His love?" 

Most assuredly, and we will help you by 
prayer, that God �ay abundantly bless 
your_ efforts. Little beginnings often have 
great results. Begin at once, counting 
upon God to open your way, and casting 
yourself upon Him for help and wisdom at 
every step of the way. Remember Joseph, 
Gideon, David, all young lads, solitary and 
single-handed ; ancl how God helped them. 

A CANADIAN TEAM OF GOSPELLERS. 

'' There are half-a-dozen of us here, all 
young, and most of us only a year or two 
converted, finding grand work in going 
round the little farm-houses in the back
woods, giviPg Gospel tracts, and speaking 
a word for the Master. Then we all go to 
a school-house-the very spot where we 
were all converted, and have a meeting. 
The people listen, and we are looking up 
for blessing." 

BIBLR SEARCHING IN CALIFORNIA. 

" Our young folks have had many a 
happy evening looking up the daily texts 
in_ your little Almanac, and I am sure it 
has been profitable as well as pleasant. To 
get acquainted with the Book of God, even 
with the letter of Scripture out here, is a 
greater matter. The Word of God is not 
known or used as in the Old Country; 
indeed, neither parents nor children seem 
in general to know anything about it. 
We value 'The Children's Almanac' ex
ceedingly, and wish you much help in 
continuing to issue it." 

AN UNRULY SUNDAY SCHOLAR SAVED. 

Wntlen to lter teacher tlu day after 

her conversion. 

"You will rejoice, I am sure, to hear 
that the Lord has pardoned and saved me. 
I know now that Jesus is mine. Many a 
tiine you told me of Him, and pressed me 
to accept of Him as my Saviour. I was 

· too fond of the world's sins and follies
then, although I must tell you, your words
often troubled me. But I learned by bitter
experience that the world had nothing new
to give. Bless the Lord, He has drawn
me to Himself. and I am now saved and
satisfied.

,, 

A SERVANT GIRL'S CHEERING LETTER.

"I am a servant-girl at present in a 
large house where there are three more 
servant-maids. I got the 'Watchman' 
when it first car.1e out, thirteen years ago, 
and as a little girl of five was delighted 
with the pretty pictures. My mother used 
to read me stories, and teach me verses of 
poetry. Many a night I went to sleep 
repeating them. At the age of ten I was 
converted, and I believe I was led to 
decide through reading the stories of con
versions in the ' Watchman.' I still look 
for it eagerly every month, and with my 
own copy, I get a few for distribution. I 
like to have one or two lying about, and 
the servants often pick them up, and read 
them." 

The next number of "The Young 
\Vatchman "will be a SPECIAL MIDSUM

MER NUMBER, ready on Midsummer-day 
(June 21st), full of Bright Stories for 
Holidays in the Country and by the Sea
shore. Do not forget to take a few copies 
with you where you go on your holidays, 
to give to young friends and companions. 

I 2 Copies 6d; 25 for Twelve Stamps, 
post free to your address anywhere. 



ROBIN'S CONVERSION. 

�.IHERE was not a more careless 
� man in the whole of Iron
work Square than Robin Connell. 
He cared for neither God nor man. 
He usually spent his Saturdays in 
the public-house, and his Sundays 
usually lounging in bed. His wife· 
was dead, and his little daughter 
Nellie kept house as best she could. 
Robin was very fond of his child, 
even when 
in drink, he 
hardly ever 
u t t e r e d a
harsh word
to her. Not
withs tand
ing the few
p r i vi leges
that Nellie
had, she was
a fairly good
scholar, and
of this her
father was
very proud.
A few Christian young men came to
the "Square," and began a Sunday
School in one of the houses. In
visiting through the houses the
previous Sunday afternoon, they
called on Robin, to ask if he would
allow Nellie to go: a request which
he cheerfully granted. Before leav
ing, they offered Robin a tract, and
spoke to him a faithful word about

his soul. Next Sunday, Nellie

brought with her from the Sunday 
School a Gospel Magazine, which 
he asked her to read to him. It was 
a wonderful sight to see Robin 
seated at the table listening, while 
Mary read the story of a father's 
conversion, and the change that 
took place in his home. The same 
evening, one of the young men 

preached in 
the open air, 
and Robin 
stood listen
ing. His in
terest soon 
d e e pened 
into anxiety: 
his anxiety 
became ter
ror, until he 
cou ld  not  
sleep at night 
thinking of 
his sins, and 
of a coming 

judgment. The crisis came. Robin 
broke down at the meeting next 
Sunday and cried like a child. God 
met him and saved him that night. 
Nellie is now saved too, and there 
is not a happier house in Ironwork 
Square than Robin's. You see, 
reader, what God's Gospel <::an do 
when it is received and believed. 
Have you received it ? 



PLAYING WITH THE LIFE-BELTS. 

11 
WE THOUGHT IT GREAT P'UN TO BE BROUGHT TO SHORR ON A LIP'E:-BELT.'1 



PLAYING WITH THE LIFE-BELTS. 

�\"il\1]£, HEN I was a girl of sixteen, 
�v;,(JJ} our family spent the summer 
in a pretty watering place on the 
Irish Coast. Quite close to the 
cottage where we lived, there was a 
Coast-guard Stallon, to which my 
brother Tom and I often went 
to see the men practising with 
the rocket, and the life-preserving 
apparatus. Out on the sea a boat 
was anchored to represent the 

. wreck. We were sometimes allowed 
on board to act as part of the ship
wrecked crew, and we thought it 
great fun to be brought to shore in_ 
the basket, or on a life-belt. Many 
a calm summer evening was spent 
in this way to our great amusement. 
I remember one night the old coast
guard shaking his head and saying 
to me-" You find great fun in 
playing with the life-belts, my lass, 
but if you were shipwrecked on a 
stormy coast as I have been, you 
would make a different use of them." 
And then he added in a kind but 
firm voice, laying his head on my 
head-" And it's just the same with 
the Saviour,until you know your need 
of Him.'' I thought that was a 
strange remark, but the rememqrance 
of it never left me. 

* * * * 

After that calm evening came a 
sudden storm. The wind blew a 
hurricane, the waves rose like 

mountains, and just as we were 
going to bed, a cry of distress was 
heard out on the stormy sea. In a 
very few minutes we were all on the . 
shore, and found there the whole of 
the coast-guards with the life-saving 
apparatus, firing rockets across a 
schooner which· had struck on a 
rock, and was fast sinking in the 
surf. Clinging to the mast were 
several half-clad sailors, and it was 
feared others had found a watery 
grave. As the old Coast-guard passed 
me he gave a meaning look, as if he 
meant to enforce the word spoken 
the night before. There was no 
need, for the sad sight of that 
wrecked vessel had done that already. 
In half an hour, one dripping 
exhausted sailor was brought to 
shore, by means of the very life-belts 
I had played with, but 0, how 
different his grasp of them was from 
mine. Poor fellow, he had been 
battling with grim death for hours 
before the life-belt reached him, and 
when it came, he had laid hold of it 
with a death-like grip, as his last and 
only chance of being saved. One 
after another the poor fellows were 
brought to shore, and we ·vere all 
glad to see them under the Coast
guard's roof before we returned 
home. Next morning my father 
and I were down early, and found 
them gathered around the fireside, 
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while the aged Coast-guard con
ducted a short thanksgiving service 
to give God praise for their deliver
ance from a watery grave. He did 
not forget to tell them of another 
Deliverer, even Jesus, who could 
save them from the penalty and the 

power of sin, and ended his shor.t 
discourse by saying-" But only those 

who see their need of Jesus, trust 
Him; all others play with His 
message, just as our young friends 
here do with the life-belts in a calm, 
but the drowning man lays hold on 
them, and commits himself to them 
to keep him out of a watery grave." 
The rescued men seemed to feel 
the force of these words, and others 
there did so also, for I never saw 
as I did that moment how great my 
need as a sinner was of a Deliverer 
and a Saviour. 

* * 

The summer passed away : we 
returned to the city, and I expected 
to return to school ; but great 
changes came. I had to take a 
situation and work for my daily 
bread. The storms of life began to 
blow, and I found the current of 
temptation was fast carrying me 
down, where others had sunk before 
in the depths of sin. On a Sunday 
evening I went to hear a stranger 
who was in our town on a passing 
visit, and somehow I felt he would 
have a word of help of some kind 

for me. And bless the Lordl his 
message was all for me. Whether 
I ever heard the Gospel put so 
simply before I do not know
possibly I had, but saw no need then 
for a personal Saviour-but the 
Saviour presented in all His beauty, 
able, willing and ready to save 
sinners, and to sustain and satisfy 
them after He did save, was just 
the One I needed. So I cast 
myself upon Him-just as the 
perishing sailors cast themselves 
upon the life-belts-and He saved 
me. Yes, the Lord saved me there 
as I sat, and I could have risen and 
confessed Him before the people. 
Years have come and gone since 
that memorable hour. I sometimes 
go down to see the old Coast-guard, 
whose love for Christ waxes stronger 
as he grows in years, and we speak 
of that day long ago, when the first 
word that reached my young heart 
was spoken about playing with the 
life-belts. 

Reader, have you as a lost and 
needy sinner come to the Saviour, 
trusting yourself to Him, and to 
His saving power, or do you trifle 
with His Gospel message as one 
who knows no need, and sees no 
danger? 

HEAVEN-BOUND. 

I've launched by bark for Immanuel's Lanu, 
My Captat'n, Christ the Lord; 

My Crew, a saved and happy band, 
My Chart, God's Holy vVord. 



BLIND EYES OPENED; or, The Beautiful Works of God. 

�A'r., YOUNG girl, who was born
� blind, at a-very early age was
brought to know the ·Lord Jesus as
her Saviour. A few years after, her
parents became acquainted with a
very skilful doctor, who, by means
of an operation, was instrumental
in giving the dear girl her sight.
For. many days 
after her· ey_es ......
were opened, -.::::,
she had to sit 1 · 

in a dark room;
then she was

mother, who stood beside her, she
said, '' Oh mother, is'nt it lovely, I
never thought it was like this; what
must heaven, the place of God's
throne be, when earth, which is but
His footstool, is so beautiful." As 
she grew stronger, s�e would stand
for hours at the open window, gaz

! 

. . . "I�/ 
_..' ' ./ I 

moved into an
apartment with
shaded light,
and - gradually,
as her eyes
were able to
bear it, she was
allowed to see
the light of day.
It was a mem
orable day in 
her history,

' - 1/, / ·1

.:::✓ / / I 

ing with wonder
at the works of
God, and say
ing, "My Fath
er made them
all; He opened
my eyes to see
His works, and
my heart to
receive salva
tion." Can you
say that my
reader? Your
eyes see the
created works
of God, and
they are very
beautiful; but

when, for the first time, the blind
of the window was drawn up, and
she was allowed to look out at the 
garden, with its many-tinted flowers,
the beautiful river flowing through
the vale, the mountains rising in
their grandeur, with the setting sun
throwing his last golden rays across
the valley. She held up her hands in
amazement, and turnini;r to her

has your heart received His sal
vation? Can you say like this dear
girl, that God has opened your eyes
and your heart ; that Jesus Christ
is your Saviour, God your Father,
and heaven your home? Or, shall
you like that rich but Christless
man, of whom Jesus tells in Luke
xvii, open your eyes in hell?



"SWEARING BILL" THE SAILOR. 

�E was the only son of a godly 
�� mother, a child of many 
prayers. Falling in with evil com
pany, he joined a ship, and without 
informing his mother, went to sea. 
Bill wanted to see the world, and he 
supposed it would be grand to be 
away from parental restraint, free to 

do as he liked, and go where he 
would. He found it otherwise, and 
hundreds of times as he watched on 
deck in the dark night, he wished 
himself back at the old fireside, in 
the cottage with the honey-suckle 
growing around the door. Before 
he was six months at sea, he excelled 

"BILL WAS PICKED UP EXHAUSTF.D; HIS COMPANION SANK." 

all the crew in sin, and. earned the 
name of "Swearing Bill." 

Lying off the Australian coast, 
Bill with a companion went on shore, 
and <;>n tqe way back to the ship, 
their boat swamped. Some ot

the crew saw it, and hastened to 
the rescue. Bill was picked up 

exhausted : his companion sank. 
For weeks he lay in the hospital, 
and a young man visiting the ward, 
spoke to him, and lead him to 
Christ. As soon as he recovered, 
he returned home, and great was 
his mother's joy to welcome her 
prodigal, safe and saved for Eternity. 



MARY JONES, THE WELSH GIRL. 

�N a wild but pretty part of 
� vVales, not far from the shores 
of Cardigan Bay, nestling at the foot 
of the rugged mountain, known 
as Cader Idris, is the village 
of Llanfi hangel-y- Pennant. The 
majestic n1ountain with its rocky 
precipices, the picturesque valley 
and even the village itself, are pretty 
nearly just what they were over a 
hundred years ago, the time when 
my story begins. 

In one of the little grey cottages 
that composed the village of Llanfi
hangel, in the year r 7 84, there lived a 
humble weaver named Jacob Jones, 
with Mary his wife. That year a little 
daughter was born, who was named 
after her mother, "Mary." There 
was no school in the village then, nor 
anywhere near, so ·that Mary Jones 
had not the opportunity, as most of 
my readers now have, of learning to 
read at a very early age. Mary's 
mother had not got much education 
herself, but she had a wonderfully 
retentive memory, and was able to 
tell her little daughter a good part 
of what she had learned in her 
younger days. This was especially 
true in regard to Bible Stories, which 
Mary never tired of listening to, 
while seated on her mother's knee. 
When she was eight years old, she 
could repeat whole chapters of the 
Bible, learned from her mother, and 

was most regular in her attendance 
at meetings held by an earnest Welsh 
preacher, in a small chapel some 
distance off. I think it must nave 
been in these days, and probably 
while the Gospel was preached in 
that little chapel, that Mary Jones 
while a girl, was born again. At any 
rate, there is a clear evidence from 
her love of the Lord, and of His 
Word, that she was a converted girl 
before she had reached her tenth 
year. One day on her father's return 
from the town, where he had gone 
to sell his cloth, he brought with 
him the welcome news that a school 
was to be opened in Abergynolwyn, 
a village two miles off, by a good 
man named John Ellis, and Mary 
was fairly delighted at the prospect 
of learning to read, especially to 
read the Bible. I must tell you 
however that in these days, Bibles 
were not so common as they are now, 
especially in the vVelsh language. 
A Welsh Bible was very costly, so 
only a few, and they of the more 
wealthy people possessed a copy. 
There was no Bible in Jacob Jones' 
home, but the wife of a neighbouring 
farmer had told Mary that as soon 
as she could read, she might come 
across to the farm-house and have 
the use of her family Bible, which 
lay in her best room. :Mary was a 
diligent scholar, and most anxious
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to learn. Sh� got up in the early 
morning, did up the house-work for 
her mother before she started for 
school, and returned late in the even-

ing. In a very short time she was 
able to read well, and great was her 
delight when her first visit was made 
to farmer Evan's parlour, where she 

11 RUNNING RRR-'.NDS l'OR THE NRIGHBOURS.° 
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was allowed the use of the old Welsh 
Bible, for as long as she liked. Mrs. 
Evans, who seems to have been a 
Christian woman, encouraged Mary 
in reading the sacred Word, and the 
result was, that the dear girl became 
such a lover of the Word, that she 
exclaimed one day to Ler father-" 0 
I wish that I had a Bible of my own, 
so that I could read it every day." 
Then she added with. great earnest
ness, ''Yes, I must have a Bible of my 
own, if I save up all my earnings for 
ten yeai:s." That was a noble resolve. 
I wonder how many of the young men 
and maidens of this day, who profess 
to be the Lord's, would be prepared 
to deny themselves every luxury, and 
save every spare penny for ten long

years, to purchase for themselves a 
copy of the Word of God i It is 
just such acts that test the reality of 
one's faith, and the genuineness of 
conversion. Lip-profession is easy, 
but the real object of the heart's 
love, tells where its· treasure is. 
Mary had a wooden box with a hole 
in the top, placed on a shelf in the 
cupboard, and into this box every 
copper she got for running errands 
and doing odd bits of work for the 
neighbours, was carefully dropped. 
Mrs. Evans presented her with a pair 
of hens, so that she might sell their 
eggs, and thus increase her store. 
At the end of six years, Mary had 

gathered a sufficient sum to buy her
self a Bible, and wh.en she found 
this, she bounded into her father, 
who was sitting on his l�:>0m, and 
with an over-flowing heart told him 
the good news. But Mary's difficul
ties were not all removed yet. There 
was not a single Bible to be had in 
the village, nor in Abergynol wyn. 
Next morning, Mary set off to 
Llechwedd to inquire, but was told 
that no Bible could be obtained 
nearer than Bala, a distance of 
twenty-five miles, where it was 
possible a copy might be obtained 
from an earnest preacher, named 
Mr. Charles, who had received a 
few copies of the Welsh Bible from 
London some time before. Nothing 
daunted, Mary sought and obtained 
her parents' permission to walk on 
foot to Bala, to obtain if possible 
her heart's desire-a copy of the 
precious Word of God, to be all her 
own. How she succeeded, and what 
resulted from that memorial journey 
you shall hear. Meanwhile let me 
ask the reader, do you love the \Vord 
of God as Mary Jones did? Has 
its power entered your soul, convinc
ing you of sin, and turning you to 
God? If so, do you love to read its 
sacred pages? Are they the food 
of your soul, the joy of your heart, 
or do you neglect your Bible? The 
Book of God is the joy of His people. 



BRAVE CALEB, WHO FOLLOWED FU.LLY. 
A SUNDAY AFTERNOON TALK WITH MY CLASS OF YOUNG BELIEVERS. 

