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THE FLIGHT OF NAPOLEON'S ARMY; 
Or, THE TYROLESE PEASANTS' SONG OF VICTORY. 

�T was an anxious time among 
� the dwellers among the hills 
of the beautiful Tyrol on New Year's 
Day of 1799. Napoleon and his 
armies were marching across the 
Continent, ravaging quiet villages 
and carrying devastation and death_ 
wherever they went. The usual 
celebrations of that New Year's Day 
were mingled with fear, for without 
an hour's warning, the hosts of the 
enemy might swoop down upon 
these undefended peasants like 
beasts of prey. Months of suspense 
and dread followed, for the unarmed 
d-we11ers of these lone regions knew
too well that they were no match
for the armoured ranks of the great
Napole0n, just as the sinner knows
he cannot meet in battle the great
destroyer-the last great enemy
Death. Need we wonder he is
troubled, alarmed, anxious, as he
knows of his stealthy advance?
Surely it would be folly, yea mad
ness, to laugh and be merry with
the unshefl.thed sword ready to
strike! Much more so for a Christ
less unsaved sinner to sport away
life's last hours on the brink of
eternal judgment-the doom of the
ungodly. But these months of
suspense y;ere not spent by all either
in hopeless dread or indifference.
Some of the Tyrolese in these

mountain regions knew the God of 
Jacob as their help. They had put 
their trust in Him, and knew He 
would shield them under the shadow 
of His wing ; that no shaft would 
reach them, until the God whose 
love they had learned to trust would 
permit it. 

As the Easter morning sun arose 
and gilded the blue hills, the in
habitants of Feldkirch were startled 
with the news that over twelve 
thousand soldiers carrying glittering 
weapons, were just outside the town 
preparing to attack. The. magistrates 
of the little town came together to 
consult what was to be' done. Some 
advised one form of defence, some 
another ; others prepared to flee for 
their lives. A venerable old Gospel
ler, who in days of peace had 
preached Christ and His great 
redemption to them, stood up in 
the midst of the agitated assembly 
and quietly said: '' My friends and 
brethren, do not forget that this is 
Easter day, the memorial of the 
triumph of our Redeemer. Let us 
assemble to praise His blessed Name 
as we have been wont to do on this 
day, and leave our enemies in the 
hands of God. He is well able to 
defend us, and scatter them, as He 
has done for our fathers." While 
the note of praise was struck, "The 
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Lord is risen, praise,.,His Name," the 
bells in the quaint old tower rang 
out a merry peal, and the wind 
carried the sound to the posts of 
Napoleon's army encamped around 
the defenceless town. 

General Massena himself heard 
the sound, and was startled. "The 
Austrians haye come to relieve them 
and will fight against us," he said, 
as the bells pealed out their silvery 
sounds on. the morning air. Orders 
were given to break up the camp 
and march, and er·e the·· bells- had 
ceased, not a vestige of Napoleon's 
army remained within sight of Feld
kirch. That call to remembrance 
of the triumph of Christ over death 
and the grave; that song of victory 
wrought by the death of the Son of 
God upon the cross, when He put 
sin away from before God's face, 
and on the third, the appointed day 
arose, a conquerer over Satan, the 

prin<;e of death, bringing life and 
eternal glory to all who trust Him ; 
that event which is the seal of 
Satan's doom, the sign that redemp
tion has been secured, the pledge 
of eternal glory, laid hold of by 
faith, gave these simple peasants 
deliverance from the power of the 
great army of France that day, long 
ago. And if you grasp it by faith, 
and lean the weight of your sinful 
soul upon it, even upon the death 
and resurrection of Christ, you will 
be set free by the power of God 
from the dominion of sin, the assaults 
of Satan, and the dread of death 
and judgment. For the Word of the 
Lord is sure and clear-" He that 
heareth my vVord and believeth on 
Him that sent Me hath everlasting 
life, and shall not come into_ con
demnation, but is passed from death 
unto life'' (John v. 24). Can you 
joyfully say that this life is yours? 

"JUST LIKE THE SCAPEGOAT." 

IN my class there are four boys who 
have all been truly converted, and 

are  l iv ing 
bright and 
happy Chris
t ian l ives. 
The first of 
the four was 
led to the 

Saviour during our lesson one after
noon. Our subject was "The Scape-

goat," on whose head all the sins of 
Israel were laid. Then it was led 
away to the wilderness, where these 
sins were left as it were to be seen 
no more. It was pointed out that 
Jesus was the anti type, and the 
dear lad grasped the truth, and ex
claimed, " 0 I see it Jesus had 
all my sins laid upon Him by God, 
and He bore them all away.'' Yes, 
blessed be His Name. 



A CHINESE THIEF'S PUNISHMENT. 

� UR photograph shews the mode 
\J!lsJ. of punishment inflicted upon
certain theives in China. The 
cangue, or collar of wood, is fixed 
upon the culprit's neck. The 
Chinese characters on both sides 
set forth the nature of the crime of 
which he has been guilty, with the 
criminal's full name and address. 

the culprit has to undergo the death 
sentence, the passers-by are not 
allowed to feed him, or even to give 
him a cup of cold water. So the 
unhappy man becomes maddened 
by hunger and thirst, and thus suffers 
for his crimes. An awful retribution 
awaits the sinner. The sins that 
men lightlycommit and even glory in, 

�----,-,......---...--............ ----.....--��---::---. 
and which seem to be allowed 

The chain attached to the heavy 
collar is fixed to the spot where 
the crime was committed, and 
there he is left to be fed by 
the charity of those who pass by, 
or to perish. He will never be 
able to forget his crime, for the very 
spot on which he suffers will keep 
it fresh in his remembrance. When 

to pass unpunished, will all 
come up again in judgment. 
The sinner there will have 
to face them all, publicly 
too, before men and angels. 
There will be no covering, no 
hiding-place for the Christ
less sinner then. Just, in
flexible judgment must take 
its course with the sinner 
then. The memory of his 
sin, if he dies unforgiven, 
will be ever with him, and 
the bitterest pang of all will 
be that he might have been 
saved, for salvation was pro
vided, but he neglected or 

put it away from him. For the 
Chinese criminal mercy holds out 
no hope; but for the sinner yet on 
earth, grace proclaims free forgive
ness. If this be rejected, there is 
no further remedy-none in time: 
none in Eternity. The Gospel of 
the Grace of God is Heaven's last 

message of mercy to the sons of men. 



The Gospel Lighthouse, and the Heavenly Harbour. 

�;OSSED on the dark waters, 
'o'fli( how the sailor delights to see 
the clear beams of light streaming 
from the lighthouse. No longer at 
the mercy of rocks and shoals, he 
guides his vessel in the bright beams 
of that light into the harbour, where 
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that men and women, young men 
and maidens, boys and girls of all 
countries and of all ages, have re
ceived, believed, and possessed the 
life, light, and love, that the Gospel 
brings. They have rejoiced in its 
salvation, gloried in its triumphs, 

a warm welcome awaits him. There sung of its joys, and with hearts anci 
is only one lighthouse on the sea of lips filled with its blessed hope, 
time-it is the Bible. From it shines have entered the heavenly harbour 
the light of the glorious Gospel of / where a warm welcome awaited
Christ, and all who welcome that them. But see that wreck behind 
light are saved, and safely guided to ' th� lighthouse in the dark ! It 
the heavenly harbour. See the tiny represents the sinner, the Gospel 
boat, the mighty warship, and the despiser, too proud to own his need 
old-time merchant vessel, sailing of salvation; near the port, close 
along in the light. This reminds us by the light, yet lost in darkness. 



PEEPS AT ARMENIA AND ITS PEOPLE. 

�M;RMENIA, with its mighty But the chief feature of the country 
� rivers, fertile valleys, moun- is its rugged hills, ranging from four 
tain fastnesses. and rugged beauties, to seven thousand feet above the 
is a land almost unique among the sea level, culminating in the snow
countries of the world. The lofty, capped peaks of Ararat towering to 
snow-clad mountain of Ararat, upon the height of almost seventeen thous-
which the Ark, with 

��t��i��_..�.�ii�I 
and feet. Two great 

Noah and his fam- r ivers, Euphrates 
ily in it, once rested and Tigris rise in 
(see Gen. viii. 4),_ the Armenian high-
stands like a sen- lands, and, fertiliz-
tinel keepi_ng watch -,� ing the country as 
over it, and has they flow for bun-
given its name to dreds of miles, fall 
the region round into three different 
about it, for '' the ..... ,,.____ seas at last. 
land of Armenia" 

...... -• 
But what gives

(see Isa. xxxvii. 38), Armenia its chief 
is called in the Re- interest to us is, 
vised Bible, "the that within or near 
land of Ararat." its borders the 

Its position is al- .... 1�� 
human race had 

most ·central be- ... _..,.an, ... ~_, twice its cradle-
tween the threecon- first in Eden, and 
tinents of Europe, next in days after

Asia, and Africa : the Flood, and in 
it occupies almost ���:=:::==�:'.:��

=:::

� later years its roll 
the entire triangle AN ARMENIAN MonrnR ANo c1-11Lo. of martyrs and suf-
between the Caspian, the Euxine, ferers for the Name of Jesus is 
and the Mediterranean Seas. About without one equal. In no country 
five hundred miles in length, by an on the face of the earth, has there 
equal breadth, it consists of pas- been such unremitting persecution 
toral plateaus covered with fragrant as in Armenia, where, even within 
flowers, while lovely woods of spruce recent years, the whole civilised world 
and beech trees, full of singing birds has been shocked by the unprece
in endless variety, dot the plains. dented tale of massacre and torture. 
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The climate of the country is 

variable. The valleys are warm 
and moist and are rich in vineyards 
and orchards; the plateaus dry, with 

children. The Armenians claim to 
be the descendants of Togarmah, 
the grandson of J apheth, Noah's son. 
Like their Persian neighbours they 

AN ARMENIAN l'EASANT ANO FAMILY. 

long and severe winters; �hile the 
highland regions are covered with 
perpetual snow. Wolves are abund
ant in the hill country, and at the 
melting of the snows, often enter the 
towns and carry off dogs, and even 

were originally fire-worshippers. The 
Gospel is said to have been first 
carried to Armenia by the apostles 
Thaddreus and Bartholomew-but 
whether this be so or not, the know
ledge of Christianity must have been 
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early spread abroad among the 
Armenians. In the third century 
a missionary of princely race and 
noble character, named Gregory
whom they named the Illuminator, 
and have ever since regarded as 
their special apostle-preached the 
Gospel to the Armenians. Under his 
preaching many were converted, and 
as a nation they accepted Christi
anity as their creed. But national 
Christianity is not of much value; 
for unless individuals receive Christ 
as their personal Saviour, they have 
no real spiritual life, they are not 
saved, but have only a cloak of 
profession, which will sooner or 
latter be taken from them. And 
so it seems to have been with the 
Armenians, or such of them as had 
only a profession of the Christian 
name, without possession of Christ, 
for we are told that in the sixth 
century, many of them had become 
idolaters, and persecutors of . the 
true children of God. Such is the 
baneful results of a mere national 
religion, apart from personal con
version to God. 

An admirable translation of the 
Scriptures given them in their own 
language by one of Gregory's suc
cessors, was used by the Spirit of 
God to keep the lamp of true testi
mony burning, and to strengthen 
the true-hearted disciples of Cnrist 
to resist the wiles of the adversary, 

who sought to lead them astray. 
Their answer to the Persian king, 
whose vassals they were, and who 
commanded them to become fire
worshippers, has the true ring of 
devotion to Christ. '' Nothing can 
shake our faith," said they, "neither 
sword, nor fire, nor stripes. 'vVe

are not better than those who went 
before us, who laid down for this 
testimony their lives. Ask us no 
more, for the covenant of our faith 
is not with men, but with bonds in
dissoluble with God." This answer 
aroused the anger of the king, who 
sent his army to devastate the land 
with fire and sword. This was its 
first baptism of blood, which has 
been again and again repeated 
throughout the centuries, but the 
light of the Gospel continued to 
shine, and the lives of many who 
knew and loved it to bear a silent 
witness to its power. 

When the godly and devoted 
Henry Martin went to Persia with 
the Gospel message, he found 
among the Armenians the only 
spiritually-minded and devoted wit
nesses for Christ he met with in the 
East; and by this we are reminded 
that true children of God who cleave 
to the Lord and the Word He has 
given them to feed upon and be 
guided by, will ever be overcomers, 
no matter how dark and dead things 
may be all around them. 



'' THE HATH DID IT." 

�OR many years. I had sought 
� salvation by prayer, but found 
it not. I had no idea how I was to 
know when I had got it, but sup
posed some internal evidence would 
be given me. I had heard of people 
passing through great and wonderful 
experiences, and expected some 
such thing to happen to me. Listen
ing to a townsman relating the way 

he was converted, I was astonished 
to find that he obtained the assur
ance of his salvation simply by 
believing God, and taking Him at 
His word. Said he, "It was the 
text, ' He that hath the Son hath 
life,' that was the means of giving 
me life. The 'hath' did it, friends. 
I received Christ as God's gift to 
me ; I therefore had the Son of 
God as mine, and the Word of God 
declares, ' He that hath the Son 

hath life ' ( 1 John v. 9 ). So I just 
believed God, and thanked Him for 
it." That seemed very simple; too 
simple indeed, for I, like Naaman 
the Syrian, thought I must do 
some great thing." But then, my 
fellow-townsman had got life and 
the certainty of it. He was saved 
and knew it. The man had the 
thing in possession, and had the 
joy of it in his soul day by day, and 
why not I? That was the question 
that I had to face. If God gave 
him eternal life by believing on His 
Son, He would give it to me -too. 
There need be no doubt about that, 
" He that believeth on the Son hath

everlasting life " (John iii. 36), was 
God's Word to me as surely as to 
him. I believed God, not waiting 
for the evidence of my feelings or 
experiences, and was soon filled with 
"all joy and peace in believing" 
(Rom. xv. 13),' as the Word had 
said. It all seemed so simple yet 
so sure. God says that the be
lieving sinner is a possessor of 
eternal life, that he "hath " it now. 
Surely this is enough. What further 
evidence do you want ? Can your 
feelings or experiences make God's 
declaration more sure ? Take God 
at His word. Believ,e His testi
mony, no matter what you feel.
The peace, the joy, and all else, 
will follow on believing God. 
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****************** 
f Short Papers for Young Believers. :t 
****************** 

THE YOUNG HERO; 
OR, TRIED BY FIRE. 