�!HE world has its heroes, and it fully. I hope there are many 
� delights in honouring them Calebs among you, brave, bright 
and making known their deeds, but followers of Christ, not easily turned 
they do not like to have any, aside, or hindered by fright or 
11n1tators. God has His heroes- flattery, from following fully. Caleb 
aye, and heroines too, for faith's 

I 
belie�ed God. He took God at His 

victories may be won by male or word about the goodly land. Others 
·walked bysight: Calebwalked
by faith: he took God's Word
and hid it in his heart. I
think it must have been
Caleb and his companion
Joshua who carried that

.. grand cluster of grapes be
: tween _them on a staff, across 

r--' the Jordan, to let the others 
see what Canaan's fruits were 

· 
r11.'-!>,J��a · like. ·He saw and tasted the

goodly fruit, and wanted
others to do the same. If
you have known the Lord,

.,. . been saved, and are now 

female alike-and He delights to 
tell what they have done, and to 
urge on all others to follow their 
example. To-day we have one of 
these to look at-Caleb, the son of 
J ephunneh, a decided, devoted and 
daring man, who followed the Lord 

enjoying the spiritual bless
ings of a better Canaan, are 
you testifying to others, and 
shewing them the fruit? Tell
ing of Christ with the lips : 
manifesting Christ in the 

life : that is what God wants of all 
His redeemed ones. But they only 
saw giants; grapes and giants grow 
side by side. Blessings and perse
cutions: joys and trials go together, 
and to all who follow Christ, victory 
1s sure. 
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t Letter to all Friends of "The Young Watchman." 

MY DEAR YOUNG FRIENDS, 

A number of the Lord's servants 
who seek to lead young folks to the Lord 
Jesus, and who correspond with many who 
have received Him as their Saviour, at 
happy gatherings by the sea-side and else
wl�ere, are very often asked by these young 
friends, where they may find a Magazine 
with simple yet solid articles, to help and 
encourage them on their heaver.ward way, 
with bright Gospel stories and brief records 
of the Lord's work-especially amongst 
young folks. "The Young Watchman" 
is already too well known to need any 
word of commendation from me, and is 
widely circulated among boys and girls, 
and young people of many lands. But it 
is the desire of its Editor-Mr. Ritchie
and of others who are his helpers, to make 
it still more interesting and heleful, by 
devoting an extra page or two each month 
to short, bright papers for young believers, 
a page for correspondence, and short words 
of cheer and encouragement about the 
Lord's work and workers in this and other 
lands. You can all help to make these 
pages bright, helpful and full of interest by 
each sending on short accounts of meetings, 
cases of conversion among companions, 
crisp notes of the Lord's work, and any 
crumb of cheer to help ygung fellow-pil
grims to the heavenly ,city. I must not 
forget to add, that by circulating and intro
ducing "The Young Watchman" among all 
your young friends and companions, you 
will be a real helper with us in this happy 
service. May the Lord continue to bless 
our little Magazine, and all its readers. 

Yours in the Master's service among the 
young. GEORGE BENNgTT.

YonK,june, 1896. 

Several well-known servants of Christ 
whose work lies chiefly amongst young 
people have kinaiy promised to send 
contributions for this new part of the 
"Watchman," and the Editor has already 
in hands some striking papers for next 
month's issue. Send all papers, letters, 
and contributions to the Ed£tor of "The 
Young Watchman," Kilmarnock, Scotiand. 
EDITOR'S NOTE.-We have great pleasure 
in complying with the desire of Mr. Ben
nett, and many others who lahour in the 
Lord amongst young people. Simple, 
solid teaching for young believers, in some 
form that can be sent to them by post, or 
handed to them monthly, is greatly needed, 
especially among those who are in worldly 
homes and far from spiritual ministry, and 
happy gatherings of young believers. We 
have tried to meet the need so far in the 
"Watchman" during the twelve years of 
its existence, but we heartily welcome the 
promised help of thMe servants of Christ 
who desire to further increase its usefulness 
to the dear lambs of the great Shepherd's 
flock. With warmest thanks to our many 
helpers and co-workers who have so long 
and so faithfully stood by us, and in so 
many ways showed their sympathy with 
us in editing and issuing this little paper, 
and to the Lord's people and servants who 
have circulated it far and wide among 
young folks of every land. We would 
bespeak for the little paper, with its added 
pages of helpful matter for young believers, 
a still wider circulation, and would ear
nestly ask the reader personally to become 
a helper toward this, by introducing it to 
at least half-a-dozen of his young friends 
who do not yet know it, and ask them to 
take a copy each monthly. 
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Cheering Words from 

Colonial R.eaders. 

"DEAR MR EDITOR, 

'' I daresay you will be pleased to 
hear from one of your Australian readers, 
now on a visit to England. I have got 
'The Young \Vatchman' every month out 
in my Australian home for a long time, 
and after reading it myself, I distribute it 
amongst our school girls. You will rejoice 
to hear that several of the girls have been· 
brought to Christ through reading 'The 
Young vVatchman.' There are many saved 
ones in Austrn.lia, but not so many as I

would like to see. Will you pray that many 
more may be saved? I remain a reader 
and lover of 'The Young \Vatchman.' 

"A. K." 

"A WAY in this distant part of the world it 
is a great joy to receive the glad tidings of 
salvation for young folks, so clearly and 
attractively written as they are, in your 
bright little paper, 'The Young \tVatchman.' 
I had it given me when quite a boy by my 
teacher in the school ; and now while far 
away from old associations and friends, it 
is all the more welcome as it comes month 
by month. There are a great many young 
lads and girls employed in the mills where 
I work here, to whom I give copies. They 
receive and read them eagerly, and I have 

· no doubt the words of Gospel and warning
will be blessed to them, as they were to
me when I was like them. Ever yours in
the Lord Jesus.

N I d J. L.,,"Dunedin, cw Zea an , 

Young Sowers and Soul-winners. 

HUNDREDS of bright and active young 
workers are now busy at work, sowing the 
seed and spreading the Gospel in villages 
and hamlets where the glad tidings are 

seldom heard. Here are a few jottings 
from their letters. 

A Glasgow young man writes:-"! have 
just returned from a holiday in ·wales, 
where I had the opportunity of scattering 
many Gospel tracts. I left some on the 
top ofSnowdown, where many excursionists 
go." 

A Pupil Teacher says :-"\Vhat a joy it 
was to me to say 'goodbye' to six of my 
class as I came home on my summer vaca
tion, all of them saved since the session 
began. The grandest work on earth is to 
win a soul for Christ." 

A Country Girl writes:-' 'Lots of tourists 
pass through the glen near by, all the sum
mer. My little service is to keep the gates 
and posts well covered with gummed texts 
and arresting words. I know God blesses 
them." 

"Walking on the shore at Llandudno, 
a piece of paper was blown to my feet. I

picked it up and found it was one of your 
tracts, which some one had been giving, 
and which I myself was also circulating." 

_. A Tract Distributor's Card, with 
"Hints and Helps" will be sent free to any· 
Christian worker in the world. · '' Tract 
Distributing Bands" and companies of 
young gospellers may have one for each. 
Send a post card saying how many, and 
they will he sent at once. 

BIBLE-SEARCHING TEXT-BOOKS. 

THE pile of these is so unusually large, 
and the work of examination so heavy, 
that we have heen unable to get through 
even one section of them this month. \Ve 
hope to be able to give, at least, part of 
the list of prize winners in next month's 
"Watchman," and we are sure our readers 
will have patience to wait, as we must give 
their work great care and not hurry over it.



AN ARROW SHOT AT A VENTURE. 

''@.HERE'S a young man here ' and the consideration of losing these 
� to-night anxious about his caused him to halt. He went to the 

soul. The devil is whispering to 
him, 'There's plenty of time yet;' 
but I tell that young man in the 

meeting that night, and just as he 
had taken his seat, the piercing 
words of the preacher as quoted 
rang through in his ear. He was 
brought to a crisis; he must either 
accept or reject Christ. The words 
were intended for him, he had no 
doubt, although the preacher knew 
nothing whatever of his state. Sitting 
on his seat, he bowed his head, 

name of the Lord Goe, that there is accepted Christ as his Saviour, and 
not a moment to spare. He is here confessed at the close that he was 
to-night in life, within reach of sal- on the Lord's side. The following 
vation, not far from the kingdom; day two of his old companions were 
but if he put it away from him once out in a sailing boat, which was cap
more, his doom will be sealed; he sized and both were drowned. He 
will wake up in a lost eternity." would have been there, had he not 
These words rang like a trumpet decided for Christ the previous 
blast through the great building, night. When he heard of his com
where a crowd of young men were panions being drowned, he wept, 
gathered to hear the Gospel of God and remembered the preacher's 
preached by a faithful ambassador words of the previous night. His 
of Christ. It was a day of the was a remarkable deliverance. He 
Lord's right hand, and many were began to testify for Christ, and soon 
pressing into the kingdom. Young after went to a distant land. There 
men were corning out boldly on the in the open air, in parks, in barns, 
Lord's side, and many others were theatres, halls; or wherever sinners 
anxious. Among the latter was a could be reached, he preached to 
young engineer, who had come up them the unsearchable riches of 
to town to learn his trade. One or Christ, and many were gathered into 
two of his shopmates had been con- the kingdom of God. 
verted, and he was thoroughly Dear reader, if you are yet uncon
aroused. But then the world and verted, flee to Jesus and accept Him 
its pleasures were in the other scale, I as this young man did. 



A MEMORABLE TWELFl-H 

OF JULY. 

1' I SAT DOWN IN TIIE WOOD1 AND R.B.lD TII.B LETT.Im,'' 



A MEMORABLE TWELFTH OF JULY. 

�/HE sun shone brightly on the 
� morning of the twelfth of July, 
and the peasantry and villagers, some 
on foot, and others in veh1cles of 
various kinds, were hurrying along to 
the place where the '' Celebrations " 
of the day were to take place. Ev€ry
bodY. knows that in the North of 
Ireland, "the twelfth" is a great day, 
and thirty years ago, when I was a 
girl, it was celebrated in a more 
dangerous fashion than it is now, 
generally attended by strife and often 
by bloodshed. Our family were all 
staunch "Protestants," several of my 
brothers holding places of honour 
in the "Orange'' ranks, while we 
younger ones went for the day's 
amusement, and to meet with friends 
and companfons there. I had been 
looking forward to that day's outing 
for many months, and expected to 
meet a bosom friend of mine, a com
panion of schooldays there, whom 
I had not seen for over a year. She 
was like myself, a farmer's daughter, 
full of fun, a splendid singer and good 
dancer j so I expected we would 
have a grand day of it together. Just 
as we started in the morning, ·we met 
the rural postman, and he handed 
me a letter. I saw by the hand
writing it was from May, and I burst 
it open with some anxiety, fearing 
she might be hindered from coming 
to spend the day with me. Imagine 

my surprise and bewilderment when 
I read in May's own familiar hand
writing the following brief note :-

" My DEAREST POLLY,

"Do not be surprised when 
I tell you that I will not be at 
Ballymena to-day. I wish you could 
come on here and see me. The 
Lo!d has visited our household, and 
praise His Name, He has saved my 
f4ther, mother, two brothers and 
myself. Vv e are all happy in the 
knowledge of our sins forgiven, and 
that heaven is our home. 0 how I 
wish you were here, dear Polly, but 
you may be saved just where you are
by trusting yourself to Jesus the 
mighty Saviour. Come and see me 
as soon as you can, and I will tell 
you all about it. 

" 'Now I have found a Friend. 
Jesus is mine.' 

" Your ever-loving MA y."

Had an angel descended from 
realms above, his presence could 
not have caused me a greater sur
prise, than that half sheet of note 
paper with its simple straightforward 
statement. 11y companion of school 
days, my bosom friend, with whom 
I had shared the pleasures and follies 
of the world, was converted, and had 
confessed herself a follower of Christ. 
I knew well enough what that meant. 
to her, and to me. It was no easy 
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matter for a young girl in our part of 
the country then to becon'le a de
cided follower of Christ. Conversion, 
or, at least, the open confession of it, 
was not so common then as now, 
and, as a rule, those who did confess 
themselves saved and on the way to 
heaven, came in for a heavy share 
o( persecution and abuse. To me 
it meant the loss of her company, for 
well I knew that if May Mackay was 
truly converted, she would no longer 
be a sharer with me in worldly 
pleasures. 

I was glad when they had all gone, 
and I was left alone. I wandered 
out, sat down in the wood and read 
the letter over several times. Then 
I burst into tears, and· cried for more 
than an hour. I never felt so lonely 
in the world as I did that day. 
Everything seemed to have gone 
from me, and I felt as if I had parted 
company with May for ever. Then 
another look at the closing part of 
her letter, "You may be saved just 

where you are by trusting yourself to 
Jesus," sent a ray of hope into my 
heart. Why should I not be saved and 
become a follower of Christ too, and 
know my former companion as my 
sister in Christ, a nearer and dearer 
relationship than I bad ever known 
her in before? I candidly confess 
that this purely selfish thollght was 
the first and the uppermost in my 
mind. I cannot say that I felt then 

in any degree the burden of my sin, 
or that I saw the greatness of my 
danger as a sinner without Christ, 
under condemnation. I did after
wards learn these and other facts, 
and look back on my position as one 

under the wrath of God, with wonde.r 
that I could have been so careless 
and unconcerned, but the thing that 
pressed me hard that summer 
morning was, that my fond com
panion and I were parted by a great 
gulf in time, and that we would be 

. parted for eternity. A sovereign 
God can use what He pleases to 
arouse a sinner from sin's fatai sleep, 
and He used that simple fact to 
arouse me. I saw myself like a 
lone sheep in the desert, far from 
God and Christ; sundered from 
Christians and ·their joys ; and sick 
of the world with all its unsatisfying 
joys. I prayed; what for, I do not 
know, but this gave me no peace or 
satisfaction. The day wore on, and 
still I sat there in the wood reading 
May's letter, until the sun set behind 
the hill. I arose and went home. 
The house was empty : no one had 
returned. I sat down in the kitchen. 
My grandfather's Bible lay on a 
shelf near the old arm-chair where 
he used to sit and read it before he 
died. I took it down, wondering if 
any ray of light or comfort would 
come to me from it. I opened it 
and read several chapters, and came 
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upon the :words-" Behold, God is 
my salvation ; I will trust and not 
be afraid'' (Isa. xii. 2 ). These words 
were very like what May had written 
in her letter-" You may be saved 
just where you are by trusting your
self to Jesus." I sat looking first at 
the one, then at the other : they 
seemed to say the same thing. In 
a moment-I cannot describe how 
-it all seemed as clear and simple as
anything could be. I had only to
trust myself to another, to cast
myself upon Christ, like a wearied .
child on its mother's breast, like a
drowning man on a life-belt, and I
would be saved. I did so, without
reserve: simply gave myself over to
the Lord Jesus, committing myself
to His Saving Arm, and I knew He
had received me. There was no joy
at the moment, no sense of de
liverance such as I have seen others
since experience, but I had the
assurance that He had not cast me
out, but received me. I said in my
heart-" I will trust and not be

afraid." Quietly, I knelt on the stone
floor and thanked God for giving me
Jesus as my Saviour, and as I was
doing this, my heart was filled with
joy and peace. It began to dawn
upon me-no doubt, by the Spirit of
God witnessing with my spirit-that
I was now saved, and on the way to
glory, and my tears of joy flowed in
abundance. How I wished to see

May now, to tell her what had hap
pened. I sang, and probably leapt 
for very joy : I hardly knew where 
I was, or how to give vent to my 
ecstasy. When my brothers came 
home I told them I was saved, and 
they looked bewildered, saying to 
each other in an undertone, I had 
gone mad. Next day, I went to see 
May, and what a meeting that was. 
A quarter of a century has come and 
gone since that eventful day, and 
rpany changes have taken place. 
Friends and loved ones have gone, 
but the Saviour who met me and 
saved me that memorable twelfth of 
July, is still the same, my precious 
Lord and Redeemer, whose love has 
been my resting-place, and whose 
power has been my strength all 
these years. My dear companion 
May has been with Christ for many 
years, and I shall meet her with 
others who have gone before, on the 
fair morning of His coming again. 
Is the Saviour who has been my 
trust since that day yours? Can 
you say as my companion wrote to 
me-" Jesus is mine?" vVill you 
to-day tell Him in your heart-" I 
will trust and not be afraid ? " 

MY ONLY ROBE. 

"Not having mine own righteousness" (Phil. iii. 9). 

I will not wrap my guilty soul 
In any robe of mine; 

Since nought can make me fit for God, 
But righteousness Divine. 



BERTIE THE TRUANT. 

�»ER TIE thought it was hard 
� lines to be at school all day, 
and every week-day except Saturday. 
He thought the lads who roamed 
the fields by day and the streets by 
night, were the happy boys. They 
had no lessons to learn ; no masters 
to obey; and could do whatever 
they liked. He 
thought it would 
be nice to have a 
day of this kind of 
liberty himself, so 
he arranged to play 
truant. His books 
were quietly slip
ped under a hay 
stack by the way
s ide  unti l  he 
should return. 
Bertie, in high 
sp1nts, jumped 
over the fence, 
and made for the 
river-side, there to 
enjoy himself. It 
did seem wonder
fully fine the first hour to go free, 
with no teacher's eye upon him, just 
able to do whatever he thought fit. 
The next hour was not quite so 
grand, for the novelty of it had worn 
off, and Bertie thought how grieved 
his mother would be, if she knew 
how he was spending the day, and 
there was just the possibility that it 

might be found out. The third 
hour he was very miserable, and 
wished it was time to go home, 
and the fourth, he wandered up and 
down the field with his hands •in his 
pockets, hanging his head in shame, 
afraid to step out on the road, in case 
any of the boys should meet him. 

Bertie's truant life 
that day is not un
like the path of 
the sinner. He 
thinks that to get 
away from God is 
liberty; to have 
his own way is 
happiness; but, 
like Bertie and the 
prodigal of Luke 
fifteen, he found 
the end of his 
m irlh h_ea viness, 
and the result of 
his sm 
Bert ie's 

misery. 
books 

were stolen ; his 
mother found out 

he had played truant; and Bertie 
paid dearly for his day of stolen 
liberty, which was not a happy one. 
It taught him a lesson, and may 
teach you, that a run-away from 
God-a sinner against Him-cannot 
be happy, and the end will be 
eternal misery. Sin seems sweet in 
the bud, but the fruit thereof is gall 



SAVED, WHILE PASSING THROUGH THE KYLES OF BUTE. 

'' � \VAS converted to God, and 
� sang my first song on the way 

to glory, while passing through the 
Kyles of Bute, on board the steamer 
'Iona,' twenty-five years ago to-day: 
Praise be to God. I was as careless 
a sinner as ever walked the streets 
of Glasgow, and yet the grace of 
God reached me, and the Christ of 
God took me as I was, cleansed me 
from my sins in His precious blood, 
and has kept me from going back 
to them, by His mighty power for a 
quarter of a century. I commend 
Him to you dear young fellows. 
You don't want a gloomy religion : 
you want to have a bright and happy 
life, what people call "A good time." 
\Vell I do not wonder at�!, but I tell 
you, that God's Christ received, 
dwelling in a young man's heart, 
standing by Him at His right hand, 
neither makes him gloomy nor sad. 
I can tell you, He has been Saviour, 
.Keeper, Guide, Counseller, and Best 
Friend to me, all these years. " 

Such was the testimony given on 
a Sunday evening on the Esplanade 
at �othesay, the favourite watering 

place of the Clyde, on a summer 
evening, while hundreds of eager 
listeners stood around. The young 
men, who formed a considerable 
part of the audience, seemed much 
impressed j and se�eral date their 
conviction of sin, and conversion to 
God, from that memorable Sunday 
evening, and to that honest and 
noble testimony. The Lord Jesus 
is just as able, willing, and ready 
now, this very hour, to save you
reader, as you are, and where you 
are, as He was to welcome and save 
that young man. The only open 
question is, are you willing to be 
saved on His terms, as a sinner, 
without merit, wholly by grace, and 
just now i There is no other Saviour, 
and no other way of salvation. If 
you claim Him as God's gift, and 
trust the precious blood, once shed 
to atone for sin, you will be cleansed 
and made fit to dwell with God, but 
if you refuse Him and neglect His 
salvation, you will perish eternally. 
There is no middle course : no half
way house. It must be Christ or 
the world. Wltich ?



MARY JONES, THE WELSH GIRL. 

CHAP. II. T\iVENTY-FIVE MILES FOR A BIBLE. 

�T was a bright Spring morning were bursting into bloom: the green � in the year 1800, and Mary blade of the corn peeped out of the Jones was up with the lark, to set soil : the birds sang their morning off on her long journey of twenty- song, mingled with the voices of herd_ five miles to Ba1a, to obtain, as she men and merry milkmaids, among hoped-the des_ire of her heart: a the hills : the lambs gamboled on copy of the ��g� ----�; ": \ri,, the mountain Word of God. ����::� -_ · side, and the The road was 
o:i""=,-_ 

speckled trout long, to her played merrily it was all un- in the stream, known, and it as Mary tripped was not in along the road, these days, very �� singing in her safe for a girl .-� 
��i::,.,p�� hea rt's deep of sixteen, to ��� joy, songs of re-travel all alone. deeming love. But committ- :���v' Can anything mg herself to •t���� exceed the the care of .. '"' g randeur of 

h F h . 
-.� er at er m -:::::::--�_::: vr=,� · ·- - such a siaht? heaven, Mary � �----; {, A young O be-started with a �� =--_,,__.--.-: � liever, saved l ight heart , ,... ::i.nd on the way barefoot, with _._ · �..::.,,-:...:s::r�--:.jJi$1ii�- t o  h e a  v e n: her only pair =�:::.,.. --���,., .:.,.......,..,.;:--- severed from of shoes in a "sAREFocrr, w1TH HER sHO"is IN i.. wALLnT." sin and the wallet, hung over her shoulder. A world: satisfied with Christ: singing bright morning of early Spring in the Redeemer's praise : searching. Wales, is always a grand sight. In for the precious treasure of the after years, Mary described that Word of God. The world has morning of her walk to Bala, as" the nothing like this to show: no, not loveliest she had ever seen." All even on its best and brightest gala Nature seemed to be as she was, days. Its pleasures have all a thorn: full of life and hope. The buds its brightest days an over-hanging 
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cloud. Do you want to know the 
reason why? I will tell you. It is 
because sin stands between the 
sinner's soul and God, and ht knows 
full well, that after death, which may 
reach him at any moment, is the 
judgment. 

Mary arrived in Bala late in the 
evening; and as you may guess, tired 
enough. She went as she had been 
instructed, to the house of an earnest 
preacher, named David Edwards, 
who received her kindly, and gave 
her refreshment and a bed for the 
night, arranging to accompany her 
early next mon:iing, to the house of 
Mr. Charles, from whom she hoped 
to procure the object of her journey 
-A Welsh Bible. Mary was up
early next morning, and before she
left her little bedroom, she repeated
over the beautiful twenty-third Psalm
from memory, which came readily to
her mind. Shortly after, she stood
by Mr. Edwards' side, at the door
of Mr. Charles, her heart beating
high in expectation. A few minutes
later, Mary was seated in the
preacher's study, telling in simple
words the object of her visit, and
how greatly she desired to carry _back
with her, to her home in Llanfihangel,
a copy of the Word· of God. The
good man listened with deepest
interest to the simple, yet touching
story, and then with a look of sad
ness on his countenance, he turned

to David Edwards and said, "I am 
greatly grieved that this maid has 
come such a distance to obtain a 
Bible, and that I have not a copy 
left for her. All the Bibles I had 
sent from London are gone, save 
one or two, which are ordered by 
friends, and which I am keeping 
for them." 

Mary had been looking up with the 
greatest interest, into Mr. Charles' 
face, while he spoke, but when these 
last words fell from his lips, her heart 
sank within her, and burying her 
head in her hands, she burst into 
tears and sobbed, the great hot tears 
falling through her fing.ers down on 
the floor. Were all her hopes 
blighted? Had her six years' self
denial, her long journey of twenty
five miles, all been for nothing? 
The two men of God sat in silence, 
wrapt in deep thought. Must the 
wr ord of God be denied to a soul, 
hungering to receive it? The bare 
thought was painful to the last 
degree. They saw in the young 
believer's desire for the Sacred Word, 
the work of God, and in that they 
rejoiced, but the dearth of that word, 
so far as Wales was concerned, lay 
as a burden on their hearts. But 
God, who gave to Mary Jones the 
desire for H'is Word, was able to 
provide that Word for her and 
others. How, we shall see. 



A YOUNG SAILOR'S TESTIMONY. 

FROM A LETTER TO HIS PARENTS, ON HIS FIRST VOYAGE AFTER HIS CONVERSION, 

�tfl..,EE arrived in Ma�ritius all
'y_YWJf} safe, and I received your
very welcome letter two days after. 
I never enjoyed a letter from you 
so much before, for I never cared 
for the little "lecture" you gave 
me on previous voyages. I am sure 
my dear mother will be happy now, 
knowing that her "dear boy" is 
gathered into the fold. I suppose 
you little thought that 
I would be a child of 
God after being such 
a bad boy. How I 
value every word my 
mother sends to me 
now ! What a glorious 
thing to know that we 
are safe for Eternity ! 
And it just shews that 
God saves the worst 
of the worst when He saved me. 
\Vhat a feeling of serenity a child of 
God has when dangers threaten ! 
It is not easy to keep one's colours 
flying in the forecastle, where there 
is so much profanity and sin. But 
the Lord is able to keep. When 
you are before His throne in prayer, 
ask for strength and guidance to be 
given me away here, surrounded by 
Satan's followers on every hand, and 
that I may be enabled to testify for 
the Lord. An English steamer 
came in here last Sunday, and while 
she was lying outside the harbour, the 

second and third mates, two appren
tices and myself went out to her in the 
boat and sang a few hymns, which 
the passengers seemed to enjoy 
very much. It was a very calm 
evening, and-" It is well with my 
soul '' sounded grandly. I see a 
number of "coolies" on board a 
French mail boat lying close to us, 
and as soon as they get up in 

the morning they kneel 
on the top of the awn
ings fore and aft the 
ship, and pray to the 
sun as it rises. What 
an example for us who 
are the children of God, 
not to be ashamed of 
our Lord, or to own His 
Name. Your loving 
son in the Lord. 

GEORGE E--.

No doubt this dear young fellow 
finds it no easy job to "stand up . 
for Jesus" on board ship far from 
home, and surrounded by the un
godly. One thing is certain, he 
will have to stand clear out and 
"keep his colours flying," as he says 
to gain the victory. There is no other 
way of it, young believer, whether 
your lot be on a merchant ship 
ploughing the seas, or on dry land 
surrounded by unconverted school
mates and companions, shopmates, 
or brothers and sisters at home. 



BRIGHT WORDS FOR YOUNG PILGRIMS. 

DEAR y OUNG FRIENDS, 

I rejoice with every one of you 
who have trusted Christ and know 
Him asSaviour and Lord in the sunny 
days of youth. Some of us are get
ting old, and we will not be able to 
run the Lord's errands, and tell 
others of His love very long. You 
will be filling our places, and going 
forth with the glad tidings to near 
and distant lands. Keep close to 
Christ now; read and meditate on 
His Word; speak often to Him in 
prayer; and keep well away and far 
off from ungodly companions and 
worldly associations, by which so 
many bright young believers are 
spoiled and reduced to miserable 
backsliders. The out-and-out fol
lower of Christ is the only truly 
happy person on earth. May you 
each be ever found among that royal 
few who follow Jesus fully. 

A BOY'S OREA TEST SNARE. 

AFTER I was converted, my greatest 
snare was playing foot
ball with old companions 

. , .. who were not saved. 
r ,i, Twice I joined with them 

in the game, a·nd was led into a back
sliding condition both times. \\1hen 
I got my hands filled with happy 
Christian work, I had no longer a 
desire to play football with old 
companions. 

A Mother's Parting Blessing. 

Given to a Christi"an boy 
on the day o.f his depart-

'" 
-ure to a foreign land.

,,.. 
--

''The Lord shall preserve thy 
going out and thy coming 
in " (Psa. cxxi. 8). 

FORTH from the peaceful ark of "Home," 
Forth o'er the waters wild, 

Like Noah's dove in days of old, 
Thou goest forth, my chil<l. 

The bira must leave the parent nest, 
To roam o'er land and sea ; 

And now the dreaded hour has come, 
When we must part with thee. 

Make God the portion of thy soul, 
His Word thy guide each day; 

So shall His presence cheer thy path, 
And keep thee all the way. 

. A GOLDEN CHAIN 

For all those who are Christ's. 

I WILL give you a golden chain of 
seven links, telling how completely 
Christ is for you, and how freely 
He is occupied on your account. 
No shepherd ever watched His flock, 
no mother ever cared over her child, 
no watchman · ever guarded his 
charge, as the Lord Jesus does you. 
Hear what He says :-

His ARMS are u11derneath you (Deut. 33. 27). 
His EYES are over you (r Peter 3. 12).

He goes before you (John IO. 4). 
He follows belu"nd you (Isa. 52. 12).

ITe encampeth round about you (Psa. 34. 7). 
He liveth t'n you (Gal. 2. 20),

He is coming.for )'ou (John 14. 3). 



SPECIAL PAGE OF AWARDS FOR BIBLE-SEARCHING. 

Prizes for Bible Searching. 
The large pile of finely filled in Text 

Books sent from boys and girls in all parts 
of the world has now been partly examined, 
and we have pleasure in giving part of the 
examiners' report below. The remainder 
we hope to give next month. Our best 
thanks to all the busy searchers who have 
so heartily and diligently taken up this 
grand work for the past year. \Ve are 
pleased to see so large a number of beauti, 
fully filled in Text Books from foreign 
countries. 

SPECIAL AWARDS FOR FINDING TEXTS 
IN "THE CHILDREN'S ALMANAC."
Best Text Book, under 7 years, a Bible to 
Alexr. Taylor, Dyce: between 7 and 9, 
a Bible to Elsie Rowland, Cardiff. Highly 
commended, Fred. Taylor, Dyce: Mary 
Beer, Bideford: Maud Agnew, Belfast . 
Edith Crabtree, Cardiff: M. Hassey, Car
diff. Best Text Book from Canada
Picture Volume to Jennie Gulliland, Ham
ilton. Text Books by Dora Graham, 
Manitoba: Wm. Taylor, Chatsworth : Jas. 
Riddel, Clyde : all very well done. 

United States-Edith Holt, Toronto, 
Ohio: and Geo. Bateman, La Crosse, both 
Volumes. Australia-Jane Cameron, Bris
bane. China-Reward Volumes to Lily 
Cranston, Shanghai: John W. Davidson. 
Demerara-rst. Bible to Edgar Chubb, 
Georgetown: 2nd. Volume to Genevieve, 
Callander. ·Hilda Knight, Jos. Atherly, 
Mary Reynolds, H. Broomes, Helena 
Bonnett, C. 0. Gali, and Joy Reynolds, 
all very nicely done-a Reward Book to 
each. Well done Demerara I Other Text 
Book Awards next month. 

Original Gospel Hymn on " The Love 
of God," award of Smallest Bible to A. W. 

· Hill, Ipswich.

ORIGINAL BIBLE SEARCHING, No. 61. 
"A virtuous woman" purchased for a wife, 
The name of one who saved a nation's life, 
"A mother in" a people loved and sought, 
The name of one who death and life hath brought 
A women sent before God's chosen race. [grace. 
The name of one who "laboured much" through 
A dear disciple who her life regained, 
The niece of one who righteousness obt�med, 
Who well began, and then turned back with tears, 
A prophetess who tried the brave with fears. 
Add the first letters of each given word, 
And may the truth now draw thee to the Lord: 
No grander word the Book of God con�ains,. 
'Twill meet thy need, and answer all God s claims, 
For this O praise Him every ransomed soul, 
Till endless Ages shall have ceased to roll. 

A Prize Volume of 300 pages, finely 
illustrated for the Best Answer. 

EARNEST WORK BY YOUNG BELIEVERS 
-" Five of us all belonging to 'The Tract 
Distributing Band " are all here al the 
seaside for a week's holidays. We have 
given away thousands of Leaflets, and find 
several young lads here who would like to 
begin this kind of work at their own 
homes. Will you kindly send them each a 
'Tract Distributing Band Floral Card ' 
with ' Hints how to form and work a 
Band.' They are very earnest, but do not 
seem to know how to begin." 

BIBLE QUESTIONS AND STUDIES.-A 
young servant-maid writes-" I miss the 
Weekly Bible Questions given in last 
year's Watcliman. They are such a grand 
employment for a spare hour. I am sure 
many would rejoice if you resumed them.'' 

[The weekly subject for Bible Reading, 
Searching and Study now appears in "The 
Sunday School Workers' Magazine," it 
being much used by Senior and Bible 
Classes in Sunday Schools. But we have 
something ready, simpler, yet quite as 
interesting for our young friends to search, 
trace, study, and suck the "honey " out 
of which will, God willing, appear in the 
"Watchman." Look out for the first in 
next month's issue. 



I FEEL, BECAUSE I KNOW." 

" � BELIEVE every word that 
¥ you have said. I believe

that Jesus Christ died for sinners, 
and therefore for me. I do not 
trust in any works of my own, but 
in _Him alone; yet I cannot say 
that I am saved. I know quite 
well that you and others here have 
the knowledge of their salvation. 
They are all so happy like; but I 
cannot fi�l as if that was the case 
with me. I wish I could; but I 
have never been able to say it." 
These were the words spoken to me 
one night lately at the close of an 
Evangelistic meeting by a young 
woman, to whom I-had been speak
ing personally about Ch�ist, and the 
way of life. She had been coming 
very regularly to the meetings; and 
from the sad expression on her face, 
I guessed she was not altogether 
happy in the knowledge of salvation. 
She had been religiously brought up, 
and accustomed from her girlhoo<;l 
to hear it preached as a cardinal point 
of the Gospel, that there must be 
certain "feelings " and "evidences " 
found within, ere the assurance of 
God's salvation could be hoped for. 
For years she had been earnestly 
looking for these '' evidences " in 
herself, and using " the means " set 
forth, as that which would eventually 
produce them, but without the 
desired result. She was in real 

earnest, no doubt about that, but 
how to get the " feelings " and 
" evidences," that were to be to her 
the assurance of salvation received, 
seemed the great perplexity. After 
hearing her express herself as above, 
I said, " I think you are putting the 
effect _before the cause, and l_ooking 
for " evidences" of something that 
you do not possess. To illustrate 
what I mean. Suppose I go to the 
doctor, and ask him to prescribe for 
my cough. He gives me a prescrip
tion, which I take to the chemist, 
whq dispenses it for me. I go 
home, but instead of taking the 
medicine, I sit down and wait for 
evidences that this . is the right 
medicine, and that I have taken it 
in the proper way. What then?" 
She smiled, and said qu�etly, "I 
see where I have erred. I have 
been expecting to fie/ the joy of 
salvation before I had salvation 
itself, and to have the cure without 
the medicine." "Exactly. But you 
will surely do so no longer. Jesus 
says, 'He that believeth on Me hath

everlasting life ' (John vi. 4 7 ). Will 
you believe that you are a possessor 
of that life, because He says it?'' 
She paused, then calmly said, '' Yes, 
I see it now. Jesus says I have it: 
I know I have, because He says it ; 
and I feel happy, because I know.' 
She now rejoice, in salvation. 



HILDA THE WANDERER. 

" THE 'iGED PARENTS AND THEIR TWICR·FOUND CHILD." 



HILDA THE V{ ANDERER: A Story of Answered Prayer. 

fflflt)N aged couple sat by their 
� cottage door, watching the 
sun set behind the western hills, on 
a calm September evening. "He's 
gone," said Duncan Maclean the 
aged husband, "to shine in another 
sphere, and some of our loved ones 
will soon be basking in his light in 
their far off Australian home. His 
aged partner breathed a heavy sigh, 
and added-" But my darling Hilda 
is, I fear, where suns will rise and 
set no more." " I cannot believe 
it,'' said the aged highland peasant, 
"for I had wonderful liberty in 
praying to my God for her just last 
night, and I feel in my soul, that 
our eyes shall yet see our youngest 
daughter, ere we close them on earth. 
"God grant it,'' said the mother, 
wiping a tear from her wrinkled 
cheek. Hilda had left her happy 
home, enamoured by the fair pro
mises of a youthful lover. On the 
voyage to Australia, he had proved 
himself a deceiver, and after a few 
months, he died and left her home
less and friendless in a foreign land. 
Ashamed to make herself known to 
her brothers out there, and without 
means to return to her riative land, 
she engaged as a domestic servant, 
and, in the providence of God, found 
a situation in a Christian family 
there. Her godly mistress soon 
gained her confidence and learned 

from Hilda's own lips the story of 
her life, especially of her early days, 
when in her humble but happy 
home, she learned in early life the 
story of a Saviour's love, and as a 
girl of ten, gained the prize for re
peating at the Sunday School the 
Psalms of David. Tenderly but 
faithfully Hilda's mistress pressed 
home her sin upon her conscience, 
and told her of the only One who 
could save and make her happy, and 
of His willingness and power to do 
both at once, if she would only trust 
Him. One September evening as 
she walked to town, a Gospel text, 
1 Tim. i. 15, learnt twenty years 
before, flashed across her mind, and 
she saw in a moment that just as she 
was, Christ could and would save 
her, a sinner. She was saved then 
and there. While prayer ascended 
among Scotland's heather hills, the 
answer descended on Australia's 
balmy plains. Hilda could not 
keep the good news. She wrote 
immediately to her parents, telling 
them the glad news, and, seeking 
out her brothers in Australia, she 
was soon on her way back to her 
native shores. What a meeting there 
was at the door of the humble cot
tage between the aged parents and 
their twice-found child, and what 
songs of praise resounded unto God 
who so marvellously answered prayer. 