�}l; YOUNG lad was left in charge 
� of the secretary's office in a 
large mill. His instructions were, 
on no account to leave the place 
until his master returned. The mill 
caught fire, and as he looked out at 
the window he saw men and women 
fleeing in all directions for their 
lives. He remembered his master's 
instructions and stood at his post 
Presently he could hear the roar of 
the flames in the adjoining apart
ment, and he knew they must soon 
reach him.· Looking about, lie saw 
a number of valuable papers lying 
on the secretary's desk, which he 
knew must soon fall a prey to the 
devouring flames. So packing _them 
up, he .opened his vest, and buttoned 
them under it, saying to himself, 
"The fire must burn my clothes off 
before it reaches you." Then the 
young hero knelt down and com
mitted himself to God, asking for 
deliverance." Presently the sound 
of an axe was heard, bang wen� 
the door, and two strong firemen 
appeared, to find the unconscious 
boy surrounded by smoke and flame, 
clasping his master's papers with 
both hands to his bosom. He was 

carried out amid the cheers of 
the crowd, and so pleased was the 
master with his young and faithful 
servant, that he made him a partner 
in the firm. In this heroic boy, 
standing at his post, defending his 
master's property, we have a fine 
illustration of what the Christian 
ought to be. He has been left 
on earth to do his Master's wili 
and to guard his Master's interests. 
How do you stand fire, my young 
Christian brother, in the hour of 
trial? Do you run off, and leave 
your Master's property to take its 
chance ? Do you allow His Word 
to be dishon_oured, His truth to be 
trodden · down, while you stand 
silently by? Or do you flee when 
there is persecution, or danger? Far 
be the thought. Like the yoµng 
hero who stood firm, clasping his 
master's treasures to his bosom, 
so let the Christian firmly stand, 
guarding the Word of the Lord, 
clasping it to his bosom, holding it 
dearer than life, and on that coming 
day, when the Lord comes forth to 
reward His servants, He will take 
the faithful and the tried one, and 
make him a partner with Him of 
His throne. Here is the promise, 
" Be thou faithful unto death and I 
will give thee a crown of life." "To 
him that overcometh, will I grant to 
sit with Me on My throne" (Rev. 
ii. 6 j iii. 2 I).



SCHOOLMATESJ 

�IM and I were Schoolmates, 
� and bosom friends as well. 
We walked to and from the village 
school together for many a day, and 
after that we went to the Academy. 
What a lot of "castles in the air" we 
built during these walks. Some
times we were to be soldiers, and 
go out to fight our country's foes 
right and left. At other times we 
were to sail · the stormy seas, and 
come back laden with riches from 
distant shores. I don't think we 
ever took thought of dying, or any
thing of that kind. There was little 
said to young folks in these days 
about eternal things, in our circle at 
least: We went to church on Sun
days, and that was about all. During 
our second year at the Academy, a 
younger lad, the son of a farmer, 
accompanied us on the road. He 
was a few years younger than we 
were, and of a very quiet retiring 
nature. When Jim and I were dis
cussing our prospects, and planning 
for the future, he would listen with 
evident concern, and smile. One 
day after we had carried our pro
gramme forward for some ten or 
twenty years, Willie quietly asked
,, What if you do not live so long 
as that? Jim looked at me, and I 
at him. We never had thought of 
that; never reckoned on the possi
bility of dying young at all. Willie 

saw we were brought to a halt, and 
quietly added-" Its good to be 
ready to die anyhow; living or 
dying the Christian has the best 
of it." We sudd.enly remembered 
that Willie's father held meetings, 
and spoke to people about their 
souls, and I have no doubt, the 
devil stirred up the enmity of our 
natural hearts against the Gospel, 
and the simple but honest testi
mony of Willie, our converted 
school-fellow. 

I laughed-I remember well the 
scoffing sneer-and ran on before, 
skipping and leaping, to show how 
strong and unlikely to die I was. 
Jim got very angry, clenched his 
fists, and said some very wicked 
things to Willie, who meekly bowed 
his head and said nothing. This 
was the first time so far as I remem
ber, when Eternity was brought 
before me, and like a fool, I thrust 
the thought of it from me. How 
many do so still, and tread with 
determined step, the road to death 
and hell. Years passed on. Jim and 
I were parted, he going to one city 
to learn his business, and I to 
another. Willie continued in the 
old country home with his father, 
and I believe bore a bright and 
steady testimony for Christ there. 
Unknown to me, Jim had been 
converted, and so had I, unknown to 
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Jim. I had often prayed for my old 
schoolmate, and wished I could find 
· his whereabouts, that I might tell
him of my new-found joy.

It was New Year week, I was home 
for holidays, and now that I was 
saved and on my way to glory, I

had a new way of spending them. 
There was to be a Conference in 
the village hall on New Year's Eve, 
and I made up my mind to g(?, 
hoping I might either see or hear of 
Willie. I had not long taken my 
seat, when to my great delight he 
came and shook me warmly by the 
hand. He had heard of my con
version, and was longing to see me. 
Before we had spoken long, he 
asked-" Have you seen Jim.'' 
'' No " I said, " where is he 7" 
Taking me by the arm, he led me 
up to a seat near the platform, and 
there sat Jim our old schoolmate 
and friend by his sister's side, Bible 
and hymn book in hand, his face 
beaming_ with joy, converted to God 
and on his way to heaven too. 
What a meeting that was to the 
three of us! How much we had to 
tell of the great deliverance grace 
had wrought for us. All saved and 
set free from Satan's chains, to live 
for Christ and serve Him, in the 
golden days of youth. I can tell 
you, that when the hymn, 

"0 Happy day, that fixed my choice, 
On Thee, my Saviour and my God,'' 

was given out, we stood there side by 
side and sang it with full hearts, and 
when our pilgrim days are done, we 
shall swell the song of redemption 
together up there before the throne. 
Such is the story of God's grace 
dear boys and girls to us who were 
schoolmates. Is the one who saved 
us your Saviour? Do you know 
the joy of having Him as your own 
personal Deliverer and Friend? I

can testify to this, that there is none 
like Him. None but C�rist can �11 
the youthful heart with real joy and 
pleasure, and none but Christ can 
save the sinner from a godless life, 
a miserable death, and a lost eternity. 

NEW YEAR VOICES. 

Years pass apace; another year is dawning; 
And still the call of love to thee is made; 

Now as it dawns, may thy new song 
ascending, 

Tell of a soul returned, who long had 
strayed. 

Pass to the banquet! Jesu's voice entreats 
thee, 

Earth's pleasures woo thy spirit then in 
vam; 

Resting in love-the love which waits to 
greet thee,-

Peace o'er thy spirit shall most sweetly 
reign. 

Pardon and peace ! all other boons trans
cending, 

Shall by thy soul, once trembling, be 
possessed; 

And every step of life be upward tending, 
Till welcomed to thy everlasting rest. 





JIM, THE RICKSHA BOY; 
Or, REDEEMED AND SET FREE TO SERVE. 

,,. RITONS never shall be
� . slaves "-so at least they

smg. Nevertheless, in many plAces
over which the flag of freedom
floats, there is slavery in dread
reality; slavery to cruel man, to sin
and its galling chains, to the world
and its ways, to Satan �nd his wiles.
Only those who have known re
demption by the blood of Christ,
and liberty by the power of the
Spirit of God, are free indeed.

Jim spent his early years on a
farm in Natal. He was part of the
Dutch farmer's "black property," a
slave in everything but in name.
Treated more as a beast of burden
than a human being; hei:_ded with
other "boys" in a rude "location";
a heathen in reality, although his
Dutch master read the Bible and
sang the Psalms of David in his
home daily.

The daughter of a wealthy Durban
merchant, in feeble health, stayed
for a time on the farm, and Jim
was appointed as her attendant.
So �ttentive and so faithful was the
black "boy'' to. his young mistress,
that when the time for her return
home came, she greatly desired that
Jim should accompany her. But
not without paying a considerable
su� would Jim's "owner" allow
him to go ftee. That sum was

willingly paid, and the following
morning Jim was a free man.
What do you think he wished to do
then? To serve his benefactor, the
one who had redeemed him! Yes,
with a light heart, he willingly ac
companied her to her Durban home,
where, no longer compelled by fear,
but constrained by love, he served
for lqng the one who had redeemed
and rescued him from bitter bond
age.

So it is with the ransomed sinner.
Redeemed by the blood of Christ,
and set free by the power of God
from the service and dominion of
sin and Satan, the sinner who be
lieves the Gospel passes into the
service of a new Master; where, not
to be saved, but because -he is; not
to earn salvation, but because he
has got it for nothing, he joyfully
serves the Lord who has redeemed
him. Do you know this joyful
freedom, personally and experiment
ally? Have you passed from under 
the galling yoke of sin and Satan
into the liberty and joy of the
kingdom and service of Jesus
Christ? Such freedom is within
the reach of all; the death of Christ
for sinners has procured it; the
Gospel proclaims it; and to all who
believe, the '\'ord of God makes it
sure. Accept it as your own.



A GREAT FOREST FIRE; 

or, FLEEING TO THE ONLY PLACE O� SAFETY. 

�M; TERRIBLE forest fire raged 
�- in Minnesota. Every build
ing in the town of Hinckley lay in 
ruins, and many of the inhabitants 
perished in the flames. While the 
fire raged, the panic-stricken people 
rushed hither and thither in wild 
confusion, actually pushing each 
other into the burning furnace. In 
the midst of the confusion, a voice 
was heard saying- "Hasten to the 
gravel pit!'' "What will that do 
for us?" was the scornful reply by 
one. '' Better use your legs and 
run from it," said another. But a 
few of the simple folks heeded the 
calJ, and followed the speaker to 
the pit, where acting according to 
his directions, they soon found 
themselves standing to the neck in 
cool water. A ring of blazing tim
ber and houses soon surrounded 
their place of safety. For hours 
they stood in the fierce heat with 
blistered lips and scorched faces, 
while the tongues of fire leaped 
forth all around them. One man 
encouraged the others by telling 
them they were perfectly safe, and 
procuring a bucket, he drenched 
their heads with water to keep 
them cool. At last the fire passed 
across the country, burning up 
everything as it went. But the 
little band who fled to the gravel 

pit and stood there, were safe, 
while others perished. They stood 
in an element upon which the 
flames could not feed. Nay, it 
repelled them. In the midst of 
death and destruction, that little 
band stood in life �nd safety. So 
stands the sinner who has fled to 
Christ. 

The judgment of a righteous. 
God, like that devouring fire, will 
one day pass over this world, con
suming the ungodly. Only those 
who have fl_ed for refuge to the 
Cross of Christ, will be safe on that 
day. No wrath, no judgment can 
reach them there. On the contrary, 
life flows to them from that Cross, 
and through the death of Him who 
hung thereon for sinners. All other 
refuges will fail. In Christ alone is 
life eternal. In Him there is im
munity from judgment. There is 
"no condemnation to them that 
are in Christ Jesus " (Rom. viii. 1.) 

Are you sure that you are in 
Him? Have you fled for safety to 
the Son of God, the only Refuge? 
Then you can sing fearlessly and 
joyfully-

"A flame was kindled in God's ire, 
0 Christ it burned on Thee. 

It was a hot consuming fire, 
Even in the fair green tree; 

There did that fire feed and expire, 
Now it is quenched for me." 



DASHAMMAH THE INDIAN GIRL. 

�N a Mission School in South 
� India, an Indian girl, twelve 
years old, heard the story of a 
Sa.viour's iove. When she returned 

''sue Ol'TEN READ HIER BIBLE." 

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. This 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 
husband 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 
unconscious. 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, r� 
ceived and confessed the Lord Jesus 
Christ as your Saviour.? 



A MILLIONAIRE'S CONFESSION: 

Or, GOLD IS NOT ENOUGH TO SATISFY. 

� ONEY-MAKING is the great busi
�',]t ness of life. "I could wish my 
children to give mind and soul, heart 
anJ body and everything to business. 
It is the only way to be happy." So 
Nathan Rothchild the wealthy Jew
ish banker said to Sir Fowell Buxton 
sitting in his luxuriously furnished 
study many years ago. Riches 
increased and Rothchild had his 
heart's desire fulfilled. He became 
immensely wealthy. Was he happy? 
,vas he satisfied? Nay, quite the 
opposite. Seated at the head of 
his banqueting table with a _number 
of friends of the Stock Exchange 
around, money was again the theme 
of conversation. The great financi
er had doubled his millions by 
successful speculation during the 
intervening years. He had the 
finest house in London. "You 
must be a happy man Mr. Roth
child," said one of the guests as he 
heard the rich man speak of his 
vast possessions. '' Happy-me 
happy," exclaimed the millionare. 
" Would you be happy if you had a 
letter placed in your hands as you 

are going into dinner, asking five 
hundred pounds, or have your brains 
blown out. No sir, no ,one can 
call me happy." Rothchild had 
gained his object, yet he was not 
happy, he was not satisfied. In his 
dying hours he talked of thalers, 
dollars, pounds, but had no rest, no 
joy. Had he known God, had he 
been s·aved, it would have been 
otherwise, for God's people are a 
happy people. "Happy art thou, 
0 Israel: who is like unto thee, 0 
people saved by the Lord (Deut. 
xxxii. 29).

Are you one of God's saved and
happy people, reader? If you are, 
you will know it, and be living in 
the enjoyment of it. You will have 
Christ as the portion of your soul : 
His unsearchable riches as your joy 
and satisfaction. Mere religion will 
not satisfy. 

'' Not all the gold of all the world 
Nor all its wealth combined; 

Can give relief or comfort yield 
To man's distracted mind." 

It must be Christ; Christ to save, 
Christ to satisfy. Christ to meet 
all your need, now and ever. 



ARMENIA AND ITS PEOPLE. 

�HE Armenians are a people 
� of good physique and pleasing 
appearance. They are generally 
tall, well built, of yellow complexion, 
black bushy hair, high forehead, 
with an expression somewhat like the 
Jews, Jehovah's 
ancient and be
loved people. 

Armenian men 
dress so mew hat 
peculiarly, ac
cording to our 
Western ideas. 
Loose and baggy 
cloth trousers tied 
at the ankles, 
with a tight waist
coat usually made 
of cotton, over 
which 1s worn a 
bright coloured 
robe of sack 

features are regular and comely, 
with fine, dark intelligent eyes. 
Like the Turkish women, they cover 
their faces when in the streets. 
They wear a long cloak, a loose 
jacket covered with a coloured 

-1-: . 
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shawl, fastened 
round the waist 
m close folds. 
The hair is worn 
in long plaits 
hung down the 
back. Armenian 
houses are mostly 
built of sun-dried 
bricks or unhewn 
stone, roofed with 
crossbeams and 
pillars, and cov
ered with earth 
several feet in 
thickness. In 
parts where the 

shape, reaching to linm� winters are severe 
the knees, from 

=:;=����� 
-�···· the houses are 

which it is split p ar t ly  under-
up to the waist a... ground, and pre-
on either side. ARMENIAN HousE w1TH nALcoNv. sent a very un-
Their headgear in general is the healthy and unhabitable appearance. 
" fez'' as worn by the Turks, but Better class houses have wooden 
in their case with a dark coloured balconies in the upper stories. 
cotton cloth tied around it. They Most of the people live in villages, 
wear white woollen stockings with where, in cultivating the ground 
stout shoes. and pursuing their varied vocations, 

Armenian women are considered their days would flow on in peace, 
graceful, if not pretty. Their but for the continual oppression of 
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their master, the Sultan of Turkey, 
and his cruel soldiery. It is not 
that the Armenians are insubject 
to the rule of Turkey, or that they 
make themselves obnoxious by their 
modes of living-for the Turks 

or win them by plausible promises 
to be worshippers of Islam, they 
have evidently made up their minds 
to get rid of these down-trodden 
people by extermination with the 
sword. Every now and again the 

. 1. 