DUMBARTON ROCK AND CASTLE, 

THe YOUNG SHIPBUILDER OF DUMBA�TON. 

� LEFT my home in the North 
• of Scotland to seek work· on
the Clyde. I was glad enough to
get away, for my parents and two
brothers were Christians, and I bad
a fear lest I myseJf should be con
verted. I knew well that they had
the best of it, and that their lives
were very much brighter and happier
than mine; but I loved my sins,
my godless companions, and the
pleasures of the world. After a day
or two spent in Glasgow, I went
down the Clyde to Dumbarton, and
got work in one of the shipbuilding
yards there. I expected to have a
good time there, and go in for the
pleasures of sin in full measure, with
no one to restrain me or trouble me
about eternal things. The first day
in the ship-yard was spent working
beside a young carpenter from Aber
deen, who had wrought to the
same firm as I had served my ap
prenticeship with in the North, so
we were soon on friendly terms. I
thought this young fellow might be
a good companion, so I began to

sound him as to how. and where he 
spent his evenings, remarking I was 
very fond of singing, and liked to go 
to concerts. " So did I before I 
was converted" said ·he quietly, "b�t 
since I got Christ, I do not need 
these, I have something better." 
This silenced me. I hoped to have 
no more of that kind of thing, but · 
here on my very first day at work, 
far from home, it met me. I felt 
uneasy. I remembered my brother's 
parting words, about not being '' able 
to get away from God," and said 
little more that day. When work 
was over I went to my lodgings, 
and found another young shipbuilder 
shared the same room. He seemed 
a nice frank fellow, and I thought 
in him I would surely find a "chum.'' 
\iVhen we sat down to tea, I noticed 
he bowed his head and gave thanks. 
I guessed from that he was a decent 
fellow, and that rather pleased me. 
vVhen we had finished, he asked if 
I would care to go out for a walk. 
I said "Yes," and was delighted at 
the prospect of being introduced to 
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other young fellows. vVhen we got 
out he said,'' Vve will just bave time 
to take a walk along to· the Castle 
Rock before meeting time, and if 
you care to go with me to our 
Gospel meeting, I shall be glad."_ 
I did not like to refuse, so after our 
walk was over, I went with him. 
Quite a lot of young fellows were 
there, all happy-like. ".Is this a 
brother in Christ?" asked one as we 
came out. I hung my head, and I 
suppose he understood from that I 
was not, so linking his arm in mine, 
he walked with me along the quiet 
street. I do not remember much 
that he said, but in parting he 
grasped my hand, and earnestly 
said, "Settle the great question 
to-night : _ it must be Christ or the 
world, and your eternal· destiny 
depends on your choice." I felt 
these words were true, and that the 
hour of my decision had come. I 
was at the place where the two ways 
met, and must choose one or the 
other. We gQt. to our lodgings, and 
my companion must have seen I 
was troubled, for he said," Shall we 
read a little bit together before we 
go to bed?" I said "Yes." So he 
read slowly the third of John, re
marking as he read the last verse, 
''' He that believeth on the Son hath 
everlasting life '-that is the verse 
that was used in my conversion." 
We talked long together, and I be-

lieve it was while talking that I 
trusted Jesus, and the light of the 
Gospel entered my soul. I did not 
confess the Lord then, I felt afraid 
lest it might be unreal, but next 
morning my heart was glad in the 
knowledge of my sins being forgiven, 
so I could keep it no longer. I 
wrote home the same night, and I 
can tell you there was joy there, as 
well as with me, and up in heaven. 
I have known Christ as my Saviour 
and Lord for many years now, and 
I heartily, joyfu_lly commend Him 
to you, reader. He can save, and 
keep and satisfy, giving you joys 
that the world knows nothing of. 

THE COLLIER LAD'S SONG. 

A collier lad who had been con
verted at our Tent Meetings only a 
week ago, has just been suddenly 
called into Eternity. During the 
few days between his conversion 
and his home-call, he led at least 
three more to the Saviour. On the 
morning of his death, and about an 
hour before the block of coal fell 
from the roof and crushed him, he 

. . 

was smgmg-
" In the Christian's home in glory, 
There remains a land of rest ; 

Where my Saviour's gone before me, 
To fulfil my soul's request. 

How grand it is, reader, to be saved, 
and ready at any moment to meet 
God. Are you ? 



THE WEARY DOVE ON THE OPEN SEA. 
A TALK BY THE SEA-SHORE AT A SUNDAY SCHOOL EXCURSION. 

"�HE dove found no rest for the trembling, wearied dove, we read-
� sole of her foot" (Gen. viii. 9). "Then he put forth his hand,

There was nothing but a waste of and took her." Happy dove ! thy
waters all around, no resting place wearied wing 1s rested now. Thou
for the weary dove in that tossing hast found a resting-place at last.
restless sea, without a shore. So is That ark afloat on the face of the
this present world to the heart of the great deep, with its· open win
men. There is no resting-place, no dow, is a beautiful figure of Christ:
satisfying portion there. Some of the wearied dove well represents you
you know that full well. You have who are still unsaved, and I rejoice
tried to find rest first in __ �� to be able to point YC?U
one thing then in an- �� to-day to that hand 

� other, but you 1

'•'i
1

· 
" put forth " to·

r 'I ,1 . • found none. I [ij('i welcome you in. 

try to picture �t4liill '1 11 I I Hear the words
thatwearydove, .1

1
of i nvitation,

with tired wing, as they come
looking about I from the lips
all over that of Jesus this
wide, wide sea, ver y  day  -
for a rest ing- "Come unto
place for her Me, all ye that
wea ried foot. labour and are
Just then, her -��������:.,, heavy-laden, and
clear far-seeing eye -=-��-- - I will give you rest "
discerns a little speck on ��-- (Matth. xi. 28). Who
the face of the waters. She flies will respond, in the language of the
toward it, and finds it is the ark, beautiful hymn :-
the only place of salvation, rest and I heard the voice of Jesus say, refreshment, on all that troubled sea. "Come unto Me and rest; 

It has an open window,-only one- Lay down, thou weary one, lay down 

and to it she flies. Was she refused Thy head upon My breast." 

admittance? Ah no ! She was I came to Jesus as I was, 
Weary, and worn, and sad; welcomed there : yea, more than

welcomed, for when Noah saw the I found in Him a resting-place, 
And He has made rne glad. 



RANGI THE l\1AORI CHIEF. 

�HE glad tidings of salvation, 
� when first carried to the 
Maoris in New Zealand, was often 
listened to by circles of wondering 
savages, with tatooed faces, standing 
around the missionary with their 
spears stuck in the ground. They 
w.ere a warlike bloodthirsty people, 
yet the Gospel of peace wrought 
i ts  wonders 
among them. 
One wonder
ful case of 
conversion to 
God was that 
of Rangi, a war 
chief, whose 
n a m e  a n d
cruel deeds 
were known 
for many miles 
around. When 
the servants of 
Christ set foot 
on his territory, 
he gave them 
a hearty wel
come, and earnestly listened to the 
message of salvation. From the 
first day it was evident that God 
was dealing with this benighted 
heathen man, and wherever the 
preaching was, Rangi was a listener. 
When asked one day what his 
thoughts were on the subject, he 
boldly replied, "My belief is in• the 

great God, and in Jesus Christ. I 
have nothing to give Him, only I 
believe He is the true God, and I 
trust in Jesus Christ His Son.'' 
Not only did Rangi thus confess the 
Lord Jesus, but his life and conduct 
shewed that he had been truly con
verted. On the Lord's-days he 
hoisted a small red flag above his 

tent, which 
was a sign to 
the people of 
his tribe that 
no work was 
to be done, 
but that they 
were to assem
ble and hear 
the Word of 
God. After a 
few years of 
ste ady t esti
m o n y  f o r 
Christ, Rangi's 
former life of 
war and blood 
began to tell 

upon him. As his end drew near 
he said, " \Vhen I die I shall leave 
this flesh and these bones here, and 
my soul will go to heaven." And 
then the old warrior, saved and 
changed into a witness for Christ, 
passed away to join the company of 
the redeemed, who wait with Christ 
the fair morning of resurrection. 



THE MESSAGE BOYS. 

�WO message boys were loitering 
� on the road, eagerly pouring 
oyer the pages of a Comic Paper. 
A third came along walking smartly, 
and as he passed, one of the loiter-

"STILL FOND 011 HIS COt-lJC l'Al'ER.'' 

ers said, "Grand tips here, Jim : 
wait a minute and hear this." "Got 
something better," said Jim blithely, 
pulling out from his pocket a Bible, 
and holding it up before them. The 
two boys laughed, cried something 

after him, and resumed their Comic 
Paper. I found that Jim was a 
converted message boy, and ran his 
master's errands smartly, as every 
Christian boy should do. He knew 

.;-

Christ as his Saviour and 
Lord, and dio things to 
please Him. What about 
the other two ? One got 
dismissed, and the last 
·time I saw him he was a
shoeblack, still fond of
his Comic Paper, from
which I believe he learn
ed many of his evil habits.
Jim is now a smart young
salesman, quickly rising in
the warehouse, and much
thought of by his master.
He is not ashamed to
own his Lord, and his
Bible is his close com
panion. vVho has the
best of it? Jim to be
sure. So .will every boy
who takes Christ as his
Saviour, and the Bible as
his guide. Comic Papers
are poor reading ; they
defile and deprave the

mind, and often sow the seeds of 
habits which ruin soul and body. 

Dear young folks, I know you 
need something to give you happi
ness : something to make you glad. 
The very best you can have is Christ. 



MARY M'ALISTER; or, the Reading of Her Father's Will. 
A STORY OF THE DAYS OF THE COVENANTERS. 

�T was in the days of the 
� Covenanters, and Scotland's 
heather hills were scoured by the 
troops of cruel Claverhouse, search
ing for those who loved the Lord, 
and wor�hipped God as they found 
it written in His Word. A Conven
ticle was to be held one summer 
evening in a de·ep dell, where it was 
supposed the song of praise and the 
voice of prayer might ascend unmol
ested. Groups of peasants with 
their sons and daughters, quietly 
stole along the heather hill-sides, and 
solitary lovers of the Lord, Bible in 
hand, came along the footpaths 
leading to the glen. 

Among those who assembled that 
afternoon, none was happier at the 
prospect of meeting with the Lord's 
people, and hearing His Word 
expounded, than Mary M 'Alister, a 
bright Scotch lassie, of seventeen, 
who truly loved the Lord, and was 
saved by His sovereign grace. She 
was once a careless girl, fond of 
dancing and ungodly songs, and took 
her part in the general worldliness 
of her surroundings. But through 
the faithful preaching of one of the 
persecuted Covenanters, Mary was 
aroused to think of the world beyond 
the grave, and eventually converted 
to God. In these days, to profess 
to be Christ's, was not the easy and 

fashionable thing it is now. Those 
who owned the Name of Christ, and 
clave to His Word alone as their 
guide, were hunted like partridges on 
the mountains, and if found attend
ing the preachings, or Conventicles 
of the Covenanting preachers, were 
immediately caught and imprisoned. 
Nevertheless the truth of God was 
loved, and the saved of the Lord, 
old and young, met whenever they 
could, to sing His praise and hear 
His sacred Word. 

As Mary wended her way barefoot 
to the glen, she was overtaken by a 
company of dragoons. To run was 
useless, so raising her heart in prayer 
to heaven, Mary thrust her Bible 
into her basket and walked quietly 
along. Th.e leader of the dragoons 
pulled up his horse close by her side, 
and in a rude and vulgar tone 
demanded where she was going. 
Mary quietly stood, and looking the 
dragoon leader full in the face, 
replied in a simple unaffected voice, 
'' My Father's will is to be read this 
afternoon, and I am just going along 
to hear what has been left for me." 

The trooper laughed, made some 
coarse remark about her being "well 
off," and allowed her to pass on 
unmolested. Mary hastened along, 
praising God for this remarkable 
deliverance. She did hear her 
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Father's will read that day, and she 

received her portion of the unsearch
able riches of Christ, which are the 

portion and the inheritance of all 

who are saved and in the family 
of God. 

11 MARY THRUST HER DIBLE INTO HER DASKET ANU WALKED QUIETLY ALOr-G," 



10� WORDS OF CHEER FOR YOUNG BELIEVERS. 

A Hive of "Bees" Worth Keeping. 

E ye holy (1 Pet. i. 16). 
Eye separate (2 Cor. vi. 17). 
Eye also patient (Jas. v. 8). 
Eye thaJ?-kful (Col. iii. 15), 
E ye kind one to another 

(Eph. iv. 32).

TAKE IT TO JESUS. 

I HAD a bad habit before I was con
verted of exaggerating. After I 
was converted I found this to cleave 
to me, and of course it made me 
unhappy. "Take it to Jesus" said 
a friend to whom I spoke of my 
besetting sin. I did so, and He 
gave me help to overcome it. 

THE BRAVE HUGUENOT GIRL. 

IN the days of the persecuted Hugue
nots, a young French peasant girl 
was asked to deny her faith, and 
worship the Virgin. Meekly she re
plied, "I will rather die for my Lord 
than deny Him. He has done so 
much for me." She was hurried off 
from her parents and cast into prison. 
She became a martyr for Christ. 
In other. circumstances than those 
of the Huguenot girl, you are 
called, young believer,· to witness

for Christ, and not deny His Name. 
The devil has other plans in our day, 
to lead saints from Christ : it is not 
so much the "roaring lion," as the 
"subtle serpent," that we have to fear. 
But in either case, a purposed heart, 

true to Christ, cleaving to His Word, 
prepared to suffer the loss of all for 

. Him, will gain the victory now, and 
the crown hereafter. 

A SOW AND A SHEEP. 

THAT text in 2 Peter iii. 22, about 
the washed sow returning to her 
wallowing in the mire, greatly 
troubled me just after I was saved. 
I was told not to be too sure of 
being in heaven, many like me had 
'' turned back." "Why did the sow 
go back to the mire "? asked an old 
Christian friend. Just because she 
was a sow, and had 
a sow's nature. The 
" mire" was the 
element in which she felt at home. 
A sheep would not feel happy there. 
If her fleece got soiled with the 
mire she would bleat until it was 
cleaned. Such is the difference 
between a Christless professor who 
has not been born again, and a true 
believer who gets stained by sin. 
The saint cannot be happy thus, 
the sinner loves so to be. No true 
believer will continue in sin. He 
may be tripped up but he will 
remain in it. 

WHERE DO YOU LOOK? 

To be miserable-Look within. 
To be distracted-Look around. 
To be happy-Look to Christ. 



BIBLE SEARCHING, AWARDS, ESSAYS AND HYMNS. 

We have pleasure in giving,the remaining 
names of those who have received prizes 
in connection with '' The Bible Searching 
Almanac and Text Book for 1896." We 
are glad to be able to say that the largest 
number of Text Books have been issued, 

, circulated, filled in and returned, of any 
year since the Almanac was first issued 
twelve years ago. This is very cheering, 
and assures us that the interest of our 
children and young people in the Book of 
God still increases as the years go by. 
May all who have sh�red in the happy 
::n<l useful work of searching the Holy 
\Verd, know Christ, of whom it testifies as 
their own personal Saviour and Lord. 

SENIOR DIVISION - Prizes to Edith 
Carter, Cardiff, and Florence Smith, 
Birmingham. Very hi''ghly commended
Alice Edmonds, Maggie Courtney, Cassie 
Dew, Lilian Carter, Cardiff; Emma Lloyd, 
Manchester. Between 12 and 15 years
First prize to Bella Smith, Turriff. Highly 
commended-Katie Taylor, Dyce; Mary 
Shore, Dublin; Ida Carson, Crighterard 
Rock; Nancy Stephen, Tredegar; Chrissie 
Jeffers, Greystones; Robert Spinks, Syden · 
ham; Bob Agnew, Belfast; Joseph Alker, 
Nelson; 0. Roberts, Guernsey; W. 
Stephens, Tredegar; Daisy Cawston, 
Walsham-le-Willows; Helen M'Carthy, 
Bandon; Nellie Walton, Salford ; Bessie 
Lewis, Lydia Nute, Margaret Stephens, 
Nellie Lewis, Mable Johns, Florrie Trim
nell, Lillie Moore-all from Cardiff. 

Under 12 years-First prizes to Sarah 
Stronach, Forglen; Edward �eek, Feather
stone. Commended-Alice Hooper, Car
diff; Annie M'Carthy, Bandon; Kate 
Rogers, Emily Nute, Lily Giles, Ada 
Selby, Lily Sage-all Cardiff. 

PRIZE ESSAYS on "The ChtistianYoung 
Woman" -by Rose Hannah Parnell, 

Shanklin. Commended-Amy Simmons, 
Cardiff. '' The Qualifications of a Sunday 
School Teacher"-Prize to Charles. G. 
Roberts, vVarsash. Original Gospel Hymn, 
S. E. Jeffers, Tory Island . 

.Best Text Book from. Deaf and Dumb 
Children-Stanley Meara, Llandaff. Com
mended-W. E. Allen, Annie Maud 
Williams. 

Our little Almanac and Text Book for 
the corning year is now in the printer's 
hands, and will be ready early in Octouer. 
Kindly let us have your orders early, so 
that the young folks may get their Bible 
Searching, Text Colouring, Word Making, 
and other useful employments found in the 
little book hegun during the long winter 
evenings last. 

BIBLE STUDIES & SEARCHINGS FOR ALL. 

May be used as a Lesson, or subject for 
Bible-Class. 