A TYPICAL GROUP 01" ARMRNIAKS, 

themselves have confessed they are 
law-abiding and peaceable-but 
their great and unpardonable crime 
is, they will not accept the religion 
of Mahomet and confess themselves 
his followers. This has all along 
made them abhorrent to the Turks, 
who, failing to drive them by fear, 

cruel Kurds, incited by the vassals 
of the Sultan, if not directly ordered 
by that miserable man, who lives 
in continual dread of his own death 
by some of his palace favourites, 
pour down on the unprotected 
villages in which Armenians live, 
and put them to death by hundreds, 
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sometimes by thousands. The 
religion of the Armenians as a 
people is a strange mixture. The 
doctrines of the Armenian Church 
are much the same as those of the 
Roman Catholics, and contain little 
of a clear Gospel character telling 
how a sinner may be saved. About 
the beginning of the last century, 
a· wonderful work of God's grace 
began among the Armenian villages, . 
the effects of which were, that 
numbers were saved and stood forth 
as witnesses for - Christ, bearing 
persecution for His Name. The 
Bible was circulated fai: and wide 
in their own language, and by this 
means thousands of the simple 
peasantry were brought to Christ. 
This aroused the anger of the 
Armenian Patriarch, or head of the 
National Church, who lives in state 
at Constantinople, and is usually 
no lover of the Gospel in its purity, 
or of those who preach it in its 
simplicity. By his authority, many 
of the converted Armenians were 
expelled from "the church," and 
some ordered to be imprisoned, all 
because they had taken the vVord 
of God to be their guide, rejecting 
the traditions of men. Falsehoods 
and calumnies of all kinds were 
circulated against the young be
lievers, and many were driven from 
their homes for Jesus' sake. This, 
at the hands of their own people, 

was a bitter trial, but in reality no 
more than the Word of God has 
promised. Alike in Armenia as 
elsewhere, when God's Gospel is 
believed and His Christ received, 
the great adversary the devil will 
oppose ·and seek to persecute, or 
failing that, to beguile those who 
have been saved; and the religious 
leaders, whose craft is in danger, 
· become his tools for this cruel work.
Better far it is to be the objects of
his hatred and persecution, than
his friends, for he who joins hands
with the devil here, and serves him
in sin, must be his hereafter, and
share his doom in the lake of fire.
In spite of all the persecutions,
the massacres, and the outrages that
have come upon the peaceful
dwellers in Armenia's villages, there
are true lovers of the Lord Jesus
to be found there, who are prepared
to seal their testimony with their
blood, rather than deny the Lord
Jesus, whose precious blood has
cleansed them from sin and given
them a title to heaven. May the
light which the Lord has th us
kindled be kept burning brightly,
and the Lord's witnesses hid in His
own pavilion. And may we, who
have greater privileges and fewer
trials, remember those dear, suffer
ing saints, and seek to imitate their
noble example in cleaving to the
Lord and to His precious Word



THE MESSAGE BOYS. 

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

"STILL FOND OF HIS cor.11c PAPER.'
1 

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 did 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, 1nd much 
thought of by his master. 
He is not ashamed to 
own his Lord, and his 
Bible is his close com
panion. Who 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 depravP 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. 



FIRESIDE TALKS WITH CONVERTED SCHOOLBOYS. 

AT HER a
round the fire 
my lads, and 
let us have half
a n-hour's talk 
together. Let 
us be thankful 
that we have a 

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

" You all profess 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 be 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 you 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 keep 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 
co·nfessing 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. 



MOLLY, THE APPLE GATHERER. 

� HE was a lone woman, and 
f� 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 u.neventful 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 following 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 
uand of hearty and happy young 
Christians, many of them newly 
saved, stood on the village green 
smgrng-

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

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

And their faces beamed with their 
new-found joy as their sweet 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, 
Arid He 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, Mol1y'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
ened woman, by which she might 
be led to Jesus, to find in Him rest 
and peace. They read verse after 
verse telling of Christ's willingness 
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 re.sting-place of matiy 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 Jittle 
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 
with 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 change 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. 





A MEDICAL STUDENT'S CONVERSION ; 
Or, "Not nn Empty Profession, but a Joyful Possession of Christ." 

" �'LL go to the theatre and en-
� joy myself in spite of you 

both. \Vhy should a young fellow 
be cribbed and hindered from 
having a night's fun by two girls?" 
These words were spoken in a petu
]ant tone, so unusual in that quiet 
home, that no sooner had Harry 
closed the parlour door, leaving his 
two sisters alone, than they burst 
into tears. It was the first jarring 
note that had marred the harmony 
of the trio, who since the aged and 
godly mother's death, had lived 
happily together in the old home. 
The two sisters were happy, earnest 
Christians, never ashamed to let 
their light shine, or to tell of the 
Saviour whom they loved to others. 
The younger was a delicate girl, not 
able to be much about, but she 
gathered a class of little girls on the 
Sunday afternoons, and had much 
joy in telling them the way of ]ife 
through Jesus. 

Harry, their brother, was studying 
medicine in Edinburgh, but came 
out to their country home at the 
week-ends, to spend the Sunday 
with his sisters. He "professed" 
convtrsion when quite a boy, and 
during his mother's lifetime main
tained his profession, outwardly at 
least; indeed, he could scarce do 
otherwise, for under her ever-watch-

ful eye, he could not go far astray. 
But now that the prop upon which 
he had leaned was gone, and new 
companions had been found in the 
city, it was becoming painfully 
evident to his godly sisters that he 
was either becoming a '' backslider," 
or that he had never been really 
" born again" at al1. His deter
mination to go . to the theatre that 
•evening, soon after his return from
the city, expressing the bitter words
I have quoted, after being affection
ately besought not to expose himse]f
to the temptations of such a place,
finally convinced the girls that
Harry was not the Lord's, that he
had never been truly converted
turned to. God-else it were im
possible he could find satisfaction
or enjoyment in the company of
such as frequent the play-house, no
matter what religious worldlings and
unconverted preachers say in its
favour. " Let us join in prayer
that God may arrest him, .Lizzie
dear," said the elder sister. " He is
able to do it, and He has said if
two of His own agree to ask Him,
that He will." An earnest, tearful
prayer was wafted from that lone
room to the eternal throne, and
entered the opened ear of God the
Almighty. :Miracles, such as were
performed in early days, exist no
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more ; but the " arm of the Lord is 
not shortened," in answer to prayer 
it is yet made bare. At the very 
moment the sisters were praying, 
Harry was arrested as if by an 
unseen hand o.n the street. He 
cannot describe what he felt, but 
the word5 rang in his ear, '' Prepare 
to meet thy God ! " as they fell 
from the lips of a street preacher, 
and although the speaker may ·never 
know it, they were God's message 
to arrest the wanderer and bring 
him to himself. For a full hour, he 
wandered to and fro in the dark 
night, in great mental agony. The 
twinkling stars above his head re
minded him that he had a mother 
in heaven, and that to her he had 
promised in his boyhood, that he 
would never cross the threshold of 
a theatre. Now he was on the way 
to break that promise, an<l. in all 
probability to plunge into the vortex 
of utter ungodliness, for once the 
restraints of home and godly up
bringing are cast aside, it often 
happens, that such an one sinks 
deeper into the slough of sin than 
any other. Wandering to and fro, 
uncertain what to do or where to 
go, ashamed to return to his sisters 
and confess his faults, V?aded by 
the devil to make the final plunge, 
yet restrained by an awakened con
science, by the remembrance of his 
g.odly mother's counsels and warn-

ings, by the hand of God put forth 
in answer to his sisters' prayers, he 
wapdered into a quiet street and 
there-not by '' chance," as men 
would say, but by the appointment 
of that God who worketh all things 
after the counsel of His own will
he stood in front of a brightly-lit 
hall, at the door of which a number 
of young men were standing, singing 
the hymn, ''Jesus is mighty to save." 
One of the circle seeing a stranger, 
evidently not "on business bent," 
went up to him and asked if he 
would come in and spend an hour 
at their Gospel Meeting, which was 
to be addressed that evening by a 
band of converted students from 
Edinburgh. Harry needed no sec
ond invitation: he entered and sat 
down. To his surprise, a few of 
the speakers were his own class
mates, and as one after another told 
simply but definitely how he had 
been a wakened, convicted and con
verted, Harry was fully convinced 
that his former " profession" bad 
been a sham, and that he had never 
been truly converted at all. I do 
not know all that God spoke to 
him during that meeting, but at 
the close, he had a long, close, 
personal talk with two of the stud
ents, to whom he opened his mind, 
expressed his difficulties, and was 
pointed to a personal and present 
Saviour. "If you missed the mark 
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last and did not get Christ, you 
need not fear to trust Hirn now. 
He is able and willing to save. 
And you will know that you have 
not a profession, but a possession of 
eternal life, the moment you cast 
yourself upon Him." Harry did

surrender himself as a sinner to the 
Saviour, and He-as He ever does 
-received him. He ran without
stopping till he reached his home,
and opening the door with his latch,
he hurried to the parlour. He
burst into tears, locking his sisters
in his arms, with the joyful con
fession, "I'm saved now, thank
God!" There was great joy and

many thanksgivings, as he told the 
story of how the Lord met him, and 
in answer to their cry arrested and 
brought him to Himself, in whose 
service through grace he still re
mains; telling with his lips, and 
showing by his life, the virtues of 
Jesus who is "Mighty to Save." 
There is a vast difference between 
an empty profession which has to 
be "kept up" and is always liable 
to be lost, and a genuine conversion 
which is the work of the Spirit of 
God, and is actually and manifestly 
wrought in all who as lost sinners 
personally receive Jesus Christ as 
their only Saviour and Lord. 

THE TEXT BY THE SEA=SHORE. 

OT far from the 
busy city of Man
chester, there yet 
lives a bright and 
happy Christian 
lad, whose con-

version was brought about by means 
of a simple text of Scripture, posted 
by the sea-shore. He had been in 
soul-trouble for many months, ill at 
ease, and very unhappy about his 
state before God. Wal king along, 
all alone by the shore one day, he 
saw a bit of paper fixed on a post, 
and going up to it, found it was a 
tract, on which in bold letters the 

text was printed, '' What must I do 
to be saved?" "Believe on the 
Lord Jesus Christ and thou shalt �e 
saved'' (Acts xvi. 31 ). Here was 
the sinner's question; the q·uestion 
of one in soul-trouble, like himself. 
And here, too, was God's answer, 
plain and clear. It did not bid him 
work, or pray, or wait. It pointed 
him to another-" the Lord Jesus 
Christ," and told him to "believe" 
or rely on Him. That word from 
God was the means of his conversion. 
This is all you need, God's Word is to 
you, as it was for him. Are you will
ing to be saved by Him, and now? 
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THE YOUNG FARMER'S ARREST. 

�N a quiet glen surrounded by 
� rugged hills, there stands a 
cluster of dwelling houses, not unlike 
a farm steading in appearance, 
which bears the name of "The 
Clachan." In days gone by, there 
was held a weekly gathering in one 
of these humble dwellings for prayer, 
and when a few strangers happened 
to turn in, there was a word of 
Gospel spoken by some one for 
their benefit. But the simple pea
sant folk who gathered there to 
supplicate the Mighty God, were 
strong in their belief in the power 
of prayer, and. many a sinner was 
brought into the Kingdom of God 
at these weekly gatherings. 

A young farmer belonging to the 
district, determined to perpretrate 
some trick upon the praying people, 
so he crept into the house by a 

1 

back door, and hid himself behind 

a door. Prayer after prayer as
cended to the throne, many of 
them for "the ungodly and those 
who were on the way to death, 
blinded by the god of this world." 
In a moment it flashed across the 
mind of the young farmer, that he 
was of that number-" on the way 
to death." The pains of hell 
seemed to lay hold on him, and as 
he saw himself lost and ready to 
perish, he cried out from his hiding
place, " I am lost." In a few 
moments he was in the midst of 
t�1e praying company, and that night 
he was converted by casting himself 
upon Christ. Reader, if you have 
never seen yourself a sinner, or 
feared the judgment of a righteous 
God, it must be because your eyes 
are still veiled, and your danger of 
being for ever lost hid from view 



YOUNG ARMENIAN MARTYRS FOR CHRIST. 

�il\ilt;HEN the full tale of the 
� massacres was made known, 
it was estimated that over one hun-

place of refuge, the destruction was 
complete. The men were first 
killed, then the women and children 

�=:;:;: !ini��m��·t5b,��iJ��������:�rr":'.;:v.;��r:tf.�jji were ordered to 

dred thousand were slain, over forty 
thousand were orphans, while four 
hundred thousand were left in des
titution, their homes plundered or 
burned. In the villages especially, 
where there was no defence and no 

accept the Mo
hammedan faith 
or perish. Many, 
out of fear, and 
who possibly were 
only "Christians'' 
in name, without 
having Christ as 
a personal Sav
iour, and being 
possessed of that 
Div inely-given 
strength in which 
alone a true be
liever is enabled 
to " stand fast in 
the faith," and 
witness a good 
confession, did in 
name at least ac
cept the Moslem 

faith. Need we 
wonder, when we 
learn that bands 
of Turkish sol
diers, armed with 

axes, went from village to village, 
threatening with death all who re
fused. They demanded that on 
every house a white flag should be 
displayed, in token of their con
version to Mohammedanism. One 



YOUNG ARMENIAN MARTYRS FOR CHRI.ST. 31 

Armenian girl, who was an eye- tender years. "In the city of 
witness of the massacre at Arabku, Cesarea, a father and his little girl, 
says :-" When I saw the houses aged twelve, sat alone in the house. 
being set on fire, and the people The mother had gone out on a visit 
being killed by r' ��==-=�:,-===;===?-=���==� 

the Kurds, I fell 1

on my knees be
fore my father, 
who was the only 
man in our house
hold, and begged 
him to give up his 
fait h in Jesus  
Christ and accept 
the religion of Is
lam, to save him
self and us from 
massacre. He 
rebuked me for � 
thinking of such 
a thing, and said 
he could not and 
wou Id not deny 
his blessed Lord, 
who had done so 
much for him. 
That night, he 
was tortured and 
slain. We were 
spared, but many 
of the women and AN ARMENIAN c1RL, 1N A c11R1sT1.-."' oRrHAN HoM1t. 

girls of our village were sold to to a married daughtt:r in another 
Turks and Kurds, in exchange for part of the city. Without a word 
horses and donkeys." of warning, a fierce Turkish soldier 

An Armenian missionary te11s the burst into the room. He killed the 
following pitiful story of how these father in cold blood, and turning to 
cruelties extended to children of his little daughter, said, 'You must 
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now become a Mohammedan,' to 
which the child replied, 'I believe 
in Jesus Christ: He is my Saviour, 
and I love Him. I cannot deny 
Him, even if you kill me.' The 
heartless ruffian fell upon the child 
and stabbed her with his sword in 
twelve places, setting fire to the 
house. A neighbour who heard of 
the awful deed ran in, and, from 
the midst of the smoke, bore away 
the bleeding body. When it was 
brought into her house, it was found 
to be still alive. A surgeon was 
found, who tenderly dr�ssed the 
little martyr's wounds, and through 
God's mercy she recovered, and is 
still witnessing for Christ." 

Young children, whose parents 
were slain, died from exposure and 
hunger, and thousands more would 
have perished but for the efforts of 
Christian men and women from 
other lands, who, helped by any 
Armenian survivors, sought them in 
their hiding-places, and brought 
them to Refuges and Homes, where 
they are clothed and fed, and cared 
for by lovers of the Lord, on whom 
the Turks and Kurds dare not lay 
a finger. Our first illustration is 
from a photograph taken as the 
poor girl was found-a homeless, 
destitute orphan, " ready to perish"; 
while the second picture is the same 
girl, after a few months' care, with 
her Bible in her hand, which she is 

able to read daily, and delights to 
do so. 