I. Describe '' The Blessed Man,'' as
found in the Book of Psalms. 

2. Give seven '' Eternal " things from
the Epistle to the Hebrews? 

·3. Tell, when, where, and for what
purposes the heavens were, or will be 
opened as found in the New Testament? 

4. Name seven characteristics of Christ's
sheep in John x. ? 

Answers may be given to your parent, 
teacher, or sent to the Editor. 

The "Watchman" trave!Hng 4000 miles. 

A YOUNG SAILOR WRITES.-" I am 
4000 miles from home, and have seen many 
grand sights, but the best of all was a 
copy of 'The Young Watchman' which 
awaited me on the coast of South America, 
posted to me by my dear mother. How 
eagerly I read it. It brought tears to my 
eyes, for it brought to mind happy ·days 
at home when we all sat around the fire 
reading a!ld Bible searching together." 



THE ALPINE HORN; 

Or, A MORNING SCENE ON THE SWISS MOUNTAINS, 

§!.,Jl..1]hE had a splendid walk to the 
�W/ff top of one of the mountains 
near Lucerne, named Riga. It is 
said to be over six thousand feet 
high, and took µs five hours to 
climb. But what a sight from the 
top I Rivers, lakes, forests, mount
ains stretching for hundreds of 
miles. We stayed at the top all 
night, in one of the hotels there. 

Very early the following morning, 
we heard a loud blast as of a 
trumpet: it awoke all the sleepers 
on the mountain top. vVhat do 
you think it was? Only a blast of 
the Alpine horn, awaking the people 
to see the sun rise. Hastily we all 
ar<?se, d_ressed and got out just as the 
first faint streaks of hght and colour 
were reflected on the snowy mount
ains, causing them to glitter like 
diamonds. Then suddenly like a 
great ball of gold, the sun came into 
view ; the mists and shadows fled 
away, and the whole scene-rivers, 
mountains� lakes, and valleys-were 
clothed with light and beauty as 
they basked in his golden beams. 
How that Alpine scene reminds me 
of another grander still, which my 
eyes shall see. At the blast of the 
Archangel's trump, the sleeping 
saints of God shall awake out of 
their sleep of death; the graves shall 
�ield their ancient charge. and all 

who are Christ's shall arise clothed 
with incorruptibility, beautiful in the 
freshness of resurrection. Just in 
time, too, to catch the first sight of 
the coming Christ, who has come 
down from the excellent glory, bring
ing its first bright rays wi_th Him to 
meet them. 0, how grand the sight 
of that rising Sun will be! Not yet 
visible to the world, but seen and 
adored by His saints. Then gradu
ally His glory-beams will spread, 
until as the Sun of Righteousness 
with healing in His wings, His beams 
shall fall on all the world, and His 
glory shall cover the earth and all 
flesh shall see it. But some will 
miss that sight. Those who have 
died in sin, and been buried with
out hope, their bodies shall lie in 
their graves during that cloudless 
morning. They have no share in 
that millennial bliss. They will miss 
it all ; its glory is not for them. 
They rejected grace on e·arth; now, 
glory is denied them. 

Reader, do not miss the lesson 
taught by this Alpine morning scene. 
It is simply this. If yqu are not a 
Christian, one of the Lord's redeem
ed ones, saved now by His grace, 
you will not be within sound of the 
trump of God on the resurrection 
morning; you will not be among 
those who will awake to be satisfied. 





MOLLY, THE APPLE GATHERER. 

� HE was a lone woman, and1{� lived in a cottage by herself. 
Some of the old people in the village 
said she " was come of the better 
classes," but no one knew much of 
her, and Molly kept her history and 
her antecedents a secret within her 
own bosom. A load of some sort 
seemed to lie on her heart. She 
was never known to laugh, but it 
was said she often wept, sometimes 
in· the orchards while gathering 
apples, and especially when she saw 
children merrily engaged at play. 
Year after year passed, and so did 
Molly's strange uneventful life. But 
the Lord loved Molly and He sent 
some of His servants to her village 
on the Lord's-day afternoons to tell 
the story of Jesus and His love. 
They took their stand on a vacant 
piece of green, close by Molly's 
cottage, and began to sing a hymn. 
A movement behind the blinded 
window shewed that she was there 
listening, and the folio.wing Lord's
day her blind was drawn up, the 
window-sash raised a little way, and 
the door ajar, as if she wanted to 
hear what was being said. These 
little matters were soon observed by 
the earnest soul-winners, and they 
accepted them as tokens of the 
Lord's '' beginnings of grace" in 
that dark corner and in that lone 
woman's heart. 

On the third Lord's-day, quite a 
band of hearty and happy young 
Christians, many of them newly 
saved, stood on the village green 
smgmg-

" I heard the voice of Jesus say, 
Come unto Me and rest; 

Lay down thou weary one, Jay down 
Thy head upon My breast." 

And their faces beamed with their 
new-found joy as their swe�t voices 
rang out the glorious words, the 
woods echoing back the sound-

'' I came to Jesus as I was, 
Weary and worn and sad; 

I found in Him a resting-place, 
.A.nd Ile has made me glad." 

Molly heard the words as she sat 
close by the window, and they 
reached her heart. She was weary 
enough, and sad enough, too; but 
no such rest was known to her soul. 
The speaker's theme was the well. 
known words of the Lord Jesus, 
"Come unto Me all ye that labour 
and are heavy-laden, and I will give 
you rest" ( Matt. xi. 28 ). Molly had 
never heard such words of welcome 
before, although she had spent her 
whole life in a land where it is 
supposed everybody knows the way 
of life and peace. By the time the 
preaching was ended, Molly's door 
stood open wide, and from within, 
loud sobs were heard. Two of the 
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company-both bright young ser
vant maids, rejoicing in the know
ledge of their sins forgiven, and of 
Christ as their personal Saviour
knocked gently at Molly's door, and 
stepping inside, sat quietly down by 
the fireside near to where Molly 
sat, with her face buried in her 
apron, weeping bitterly. Silently 
they prayed that God would give 
them a word to speak to the awak
en�d woman, by ,vhich she might 
be led to Jesus, to find in ·Him re_st 
and peace. They · read verse after 
verse telling of Christ's wil�ingness 
and power to· save, but not a word 
could they get from her to indicate 
what her difficulty or trouble really 
was. So they left· with her the 
precious words of the Lord Jesus 
-sweet resting-place of many a
weary soul-" Come unto Me all ye
that labour and are heavy-laden, and
I will give you rest," marking the
place in her Bible, which till that
afternoon had been allowed to be
dust-covered and unread on the
shelf.

After they had gone, Molly read 
over and over again the wonderful 
words, which each time seemed 
more beautiful than before. But 
while attracted by their beauty and 
sweetness, she had not yet received 
them as Christ's words to her own

weary soul, or got the rest of which 
they speak. Next day while gather-

ing apples in the orchards, she was 
seen weeping bitterlY.,. and the little 
children said one to another, "Molly 
must be unwell." It was within a 
few minutes of the hour when work 
ceased, and Molly was trudging 
along to her employer's house, carry
.ing a heavy basket of apples on her 
arm. A young gardener overtook 
her, and seeing she was too heavily 
burdened, he said, '' Hand me your 
basket, Molly; I will carry it for 
you, and let you have a rest;" and 
wit� that, he lifted the heavy basket 
from Molly's arm, leaving her un
burdened and free. Whether that 
circumstance was used by the Spirit 
of God to bring home the words she 
had read so often the night before 
or not, I cannot tell. He often uses 
such simple means; but the memory 
of the words of the Lord Jesus were 
at that moment made clear to Molly, 
and casting herself upon Him, her 
weary soul found rest. The burden 
that had so long weighed her down, 
and crushed her beneath it, was 
gone, and she knew for the first time 
what it was to have true rest and 
peace. The villagers soon noticed 
the chanbe on Molly, and remarked 
one to another, that she was "like 
another woman"; and that she truly 
was, for she had been born anew, 
and had a new nature within her, a 
new song in her mouth, and new 
ways to walk in. 



THE NORTHUMBRIAN FISHERMAN AND HIS BOY. 

�FF the Northumberland coast 
�� in the North of England, a 
fisherman and his boy were sailing 
together in a boat one morning. 
About noon the sky became clouded, 
and soon a hurricane began to blow. 

� 

Lowering the sail, the boat heeled 
over, and both oars were lost. The 
frail boat was now at the mercy of 
wind and waves, and it seemed cer
tain that a watery grave must soon 
be the portion of that brave fisher
man and his boy. The father re
moved the boat's seat and lashed 
his son firmly to it, _in the hope that 
he might by this means float to the 
shore if the boat swamped. When 
the boy saw this, he cried out, ''No, 
no, father, tie me to yourself, we 
must sink or swim together." A 

lull in the storm and a rift in the 
clouds, shewed the Farne lighthouse 
a short distance off, and in a very 
short time two of the brave keepers, 
who had been on the look-out and 
had seen their danger, appeared in 
a boat, and rescued them. 

The fisher-boy's touching request 
aptly expresses what has been done 
for every saved sinner. He has 
been bound up in the bundle of life 
wi_th Christ, so that Christ and he 
must sink or swim together. Sinh

did I say? No, never. The Son of 
God risen from the dead dieth no 
more. Death has no more dominion 
over Him. He liveth evermore. 
So must all His people, for He has 
said, "Because I live, ye shall live 
also." 

"ABLE TO KEEP." 

"I HEARD the Gospel many a time 
before that night on which God 
saved me, but that night I heard 
that Christ was able to keep as well 
as to save. That was what I needed. 
So I trusted Him and have learned 
that His power can save and keep me. 
I hastened home and told of my 
conversion, and next day it was 
rumoured I had gone mad. But it 
is blessed madness to know one is 
saved, and on the way to glory.'' 
Reader, are you going there? 



MARY JONES, THE WELSH GIRL. 

CHAP. III. THE TREASURE FOUND. 

�:HE moments seemed like hours 
� to Mary Jones as she sat in 
the study of the earnest preacher of 
Bala, with all her hopes of obtaining 
a copy of the Vv ord of God blighted. 
No wonder that she sobbed and 
cried. Mary's sobs appealed to Mr. 
Charles' heart, with a pathos he 
could not resist. Rising from his 
seat, he laid his hand tenderly on 
her head, saying in a voice broken 
by emotion-" My dear child, I see 
you must have a Bible, and difficult 
as it is for me to spare you one, 
it is impossible for me to refuse it.'' 
J\,fary heard these words, and looked 
up through her tears, with such a 
smile of inexpressible joy and thank
fulness on her countenance, that the 
reponsive tears came simultaneously 
to the eyes of David Edwards and 
Thomas Charles. Turning to a 
cupboard behind him, Mr. Charles 
drew forth a Bible-one he had 
reserved for another applicant
and laying his right hand tenderly 
on Mary's head, handed her the 
Book of God, with the following 
,words of counsel, still fragrant and 
full of meaning, after nearly a century: 
-" Read it carefully : study it 
diligently : treasure up the Sacred 
Word in your memory, and act up 
to its teachings." 

Mary clasped the treasure to her 
bosom, with tears of thanksgiving, 
and after sharing a frugal breakfast at 
David Edward's house, started off 
light-hearted and happy, on her long 
journey to Llanfihangel. The miles 
seemed to pass quickly, and Mary 
tripped along barefoot, her Bible 
hugged to her bosom, while hymns 
of praise burst fron1 her lips. Late 
in the evening sne arrived at her 
home, austy, travel-stained, and 
tired, but brimming with joy. *er 
parents rejoiced with her, and for 
many days, Mary's new Bible was 
the light and joy of the humble home 
of Jacob Jones. Nor was this all. 
Shortly after, when Mr. Charles went 
to London he told the story of _lVIary 
Jones having walked twenty-five 
miles for a Bible, and by it brought 
home the need of \·Vales and of the 
whole world for the Word of God. 

Many hearts were moved, purses 
were opened for God, and the result 
was. "The British and Foreign Bible 
Society" was begun, which continues 
till this day circulating the Book of 
God in every land. Behold how 
great a result from the earnest effort 
of a simple peasant girl! All 
through life and unto old age, Mary 
Jones clung to the \Vord of God. 
It was the joy of her brightest days, 
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and the comfort of her darkest 

nights. Tottering on her staff, she 

carried her loved Bible until she 

passed away to be with Christ on 
the 28th of December, 1866, aged 
82. Her Bible is now in the
possession of the Bible Society, and
may be still seen m their Bible
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of the land. But is there found in 
those who own it such a yearning 
desire to read its sacred pages, and 
to feed upon its precious things as 
was found in the heart of Mary 
Jones, the Welsh girl, nearly a 
century ago? Reader, do you 

esteem the Word of God beyond 
all earthly treasures? Do 
you make it your daily 
counsellor, your companion 
in all circumstances, or do 
you prefer the trashy novel, 
the vulgar tale, or the 
sensational story to that 
Word which is as honey to 
the hungry soul, and more 
than much fine gold to 
those who love the Lord 
and know Him as their 
Saviour and their portion ? 

If you would know your
self, read the Bible. No 
book on earth can search 
the heart, and tell what is 
in it, like the Book of God. 
If you would know Christ, 
read the Bible. There He 
is revealed, and there His 

MARY JONEs 1N oLD AGE, w1TH HER nrnLI!: ANo sTAFF. person and His work are 
house in London, with her name made known. If saved, let the 
written on it in her own handwriting \i\Tord of God be the lamp to light 
-" Mary Jones, bought in the six- you along the heavenly road, the 
teenth year of my age. The owner beacon to warn you of dangers, 
of this Bible." which to you are unknown, and the 

The Book of God is now in bread upon which you feed from 
almost every hand and household day to day. 



BRIGI-IT CHINESE CONVERTS. 

�HRE E Chinese young ladies, 
� belonging to high-class familes, 
with their attendant, hav_e been 
brought under the Gospel's joyful 
sound, and notwithstanding the 
great hindrances of family distinc
tion and idolatrous custom, they 
have listened to the old, old story 

of earthly friends and kindred, and 
the giving up of all th:,t they hold 
dear, but the love of Christ filling 
their hearts, will enable them to do 
this, as others have done before 
them. In countries where the Gos
pel is- preached unhindered, and 
where those who believe it may 
confess Christ and follow Him with 

with marke.d and growing interest. 
'1 he earnest missionary who labours 
for Christ in the great heathen city 
where they reside, has much joy 
over them, and believes they wil1 
become bright witnesses for the 
Lord Jesus there. It may, and in 
all likelihood will, cost them the loss 

little trouble from the world, young 
believers little know what new con
verts to Christ have to �uffcr in 
heathen lands. Yet blessed it is to 
see, that Christ filling the heart 
enables them to suffer shame and 
suffering for His sake. Are you 
afraid to become Christ's for fear of 
being laughed at a little for His sake. 



THE YOUNG MIDSHIPMAN. 

� E was surrounded by godless 
�Jl! men on every side, and he 
was only a lad of sixteen. Swear
ing, drinking and card-playing, 
were the common employments of 
the evening. It was a place of 
great temptation to the young mid
shipman. No pains were spared 
by his comrades to get him to join 
them in their sins 
and godlessness. 
First they tried to 
hound him into the 
ways of sin, by 
cal l ing him a 
" Methodist" and 
a "Revivalist," and 
by saying with a 
sneer, " You are 
afraid your mother 
gets to know it.,, 

When that failed, 
they sought to lure 
him by a professed 
friendship and ap
parent kindness. 
But Albert would 
not be moved. He stood firm as a 
rock in the face of all the persecu
tion and temptation, until the men 
and lads on board the training 
ship who had sought to lead him 
astray, were shamed into silence, 
and not a few of them sought his 
counsel, and by him were led into 
the path of life. What do you 

suppose was the secret of the young 
middy's courage and power of resist
ance? vVas it determination? Not 
wholly. No amount of determina
tion will keep a youth from gliding 
down with the current of sin. A 
dead fish must go down the stream: 
it needs a Ii ving one lo go against 
it. \Vas it vows and pledges that he 

had taken before 
he left his home ? 
These would have 
l>een but a poor 
preventitive in such 
a scene of sin as 
that training ship. 
Shall I tell you the 
secret  ? Albert 
had Christ. He 
had received Him 
as his Saviour: He 
owned Him as his 
Lord. Many times 
in a day he went to 
his little cabin to 
seek His help, and 
his evening hours 

were spent in reading His Word. 
Thus he was strengthened, upheld 
and made strong to stand. From the 
captain down to the lowest sailor, 
all respected the young midshipman, 
and in their hearts, they wished 
that they were like him. There is 
no other way of it, lads, than this, 
"Ye must be born ag:iin.'' 



JANE, THE LADY'S MAID: 
Or, HONOUR THE LORD. 

"�.IHERE is to be a supper and ball 
� for all the servants on the 

occasion of our young master's 
corning of age, and it is expected 
you will all be there,'' said the 
housekeeper at Manor Lodge to 
those under her, after giving them 
the morning orders. 

There was a general clapping of 
hands among the maid-servants after 
they got outside the door of the 
housekeeper's room. They expected 
a "jolly" time, just such as the un
converted like to wile away their 
time, and help them to forget God 
and Eternity. 

"This will test Jane's new reli
gion, won't it?" said one of the 
maids to her companion, as they 
hastened to the laundry together. 

"That it will,'' said the other. 
"I wonder whatever she'll do? If 
she refuses to go to the dance, the 
mistress will get to hear of it, and 
that will bring Jane down from the 
high place she occupies in the esti
mation of the mistress anyway. Or, 
if she goes, then that will stop her 
talk about being 'saved,' and 'not 
of the world,' anyhow." The girls. 
chuckled together in great glee over 
what they estimated would be Jan e's 
dilemma. I may say that Jane was 
lady's-maid, a great favourite with 
her mistress, and had been in the 

family's service for many years. 
Only a few months before, she had 
been converted, and had taken a 
most decided stand for her Lord in 
that worldly house. All the servants 
knew that Jane had ceased to fre
quent the opera and the ball-room, 
both of which, in her unconverted 
days, she was very fond of. But 
since she had known Christ, she did 
not need them, and had no desire 
for them: she had got something 
better. 