Amongst the simple peasantry 
living in scattered villages amongst 
the mountains the devastation was 
terrible. In the Sassan district 
alone, over seventy of such villages 
were destroyed, and their inhabitants 
slain. Some of the young people, 
swift on foot, and able to endure 
privation, escaped to the mountains, 
where for weeks and months they 
hid themselves in caves, creeping 
out by night to find what �hey could 
to keep themselves alive. When 
the terrible story of massacre reached 
the ears of European and American 
Christians, and willing helpers went 
forth to "resc_ue the perishing," some 
were found half-famished in these 
hiding-places, while vast numbers 
ha<! died from starvation. How 
thankful those perishing ones were 
when the hand of their deliverers 
was lifted up to rescue them ! How 
gladly they allowed love to have its 
way, to bring them to the comfort
able homes provided for them. 

Happy are the boys and girls, 
and the young men and maidens 
who, in these favoured lands, may 
read, love, 'and obey the Word of 
God, confessing Jesus as their Sav
iour, without fear. But how awful 
the responsibility, and how deep 
the doom of those so favoured, who 
despise and reject Hirn. 



I(ATIE, THE ORPHAN. 

K� A TIE'S parents died when she 
�X was a child of seven. They 
were buried within a week of each 
other ; and Katie was left alone. A 
neighbour offered to look after her 
for a time, but she also died, and 
Katie was cast on the cold world. 
Hardship and sorrow followed the 
orphan girl for 
the next five 
years. Some
times she got 
work in a mill, 
but the times 
were bad, and 
she was often 
without work. 
At the age of 
sixteen she got 
a situation in a 
country house. 
She had hard 

work there, and 
no company : 
not a friend in 
the world. She 
often sat down 

her happy. As she passed in the 
early morning carrying her milk to 
town, she sang her Master's praise. 
One day the two Katies met, and 
as they walked to town together, the 
saved and happy girl told her sad 
companion the source and secret of 
her joy. " You can have it too, 

--\ Katie; aye, this 

�=-.:�:,. 
���::. 

and cried, for 
·• 'I ,·,, l\"·l,\ -�.�'-,ii .;11 1• 1 .if:. ,7-.··; ., . .-.. .. 

very day, for 
Jesus loves you 
and wants to 
save and make 
you happy. He 
loves everybody, 
but the worst 
of it is, they 
don't believe it." 
These simple 
words, by God's 
blessing, opened 
a new world to 
Katie, the or
phan. She had 
thought nobody 
loved or cared 
for her ; now she 
heard that the 

poor girl she knew nothing of Christ, 
the orphan's Friend, the Saviour of 
the Jost, whose love makes glad the 
lonely heart and brings rest to the 
troubled spirit. In the neighbouring 
farm house, there was a bright. girl 
named Katie also. This Katie knew 
Christ. He had saved her, and made 

Son of God had loved her, and loved 
her now. Every spare hour she had, 
she ran across to the farm to hear 
from her new companion more of 
this wonderful story, and before 
many days had passed, the sad 
orphan girl was a believer in Christ 
Reader, are you ? 
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PROFESSORS NOT POSSESSORS. 

�T is not by any means un
� common for young believers 
to be "upset '' by people telling 
them not to be " too sure of being 
saved," because there were some 
"professing just as they do who fell 
back into their old ways.'' Now, 
this is perfectly true, and it is best 
to look the matter "straight" in the 
face, and not evade it. The truth 
never contradicts itself. Some even 
in Apostolic days, who at one time 
professed to '' believe," went back 
to the world and the devil, after all. 
Simon Magus was one of this sort; 
Judas Iscariot was another. But I 
want you esp�cially to notice, that 
in neither of these cases is it said, 
that the persons were born again, or 
possessors of eternal life. As I said 
before, God never contradicts Him
self, and seeing He has so plainly 
and fully written in His Word that 
the believer is everlastingly secure 
in Christ, it is simply impossible 
that any part of Scripture could 
teach the opposite. 

To profess to be converted is one 
thing; to be born of the Spirit, 
united to Christ, and a possessor of 
eternal life, is quite another. There 
is great danger of the children of 

believing parents, and others who 
have been taught God's way of 
salvation from their earliest days, 
professing to believe in Jesus, without 
actually possessing eternal life. 
They can quote texts, and tell all 
about it, but there is no manifestation 
of the new life in them. Their 
hearts are not won for Christ. They 
are t'n the world and of it ; their 
lives and ways are just the same 
as other worldlings, the only differ
ence is, they profess to be the 
Lord's. But a profession of this kind 
is of no value whatever, and we 
need not wonder, if sooner or later 
it is given up, and an open departure 
into ungodliness immediately follows. 
But this need in no way shake the 
real possessor of Christ, or make him 
question his security. He is "in

Christ Jesus;" past condemn�tion. 
His "life is hid with Christ in God," 
where neither man nor demon can 
reach it. He is safely held in the 
hands of the Father and the Son, 
and none can pluck him from thence. 
(John x. 28-29); so that while the 
blasts of temptation may blow 
around him, and the enemy roar 
loud against him, the youngest saint 
can trustfully sing-

"No condemnation," blessed is the Lord; 
"No separation, 11 for ever with the Lord. 

Eternally secure in the everlasting
arms are all the saints of God. 



THE INFIDEL LECTURER; 

Or, THE BIG COB 0' COAL. 

�A'\';N infidel lecturer had been o' good, for it knocked the infidelity 
�- holding forth to a crowd of clean out o' him. And I just thiak 
colliers and their wives, and at the Mr., that a big cob o' coal, just the 
close of his speech invited .dis- like o' what hit him, might do you 
cuss10n. For a time he was left a lot o' good in knocking them 
in possession of the field, and evi- notions o' your's out o' your head too.'' 
dently congratulated himself with There is great force· in the simple 
having scored a victory. testimony of this plain man. In-

Then a sturdy collier stood forth, fidelity does very well to stump the 
and addressing him- �J;---t country with, to dis-
self to the infidel ,«,,_

._r--,,-,Jj_[ijj.f�rnil7.: cuss in tap-rooms 
- . 

<' 

lecturer, said in his ",_�.a::Q-_,_ -mon s I J f and gambling sa-
own dialect- /!,�� D� an� H loons, but when it 

"A while ago ���-v .. mcr-< •• .,,10<T>,,....., is brought face to 
there was a man 

,r=,••- �:.,;yl.-���
=>.:i

��� face with death and 
working in yon pit eternity, its flimsy 
beside me, and he arguf!lentssoongive 
got along wi' a lot ��� way. The sinner 
o' you infidel chaps, .'4a!�t:,.. ,/J,__,,,,.,-.. knows full well that 
and they did him a he has a God to 
lot· o' harm. He meet, against\Vhom 
could talk infidelity he has sinned, and 
and say there was 

��- _;="-=·-= ....._:..._--...1•rf!!.." 

a judgment to face, 
no God, just as glib --- ---=��-:=:--=----:- in which all his
as you did ju�t -� � past life, secret and 
now; but one day when he was public, will be tested and exposed. 
workin' in the pit, a great cob o' Only those who have Christ; who 
coal fell from the roof and struck know God through Him; who have 
him on the head, sending him right been saved by His grace, and to 
down on his knees. And do you whom death and judgment bring no 
know Mr.--, that he began to cry terrors, can meet God and enter eter
to God for mercy wi' a' his micht. nity fearless and rejoicing. Reader, 
Well, we got him out, not so much are you of that number? Are you 
.the worse, but, do you know Mr., happy at the prospect of me·eting 
that big cob o' coal did him a power God? 



ARRESTED ON HOUNSLOW HEATH. 

�OHN WESLEY returning from 
� preaching tbe Gospel, late 
o�e night, rode across Hounslow
Heath, at that time a_ place of bad
repute for highway robbers. It was
a dark night,'yet Wesley fea:red po

1 evil, but, in the joy of his heart, he
sang a favourite hymn as he rode
along.

" Halt ! " shouted a fierce voice, 
while a firm hand seized the horse's 
bridle. '· Your money or your life." 

Wesley humorously emptied his 
pockets, which contained only a 
few coins, and then invited the 
robber to examine his saddle bags, 
which were filled with books. Dis
appointed at the result, the robber 
had turned away, when Mr. Wesley 
cried, "Stop! I have something 
more to give you." 

'The robber, wondering at this 
strange call, turned back, when Mr. 
Wesley bending down towards him, 
said in solemn tones, "My friend, 
you may live to regret this sort of 
life in which you are engaged� If 
you ever do, I beseech you to 
remember this, ' The blood of Jesus 
Christ, God's Son, cleanseth us 
from all sin."' 

The robber hurried silently away, 
and the man of God rode along 
praying in his heart that the word 
spoken might be fixed as an arrow 
in the robber's conscience. 

At the close of a Sunday even• 
ing's service, a stream of people 
poured out from a large building, 
many lingering around the doors to 
see the aged preacher, with his long 
white locks hanging down to his 
shoulders. This was none other 
than John Wesley, now grown grey 
in his Master's service, but still 
telling out in earnest words the 
story of redeeming love. A stranger 
stepped forward, and earnestly beg
ged to have a short interview with 
the aged preacher, which was read
ily granted. 

It w�s the highwayman of Houns
low Heath, now a well-to-do trades
man in the city, and better still, a 
child of God. The words spoken 
that night lqng ago, were used of 
God in his conversion. 

Raising the white hand of Mr. 
Wesley to his lips, he affectionately 
kissed it, and said in tones of deep 
emofion, "To you dear sir, I owe 
it all." 

"Nay, nay, my friend," replied 
Mr. Wesley softly," not to me, but 
to the precious blood of Christ 
which cleanseth from all sin." 

What had transformed the high
way robber into the humble discipl� 
of Christ? The precious blood of 
Christ, believed in, reli�d on, trust
ed : there is n·o other remedy. No 
other way of salvation for you reader. 





ON THE BANKS OP THE TIBER: 

Or, HOLDING FAST THE R.OYAL MESSAGE. 

�N a fine piazza in the city of 
� Rome overlooking the historic 
river Tiber, and the beautiful Aven
tine valley with its evergr�en trees, 
there lay an English sculptor dying. 
In the days of his strength and 
vigour, he had done work for Queen 
Victoria, and in the last hours of 
life the Em press-Queen had not 
forgotten hirri, for ·she sent a tele
gram making kind inquiries a.s to 
his condition, and se�ding_ her 
sympathy to the dying man. · Still 
conscious, though unable to speak 
when the royal message came, the 
dying man had it placed in his 
fevered and feeble hands. .A smile 
of intense gratifica�ion passed over 
his face, and then the heavy breath
ing gave indication that the end 
was near. Gently, a relative who 
watched by the dying pillow, put 
forth her hand and tried to with
draw the orange paper which bore 
the Royal telegram from the dying 
man's grasp, but it was in vain. 
The firm grasp of these fingers 
could not be relaxed, the approach 
of death only seemed to tighten 
it, and so the great sculptor passed 
into eternity grasping the mes
sage of his · Sovereign. Touching 
and beautiful incident, full of mean
ing to those who have received from 
the King of kings-, a· direct, personal 

message, telling of salvation, by 
sovereign grace through Jesus' blood 
for sinners, even the chief! Many 
there are in our day, who, while 
they admire and applaud the 
dying man's loyalty to his earthly 
sovereign, and his appreciation of 
her message sent him in life's last 
hours, have no interest in the 
glorious Gospel message. sent from 
the throne of God to dying sinners 
here on earth. Yet that message 
is transcendantly grander and of 
more eternal value than Queen 
Victoria's telegram. Have you 
welcomed' that glorious message_? 
Do you hold it fast? Is it every
thing to you now? And when you 
enter tbe valley of the shadow of 
death, will you, like the dying sculp
tor, grasp it firmly as that which 
alone can give salvation and the 
assurance thereof. There is nothing 
that ever came from heaven to 
earth, from God to man, so grand, 
so glorious, so infinitely precious, as 
the Gospel of God concerning His 
Son, who came to save sinners. 
Yet many treat it as if it were of 
little value. They regard it as 
something unsuited to the busy 
years of life, only fit for those draw
ing near to death. But the Gospel 
of God received by faith, brings a 
present salvation to all. 



QUEEN MARY'S ESCAPE PROM LOCH LEVEN ; 
Or, The Power of Christ to Deliver and to Keep. 

�OCH LEVEN Castle sta_nds on
� a small island in the middle 
of the lake. Within its grey walls, 
Mary, Queen of Scots, was confined 
as a prisoner, after she had surren
dered to the nobles at Carberry 

way of escape was planned for his 
royal prisoner, Sir William Douglas, 
the owner of the castle, made a law, 
that all the keys of the gates should 
be placed on the table by his side 
at night, immediately before supper. 

LOCH LEVEN CASTLE, WITH THE LOCII FROZEN IN WINTER. ( From a P/10(0). 

Hill. Douglas of Loch Leven 
opened his gates to receive the royal 
prisoner, and before she had been 
there many days, she was forced to 
sign two papers-the first surrender
ing her crown, the second appointing 
a regent over Scotland. 

In order to make sure that no 

A little page, who had been won 
to Mary's favour, devised a plan of 
escape, aided by George Douglas, a 
brother of Sir \1/illiam, who had been 
a short time before dismissed from 
the island in disgrace, for being a 
party to an attempt for the Queen's 
escape from Loch Leven Castle. 



iO QUEEN MARY'S ESCAPE PROM LOCH LEVEN CASTLE. 

Little Douglas, when placing a 
plate before his master, dropped � 
napkin over the bunch of keys Qn 
the table. In lifting the napkin, he 
removed the keys in it, holding them 
firmly, to prevent them from making 
any noise. At the midnight hour 
he unlocked the gate of the castle, 
found Queen Mary and her maid 
waiting at the place agreed upon, 
and in a few minutes, both wer� 
seated in the small boat used by 
Sir \iVilliam Douglas, while the lad 
placed a lighted candle in one of the 
castle windows, which was the signal 
to those on the other side of the 
Loch, that the plan had gone welJ 
As the boat neared the shore, little 
Douglas threw the castle keys into 
the Loch, to make sure that none 
would ever use them to make his 
royal mistress a prisoner in Loch 
Leven Castle again. And so Queen 
Mary went free. 

Sinners are the prisoners of Satan, 
the prince of this world. He holds 
them in his strong citadel "in peace" 
(Luke xi. 36). 'Gates and bars are 
about them, so t�at they cannot by 
their own strength escape. But "a 
stronger than he " has come forth 
to be their deliverer. Not by stealth, 
but in open day-He, the Son of 
God, the Son of Man, Jesus the 
Saviour, entered into the strong 
man's palace, and overcame in open 

conflict, the Prince of death, wrench
ing from his cruel grasp the keys of 
his citadel, and by virtue of his aton
ing death obtaining a right to deliver 
and set free the captives there. 

Yes, blessed be God, and from 
that citadel, that dungeon of death, 
the devil's last and greatest strong
hold, Jesus, the mighty Victor, came 
forth with "the keys of death and 
hell" (Rev. i. 18) in His hand. All 
who believe in Him, who confess 
Him their Saviour, and own Him 
their Lord (Rom. x. ·9), are saved, 
and set free for ever from the do
minion of sin, of Satan, and of death. 
They are possessed of life eternal 
and shall never perish (John x. 28) 
How could they, when the'One who 
has delivered them has wrenched 
the keys of the enemy's citadel from 
his grasp, and retains them in His 
own hands for ever? If you are 
Christ's, you need not fear that the 
devil will ever lock you in his palace 
again. Its keys are in the hands of 
your Deliverer, your Saviour, your 
Lord. The devil is no longer lord 
of that kingdom. "Death" as well 
as " life " is yours ( 1 Cor. iii. 2 2 ). 
"Hallelujah what a Saviour!" 