The coming festivities in connec
tion with the eldest son's majority 
were to be on a very large scale, 
and the servants were to have their 
share, as the housekeeper had just 
told them. There were many sup
positions as to what Jane would do, 
and many eager eyes were upon her. 
When the night of the ball came, 
Jane was absent, a fact which her 
enemies, and those who longed for 
her downfall, commented on, and 
presented in the darkest hue, putting 
the worst construction possible upon 
it. Imagine their surprise and dis
appointment, when they learned that 
the mistress had commended Jane 
for the course she had pursued, and 
arranged to give her a holiday in
stead. Jane's mistress, although not 
herself a Christian, saw how incon
sistent it would be for her maid, 
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who confessed Christ as her Lord, 
to be in such a scene, and com
mended her for her consistency. 
Jan e's enemies were put to shame 
and silence. She was honoured 
and commended by her mistress, 
ai:id, best· of all, she pleased and 
honoured the Lord. Had she 
swerved from the path of obedience 
to Christ, for fear of losing worldly 
favour, how different it would have 
been ! Verily, the word of the 
Lord is sure-" Them that honour 
Me, I will honour." 

THE CLASS AT THE FARM. 

Two servant girls were cleaning 
their door-step one morning, as a 
farmer's wife passed. Taking a 
step back, she said, " I see you are 
both busy, and I do not wish to 
detain you, but thought I might 
tell you of a Bible-class for young 
women at our farm on Sunday after
noons. If you are not engaged at 
that hour, I shall be glad to see you 
both there." The two girls were 
glad to accept the invitation, and 
the following Sunday they were in 
the circle of girls gathered to hear 
the Gospel. It was all new to 
them, and the. Spirit of God used 
the word spoken to show them their 
sinful state. Week after week they 
came. and as the Word searched 
them, th-e burden of sin, the con
scious weight of it, increased, and 

the fear of coming judgment with 
it. One Sunday afternoon, Jeannie, 
the elder of the two, waited after 
the others had gone, and said 
to her teac�er, " My burden is 
gone now, 1vlrs. S----; I see Jesus 
has borne it away.'' Next week, 
Jeannie's companion was saved, 
and both were exceedingly happy. 

How delightful it was, to see the 
two se·rvant girls tripping along the 
country road, Bible in hand, to town, 
making the woods. echo with their 
song to Immanuel's praise. And 
now, though sundered by oceans from 
each other, they keep up a constant 
correspondence, seeking to help each 
other on along the heavenward way. 
The same Gospel that removed 
Jeannie's fears is within your reach, 
reader, to-day. 
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A YOUNG BELIEVER'S DESIRE. 

� BLESSED God, how kind Thou art. 
� To Thee, we bow the knee, 

0, m:i.y thy presence fill our hearts, 
And keep us true to Thee. 

When trials and cares beset our path, 
And fears arise within ; 

0, may we see that blessed One, 
Who died our souls 10 win. 

Our risen Lord is coming soon, 
To take us to our home; 

·Where we shall ever be at rest,
And never more shall roam.

0, come Lord Jesus, quickly come;
vVe long Thy face to see :

To dwell within Thy Father's house,
And ever happy be. 

JltlLNGAVlE. 
R.S. 
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Answer to Original Bible Searcliing, No. 61. 

in '' The Young Watchman," August, 1896. 

A "virtuous woman" purchased for a wife? 
Sweet R1ttlt is surely she (Ruth iii. II : iv. IO), 

The name of one who saved a nation's life? 
Queen Estlter here we see (Est. vii. 3-4: viii. 3-8).

A "mother in '' a people loved and sought? 
Is Deborah of old Uudges v. 7). 

The name of one who life and death hath brought? 
Ah! here we Eve behold (Gen. iii: 1 Tim. ii. 14).

A woman sent before a chosen race? 
'Twas Miriam thus was sent (Micah vi. 4).' 

The name of one who laboured much through grace 
Here Persis must be meant (Rom. xvi. 12).

A dear disciple who her life regained? 
Is Tabitlza I ween (Acts ix. 36-41).

The niece of one who righteousness obtained? 
Here lscalz's name is seen (Ge. ii. 29: Gal. iii. 36). 

\Vho well began, and then turned back with tears? 
Poor Orpah acted thus (Ruth i. 6-15).

A prophetess who tried the brave with fear;;? 
Noadiah's shewn to us (Neb. vi. 14).

The initial letters of their names 
The word R EDEA1PTION spell. 

Good news, glad tidings, here we find, 
Abroad the news we'll tell ; 

Christ bath a full Redemption wrought, 
All praise unto His Name. 

'Tis free to all-let no one doubt; 
Arise ! put in your claim, 

And join the heavenw:ird marching throng, 
Who go to see His Face, 

And dwell with Him-Who purchased us, 
0 ur Jesus full of grace l 

For His redeeming love to me,

l'lt praise Him through Eternity. 
S. E. JEFFERS 

"A BIBLE·SEARCH!i:R," SHANGHAI, 

CHINA, writes-" I found real pleasure 
and profit in searching for, filling in, and 
memorizing the Daily Texts in "The 
Children's Almanac." 

WORDS OF CHEER. 

"You will rejoice to hear that three of 
us, all brothers, have lately been converted 
out here in :New Zealand. We have been 
readers of the 'Watchman' for many 
years, and even in our most careless days 
looked for it eagerly. I believe God use<l 
the stirring and often very solemn articles 
in it, to deepen our convictions. Now 
that we belong to Christ, we shall do all 
we can to circulate the 'vVatchman 'among 
others." 

A " Canadian farmer " writes-" It has 
been a great cheer to my wi:e and I, to see 
the interest our boy and girl have taken in 
searching the Scriptures in connection with 
your '' Text Book.'' Many a happy even
ing has been spent over it, and not only by 
them, but the servants on the farm have 
been so interested that they want to have 
it next year for themselves. [We rejoice 
to hear of such evenings on a far off Mani
tobian farm.--E<l.] 

A "Christian parent, Turriff, Aber
deenshire," writes-" I esteem the work 
of searching the Scriptures in the way it is 
given in the Children's Almanac of the 
very greatest importance lo our young 
folks, and will do everything in my power 
to encourage it. I enclose 3/6 to be . used 
for prizes as yon deem best." 

THE CmLDREN's ALMANAC and Bible 
Searching Text Book for 1897, will b� 
ready in a few days. It contains many 
new items of interest, and will afford happy 
employment during the winter evenings. 
20 Prizes for children, young folks, teach
ers, parents, and Bible students. Get your 
supplies early. Post free to any address, 
24 for r/: 50 fo1· 2/: Ioo, 4/. The 

GOSPEL ALMANAC for 1897 (illustrated), 
for Senior Scholars, Mothers' Meetings, 
etc., 4/· per IOO.



THE MANDARIN'S JEWEL. 

�/l; HAPPY Chinese convert, 
� preaching the Gospel to a 
company of his own countrymen, 
sought to illustrate, "How to trust 
the Lord Jesus " by the following 
simple but e_ffective story. 

A wealthy mandarin living in a 
country infested by robbers, was 
very much 
a fra1d of 
l o s i n g  a
costly jewel
in his pos
sess10n. It
w a s  w e ll
known that
he was the
owner of it,
andbe could
not sleep at
nights for
fe a r  t he
r obb e r s
rnig1'1t break
i nfo h i s
house. He
first hid it
beneath the floor, but that did not
seem safe. Next he put it in a recess
in the wall, but that did not satisfy
him. Anxiety and care were leaving
their traces on him, and making him
quite sad. "Why don't you have
it stored in the imperial safe, where
many of the Emperor's jewels are
kept?'' said a friend one day to

the anxious mandarin. That was a 
new thought to him. If the 
Emperor's jewels were there safely 
guarded night and day, his would 
be safe there also. The jewel was 
handed over, and the look of care 
passed from his brow. He was 
trus�ing now instead of fearing• 

The strong 
guards who 
k_ept watch 
o v e r  t he
Emperor's
t r e a s ures,
defended his
jewel also.
'' And so it
is," said the
s p e aker,
''with  us
who have
trusted our
se lve s t o
Christ. vVe

are kept by
the power of
God, and

only those who are strong enough to
break His power, can ever reach us 
to harm us." True and beautiful was 
this simple testimony to the keeping 
power of God. Have you committed 
yourself to it, reader, for salvation 
and protection for time and eternity? 
You need not fear to trust yourself' 
for salvation to Christ. 





A GREAT DISCOVERY; 

OR, THE CANADIAN TEACHERS' CONVERSION. 

�UR parents emigrated to On
� tario, Canada, over thirty 
years ago, when my brother and I 
were quite young. All I can remem
ber of Scotland, is the hills covered 
with heather, and the pretty blue 
bells, which as a child I gathered, 
and made into posies. Vve went tq 
Sunday School in the village, and 
our teacher sometimes came to see 
us at home. When we arrived in 
Canada, we felt very lonely. There 
were few children in the place where 
we lived, our farm �as in a "back
wood " district, a considerable dis
tance from the nearest town. On the 
Sundays, my father had a "class " 
for ourselves and the children of 
a neighbouring farmer, which if I 
remember rightly, was continued for 
a number of years in the kitchen, 
and when the members increased, it 
was transferred to a little school
room, which had been built. The 
population had grown, farms had 
increased, and by the time I was 
twenty years of age, there were quite 
a number of people in the district. 
My father and several of the neigh
bouring farmers had a meeting to 
consider the " need " of the place, 
and it was arranged to· "petition" 
the Presbyterian Synod to send a 
pr�acher, and found a church in our 
midst. In the meantime a large 

Sund_ay .School had been gathered, 
and my brother and I were both 
engaged in it as teachers. 

Things went on in this way for 
some time, and although I never felt 
very much at home teaching my 
class, I considered it a "duty" I had 
to perform, and as such, I kept to 
it. A notice came to us of a con
vention of Sunday-School Teachers, 
to be held some distance off, and as 
it was a rare thing for us to ·have a 
holiday, my brother and I decided 
that we should go. So accordingly 
on a fine summer morning, we started 
for the nearest railway station, which 
was a good distance off, and in due 
time we were seated in the train. 
Our only companion was a middle
aged man, who was also going to 
the convention. We soon got into 
conversation about Sunday-School 
work, and exchanged thoughts and 
opinions about the best ways and 
methods of dealing with the children. 
"We have had a wonderful work of 
grace in our Sunday School,'' sai9 
our travelling companion-·(( Quite 
a number of the children have been 
converted during the past few 
months, and what is more wonderful 
still, several of the teachers. They 
found out that they had never been 
"born again,' and it was a mercy, 
wasn't it?" My brother and I scarcely 
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knew what to say, but out of courtesy 
we answered "Yes." Whether our 
companion in travel, d�tected that 
we had not the ring in our reply, or 
that our look of astonishment, at his 
statement about the Sunday-School 
teachers finding out they had never 
been "born again," bewrayed our 

· own condition, I know not, put he
added with gre�t solemnity-" One
of the most awful things I know on
earth is, for a person to be telling
others the way to heaven, while he
himself is on the way to hell.'' He
said no more, but that last sentence
went to my heart like an arrow. I
felt it was too true, and that it applied
to me. What my brother was think
ing about it I could not tell, but I
saw he was very uneasy, and kept
looking out at the window of the
car, most of the time, as if he feared to
renew the conversation. On the way
home I spoke to my brother as we sat
in the train, of what had passed
through my mind. "0" said he, "is
that all the length you've got. I have
trusted Christ and got eternal life.
I was converted to God last night at
the meeting in the School-room.''

I was astonished, for I thought my 
brother was too proud to own that 
he was such a sinner, as to need to 
be converted. But the "Vl'ord of God 
had reached him, and he had entered 
God's Kingdom before me. I asked 
him how it happened. "I-Iappened I" 

he said, "how could it do anything 
else than happen. I just looked to 
Christ, as the preacher told us, and 
before I had time to think anything 
more about it, I had eternal life. I 
knew it that moment, and could have 
risen up and told it; I wish I had 
done it too, for I have been wanting 
to tell you all morning, but could 
not summon courage. I ought to 
have confessed Christ last night." 

That testimony was the word of 
deliverance to my soul. I had been 
trying to believe all morning, and 
wondering if I believed in the right 
way, but I saw that moment it was 
unbelief to question God, when He 
said so plainly that "all that believe 
ARE justified from all things" (Acts 
xiii. 39 ), and " he that believe I h on
the Son HATH everlasting life" (John
iii. 36). The rest of the journey
was full of joy. We sang the Lord's
praise, and I can tell you there was
a stir in the farm-house that night,
and soon after in the district around,
when it became known that my
brother and I had been converted.
Of course we come in for a full share
of abuse from the religious people,
and were spoken of as "fools," but
the joy of the Lord filling our hearts,
enabled us to count it all joy to bear
a little for Him who had delivered
us from an empty profession, and
brought us to God. Reader, have
you been born again ?



ABBIE, THE SWISS MAID OF THE VALLEY. 

�N a lovely valley, not far from 
� the Lake of Geneva, there is a 
vine-dresser's house, where I have 
frequently rested under the shade of 
a tree. His only daughter, when I 
first met her, was a tall, pretty girl 
of sixteen. Abbie was very pleasant, 
and always ready to do anything for 
my comfort, but most unwilling to 

hear any word about Christ or 
eternal things. I tried several times 
to drop a word, but had always the 
feeling that Abl>ie treated it with 
ridicule. In this I believe I was 
wrong, for a careless demeanour 
does not always cover an easy con
science, or an unexercised heart. 
One day when I was resting near 
the cottage, Abbie seemed to linger 
about in a way I had never seen her 

do before, as if she wished to speak, or 
be spoken to. It flashed across my 
mind that she might be concerned 
about eternal things, so I gently 
opened the subject by saying that 
'' everything around us, so beautiful, 
witnessed to us how God, when He 
made the earth for man's habitation, 
had his happiness at heart; but the 

grandest proof of His 
love was in the gift of 
His Son, to save, to 
satisfy, and to make glad 
the sinner who had for
feited and lost all his 
happiness by sin." Ab
bie listened attentively, 
and then heaving a sigh, 
said in French, " I do 
not think religion makes 
anybody happy. All reli
gious people known to me 
are sad and gloomy, and 
this has always kept me 
from it" Dear girl, I had 

much sympathy for her, for I remen1-
bered well having the same thoughts 
when I was a girl. Laying my hand 
on her shoulder, I said, " I did not 
say religion makes people happy, 
Abbie, I know it does the reverse 
to many-but Christ does. He 
saves, and then He satisfies. I have 
known more real joy in an hour 
since I was saved, than ever I did in 
all my unconverted days." She 
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seemed quite astonished at the 
distinction I had ·made between 
"religion" and "Christ." I in
wardly prayed that God would shew 
her the difference, and leaving a 
Gospel booklet (in French), with her 
I left. Several weeks passed before 
I was there again, but as I was sitting 
down in my former resting-place, 
wl)o should come out but Abbie, a 
sweet smile on her face, and throw
ing her arms around me, she said, 
"Jesus is mine." I said, " Praise 
His Name," and then we sat down 
together and she told me how that 
word about "religion," being "differ-

ent from Christ,'' haunted her, and 
how she read the book I left her, 
and learned that "Jesus Only" must 
be her Saviour. Abbie and I had 
many happy hours together in that 
pretty Swiss valley, singing the 
Lord's praise together. \�7hat a 
difference, from the weary ro�nd of 
prayers and giving up of the things 
her heart yearned for! Jesus wanted 
to have her that He might save and 
make her happy. She simply -ga,ve 
herself over to Him, a:nd He saved 
and filled her with joy. And so He 
will do for you if you o'nly trust 
Him. 

MUST I NO.T WORK OUT MY SALVATION? 

�ES, God says to His own 
�� people, " \York out your own

salvation" (Phil. ii. r 2 ). But it 
must be "£n" before it can be 
wrought "out." And then notice, it 
is "your own salvation." Have you 
got salvation as "your own?" You 
do not call a thing your own, that you 
are only hoping to receive at some 
indefinite time in the future. ,vhen 
you speak of your own house, or your 
own purse, you are understood to 
have such things in your possession. 
But how can a man speak of his 
"own;, salvation, who has not yet 
received salvation as a gift from God? 
No man is saved until he has Christ, 
and to be without Christ is to have 

no salvation. The words ''workout 
your own salvation " were written to 
"the saints in Christ Jesus'' at Phil
ippi. That is, to a people who were 
already saved and £n Christ, before 
a line of the Epistle was sent to 
them. How did they get salvation? 
,v as it by works? No, not at all. 
Y\Te know that one of these saints at 
Philippi, was the jailor of the city. 
Was he saved by working for his 
salvation? No. \i\Then he asked 
the question in the prison at mid
night-" \Vhat must I do to be 
saved? "-the reply that he received 
was not "Work out your own salva
tion," but "Believe on the Lord 
Jesus Christ and thou shalt be saved." 



EARLY GOSPEL LABOURS IN NEW ZEALAND. 

A STORY OF THE GOSPEL'S TRIUMPHS AMONG THE MAORIES. 

�OYS and girls are generally 
� fond of reading the story of 
great battles, the lives of heroes, and 
the death of martyrs. The story of 
the greatest of all battles is that of 
the triumph of the Gospel, as it in
vades the dark places of the earth, 
and sheds its light in barbarous 
lands where idolatry and cruelty 
'have for ages reigned supreme. 
The story of the _ _ Ii. 1 "

. -=-· ,.., 'i;.: • progress of the i -_ __-_
=i> 

-

Gospel is a true 

thirsty cannibals, named Maoris, or 
"natives." Wars were constantly 
waged among them, tribe destroying 
tribe. Their religion consisted in a 
sort of witchcraft; they had their 
priest's, oracles and superstitious 
rites, with a great veneration of 
'' tapu," or sacred things, made so 
by the touch of a priest. They had 
images, chiefly carved out of wood, 

j1 and t raced al l  

! 
their diseases and 
death itself to an 

story- not a no- evil spirit named 
vel; and the he- - 'vViro.' The men, 
roes and mission- especially the war-
ary - martyrs who. riors, tatooed their 
carried the glad faces, painted 
tidings to savages 

��:::-
their bodies with 

and idolaters, ���§��---- red ochre  and 
were real men,-_ , -� · charcoal, and pre-
not like the heroes sented a very
of fiction, - and A MAon1 wAn cANoE unpleasant spec-
the power that sustained them was tacle. The women as a rule were 
the strength of the Eternal God. not cannibals, but lounged at home. 
May the story of their conversion, The Maori infant when only a few 
their self-sacrifice and their devotion days old was carried by its mother 
to God, be the means of stirring up to the shade of a tree, where it had 
many of our young readers to the its nose flattened, and a hole bored 
grand reality of being Christ's and through its ear, with a sharp stick, 
of living for Him. to carry ornaments. Such were 

New Zealand, at the time Captain the people to whom the Gospel of 
Cook first set foot upon its shores, God's grace was about to be carried, 
about the year 1769, was a wild and among whom it was to work 
country inhabited by a race of blood- its triumphs. 
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The first missionary pioneer to the 
Maoris was Samuel Marsden, the 
son of a Yorkshire blacksmith. He 
was educated at Cambridge, and it 
is believed, was converted under the 
earnest Gospel preaching and per
sonal dealing of Charles Simeon, 

. .· 

...... ,._-. 

·- -

S,i�i�f �-i�i�{�·=::;�-;-:::;fjil\::: -· =""

=�.:.::.<

nine months. In 1794, he began 
work in the penal settlement at 
Port-Jackson. His first address was 
on " the great day of wrath" ( Rev. 
vi. 17 ), at the dose of which a young
convict followed him in deep anxiety
of soul. One day while Marsden

MAORI WOMEN AT HOME, 

who was the instrument in God's was walking along the streets of 
hands of leading many young men Sydney, he saw some tall, half-clad 
to the Saviour. In 1793, he went men in warrior garb walking in front 
to New South Wales to preach to of him. "Who are these?" he 
the convicts there at Port-Jackson. asked, as he gazed in wonder at the 
On the voyage out, he found himself noble bearing of the warrior-like 
in the midst of a crowd of thieves men. "These are Maori chiefs 
and murderers, to whom he preached from New Zealand" was the answer, 
the Gospel during a long voyage of and from that day Marsden's heart 
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was set on carrying the Gospel to 
them. But as it was in D:i.vid's 
heart to build the temple years be
fore the full time was come for 
laying its foundation, ·so the pioneers 
of the Cross have often long to wait 
before the desire of their heart can 
be fulfilled and the way made clear 
by which they can go forth with the 
joyful message to those whom they 
long to reach. 

Years passed by, and little pro
gress seemed to be made, when a 
visit was paid to Sydney by a 
Maori chief named Hongi, who had 
previously visited England, whom 
Samuel Marsden gladly received as 
his .guest. During his short stay, 
they had many conversations about 
the Gospel, and the spread of it in 
Maori land, and so interested did 
Hongi seem in what he heard, that 
he earnestly desired that mission
aries might be sent among his 
people, and pledged his word that 
they would be protected and cared 
for if they came. Such promises, 
however, are often found of little 
value to the Lord's servants. It is 
better to trust in the Lord than in 
princes, and it would have been well 
had they always remembered this. 
While at Sydney, Hongi heard that 
war had begun in New Zealand, 
and that a son-in-law of his own 
had been killed, He at once set 
sail for his own land, and fitting out 

a number of war canoes, filled them 
with warriors, and soon laid waste 
the whole country. Hongi was 
mortally wounded, and died soon 
after. 

On Christmas mornipg 1814-six 
months before the battle of vVaterloo 
-Samuel Marsden preached for the
first time to the Maoris of New
Zealand. He found them in ignor
ance of the true God, worshipping
idols, and engaged in a violent
tribal war. What do you think he
began to tell them about? He
chose for his first text the precious
words, first spoken by the angel to
the wondering shepherds on the
plains of Bethlehem, '' Behold I
bring you good tidings of great joy,"
and preached to them Jesus. Yes,
dark and benighted as they were,
God had sent for them, as well as
for the most enlightened nation, His
Son ; for them, idolaters as they
were, Christ had died, and to them
His Gospel brought the glad tidings
of a full and free salvation. Stand
in the midst of a circle of tatooed
Maoris, with their spears stuck on
the ground, their '' paltoos" or war
dirks hid beneath their cloaks,
Marsden, unarmed and undefended
save by the Almighty Arm of Jeho
vah, poured forth the Gospel into
their ears, and God set His seal upon
the '\1/ord, saving several of the
warrior chiefs. ( To be continued)



THE BRAHMIN BOY AND HIS BIBLE. 

�N a small mission school in and she has not been disappointed. 
� India, a Brahmin boy was For many years his life has proved 
taught to read the Word of God that he belongs to Christ ; and 
many years ago. It took a very long although great and strong tempta
time before he could read the New tions have been laid before him, 
Testament, and his teacher was often and his life threatened, if he did not 
downcast at the little progress he return to idolatry, God's grace has 
made. After he was able to read a preserved him true to Christ. He 
little, he began to learn a verse, is now a husband and father, filling 
which he repeated to -"'- ,..,.}-..__· ·:-:-""�'"'"''--..... a place of trust' under the 
teacher every morning. - �-.•, -, · l---� -�,:��---- British Crown. vVhen
This was a great · �:c"�

--

�J11�::-..,. the day's work is
cheer to her, and �'t?t.-.:��l� over, he is often
she  earnes tly  

!I..Y�lM� 
en sitting in 

prayed that his he verandah 
lit tle h eart of his house, 
might be op- with his little 
ened to re- son on his 
ceive thetruth fmmi knee, teach-
of the Gospel. ing him toread 
One day just ,..,,.,,1""'' 

the words of 
before he left the Jesus Christ, that 
school, he said to made glad his own 
his teacher, "Jesus heart long ago. Have 
Christ's words have these words made your 
made glad my heart." This heart glad, reader? Or have 
was his way of telling that the you up till now shut them out? 
words of Gospel truth which he had There is no true joy apart from 
heard from his godly teacher's lips, Christ; and where He is known 
and read from the Book of God, and His love believed, there is no 
had been received by faith in his sadness. 
heart, and as a result that he had 
been converted to God. His teacher 
rejoiced at his confession, and 
earnestly prayed that he might be
come a devoted follower of Christ, 

M\2 lDaH)2 aounsenor.r 
1 At home, at school, at business, 
� Wherever I may be,

� 
The Book of books, the Bible,

� My Counsellor shall be. 



�aUis witb )!loung <ton\'letts. l 

THE TWO NATURES ; or, The Hen and the Brood. 

�.1HERE is perhaps nothing that 
� so perplexes the young be
liever, just after he has been freed 
from the burden of his sins and set 
on the way to heaven, as to find that 
he has still within him a nature that 
is in opposition to God, and his own 
greatest enemy, ever needing to be 
held in with bit and bridle, and 
never trusted. An illustration may 
help some to understand this a little 
better. 

A farmer's wife placed a hen upon 
a sitting of eggs-half of which were 
hen's eggs, and half of which were 
duck's eggs. ,vhen they were 
hatched, the hen found herself re
sponsible for a complex family. 
Things went on all right till one 
day, in walking out with her brood, 
the I ittle ducklings betook them
selves to a pond by the wayside, 
and had their first sail on the water. 
The little chickens, on the other 
hand, had no inclination to venture 
near the water, but abode by their 

dam on the ground. You see they 
had different natures : the ducklings 
were at home on the water, the 
chickens would have drowned in it. 
Although hatched in the same nest, 
yet they were wholly different in 
nature, and although so closely re
lated, the one did not convert or 
absorb the other. In the believer, 
there are two distinct natures, each 
having its own drawings and likings. 
There is the old nature, the flesh, 

which is essentially 
bad-so bad that it 
will never be im
proved. There is the 
new n ature, born 
from above, the de
desires of which are 
always God-ward and 
heaven-ward. You 
have both these na

tures in you, each pulling its own way, 
the one ever seeking to drag you from_
God, the other to draw you to God. 
You cannot hinder the "old " from 
being there, but you can refuse to 
yield to it. Starve it, and take no 
notice of its demands. Feed the new 
on Christ; yield to its desires. If you 
give the old its way, or what it seeks, 
you will find yourself as unable to 
restrain it, as the hen was to keep the 
ducklings out of the water. The 
strength of the new nature is the 
Spirit; its food, the Word of God. 
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We reJOlCe to hear of happy Gospel 
work among young folks in many parts of 
the great vineyard of the Lord just now. 
To hear of boys and girls, and young lads 
and lassies being saved and starting on the 
way to heaven in the sunny days of youth, 
is the best news we hear. The following 
letter from an earnest soul-winner, tells 
what these young converts need. 

A SUPERINTENDENT'S LETTER.

" I desire in fellowship with the teachers 
here, to express my gratitude for the 
"Short Papers" and "Words of Cheer to 
Young Believers" which appear in The 
Young Watchman. They have been a 
great blessing to many of the dear lambs 
of the flock here, especially in encouraging 
halting and timid ones to confess Christ, 
and come out boldly on His

t.
side. I am 

persuaded that there are numbers of our 
Sunday Scholars really born again, but 
they make little or no progress, just 
because they do not openly confess their 
Lord, and stand clear out as His disciples. 
Loving simple articles, such as have ap
peared in the Watchman are just what 
they need, and words of cheer and encour
agement to go on following and serving 
the Lord. The stirring and most readable 
"Stories of Missionary Heroes " in dark 
lands, has given them an insight of the 
condition of heathen lands, which will help 
to interest them in the Lord's work in 
regions beyond. I know some have been 
awakened too by reading these stories. 
May the Watchman continue to maintain 
its clear and certain sound, and may its 
circulation still increase.'' 

[We hope, God willing, to continue the 
" Words of Cheer" and " Missionary 
Stories" during 1897, Will all who desire· 
to be our helpers, seek to bring the 
Watchman before the young folks whom 

they want to see saved and serving Christ. 

And will Sunday School teachers seek to 
introduce it to their classes, and to fellow
workers who may not yet have seen it.-Ed.] 

Bible Searching Notes & Echoes. 

"THE CHILDREN'S ALMANAC AND 

BIBLE SEARCHING TEXT BOOK for 1897, 
is now ready, so is " The Illustrated Gos
pel Almanac" for Bible-Classes and Young 
Men and Young Women's Meetings. 
Twenty-four Prizes for old and young. 
This is fine winter evening employment, 
and should be begun at once. 

Mr. John Rymer, of Georgetown, Dem
erara,. writes-" We have been much 
cheered to see how eagerly our teachers 
and scholars in the various schools here 
have taken up the Bible Searching in 
" The Children's Almanac." Last year, 
287 Text Books were sent in, twenty-seven 
of which were perfectly done, and over 
fifty, with one and two errors. We hope 
to make a special effort to get it taken up 
heartily next year." 

The ANNUAL VOLUME of The Young 
Watchman and Our Little Ones' Treasury 
for 1896, will be ready early this month. 
Cloth Boards, 1/- each, post free .. A fine 
Christmas or New Year present to young 
friends. 

"A Sunday School teacher" writing 
from Ballarat, Victoria, Australia, says
"' The Young Watchman ' has been a 
channel of great blessing here. The Gos
pel narratives in its pages have reached 
many hearts, and we who are believers are 
refreshed as well. Indeed I may say that 
the teachers are just as .eager to see it as 
the scholars, and of the '\iVatchman ' we 
may say, as we often sing of the 'old, old 
story,' that 

'Those who knew it best 
Seemed hungering and thirsting 
To read it like the rest.' 



SAVED ON A SUMMER EVENING, IN NORTH WALES. 

evening at 
the close 

the sea
shore of a 
f avotiri te 

resort in Wales, we noticed several 
young lads walking backward and 
forward on the sands at a little 
distance from where we stood. As 
I was steppi'ng on to the promenade, 
one came up and said, "Please, can 
we have ·a chat with you, ·sir?" 
"Certainly." The · daylight- had 
nearly pc:1ssed away, and only our 
figures, not our faces, were dis
cerni�le by any· of the· passers-by. 
We were remi·n_de<;l in �hese dear 
youths (three of whom were brothers) 
of Nicodemus, who "came to 1 esus 
by night." They freely told out their 
sense of their need of a Saviour, arid' 
sought to know the wc3:y of salvation. 
I sought to point them to Jesus as 
the One who died to save. He who 
knew no sin, yet who was made sin 
instead of us, that we might become' 
the righteousness of God in Him. 
They eagerly drank in the glad 
tidings, and I believe these dear 
lads there and then came to Jesus 

in all their sinfulness, and took Him 
as their Saviour, believing in their 
hearts what His own Word says, 
"Verily, verily, I say unto you, that 
he that hear.et4 My word, and 
believeth on Him that sent Me, 
hath everlasting life, and shall not 
come into condemnation, but · is 
passed from death unto life" (John 
v. 24). Then they went to their
lodging, resting on Christ as their
own Saviour. I have met them
nearly every year since, and they
rejoice in the knowledge of their
salvation. I have also corresponded
with them regularly since, and every
letter has told, how they had found
in Jesus the Saviour and Satisfier.
A letter received recently from one,
says, "I do believe in Jesus, and
that He died for me on the Cross to
save me, and make me whiter than
snow. I very often meet with
temptations; but I am enabled by
the Lord's help-not in my own
strength-to overcome them. My
brothers and sisters are all, (believe,
resting on Jesus as their Saviour.''
How blessed to thus hear of families
passing into the kingdom of God :
of young men and maidens finding
in Jesus a satisfying portion in early
days!

Reader, is He yours? Can you 
say, like these lads, "I do believe 
in Jesus that He died for me?" 





THE STORY OF A FRENCH MOTHER'S LOVE. 

�.N a lonely cottage among the 
� Jura mountains in France, 
there lived a soldier's wife and her 
only child. The husband and 
father was far away, serving his 
Emperor and country. On a drear 
winter night, the anxious mother sat 
by the bedside of her child, bathing 
his fevered brow, and fervently pray
ing to God to spare his life. Presently 
the tinkling of sledge bells was heard, 
and the kind doctor who had ven
tured out on that stormy night, 
stepped in, and sat down by the 
mother's side. After an examination 
of the little patient, he wrote out a 
prescription, which he gave to the 
mother, saying-" Should the fever 
increa�e, all will depend on having 
this medicine to-night." But how 
could the prescription reach the 
apothecary in the town several miles 
away? She looked at her darling 
boy, then out into the cold night. 
The moon shone brightly, lighting 
up the vapey, now covered with deep 
snow. In a moment her decision 
was made. Throwing her shawl 
across her shoulders, taking a lantern 
in one hand and an axe in the other, 
she hurried forth, leaving a neigh
bour to watch her darling boy. 
Through the snow-which became 
deeper as the road entered the dark. 
pine forest-she hurried along until 
she reached the village, and to her 

joy she found the apothecary, and 
got the medicine. On her return 
journey, after she had just entered the 
pine wood, a distant clock struck 
one, and as she leaned against a tree 
to rest for a few moments, she saw 
two dark objects approaching towards 
her, which in the moonlight she per
ceived to be wolves returning to their 
lair in the mountains. Creeping 
behind _ the trees she thought she 
would be safe, when lo ! as the 
wolves passed, one of them suddenly 
stopped and fixed its fierce, glittering 
eyes upon her. The poor woman, 
almost fainting with fear, grasped her 
axe, and as the wolf approached her, 
she dealt one determined, well
directed blow at the creature's head. 
It gave one loud howl, and then 
fell dead at her feet. The other ' 
wolf, startled by the cry, turned 
towards the fainting woman, who by 
this time had dropped her axe in the 
snow, unable to lo'hger use it. As 
the fierce beast approaQhed, she drew 
the lantern from under her shawl 
and flashed it before its eyes. This 
had the effect of sending him back, 
but only for a moment. \.Vith a 
fiercer glare in his eyes, the wolf 
prepared to spring upon the now 
prostrate woman, who lay helpless 
in the snow, when the sound of a 
gun-shot rang sharply through the 
forest, and in a moment the fierce _ 
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creature lay dead not many yards 
from its mate. A man in soldier's 
uniform appeared, and you may 
imagine the surprise, and yet the 
joy, when the half-closed eyes of the 
faint woman fell upon the form of 
her loved husband, returned safely 
from the field of battle, discharged 
with a �ension from the army, and 
well rewarded for his courage and 
bra very by his Emperor. The rest 
of the story is soon told. Restored
to consciousness, the brave mother 
was borne on her husband's strong 
arm to the cottage, where they found 
to their joy �hat the medicine for 
which she had well nigh given her 
life, was no longer needed; The 
crisis of the fever was past, and the 
first glance of the dear. child, now 
sitting up in bed chatting brightly, 
told that the danger was past. 

With deep thankfulness to God, 
father and mother knelt by his bed
side, and poured out ·their hearts 
together in praise for the wonderful 
deliverances wrought by Goel for 
them on that memorable night. 
That mother's love led her to risk 
her own life to save the life of her 
child : the Son of God laid down 
His life to save sinners. She passed 
through the dark forest, and en
counlered the angry wolves, but was 
mercifully delivered from their power; 
but for the Lord of Glory, no deliverer 
appeared. He met the fierce lion 

of hell, the enemy of man, the prince 
of death, and conquered him, in 
order that sinners might be delivered 
from his grasp. Have you known 
this deliverance, reader? or do you 
still despise the love that led the 
Lord to die, and still refuse His 
mighty arm, outstretche·d to ·save? 

" I cannot give. it up.�' 

'' I would like to be saved, put I 
can't give up dancing."· ·so said ·a 
young women lately, to whom one 
was speaking of Christ. Salvation 
in her eyes seems to demand a 
sacrifice. But t_his is a mistaken 
way of looking at the subject? The 
Gospel presents no demand, nor 
does it even convey a request for 
sacrifice. The Gospel first of all 
brings to man and gives him freely, 
everything he needs. '' Give up!" 
Why, it is next to an impossibility 
for a sinner to give up his sins and 
pleasures. God does not ask him 
to give _up anything. Don't mistake 
our meaning. We do not mean to_ 
say that a man can be saved and yet 
live as he likes. But receiving 
precedes giving. God asks you to

"take '' not to "give." "Whoso
ever will, let him take the water of 
life freely." After one receives 
God's gift, and becomes a possessor 
of the riches of Christ, he lets go, 
and gives up without reluctance his 
sins and follies. 



A 11EMORABLE VISIT TO THE TOWER OF LONDON. 