"If I were saved to-day, are you 
sure that Satan would not be able to 
drag me back to my old companions 
and sinful ways to-morrow?'' was 
the earnest question asked by a 
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young engineer at the close of our 
Gospel meeting one Sunday evening. "If there be a Christ, and if He 

Poor, young fellow! he knew his has the power you say He has, let 
own weakness, and how often he Him put it forth on me," said a 
had resolved to "lead a better life," young infidel, as he argued with an 
and broken his resolutions Now, open-air preacher on Glasgow Gre·en 
he was deeply convicted of sin, and on a Sunday evening. Before twelv.e
had learned that salvation is in Christ hours, that strong young fellow was 
alone. But he feared the morrow, lying paralyzed, unable to move 
when he returned to his work on the hand or foot. Who will say it was 
banks of the Clyde, amid thousands not the hand of the Lord that was 
of ungodly m·en. put forth, not for his destruction , 

"He is 'mighty to save'" (Isa. but to let him know there is One 
lxiii. 1 ), and "able to keep" (Jude in whose hand are the issues of life
25) all who trust Him. None of and death. That stroke was the
His shall ever perish (John x. 2 8); 1 means of bringing him to himself
nor shall sin and Satan ever have and to Christ The same Almighty 
dominion over one whom the Son power wants to deliver you from the 
of God makes free, for He tells us dominion of sin, the world, and 
they are '� free indeed" (John viii. Satan. Immediately you cast your-
36). "That's enough ; that'll do. self as a sinner, on Christ, claiming 
Thank God for that," said the young Him as your Saviour, you will prove 
e11gineer, as his face beamed with a it in your salvation. But to all who
new joy-the joy of knowing the neglect or reject Him as Saviour,
delivering power of Christ, ever · He must become Judge. Then ·

triumphant over all the powers of His power will be used, not in grace 
earth and hell. as now, but in righteousness for the 

This is the deliverance, the salva- condemnation and eternal judgment 
tion, the preservation proclaimed in of the grace-rejecting sinner. 
the Gospel. It will be yours at You must know the power of 
once and for ever, the moment you Christ in either the one or the other. 
by faith claim Christ as your own. Now in your salvation, or then in 

But it is equally true, that all who your damnation. vVhich is it to be? 
despise and reject the Son of God, Yours is the choice, and yours must 
the Saviour, shall know His authority be the reaping. Can you say-
and feel His power in the1'r eternal 

II My heart is fixed Eternal God 
Fixed on Thee ; 

'

damnation. And my immortal choice is made 
Christ for me." 

1 



YOUNG WITNESSES FOR. CHRIST IN DARK ARMENIA. 

�N the terrible massacres by the 
� Kurdish soldiers, whole villages 
were devastated, fathers and mothers 
slain in cold blood before their 
children's eyes, and the poor orphans 
left homeless, to perish. Feeding 

and many by the sword. Con
strained by the love of Christ, 
some of His servants went forth to 
the blood-stained land of Armenia, 
and gathered what of the orphans 
they could find into places of shelter_. 

• - v--,
�
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11 EBl?Nl?Zl?R" HOl\11? FOR ARMENIAN ORPHAN BOYS, 

upon herbs and walnuts, in which 
that mountain _region abounds, some 
of the older boys and girls were 
kept alive, hiding among rocky 
ridges, and in the mountains, until 
the storm of persecution had spent 
itself: but many of the younger 
ones perished ; some by starvation, 

where, by means of the gifts of 
Christians of many lands, they were 
fed and cared for, and there many 
of them remain until the present 
time. Schools have been opened 
for the young orphans where they 
learn to read and write, and, best 
of all, where they daily hear the old, 
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old story of Jesus and His love, so 
new to many of them. In the town 
of Marash there was an old house 
used as a Turkish hath, which the 
Lord, in His goodness, allowed to 
fall into the hands of the Christian 

The boys who live in ''Ebenezer'' 
are not idle. In their spare hours 
they are taught useful employments. 
Some make '' yemenes," the light 
shoes worn in that country, others 

' weave cloth on wooden handlooms, 

A GROUP OP' ARMENIAN ORPHANS AND THEIR WORK. 

workers. It was just what they 

needed, and, after considerable 
transformation, it became an orphan
age for about one hundred and 
twenty boys. Need we wonder that 
they gave it the name of "Ebenezer 
House," for no doubt it was of the 
Lord's providing. He was their help. 

and young tailors make it into 
clothes. The girls are very clever 
needle workers, and make beautiful 
embroideries, which they work on 
dresses, aprons, tablecovers, and 
such like; many of which are sent 
to our own land for sale. 

The gratitude of these dear chil-
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dren and young folks is very great, 
especially such of them as have 
believed on the Lord Jesus, and 
been truly converted to God. Here 
is an extract from a letter sent by 
one of these orphan boys to a 

· Christian gentleman who did some
thing to provide for him in the. days
of his need. It breathes a true

· Christian spirit.
• 

"MY DEAR BENEFACTOR, 

" I was an orphan and miser
able boy. But, my best Benefactor, 
Jesus Christ, in whom now I trust, 
so ordered, that I was received in 
this orphanage by your favour as a 
wandering and orphan boy. I shall 
never forget your goodness, and 
shall al ways ask God to give you a 
long life. I am very happy, and 
am studying in the school, Armenian, 
arithmetic and the Bible." 

Some of the boys are working 
hard that they may be able to re
deem the vineyards that belonged 
to their parent�, and again find a 
home for themselves and their 
younger brothers and sisters there. 
Some of the girls spin, and others 
weave the famous '' bez" cloth, 
which is used for the embroideries, 
with their fine oriental patterns, in 
which all Eastern brides were robed 
in forme, times. While their hands 
are busily engaged thus making 

their daily bread, it is no u_ncommon 
thing to hear above the ''ping" of · 
the metal wires which. beat the 
cotton into_ a kind of fluffy down,
the song of praise ascending. 

During the terrible massacres in 
1894, some ·of these young Ar
menian Christians. gave bright testi
mony to their faith in Christ. In 
one village ten girls were captured 
by the Turkish soldiers, and after 
being subjected to shocking cruel
ties, were told that if they renounced 
their faith in Christ, and embraced 
the faith of Islam, their lives would 
be spared. To this they gave a firm 
refusal, which so enraged their cruel 
captors that they raised their swords 
and hewed them to pieces. Others 
were hurled from the top of rocks 
into deep abysses, and not a few 
fled to mountain caves, there to 
perish. 

What a mercy that in the Lord's 
good providence, so many of these 
fatherless and motherless children 
have · been rescued and are now 
cared for and taught in the vVord 
of God, for which their parents died. 

May the Lord save many of therp 
by His grace, and bless them 
abundantly, making them bright, 
shining lights and true witnesses for 
Himself in that land where in ages 
past the light of the Gospel once so 
brightly shone, and the Name of • 
Jesus w;ts known and loved. 



HAPPY 

,BJA TTIE began life as ''- Boots '�
� in a country boarding-house.
It was a humble sphere, and only
yielded what kept the lad in clothes.

But Pattie was as happy as the day
was long; he sang and smiled as
he brushed away in the back-court,
and as a visitor remarked-" That
lad is happier far than if he wore a

PATTIE. 

coronet." But I am not so sure
that every one knew the_ true secret
of Pattie's contentment and happi
ness. It certainly was not his

wealth, for of that he had none.
It was not his circumstances, for
he had long hours and hard work.
What then makes the humble lad

�so continuously happy? He has
Christ as his Saviour, and heaven
as his home. Yes, P�ttie was a
Christian: he had been converted,
and his life proved that he was
Christ's disciple. Many think
that wealth gives happiness, but
this is not so. Some of the
world's millionaires are the most
miserable men in it. True joy is

- found alone in Christ, and it was
because Pattie knew Him and
belonged to Him that he was
so cheerful and happy.

Pattie is no longer a shoeblack
in a seaside boarding-house, but
a · flou_rishing city merchant; but
the old smile of contentment is
still on his face, and he has not,
like many, become too engrossed
with the world, to sing the song of
Jesus and His love as he does
his daily work, or to tell of Him

to others. Nor does he forget the
young folk, for the last time r- met
him, he was preaching Christ to a
long row of working lads. Isn't it
grand to be saved in life's early day?
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� Short Papers for Young Converts. � 
��� 

A BRIGHT TESTIMONY. 

� Y fellow- servant's godly walk 
�

T
� and life, first caused me to 

think of the state of my soul. Her 
life was beautiful. Only an under
house-maid, with much to try her, 
and I must add-to my shame
amid many provocations from me, 
she manifested such a Christ-like 
spirit, and always seemed to be so 
happy,that I could not help admiring 
her. This led me to see that my own 
religion was a mere name, and that 
I was no Christian at all. Praise 
God, He used Annie to lead me to 
the Saviour, whom I know now as 
mine." 

HOLIDAYS.-" I did not get on 
well. Started with an unconverted 
fellow, who was going to the same 
place. I had a packet of tracts in 
my bag, and intended giving them 
away, but something always seemed 
to hinder. I never got out a word 
all the way, and was quite unhappy 
at the end. My failure taught me a 
lesson, and after my soul was re
stored to God, I had three happy 
days, visiting among old friends 
with the Gospel." [Beware of getting 
into companionship with "uncon
verted fellows. "l

READING THE WORD. 

'!J/tt'r..J YOUNG convert living in a 
� house among unconverted 
servants has not many opportunities 
for quiet reading of God's Word. _I 
know one who is in such a position, 
and she secures time to read her 
" daily portion " while the others 
are scanning the morning newspap
ers immediately after breakfast. 
"Where there's a will, there's a way.'' 
Is not that so, young believer? 

; 

A FALSE PROFESSOR.-'' I pro-
fessed to be a Christian, and thought
myself as good as others, but all the 
while I was deceived, and had never 
been born again. It was th� godly 
consistent testimony of my young 
brother which first awakened me to 
see I was only a hyprocite." 

I 

[What an honour to be used of 
God to strip a formalist, and lead 
an awakened sinner to Jesus ! 
Living Christ is within the reach of 
all, and there is no better witness 
can be borne for Him.] 

SPARE PENCE.-"! used to spend 
my spare pence on sweets, but since 
God saved me, I put them aside, 
and last week had the joy of reliev
ing the distress of an aged Christian 
man. That was sweet to my soul, 
and I believt! a 'sweet savour to 
God.'" 



"IF I ONLY HAD FAITH." 

'' � BELIEVE every word of the 
� Bible, and all that you have 

said to-night about Jesus Christ dying 
for sinners on the Cross. I sincerely 
believe that He died for me, and 
that I cannot be saved by any one 
else but by Him alone. I do believe 
and trust Him, but still I seem to 
want something that others around 
me have. I sometimes think that I 
have a grip of it, and at such times 
I feel happy, but then it fades away, 
and I am as dark and dull. as before. 
0, if I had only faith to realise it 
as you have; but I cannot get it, 
try as hard as I may." 

The speaker was thoroughly sin
ce-re and in dead earnest, a well
taught, respectable young� woman. 
She had been coming regularly to 
meetings held every night in the town 
where she Ii ved, and in response 
to an invitation given orie evening, 
for any who were "anxious about 
their salvation, or in doubt or diffi
culty, she remained for conversation 
at the close." Sitting down by her 
side, I said, " Your difficulty is by no 
means an ·uncommon one; I meet 
lots of people who are s.tranded on 
the same spot, and kept from enter
ing the har9our of peace, as it is 
provided by God in the Gospel of 
His Son. \Vhat you are. looking 
for, is not faith but feeltnKs, You 
want to "realise" and to "feel" 
certain changes taking place within

you; and if these changes would 
take place tq your satisfaction, then 
you would believe that you are a 
saved person. This would not be 
believing God ; it would not he faith 

but feeling ; in fact, it would be an 
experience instead of Christ for � 
Sa vi our, and "feeling a change" 
instead of believing God's Word as 
the ground of assurance of salvation. 

Whenever this change of feelings 
died away, as you say it has often 
do11e with.you, then your ground o{ 
assurance would be gone; you 
would have nothing to hold on to, 
and the consequence would be, you 
would be plunged into darkness and 
doubt as before. I will tell you now 
how I know that I am saved, and 
what gives me the constant assurance. 
God says in His Word, that He gave 
His Son to die for sinners, that they 
might be righteously saved. You 
say you· believe He died for you. 
God further says, that -r, All that 
believe are justified from all things " 
( Acts xiii. 3 9 ). Not " will be 
justified," or "may be justi ied," or 
"feel justified," but "ARE JUSTIFIED."
I believe God. I take Him at His 
Word, without waiting for feelings 
or experiences. God is worthy of 
being believed apart from such 
" evidences." The consequence is, 
I know that I am a justified man
know it because God has said it. 
Is that enough ? 

I see it all now, simply and clearly. 
I have been looking in to my feelings 
instead of believing God. I have been 
waiting for signs, instead of taking 
God at His Word. 0, how foolish I 
have been. But I will wait no longer. 
God says, "All that believe are

justified," and this is mine. She now 
rejoices in the knowledge of her 
salvation. Reader, do you? 



SUDDENLY CALLED. 

"� SUPPOSE you call yourself 
� 'converted,' then?" 'vVe were 

sitting together, and I had been 
telling my brother of the great 
change "from darkness to light,, I 
had known since I saw him last. 
He had listened with an amused 
smile, until I remarked it was a 
grand thing to be the Lord's, when 
he burst into a merry laugh, as he 
asked me the above question. 

"Yes, my boy," I replied; "and 
right glad I am ; it's a fine thing to 
know 1 have eternal life." 

"But lzow do you know? You 
can't be �sure; you only think so. 
God never told you, did He? I 
have known men who would say all 
sorts of things like that one day, and 
be drunk the next. I don't believe 
in this preaching. I like tolks to 
act as they talk. How are you sure 
you have it right? " 

"I have God's Word for it (1 
John v. 13 ), and that is enough for 
me. And I want you to know it 
too. If you have my Jesus for your 
Saviour, He will save as well as keep 
you." Earnestly I sought to show 
him his need, and God's remedy, 
and the joy of being saved; but he 
thought' it a good joke m) being 
' converted.' He could not deny 
I was happier than he; but he did 
not want Jesus then. "No danger 
to me," h� said. 

"But think of those poor fellows 
shattered to pieces before your very 
eyes, and you upon the same spot. 
Oh, if it had been you, and it might 
have been." 

" I wouldn't stand as they did," 
he said; "they might know they 
would be blown up there; but 
there's no danger to me. Don't 
trouble about me, lass'ie; I'm right 
enough as I am." During the hours 
we spent together, many were the 
bright pictures he drew of the future, 
when we would be together, and 
then he would be "good" for my 
sake. He left to return to his dan
gerous employment in the summer, 
saying he would not be long away. 
Five short months passed, and I 
received a message to go at once if 
I would see him alive. I arrived 
ju st too late-he died that morning.

Within a week that strong frame was 
laid low, the merry voice hushed, 
the brigl)t eye closed; the spirit was 
gone. Whither? 

Ah! you who scoff at these things, 
or turn away, saying, there is plenty 
of time yet, be sure that sooner or 
later you will be laid where no hand 
can save: the fondest heart cannot 
stay the chill grasp of death, Oh ! 
where will you be in that solemn day? 

Gladly would I have died for him, 
but he was beyond the reach of my 
help-gone for ever. 





THE ITALIAN AND HIS BIBLE; 

A SCENE IN THE CITY OF FLOR.ENCE MANY YEAR.S AOO. 

�T was a lovely summer morning 
� in the year r 8 5 2-a year in 
which many of the Lord's people in_ 
Italy who loved the ,i\Tord of God, 
were sorely tried and persecuted by 
the emissaries of the Pope, who 
wanted to exterminate all the " her
etics" who dared to question the 
powers of "Holy 11:other Church," 
and read the Word of God for 
themselves. 

A young Protestant in the city of 
Florence, who had not hid the 
Book, as many did to escape perse
cution, but openly read it, and 
preached the blessed truths of the 
Gospel to others as he had. oppor
tunity, was seized and brought 
before the tribunal. Fearless and 
calm before his accusers, the young 
confessor held up the Book, and 
asked any of those who thirsted for 
his life to shew wherein he had 
transgressed the commandment of 
the Lord in his practice, and what 
were the ''heresies" he had taught 
in his preaching. But their was no 
desire on the part of the implacable 
enemies of the Gospel, who feared 
its power if once it found its way 
among the people, to refer to the un
erring standard of the Word of God. 
"Take that Book from him, and 
fling it over the bridge. The vile 
Book must be rooted up, and all 

who use it punished," cried the 
Prince of Tuscany,. whose anger 
was aroused at the fearless appeal 
of the Lord's young witness, who 
stood before him. 

It was not without a tear that he 
saw his pocket Bible, the companion 
of his brightest days and darkest 
nights, flung into the deep· waters 
of the river Arno before his eyes. 
But, as has been frequently proved, 
the opposition of men to the truth 
of God, is the instrument He uses 
to spread it, and the efforts made 
by men to suppress the Bible have 
again and again been overruled by 
God to spread it abroad. 

The precious little volume floated 
swiftly on the clear blue waters 
of the river until it reached Signa, 
where a young Italian soldier had 
gone down the river to bathe. 

Innocenti saw the Book floating 
on the water, and picked it up. 
Books were not over-plentiful in 
those days among the Italian peas
antry and soldiery, least of all the 
precious Book of God. Carefully 
concealing it beneath his cloak, 
Innocenti hastened home with his 
treasure. Stealthily he read it by 
night at first, not daring to tell any 
what he had found, for well he 
knew, his life would be in danger, 
were it known to the priests that 
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he had in his possession the forbid
den Book. But so interested did 
he become in its "wonderful words 
of life ''-all so new to him, that he 
studied the Book every spare min
ute he had, by day as well as by 
night, and the entrance of God's 
words gave light to his dark soul, 
and led him to the Saviour. Yes, 
apart from any human instrumental
ity whatever, simply by the en
lightening and life-giving power of 
the Word, brought home to his 
conscience and his heart by the 
Spirit of God, Innocenti was '' born 
of God," and became God's child, 
the Word assuring him that he was 
such (John i. I 2 ), and the Spirit 
bearing witness with his spirit that 
he was indeed one of God's children 
(Rom. viii. I 6). 

T_hus possessed of God's _salva
tion and the joy of it, Innocenti 
could not keep the good news all 
to himself, so in confidence he lent 
the Book to a neighbour, who be
gan to read it, and in turn lent it to 
another, until as of old, "the Word 
of God grew" (Acts xii. 24). Secret 
meetings where held, at first by a 
small circle, to search and study the 
Word of God, and these gradually 
increased in numbers and in inter
est, and the Lord so abundantly 
blessed, that many in Signa, and in 
the neighbourhood, were brought to 
the Lord. And that work of grace 

spread itself abroad through the 
sunny plains and valleys of Italy, 
and fruit of it remains till the pres-. 
ent day. 

How vast, how mighty, is the 
power of the vVord of God! Neither 
the hate of men nor the wiles of 
demons can hinder its triumph, 
simply -because it is Divine, and 
has the eternal God behind it. If 
you receive it as God's message to 
you an individual sinner, telling you 
of your sin, your need, your danger, 
of God's love set upon you, sinner 
as you are (Rom. v. 8), and the 
death of His beloved Son for you, 
to atone for your sin, to righteously 
set you free from its penalty, and 
deliver you from its power, you 
shall be saved as surely as God has 
said it (Rom. x. 9). That Word is 
my authority for believing that Jesus 
died for me, and the source of my 
assurance that I am saved, and 
" the Word of the Lord shall stand 
for ever." Neither the open assaults 
of infidels, the undermining attempts 
of critics, nor the p�rsecutions of 
those who dread and seek to de
stroy the progress of the Word of 
God, can ever hurt or harm it, or 
any who build for eternity on its 
rock foundations for salvation. 

Make sure you are on that rock. 
No other foundation is secure. 
Nothing else will stand the coming 
storm. All else is sinking sand. 



THE COLLEGE BOAT RACE. 

BOAT race was arranged 
between two classes at Col

lege, to take place on the river on a 
Saturday afternoon. There was a 
large crowd of spectators, and great 

- ........--- - .-..... interest in 

� 
�:_c�

a

�� 
� - their own

astonishment, and that of. others, the 
crew which was expected to win, was 
very badly beaten. Immediately 
after the race, they drew their boat 
to shore, for the purpose of exam
ining and overhauling it, when lo ! 
they found at the bottom of the 
boat, not far from the stern, a large 
weight had been fastened by the 
hand of an opponent. This at once 
revealed the cause of their defeat. 

There are many who are profes
sedly on the race to glory, being 
beaten all along the line. They 
make little or no progress in the 
lleavenly race. Something seems 
always to weigh them down, and 
drag them backward. Very likely 
some secret sin, some worldly habit 
is at the bottom of their miserable 
failures. Better "haul up" and 
make a thorough examination, 
reader, at once, if this is your case. 
See first of all that you have really 
been born again, and if you are quite 
clear about this, search and see if 
any secret sin, any sinful habit, is 
weighing you down world-ward. 

Some think they are in the Heavenly 
race who have never really ''entered" 
by the door at all. Others have their 
hidden weight. Let it be removed 
at once, else you will make no real 
progress in the Heavenly race. This 
is what the Apostle means when he 
says, '' Lay aside every weight, and 
the sin which doth so easily beset us, 
and let us run with patience the race

that is set befor� us" (Heb. xii. 1 ). 

Reader, are there any " weights " 
weighing you down? Search and see. 

THE BEST ROBE. 

�ARY had on her new dress 
�'ilt early on the Lord's-day 
morning, and was ready to go off to 
Sunday School. Giving her mother 
the farewell kiss, she whispered
" Is it nice"? '' Yes, very nice, but 
I would rather know my little Mary 
had on 'the best robe.'" The lesson 
that day was the fifteenth chapter of 
Luke, and when the teacher began to 
tell how '' the best robe" was put on 
the prodigal, and what it meant, 
Mary listened most attentively. 
''That 'best robe' is Christ," said the 
teacher, "and all who trustin Him are 
covered with His beauty, accepted 
by God, and made righteous in Him." 
When Mary returned home, she ran 
to her mother and joyfully said, '' I 
know the best robe now, mother ; it 
is Christ, and I have Him on me." 



THREE OEN ERA TIO NS ; or s The Same Jesus for All. 

�}'r) LITTLE gr�up, consisting of
� an aged mmer, a careworn 
young mother, and a school-girl of 

-ten, waited for our "after-meeting"
at the close of the Gospel preaching
the other Sunday evening. After
speaking a few words of Gospel, and
pointing the aged miner and the
anxious woman to Jesus, who is the
Rest for the weary, I turned to the
bright girl saying, "And would
you like to be saved, too?" With
a happy smile she replied, " I am

saved, sir, but I am waiting till
mother is saved too." I thus be
came aware that the happy child
was the daughter of the anxious
woman whom I had been pointing
to the Saviour. "And how do you
know that you are saved?" I said,
turning to the child, with the desire
that she might tell-in her own simple
manner the way of life, so that the
two seekers might hear it, for I
knew she could tell it in a way that
they would understand. "It says
in the Testament, that Jesus died for
sinners, and that is what I am, so I

know He died for me. And it also 
says, that whosoever believeth in 
Him, shall not perish, but have ever
lasting Jife ; I believe, a_nd so it is 
mine." I turned to the aged man 
and the woman, and said, "Do you 
hear that? That is God's way of 
salvation, told by a child who. pos
sesses it. Are you willing to be 
saved in the same way?" By this 
time both were in tears, and I be
lieve both then and there, as sinners 
yielded to the Sa vi our. The child 
rose with such a beam of joy on her 
face, and first grasped the hand of 
her mother, then, to my surprise, of 
the aged man, who turned out to be 
her grandfather, and all three went 
away re301cmg. Yes, three gen�r
ations saved by the same Jesus, and 
in the same way, by simply trusting 
Him. Are you saved, reader? You 
may be now; for the same Saviour 
waits to welcome you as He did 
these three. You will be, if you· 
come to Him now just as you are, 
for "This Man recei veth sinners,"

and " Now is the day of salvation." 



TOM'S LETTER; or, 

�/lJ YOUNG lad, tired of home 
� and the quiet life of. his 
native highland village, emigrated 
to the Australian gold-fields m 
search of wealth and pleasure. In 
his boyhood he had attended the 
village Sunday school, and there 
had learned God's way of life and 
r -

\ 

peace from a godly, faithful teacher. 
But Tom had no desire to be saved 
then. He loved his sins and the 
company of the ungodly too well. 
Arriving in the gold-fields a complete 
stranger, he found lodgings with a 
young man, a countryman of his 
own. Before going to bed, this 
young Scotchman took� Bible from 
the shelf and said-'' I aye read a 

" I ;ve got Christ." 

bit o' the old Book at night before 
retiring-a custom I learned at my 
father's fireside in Auld Scotland : 
will you wait and read with me?" 
'' Yes," said Tom, rather glad that 
he had met with such a companion, 
for although still unconverted to 
God he knew that a Christian had 

the best of it for time and 
eternity. God owned the 
reading of the Word, and 
the godly life of that young 
man to Tom's awakening, 
and soon after to his con
version. He was truly saved 
and at once took his stand 
by the side of the young 
Scotchman as a confessor 
of Christ. A letter to his 
mother by the next mail 
began-" Dear mother, I've 
reached the gold-fields, and 
am rich already, for I've 
got Christ and all His 
riches." How his mother 
and sister rejoiced ! Their 

many prayers had been answered. 
Tom had to go to the ends of the 
earth to learn his need of a Saviour, 
and be brought· to decision for 
Him. God used His own Word, 
and instrumentally the decided tes
timony of that young man who read 
it. Are you saved? If so, do you 
read, love, honour, and obey God's 
Word? It is the only safe guide. 



THE WIGTOWNSHIRE FARMER; 
Or, Neither Warned by the Law, nor Saved by the Gospel. 

�ORSE\V ALL Lighthouse, with 
� its glazed cupola top and 
powerful light, standing on the 
Wigtownshire coast, is a well-known 
object to mariners entering the Firth 
of Clyde. Its revolving light, re-

" I don't believe in these folks 
who preach about hell and damna
tion. I think if they want to draw 
people, they should preach love and 
not harrow people's feelings, speak
so much about the future world, 

CORSEWALL LIGHTIIOUSE, WITII IRISH MAIL STEAl\tl!R !'ASSING, 

semb1ing a star of the first magni
tude, one minute white, the next 
red, has warned and guided many a 
storm-tossed seaman on that rocky 
and dangerous coast. And that 
changing light has been the means 
of leading some to think on eternal 
things, as the following story shows. 

which some of our cleverest and 
most learned ministers say we can 
know little about." The speaker 
was a Wigtownshire farmer, crossing 
to Belfast on the daily mail steamer 
from Stranraer. 

His companion, to whom the 
above remarks were made, was a 
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well-known Christian, who was not 
asµamed to speak for Christ, and 
let his light shine wherever he was. 

The subject of preaching was 
opened, in connection with some 
meetings being held in Stranraer at 
that time, in the open air, at which 
in passing the farmer had evidently 
heard some plain speaking about 
the doom of the ungodly, with which 
he was not �ltogether pleased; for 
as you may know, Wigtownshire 
farmers, like other people, do not 
generally hear, or wish to hear, the 
plain, unmuffled sound of God's 
warning bell, telling sinners to " flee 
from the wrath to come." 

The Christian remarked, "Warn
ing and invitation are both ne.eded. 
The love of God and the terror of 
the Lord, are alike declared in the 
Gospel. Just as the white and red 
lights of Corsewall lighthouse appear 
alternate! y, to warn the sailor of the 
dangerous rocks, as well as to guide 
him along the safe channel to his 
desired haven, sinners need to be 
warned of hell as well as guided 
to Christ and to heaven, and God 
has given both warnings and en
treaties. He has told the way of 
salvation, and warned against the 
danger of damnation with equal 
clearness in His \Vord. ' He that 
believeth and is l;>aptized shall be 
saved,' is not more sure than ' He 
that believeth not shall be damned' 

(Mark xvi. 16), or' He that believeth 
on the Son hath everlasting life,' 
than 'He that believeth not the Son 
shall not see life, but the wrath of 
GQd abideth on Him' (John iii. 36). 
The one is as sure as the other. 
I am not very familiar with what 
' learned' and 'clev�r' men say 
about these things, but I know 
what God says in His Word, which 
to me is the great authority on these 
matters." Then to bring matters to 
a personal issue, and if possible to 
find where the farmer stood him
self in regard to .being saved, he 
continued, "It will be a good way 
of spending the time as we cross 
over, and no doubt a blessing to us 
both, if we each tell how the Lord 
awakened and saved us; for some 
are brought in by one means, some 
by another. It was the flashing of 
the red light-the terrors of judg
ment to come-that awakened me, 
and made me so thoroughly miser
able, that I was glad to flee to 
Jesus for salvation; possibly it was 
the white light of God's love to sin
ners that was the means of your 
conversion; but let us compare 
notes that we may praise God to
gether." 

To this the farmer made no reply. 
It was evident the suggestion did 
not quite meet his approval, and as 
we shall hear, for a very good reason. 
There is nothing in all the wide 
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world that an unconverted man
even though he may be religious
resents more, than close dealing on 
the subject of personal conversion. 
You may talk about religion, 
churches, ministers, and general 
theology long enough ; but if you 
ask the plain and honest question, 
"Have you been born again?" you 
will soon find out whether one has 
Christ, or merely a religious pro
fession without Him. 

You may easily test yourself, 
reader, by this simple means,whether 
you are a true Christian or a sham 
one, a possessor of Christ or a mere 
professor of religion, by honestly 
asking, " Have I been born again, 
born of God?" If so, when, where? 
Years had passed since that con
versation on the steamer. At the 
close of an evangelistic meeting held 
in a Wigtownshire village, a- grey
haired farmer came up to the 

preacher and warmly shook hands, 
remarking, "The words you spoke 
that day never left me. I found 
out that I neither was warned by 
the law, nor saved by the Gospel. 
But thank God, I ·have been awak
ened to see myself a siriner, and 
Jesus has been revealed to me 
as my personal Saviour." There 
was mutual rejoicing, and a heart
felt "Praise God ! "arose from both, 
as the one told and the other heard 
of the grace of God in his salvation. 
There · are others beside the Wig
townshire farmer who do not like to 
hear plain speaking about eternal 
things. The muffled sound, the 
devil's lullaby is more to their taste. 
But what then? The fact remains, 
whether they hear it, heed it, or dis
regard it, that '' It is appointed 
unto men once to die, and after 
this the judgment" (Heb. ix. 27). 
How is it with you, reader? 