�"iXi]t.HEN I was a lad, I had a 
'y_YWJJ} longing desire to see '' The 
Tower of London." I had read of 
the many strange and wonderful 
things which had taken place there 
in the days of old. An uncle, who 
lived in London, invited me to 
spend a week with him there, so I 
made up my mind, I must see '' The 
Tower." On a fine afternoon we 
made our way to the famous old 
building, and spent several hours 
looking at the many strange things 
within it. The swords and battle
axes of centuries past, the knights 
in armour, the dress of kings and 
queens of ancient time-all inter
ested me; but what I thought most 
of, and lingered longest beside, was 
the Regalia of England. The golden 
crowns, the sparkling jewels, dazzled 
my eyes : I had· never seen anything 
so grand before. The attendant 
whispered - "Worth over three 
millions." I was astonished. What 
a sum, and so little bulk ! As we 
left the place, my uncle laid his hand 
on my shoulder and quietly said, 
"I know something that is worth 
far more than that, Charlie." I 

looked up eagerly, thinking we were 
about to see something gran�er than 
the Regalia still, and said, "What 
is that, uncle?" "Your precious 
soul, Charlie, for which the Son of 
God gave His heart's blood.'' I 
was struck dumb. I had never 
thought in the same way before of 
the value of my soul. The price 
paid for its redemption was far more 
than the value of the Regalia of 
England. And then I thought of 
the words, "vVhat shall it profit a 
man if he shall gain the whole world 
and lose his own soul?'' (Mark viii. 
36). I gradually became more 
anxious, until unable to rf.st, I wrote 
to my uncle and told him how 
troubled I was .ever since that day 
in "The Tower." He wrote n1e a 
loving letter, ending up with, "Christ 
will receive you just as you are, 
Charlie, for He says, 'Him that 
cometh to Me, I will in nowise cast 
out.'" I gave myself over to the 
Lord Jesus, casting myself upon 
His Word, and He received and 
saved me. Now, thanks be unto 
His Name, I know His precious 
blood has redeemed me. 



HOW JAMIE AND I WERE SAVED. 

�y brother Jamie and I were 
�'(lt asked to take classes in the 
Sunday school before we were con
verted. Conversion was not much 
heard of in our part of the country. 
,v e were sent as ''-delegates" to a 
large conference of teachers, held 
in a neighbouring town, and of 
course we were both very proud of 
this honour. At the railway station 
we met with a number of others 
going to the conference. They were 
singing hymns and telling one an
other how th�y were "saved." I 
thought this rather strange, and did 
not like it. One asked me to tell 
the story of my conversion, but I 
declined, saying, I was no "speaker." 

I do not remember much that was 
said at the conference: it was chiefly 
about organising work and methods, 
but above it all, the words I heard in 
the railway station came uppermost, 
and were present with me all the 
time. When the conference was 
over, we went for a few days' visit to 
an uncle, who lived in a place some 
distance off. We had a Sunday to

spend there, and our uncle invited 
us to accompany him to an evening 
meeting, to be held in a place not 
far off, by an evangelist. There was 
a large gathering of country people, 
and the preacher's subject was 'lThe 
New Birth." He had not spoken 
five minutes, when I imagined some-

body had told him about my brother 
and I. He described unconverted 
Sunday-School teachers as blind, and 
leading their classes to the pit ; and 
warned professors who had not been 
born again of their danger and doom. 
I. trembled. I knew it was true of
me. I was unprepared to meet God.
He went on to tell how a sinner
could be saved, by looking to Jesus,
as the bitten Israelite looked to the
serpent on the pole. I never heard·
it put so simply before. I thought
religion, prayers, good works and
Christ, were all needed, and that it
took a long time to make anyone a
Christian, such as I had read of
in books. But that one address
on instant salvation, completely
cleared my mind of this, and shewed
me that God's way of life was by
looking to Christ alone. "'hen
J arnie and I got home and into our
room alone, I told him how anxious
I was to be saved, and had now
saw God's way of salvation as I had
never seen it before. "So do I,
Jack '' was his reply. We spent
several hours . talking about it, and
read the Scriptures that had been
ref erred to in the meeting. That
night before we slept, Jamie and I

were saved, and so we are still,
praise the Lord.

May I ask you my dear reader, 
have you been born of God? 



TOILS AND TRIALS IN MAORI LAND. 

��_;S the Gospel spread among the peace, proclaiming the story of
� New Zealanders, the enemy's redeeming love. The aged man of
wrath was aroused. Satan never sur- God rose and calmly went forth to
renders his prey without a struggle : meet them, with words of peace on
wherever God's Gospel triumphs, his lips. For a time they refused to
there he appears to oppose. Euro- listen, and flourished their war-clubs
pean officials sought to ·hinder the and spears in the air, with threatening
m1ss10naries from reaching the language, but as the message of
natives: alcohol also was introduced, peace, through the blood of the
which inflamed them to war, and Cross, continued to fall on their
several ships' crews were massacred ears, they gradually calmed down,

· and eaten. Still, Marsden and his and listened to the words of Christ's
helpers trusting in God, ===-------c-,�--.:-:--:::=-= ambassador with rever
went on preaching the 'l:J;i:��

=

.;�:;'.:.:�_:;·,::�\::::s·}\_�i,�: ent awe. When he had

���:. :;::r�i�;:= ;�r
I;;; ��:;l:���i::!��i:�:l 

heap of ferns, under home in the bush,
the starry sky, with without striking a blow.
wild beasts and painted But t h e  g r e a t es t
cannibals all around. enemy to the Gospel
Frequently they had to was not the war-painted
act as peacemakers New Zealand er. In
between the chiefs, all ages, the church's
when war was threat- greatest foes have been
ened. MAORI MOTHER AND cH1LD, found within its own

A striking story is told, which borders, and the most formidable
shews what influence the servants of opponents of the Gospel are those,
Christ often have over heathen men. who for a time, profess to own its
During the Tanaraki war, when the power. After the pioneer and his
passions of the Maoris were inflamed helpers had gone to their rest, others
against the English, a war party, entered into the field, whose desire
headed by their chief, painted for seems to have been more to gain
battle, passed the dwelling of the church-members, than to get sinners
aged missionary, whose voice they saved. Consequently, large numbers
had often listened to in days of were accounted "converts," who



TOILS AND TRIALS IN MAORI LAND. 

had given a nominal assent to 
the doctrines of Christianity, with� 
out being born agam. ,vhen the 

words-"We see here a whole nation 
of pagans converted to the faith," 
but he soon found out to his grief, 

"THE AGED MAN OF GOD WENT l'ORTH TO MERT THEM." 

English Church sent out a bishop to 
take charge of the newly-planted 
churches, he wrote home in glowing 

that the "conversion" of many was 
only an empty profession, which 
did not stand in lhe duy of tri�I. 
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The test came in an unlooked-for
way. A fanatical chief, who had 
been kept in chains by his people, 
owing to his dangerous character, 
made his escape, and proclaimed 
himself a prophet of God. As in 
the case of the Mahdi of more 
recent years, he soon acquired a 
follO\ving. In order to gain the 
Maoris, who had professed Christian
ity, he adopted the Old Testament 
Scriptures as his guide, and declared 
he had received through a vision, a 
revelation from heaven, that his 
followers were to receive the place 
and privileges of the nation of Israel 
in days of old, and that the English 
and all who refused to own the 
leadership of the new "Moses," ,vere 
to be exterminated by the sword. 
In addition to all_ this, many of the 
old superstitions, incantations and 
barbarous rites of the natives were 
revived, tomahawk and war-paint 
,vere restored, and in a remarkably 
short time, a tremendous apostasy 
from the ranks of those who had 
professed Christianity, supervened. 
Of course the apostates were not true 
Christians,-no one born of God will 
ever return to idolatry-they were 
only professors of Christ's Name, who 
had never received Himself as their 
personal Saviour, or been born of 
the Spirit of God. All such, whether 
in heathendom, or the enlightened 
lands of Christendom, must sooner 

or later show whose they are, and 
whom they serve. The true gold 
shone out clear and bright, amid the 
collapse of profession, and Christ's 
true disciples stood fast, in many cases 
sealing their testimony with their 
blood. Marsden laboured among 
them, until old age made it impossible 
for him to continue longer. Then 
he went to be with Christ. Others 
followed, and . God owned His 
Gospel in saving sinners. The 
greatest hindrance, and the worst 
opposers, were -those who had once 
named the Saviour's Name. Young 
Maoris, once painted and tatooed, 
living as savages in the forest, won 
for Christ, sat in the missionary's 
hut, singing Immanuel's praise. 
What a change the grace of God 
works on men who receive it. 

The Gospel still goes forth, 
and fruit to God is still gathered 
among the Maoris, but they are fast 
dying out. I-Iere and there in the 
lone bush, a little colony may be 
found, often sunk to the lowest 
depths in vice and sin, learned by 
contact with Europeans, to whom 
the servants of Christ go forth with 
the message of life and love, while 
around the house of some patient 
toiler in the valley, may be seen a 
group of Maori boys and girls, 
gathered to hear of Christ, who 
came to seek and to save the lost. 



BLIND MAGGIE. 

�AGGIE GRAY, when a girl 
�T/Jr of fourteen, was laid down 
with fever ; and, when months 
after, she rose from her bed, she 
had lost her eyesight. ,vhat a 
loss to the bright and happy girl; 
and how she did fret at not 
being able to look upon the 
flowers that formerly she had 
been so fond 
o f  culti vat ing
in  her mother's
garden. Solitary
and sad, she
would sit for
whole days, hav
ing nothing to
occupy  h er.
One day a lady
called to see her,
and offered to
send a gentle
m a n  w h o s e
o c c u p a t i o n
was to teach
the blind, to 
give Maggie a lesson every day. 
In a few weeks she was able 
to read in her Testament by 
touching the raised letters, and 
this was a great joy to her. 
Before her illness she had been 
fond of reading novels, and had 
her mind filled with their exciting 
stories. Now the words of God's 
truth were entering her mind, 

and filling it with new thoughts 
and desires. She soon became 
anxious about her soul, and 
by reading the precious words 
of John iii. 16, she was brought 
to know and trust in Jesus. 
Now her days are peaceful and 
happy ; and after her work 
1s over in the Institution, she 

reads to a 
class of blind 
girls, and tells 

. them the way 
of life. Thus 
she is enabled 
to  serve the 
Lord Jesus and 
lead others to 
Him; and the 
day will come 
when with her 
qpened eyes 
she shall gaze 
upon Jesus in 
His glory, and 
dwell with Him 

for aye. There she shall see His 
face, and serve Him for ever. 

Reader, is her Saviour yours; or 
are you so occupied looking on 
earth's sights, that you have no time 
to think of your soul's salvation ? 
So intent on seeing, that you 
have up till now, neglected to look 
unto Jesus, to whom God points 
you for life and salvation. 
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MY DEAR YOUNG FRIENDS, 

Fleeting time has borne us. 

along to the last month of another 
year, and I sit down to write my 
last word to you for 1896. 

It has been a great cheer to me 
to receive during the year, some 
bright and joyful letters from read
ers of the "Watchman," telling of 
their conversion oo God in 1896. 
Among the rugged hills of the North 
of Scotland, on the balmy plains of 
India, in the busy cities of America, 
boys and girls have passed from 
death to life, and are now following 
and serving their new Master, the 
Lord Jesus. One and all of them 
say that they never knew what real 
happiness was, till they came to 
Christ. Their days are now full of 
brightness, as they journey along to 
the home and -glory land beyond. 
What a gathering that will be, when 
all the redeemed of every land are 
together! What a chorus of re
deemed voices, all singing the same 
song ! Let me ask, will yours be 
among them ? This is the all-im
portan t question. \iViU you be there? 
" \Vhat will it be to be there "-is a 
well-known song often sung, but 
what will it be to be absent from 
that happy throng? Who can tell 
the loss? Well; it is no matter of 
chance: it may be settled, yea, it 
must be settled, now. Have you 

Christ? Are you His? Have you 
received Him as the gift of God? 
Have you been born of the Spirit? 
Your answer to these simple personal 
questions will enable you to find out 
where you are going for Eternity. 
Only those who are saved go to 
heaven. Only such as know His 
saving grace shall see and share 
His glory. 0, my dear young 
friends, as you value your souls, 
your present happiness, your eternal 
welfare, see to it that this great· 
matter is fully and eternally settled, 
·ere the sands of the ·closing year run
out. That you may be saved by

Christ, set apart to Christ, satisfie:::l
with Christ, and doing service for
Christ, is the earnest prayer of your
friend,

•••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••• 

A Prize Christmas Story for 

Boys and Girls. 

Open to all readers of 11 1'/ze Young- Watchman." 

A Handsome Pocket Bible will be given 
as a Prize for the best and most concise 
account of" The Birth of Christ at Beth
lehem." Search and study all that the 
vVord of God says about it, then write out 
in your own words-the simpler the beller 
-and post to the Editor, by Christmas
day, 25th December.

NoTE.-The same number of '' Young 
Watchman," and other magazines will be 
sent to all subscribers during 1897, as 
formerly, unless contrary instructions are 
received. Kindly let all changes of address 
or quantity, reach us early. 



TO THE READERS OF "THE YOUNG WATCHMAN." 

Our present number completes the Four

teenth Annual Volume of "The Young Watchman,» and if the Lord permit, it will be continued during the coming year as in the past. In a<ldition to a large budget of good Gospel stories of the same character as it has been our privilege to insert during these fourteen years, which we have beside us for the "Watchman" of 1897, we are pleased to be able to tell our readers that a serious of stirring and true stories of " Missionary Heroes and Heroines in Heathen Lands," will appear each month. It has be.en said that "Truth is stranger than Fiction," and we are sure that these true narratives of what living men and women, and even boys and girls have endured and _:iccomplished by God's power resting upon them, is by far more "miraculous" and interesting for our young folks to read than tales of fictitious heroes who never lived, and of battles that were never fought. We begin in our Januarynumber with the thrilling story of a young Moravian lad, who went out single-handed to the wilds of Africa, to tell the Hottentots the story of redeeming love. This will l,e followed by the life story of others, who toiled amid " Indian \Vigwams and tropical seas," and will tell a wondrous story of toils and triumphs of the soldiers of the Cross. "Words of Cheer to Young Believers," "Records of Happy Service by Converted Boys and Girls,,, and a freshseries of solid Gospel Prize Bible Searchings and Bible Questions and Answers will be given throughout the year. \Ve desire to most heartily thank our r.1any true friends and helpers, who have
assisted us in various ways throughout theyear. We notice that the "Watchman ,,has found its wa.y into a good many new

I 
places, and notwjthstanding the multiplication of magazines, has _maintained its

circulation throughout the year. We would earnestly ask the continued fellowship of parents, Sunday School teachers, and all Christian workers, in circulating, introducing, and making known the "Watchman" where it is yet unread and unknown. It shall be our aim, as in the past, to make the little paper attractive, bright, readable, and full of the Gospel, ever keeping in view the winning of our young folks to the Lord Jesus in the bright and joyful days of youth. 
Our Little Ones' Treasury. 

For In/ant Classes and Little Ones at Home. Will begin its Tenth year in January, 1897, with a fresh supply of" Bright Stories and Pictures," full of Gospel grace for little hearts. " Our Little Ones' Album of saved Boys and Girls" with photographs and conversions of children of many lands. '' Boys and Girls of China, " with many "Pictures and Stories of children of the East, by an Evangelist who has laboured among the Chinese." New Blackboard Gospel Lessons for Sundays, and a budget of Prize Bible Searchings, Text Colourings. Gooo TIDINGS.-Our new Illustrated Gospel Monthly Magazine for distribution at Evangelistic services, among old and yo·Jng, has been warmly ,velcomed, and the circulation has mounted up during the year. If you want a sound Gospel paper for distribution, see a copy, 2/- per
Ioo, post free. 

THE SUNDAY SCHOOL \.YORKER'S MAGAZINE for Teachers, and those who may yet become Teachers, will have a BibleClass subject for every Sunday in the year, and Notes on the ·weekly Lessons for the use of Teachers, 6d per dozen, 25 for I/,
post free. "TIIE BELIEVER'S MAGAZINE," specially for Young Believers, 6d per dozen ; and "The Gospel Messenger, '' for broadcast distribution, and for circulation from house to house, with a local title and list of meetings, I/- per IOO. A copy of each •of the above six magazines, will be sent toany address in the world, during 1897,for 3/6.



THE YOUNG WATCHMAN. 

A BILLION. 
A Sunday afte,-noon talk with my boys. 

_m m 
� 0 

1,000,000,000,000 

� 0 ME of you boys who know 
f� arithmetic will be able to tell 
me what a billion is? "It is a 
million of millions," answered one 
of the boys. Yes, a million of 
millions. What an immense num
ber that is. Do you know how long 
it would take you to count it? 
Well, suppose you were to count at 
the rate of two hundred every min
ute, it would take more than nine 
thousand years to finish it. Nine 
thousand years! just think of that. 
If one had begun to count on the 
day that God put Adam into the 
garden of Eden, and gone on with
out stopping for a moment until the 
present, he would not yet have nearly 
counted a billion. You see what an 
immense number it is. And do you 
know this, that every one of you 
must live a billion of years either 
in heaven or in the lake of fire, and 
when that billion of years is spent, 
then another, and another. In fact, 
you must live on for ever, AND EVER,

through unnumbered ages whether 
you will or no. You cannot stop 
!iving even if you would. You will

not find de?-th there, even if you 
should want to die. In heaven, 
where Jesus and all His saved ones 
shall for ever dwell, there is no more 
death, nor sorrow, nor sighing. 
Through these billions of ages there 
will be unbroken peace, unclouded 
happiness, and unceasing song. An 
eternity for ever with the Lord : for 
ever with all His saints: for ever free 
from sin: for ever amid the bright
ness of our heavenly home. But 
there is another place and another 
company, and they too exist forever. 
It is awful even to think of them, 
and to read in the words of Holy 
Scripture their doom. There will 
be Satan and his angels who sinned 
long, long ago, in the past, and there 
will be a great and mighty king, 
who will yet reign over the nations 
of the world, called Anti-christ, or 
the "beast;" and there will be those 
who reject Christ, all cast into "the 
lake of fire and brimstone," to be 
there tormented for EVER AND EVER.

Billions of years will roll over them 
there, but no release, no exchange, 
no ending of their woes. Now, my 
dear children, you must spend these 
ages in one or the other of the two 
companies. You must dwell in one 
or other of the two places. The time 
for having it settled which, is now: 
and whether you receive Jesus Christ 
as your Saviour, or reject Him, will 
settle in which of the two companies 
you are to be. 
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