"AND HE DIED." 

YOUNG man telling the 
tory of hi

_
s awakening �nd

convers10n at a meeting, 
said, " It was the words repeated 
over and over in Genesis v., 'And 
he died,' that God used to arouse 
me to a sense of my danger. One 
lived eight hundred years, another 
four; but the end was always
'And he died.' The thought flashed 

across my mind-it will be said of 
you one day,' and he died.' Where 
will you be then? I found no rest 
till I came to Jesus, and claimed 
Him as my Saviour. Now I have 
life everlasting, and death for me 
has no terrors.'' 

Can you say so, reader? Or do 
you dread the hour when of you it 
shall be said-" and he died ? '' 



58 ECHOES OF JOYFUL SERVICE. 

****************** 
f Echoes of Joyful Service. ! 
****************** 
How grand it is to see bands of 
bright hearty workers, going forth 
in the service of the Lord. Here 
are a few " Echoes '' of happy work. 

Thret" servant girls, who get out 
only one night a _ week, visit the 
Girls' ward iI> the hospital, where 
they sing hymns and leave gospel 
books. Another goes down to the 
thatch-roofed cottage by the river
side, where an old lame woman of 
seventy-five- a  true lover of the 
Lord-resides alone, and "tidies up" 
her single apartment for her. Then 
she reads to the aged saint, and they 

_ speak long on " things touching the 
King." These are small beginnings, 
but it is often in tiny rills that great 
rivers rise, and from these hidden 
paths of service, some may yet be 
led to stand in the front of the 
battle of the Lord. 

A text boldly printed on the corner 
of an envelope, and followed into 
the post-office by th_e prayers of the 
sender, was used to awaken an aged 
postman over three hundred miles 
from the place where it was posted. 
There are many such cases no doubt, 
which the day will declare. Ours is 
to " Sow beside all waters.'' 

A hardened sinner, who had 
beaten his wife for many years, 

and spent many months in prison, 
came to our Meeting on a Sunday 
night. We were all specially happy 
in the Lord that night, and although 
none of us are much worth at 
preaching, the singing had real 
power with it that night, as it 
always has when we are right with 
God. By the time the second verse 
of the hymn was finished, tears 
began to run down the hardened 
sinner's cheeks, and before it was 
finished, he sat sobbing like a child. 
The words of Gospel grace in that 
hymn had reached his heart, and 
we had the unspeakable joy of 
taking him home to his broken
hearted wife, a saved man that 
night. What a stir there was in 
the place. next day! and so well 
there might, for a miracle of re
deeming grace had been wrought. 
Praise God for " the ministry of 
Gospel song:" may the singers ever 
be happy in the Lord, so as to make 
full proof of their ministry. 

Six of us stood last Saturday night 
a short distance from one of the 
worst public-houses in the City, 
giving short pointed messages to the 
young men who passed in and out. 
It was a terrible sight, these crowds 
of perishing sinners, but God helped 
us, and we are going again next 
Saturday. This is a branch of work 
which few seem to " take up." 



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

"�'HERE is to be a supper and ball 
� for all the servants on the 

occasion of our young master's 
coming 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 wjll test Jan e'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 he,r a holiday in
stead. Jane's mistress, although not 
herself a Christian, saw how incon -
sistent it would be for her maid, 



JANE, THE LADY'S MAID. 

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, 
and, 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 
came1 and as the Word searched 
them, the 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 teacher, "My burden is 
gone now, Mrs. 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 servant 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. 
lllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllllilllllllllllllllllllllllllllllll, 

A YOUNG BELIEVER'S DESIRE. 

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

0, mn.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 to 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. 

o; come Lord Jesus, quickly come; 
We long Thy face to see : 

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

MILNGAVIJI:. 
R. S. 





THE CORONATION OF THE KING. 

�N Thursday, June 26th, 1902, 
°"'� King Edward the Seventh 
will be crowned in Westminster 
Abbey. It will be a memorable 
occasion. All the great and noble 
of the empire will be there. Princes, 
ambassadors and representatives of 
all empires, kingdoms 3:nd states of 
the civilized world, will gather there 
to give homage and honour to 
Britain's King. 

So uncommon are Coronation 
days in our island kingdom, that it 
is over sixty years since the last 
took place, when the great and 
good Queen Victoria was crowned. 
Perhaps not one who shouted" God 
save- the Queen" in the old Abbey 
that day, will see the crowning of 
her son, for the stream of human 
life· flows on, bearing generation 
after generation to the great eternal 
world beyond. 

As none of our. readers are likely 
to be there, we will give a brief 
de.scriptlon of what will take place 
at the crowning of the King, and 
gather some lessons as we go along. 

Never before has there been such 
a gathering at the coronation of a 
British sovereign, for since Queen 
Victoria was crowned, the British 
Empire has spread itself far and 
wide, and millions in the Britains 
beyond the seas will join in cele
brating the coronation of their K.ing. 

The Coronation pageant will be a 
very grand affair, and thousands 
will see nothing in it but a display 
of royal porn p and vanity, at which 
they will shout, and of which for 
many days to come they will think 
and speak. But the Coronation 
itself, the place where it takes place, 
and the wor<ls that are uttered by 
the King, are all intended to bring 
God and Christ and Eternity near. 
And the things whereof it speaks 
are real. The Coronation ceremony 
is very old and of a religious charac
ter. Some of its rites are borrowed 
from the Bible, others from the 
Church of Rome, and a few seem 
to have been handed down from the 
days of our pagan ancestors. But 

· as the good Archbishop Cranmer,
who was soon after burnt at the
stake for Christ's sake, told the last
Edward who was crowned in West
minster Abbey, "They be good
admonitions to put kings in mind
of their duty to God."

Born a King. 

It is well to remember that it is 
not the coronation of King Edward 
that makes him a king-it is the 
public acknowledgment that he is 
one-he was born a king. Nothing 
he ever did, or will do, could have 
given him that position: it could 
only be reached by royal birth. So 
Jesus was born a King (Matt. ii. 2 ),
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of the royal lineage (Luke ii. 9 ), yet 
was He denied His kingdom and 
His crown. Instead of being wel
comed by the shouts of a loyal 
people, they crowned Him with 
thorns, and nailed Him to a cross. 
Yet He must reign, and those who 

quaint state coach, used on such 
occasions, through St. James' Park 
and Parliament Street, to West
minster Abbey. The grey old 
Abbey will appear very bright and 
gay with flags and banners outside, 
while inside it will be sumptuously 

WESTMINSTER ABBEY, WHERK THI!: CORONATlON TAKES PLACE. 

Plwto by] 

know and are with Him, shall see 
and share that coming Coronation 
day, when "every knee shall bow, 
and every tongue confess that Jesus 
Christ is Lord" (Phil. ii. 10 ). 

The Scene of the Coronation. 

On the morning of that day, the 
King and Queen will leave Buck
ingham Palace, and drive in the 

[G. F. 0. Stuart, Southampton. 

decorated, to banish from it if 
possible, the death-like appearance 
it usually wears. Yet, not all the 
splendours of the day, can make it 
anything but what it is-a cemetery, 
a burying-place, where kings and 
queens, statesmen, poets, heroes and 
great ones of earth lie crumbling into 
dust. There also orators, sages and 
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preachers of ages lie. As old Jeremy 
Taylor wrote, ",i\7here our kings 
are crowned, their ancestors be 
interred, and they must walk over. 
their grandsire's head to take his 
crown.'' The graves of five kings 
and six queens lie around Edward 
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Till! CORONATION CHAIR, 

the Confessor's tomb, and these all 
were once the objects of attraction 
on the day of their coronation, as 
King Edward and Queen Alexandra 
will be on this Coronation day. The 
procession passes between the sta
tues of Pitt and Fox, and treads 
across David Livingston's grave. It 

is in the midst of these silent wit
nesses to the shortness of early life, 
the passing away of earthly glory, 
and the crumbling to dust of earthly 
kingdoms, that the King and Queen 
receive their crowns, which they 
will wear only till the summons 
comes for them to join the company 
of the royal dead. Blessed be God ! 
there is a crown which is incorrup
tible, and a kingdom from which its 
King shall never be removed by 
death . He is " the King Eternal " 
( 1 Tim. i. 17 ). His throne in the 
heavens is for ever and ever ( Heb. 
i . 8), and His kingdom shall "not
be left to other people, it shall
stand for ever" (Dan. ii. 44). And
around His royal throne, His ran
somed people will be gathered, all
who have known Him and trusted
His precious blood once shed for_
sin, which is the only title to a place
of honour, and of glory on that
great Coronation day. All will be
possessors of life, life eternal, life
which never dies. And that life
was received by each while on earth
as "the free gift of God, through
Jesus Christ" (Rom. vi. 23, R. v.)
No chill of death will ever mar that
fair scene. As Samuel Rutherford
so sweetly sang-

"O'er these there broods no silence, 
No graves around them stand, 

For glory, deathless dwelleth 
In Immanuel's Land." 



THE ROY AL PROCESSION AND REGALIA. 

�lf4NTERING the Abbey by the 
� west door, the King and 
Queen, robed in royal purple and 
crimson,are preceded by archbishops, 
princes, princesses, and followed by 
nobles and officers of state bearing 
the Regalia. The Regalia consists of 
St. Edward's staff, a sceptre of about 
five feet lo!)g, with a cross at the 
top. It belonged to King Ed ward 
the Confessor, who built th� Abbey, 

troduced to the coronation service 
by Edward VI., who was crowned 
when a boy of nine, and insisted 
on having the Word of God pre� 
sented to him on his Coronation 
Day. "That," said he, "is the Sword 
of the Spirit, without which we are 
nothing and can do nothing." Well 
would it be for all to remember this, 
not only on coronation days, but · 
all the days. The Word of God is 

the only sure 
and safe guide 
for pnnce or 
peasant. 

The King 
and Queen walk 
slowly down the 
nave toward the 
chairs of state 

r---.i.= ;ji��_,.lffprovided for 
them. These are 

THE REGALIA usuo 1N T11E conoNATloN sEnv1cE. called Recogni-
and is buried in it. Next, a noble tion Chairs, before which there are 
nian bears the golden spurs-the are faldstools, on which they kneel 
emblem of knighthood. Then the and bow their heads before God. 
Royal Sceptre, made of pure gold, Yes, the very first act of the great 
wreathed with rubies, emeralds, ceremony is, that Royalty publicly 
and diamonds. The Sword of Mercy, owns God over all. Whether it 
Sword of Justice, the great Sword of be a form or a fact we cannot tell ; 
State, and the Sceptre with the Dove but it at any rate reminds us that 
in white enamel, on its top. St. the "King Eternal, immortal and 
Edward's Crown, the Orb, a golden invisible,'' the God before whose 
ball with a cross of gold, set with throne both sovereign and subject 
diamonds on the top, and last of all must one day bow, is not forgotten. 
a Bible, which it is ·said was first in-



THE CROWNING OF THE KING. 

�HE King is first presented by 
� the Lord High Chancellor, and 
the people cry, "God save K.ing Ed
ward." Then there is a prayer,a short 
_address or sermon, after which the 
King takes the oath, with his hand 
upon the Bible, apart from which no 
Coronation is valid, and which if he 

I. brought it to London. Under
the seat of this chair there is a stone,
named "The Crowning Stone,"which
was brought from Scone, in Perth
shire, upon which all the Scottish
K.ings were crowned. Tradition
says, it is the stone on which Jacob
slept at Bethel, when the angels of

WINDSOR CASTLE, THE RESIOl!NCE OP' THE KING AND QUEEN. 

breaks, he forfeits his crown. It is 
a solemn thing to do. The King 
is then anointed from a vase in the 
form of a golden eagle, called the 
Ampulla, in which the anointing oil, 
composed of fragrant spices, is 
stored. The King is then seated in 
King Edward's Chair. In this chair 
all the Kings and Queens have been 
crowned since 1297, when Edward 

God were seen ascending and de
scending; but there is no proof 
whatever of this. The King is then 
anointed on the head, the breast, and 
the hands. He is girded with the 
Sword of State, receives the- Sword 
of Justice, the Orb is placed in his 
left hand, " to remind him that the 
whole world is subject to the power 
of Christ "-that He only has all 
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power in heaven and on earth, and 
is now using it in grace for the salva
tion of sinners. Then a ring is 
placed upon the fourth finger of the 
right hand, as an emblem of kingly 

left hand. Then the Crown is 
placed upon King Edward's head, 
and the people shout, "God save 
the King,'' while the trumpets 
sound and the great guns of the 

THE KING AND QUEEN AT THE OPENING OJI' PARLIAMENT. 

dignity and devotion. The Royal 
Sceptre with the Cross-the ensign 
of Power and Justice-is put into 
his right hand, while the Sceptre 
with the Dove-the emblem of 
Mercy and Equity-is placed in his 

Tower are fired. Then the King is 
presented with the Bible, the \-Vord 
of God, and is told it is "the most 
valuable thing in the world." The 
King is then lifted up to his throne, 
where he receives the homage, first 
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of the royal princes and princesses, 
then of dukes, marquesses, earls-,

and all the great ones of the kingdom. 
The Queen is afterwards crowned, 

with less ceremony, and then, wear
ing their crowns and royal robes, 
the King and Queen enter their 
carriage of state and drive through 
the crowded streets amid cheering 
thousands to their palace. 

THE AMPULLA AND SPOON, 

So unusual is a Coronation Day 
-not one who reads this has ever
seen one-that we have given the
above description of its wonders,
which may be all that some will
ever know of them. But after all
it is but a passing event, and will
soon be forgotten by the busy crowd.
I like to contrast with it another
Coronation which, although it took
place nearly two thousand years ago,
is as fresh in the remembrance of
millions to-day as when it took
place. Whose Coronation do you
think that was? It was the Coron-

ation of Jesus. " We see Jesus 
crowned with glory and honour " 
(Heb. ii. 9). Up yonder on the 
throne of God He sits, with the 
crown immortal and incorruptible 
upon His brow, anointed with the 
oil of gladness, with the universal 
sceptre of "all power" in His hand, 
b�aring too the rod of mercy. 0 
what a sight ! Angels, seraphs, 
saints, bowing at His Name in 
heaven! Sinners, saved by His grace, 
redeemed by His blood, soon to be 
in His glory, bowing before Him 
here on earth and calling Him 
"Lord Jesus !" Yes, and thousands 
upon thousands whom He · loves, 
and who love Him, because He 
first loved them and gave �imself 
for them, young men and maidens, 
boys and girls, too, of every clime 
and tongue, are even now in the 
joy of their hearts exclaiming-

'' We love to sing around the King, 
And hail Him our Lord Jesus, 

For there's no word ear ever heard, 
So dear, so sweet as JESUS." 

Are you among that multitude, 
or are you yet a stranger to His 
love ; a rebel against His sceptre, 
and an enemy of His person? 

There will be one class within 
these realms who will take no part 
and share no rejoicing in the Coro
nation of the King-those within 
His Majesty's prisons. Rejecters of 
Christ will have no part in His glory. 



THE CROWN JEWELS; 
or, "I HAVE SOMETHING BETTER THAN THESE." 

�AVE you ever gazed with 
�-� � wonder on that marvellous 
collection of crowns, sceptres, swords 
and gems which form the Regalia or 
Crown Jewels of Great Britain. 
They usually lie in a circular room 
in the Wakefield Tower, one of the 
ancient buildings of the Tower of 
London. The jewels in Queen 
Victoria's crown alone are said to 
have cost £113,000. It contains 
2700 diamonds, rubies, sapphires, 
and other precious stones, besides 
the great Kohi-noor diamond. New 
crowns have been made for King 
Edward and Queen Alexandria, 
which they will wear on their 
Coronation day. 

Standing outside the railing, gaz
ing with wonder on the magnificent 
collection of.gold and gems, crowns 
of monarchs long dead, a simple 
country lad who had gone up to 

London for the day with a compcnl
ion, said "Thank the Lord, Charlie, 
I have something better than these, 
something that ] will not require to 
leave when the Lord calls me hence." 
"What's that Bill?" asked his com
panion. "A crown incorruptible, 
an inheritance eternal, and a life 
everlasting : all secure in Christ, 
and not to me only, but to all who 
believe and are saved. Yes, blessed 
be God ! " And these may be your's 
as surely as they were that country 
lad's personal possessions. Jesus 
died to purchase them. He lives 
to impart them, and all who believe 
in Him, possess them now. There 
is nothing in all the world-not 
even the gem-spangled crowns of 
the K.ing and Queen-that will last
for ever. All earthly glory is doomed 
to die, but the life, the kingdom and 
the glory of Christ are for ever, 



FAITHFUL UNTO DEATH; 
Or, THE HEROES OF "THE THUNDERING LEGION." 

�.N the days of Licinius, the 
� Roman Emperor, who so 
cruelly persecuted the followers of 
Christ in Armenia, a band of Roman 
soldiers was placed at Sabaste. This 
noble company had earned for itself 
the name of "The ·Thundering 
Legion." On being examined as 
to their religion, forty of the men 
declared themselves to be followers 
of Christ. This confession greatly 
aroused the anger of their Imperial 
master, and they were ordered at 
once to give up their faith, or they 
would have to appear before the 
judges. After a short, unjust trial, 
they were sentenced to be stripped 
of their uniforms, and exi:;osed for a 
whole night on a frozen pool. A 
bitterly cold night came on; the 
citizens shut their doors, and piled 
the fuel on their fires, while these 
forty brave men walked on the frozen 
pond, sometimes walking quickly as 
if to evade the cold, ::;ometimes stand
ing in groups praying-" Lord, forty 
soldiers have come out to-night to 
do battle for Thee, grant that on 
every brow may be worn a crown of 
victory." On the bank of the pond, 
a centurion, Sempronius by name, 
sat in a house by the side of a 
blazing fire, with provisions, clothing 
and wine, to tempt the brave men 
to deny their Lord. That door was 
open to any or all of them, at any 

moment of that night of trial, but, 
whoever crossed its threshold, was 
to be regarded as having renounced 
his faith, and become an idolater. 
As the intensity of the cold increased, 
one faint heart fled to the refuge, 
where every care and comfort was 
ministered to him, but he had denied

his Lord. Thirty-nine faithful men, 
still tread the frozen pond, praying 
that they may. be kept faithful unto 
death, and as Sempronius,' the cen
turion looks in amazemen �' on his 
comrades' faithful enduraqce, he is 
convinced in the depths of' his soul, 

•that no human power could give
them such courage, and as he re
members their testimony to the Name
of Jesus Christ, and stepping from
his place, he fearlessly confesses
himself a Christian, and is stripped
of his Roman eagle and costly uni
form, to join the martyr witnesses
on the frozen pond. Then the
prayer again went up-" Lord, forty
soldiers have come out to-night to
do battle for Thee, may they be
faithful unto death, and receive the
crown of victory."

The morning sun of winter, arose
next day on forty cold corpses, lying in
various postures on the ice, including
the brave centurion, but their ran
somed spirits were with Him who
says-"Be thou faithful unto de.ath,
and I will give thee a crown of life.>'



THE TESTIMONY OF QUEEN VICTORIA 
To the Gospel's Saving Power and Its Blessed Hope. 

M�ICTORIA, the good and great 
�V� Queen is dead. She passed 
away at Osborne House, Isle of 
Wight, on the evening of Jan. 22nd, 
1901, "surrounded l?Y her children 
and grandchildren," at the advanced 
age of 81. Emperors, kings and 
princes of many nations, followed 
her body to the grave, and crowds 
of weeping men and women from 
every rank in life. Of the Queen's 
virtues and graces as a sovereign, 
much has been said and written. 
We would briefly set forth here, 
what has been left on record of. her 
as a believer in the Lord Jesus, one 
who had a title to a kingdoln: and a 
crown in heaven, through her union 
with Christ That she was a true 
Christian, saved by grace and wait
ing for glory there is abundant 
proof. 

, In her Journal of a Lift in the
Highlands, the Queen writes, after 
hearing Dr. Norman Macleod 
preach-" The sermon was admir
able, upon God's love, our Saviour's 
sufferings, which God would not 
spare Him.'� This tells the subjects 
that were regarded by the widowed 
Queen as of the greatest value, and 
surely we may say they are the 
greatest and grandest that can 
possibly occupy the human heart 
and mind-the love of God and the 

atoning death of Christ. Glorious 
fourldations of the Gospel of God! 
Saf,e and hallowed resting-place for 
the soul of sovereign and subject 
alike! There is no other. And 
we are not without the fullest witJ 
ness that the Queen was personally 
resting in simple faith on these 
Rock-fast foundations. When the 
news reached Her Majesty at Bal
moral of the boctor's death, she 
was very much affected, and wrote 
in her diary-" No one ever felt so 
convinced and so anxious to con
vince others that God was a loving 
Father who wished all to come to 
Him, and to preach of a living, 
personal Saviour, One who loves us 
as a Friend, to whom all could and 
should come with trust and confi
dence. No one ever raised and 
strengthened one's faith more." 
And even more definite and personal 
testimony to the Queen's faith in 
the Lord Jesus, and in His atoning 
death as the sole ground of a · sin- , 
ner's salvation, is to be found in her 
fine answer to an aged lady, who 
was bold enough to ask her sover
eign, when she honoured her with 
a visit of condolence, on what her 
hopes rested for eternity, and re
ceived the beautiful answer-" The 
grace of God, and the all-availing 
blood of Jesus Christ.'' Blessed be 
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God for such a testimony ! Not 
royal dignity or worldly honours, 
but the same sovereign grace of 
God, by which the lo\�liest subject 
of her kingdom may be saved, and 
the same all-availing blood by which 
the vilest sinner may be cleansed. 
Surely it was this simple trust in 
God's saving grace and Christ's 
cleansing blood, that enabled the 
Queen in the hour of her deepest 
sorrow, when she was left a widow, 
to cause to be written on the l\!Iaus
oleum at Frogmore where the Prince 
Consort was bUTied, and where her 
own remains now rest by his side, 
the following beautiful words, so 
expressive of the true believer's 
hope.-" Here shall I rest with thee: 
with thee in Christ shall I arise." 

The Queen was a lover of God's 
Word. In early life she was taught 
to read and reverence the Book, 
and we are told her mother was 
very careful to instil its sacred 
truths into her young mind, as she 
was to preserve it from the corrup
tions then so preval_ent even in 
royal circles. Of the books she was 

. accustomed to read in her youth, 
we have one pleasing record. In 
the quiet little churchyard of Ar
reton, in the Isle of Wight, there 
lies buried a godly girl whose con
version and happy Christian life has 
been given to the world by Leigh 
Richmond. A tourist on a visit 

there, saw a lady with a young girl 
sitting there on the tomb, while the 
latter read aloud from a book. The 
book was The Dairyman's Daughter 

by Leigh Richmond. The lady 
was the Duchess of Kent, and the 
reader her daughter, the Princess 
Victoria, who became Britain's 
Queen. During her residence at 
Balmoral, her pretty highland home 
on Deeside, she often visited the 
aged and ·the sick, reading to them 
the vVord of God from which her 
own comfort was drawn, even in 
her days of deepest sorrow. It is 
said that when a heathen prince on 
a visit to her court, inquired what 
was the secret of Britain's greatness, 
the reply given was, "The Word of 
God." Would that it were true, 
and that old and • young in these 
highly-favoured Isles, would take 
that Word as their guide to Christ, 
who only can make them happy for 
time and eternity. 

vVhen Queen Victoria's eldest 
son and successor to the throne, 
K.ing Edward VII, opened Parlia
ment, he began his message from
the throne by saying,-" My belov
ed mother, during her long and
glorious reign, has set an example
before the world of what a monarch
should be. It is my earnest desire
to walk in her footsteps.

,
, God

grant that he, with all the Royal
House, may know her Saviour.





THE MANXMAN'S DREAM; 
or, "THE LAST THROW OF THE LIFE-LINE." 

�N' a fisherman's cot on .the rocky 
� coast of the Isle of Man there
lived a stalwart fisherman, who, since
his boyhood, had been accustomed
to brave the dangers of the deep.
More than once Gerald had been
known to risk his own life to save
that of his fellows, and on one
occasion, at least, he was the_ means
of rescuing from a grave in the deep,
a fool-hardy boating party which had
lost control of their sailing boat in
Douglas Bay, and were drifting on
to death. Just in the nick of time,
Gerald reached them, when not one
in the party could do a thing to
save themselves, and, taking the
boat in hand, brought it safely to
the harbour amid the cheers of
hundreds who stood looking on.

But Gerald, although a brave 
man, was not a Christian: he did 
not believe in the Lord Jesus: he 
rather scoffed at his comrades in 
the boat who were saved, and often 
sang the praises of their Lord on 
the mighty deep. He had more 
than once been deeply convicted of 
sin, during times of salvation and 
ingathering of souls in his island 
home, but had never yielded to the 
Lord, never come as a lost sinner 
to claim the God-sent Saviour, and 
thus be born of the Spirit, born from 
above, and set on the road to heaven. 

An Irish Christian lady, who, 
with her aged mother, was spend
ing a few weeks in the vicinity, 
sought, while seeking health, to do 
a little service for her Master in 
visiting the Manxm�n's homes, 
especially those of the fishermen, 
with the Gospel's joyful message, 
leaving a booklet and speaking a 
per�onal word where she had 
opportunity. It was while visiting 

'thus one day that she. came across 
Gerald, and took the opportunity 
of speaking to him plainly, point
edly, ano personally about his soul. 
For she had been told by his Chris
tian comrades of his state, and how 
he had stifled convictions, and put 
off the day of his salvation to a 
more convenient season. He lis
tened respect(ully to her message, 
and as she knew his comrades were 
praying to God for him, while she 
was speaking for God to him, she 
had the confidence that the Word 
would not return void. 

The following day, Gerald was 
not at sea. He sat by the side of 
the house mending his nets the 
greater part of the day, saying very 
little, but thinking a great deal, 
especially about the great subject 
that had again been brought before 
him by the lady visitor of the pre
vious day, and which God had used 
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1n a dream of the intervening night 
to bring back with power to his 
soul. He told his wife that during 
the night he dreamt that his boat 
was overtaken by a storm, while at 
sea, and that by a huge wave he 
was washed overboard and sank. 
Once, twice, a line was thrown to 
him, and twice he failed to grasp 
it, while each moment he was 
drifting further from the boat. A 
third time the line was thrown, _and 
he heard his comrades cry-" Your 
last chance, Gerald, do not miss it,'' 
and with the desperation of a man 
who knew it was a matter of life 
or death, he clutched the line and 
was drawn on board the boat by 
strength outside his own. When 
he awoke, the words seemed to ring 
in his ears-" Your last chance, 
Gerald, do not miss it," and he 
remembered the pointed words of 
the Irish lady spoken to him the 
previous night about the danger' of 
trifling with God's salvation and 
neglecting the opportunity 'he was 
having of being saved, while the 
day of God's long suffering waited 
for his acceptance of the free gift 
of eternal life and blood-bought 
peace. 

" I can work no more, I'm a lost 
man," said the awakened fisherman 
to his wife, as he hastily rose, leav
ing his nets as some of old, that day 
when Jesus called them on the 

shore of Galilee's lake. He has
tened to where he knew his com
rades would be found, and telling 
them of his dream, asked them to 
pray that he might be truly con
verted, a . request which they joy
fully acceeded to, at the same time 
telling Gerald that he must not 
trust in their prayers for salvation, 
but personally cast himself on the 
Lord Jesus, who alone is able as 
He is willing to save. 

It was a great joy to these Chris
tian men to ·tell their awakened 
comrade of the Saviour, to read to 
him from the Scriptures the words 
of God, assuring him that it was to 
save sinners that Jesus came (Luke 
xi. 12 ), that it was for sinners that
He died (Rom. v. 8), and that now
in heavenly glory He waits still to
welcome and to save sinners, even
the very chief ( 1 Tim. i. 15). These
words of Gospel love and grace,
which have been the resting place
of many a weary soul, were used to
lead Gerald to trust himself simply
and only to Jesus the ·saviour. He
did so tremblingly, for his faith was
but as the hand that laid hold of
the hem of the Saviour's garment;
but that was enough. The power
of the Lord went forth as of old,
-as it ever does in answer to
faith, however feeble-and the sinner
was saved. Yes, saved that moment
from the cruel grasp of Satan, who
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had so long held him in bondage, 
from the darkness of sin, whose 
slave he had so long been, 
and from the course of the world 
in which he had run. He con
fessed Christ before men, and went 
home to his wife to tell her what 
the Lord had done for his soul. 
To none did the glad tidings give 
greater joy than to the Irish lady, 
whose words God had used for to 
fix the arrow afresh within his con
science, and together with the 
vision of the night to bring him to

the point of decision, when the 
great choice must be made for 
Christ, or against Him. 

Reader, have you reached that 
eventful hour? Have you made 
your choice· for Eternity, or are you 
yet trifling and halting while the 
sands of life run out? No vision 
of the night, no warning word 
may be givez:i you. In your sins, 
without God, a Christless, hopeless 
soul, you may be hurried into 
the eternal world, to weep and wail 
your folly throughout eternity. 

AS FAR AS THE EAST IS FROM THE WEST. 

A CHRISTIAN ship captain was 
speaking to a you�g midshipman 

on board his ves
sel about the bles
sedness of know-

11)lli�ms ing one's sins for

• '

given. "I do not 
understand how 

5 any of us can be 
sure that our sins are taken away, 
so long as we are on earth," said 
the young sailor. "Look at this," 
said the captain, pointing to the 
ship's compass. "Do you see that 
E and that W? God says in His 
Word that 'As far as the east is from 
the west, so far hath he removed 
our transgressions from us' (Psa. 
ciii. 12 ). This is true of all who
believe on the Lord Jesus ; and

surely if God says so it must be 
true.'' The young sailor kept look
ing at the compass, and repeating 
to himself, "As far as the east is 
from the west," until the light of the 
Gospel entered his heart. That 
simple statement was used by God 
to show hii:n the way of salvation. 
He took God at His word, and re
joiced in the knowledge that his sins 
were all put away. There is nothing 
further to be done for your salvation 
than has already been done, reader. 
The Son of God has died : atone
ment has been made: God, is satisfi
ed. The proof is, He has raised 
Christ from the dead, and now sends 
to you the glad tidings that through 
the death of the Lord Jesus your 
sins may be all forgiven. 



ROBERT C. CHAPMAN OF BARNSTAPLE. 
Called Home to be with Christ on June 12th 1902, 

In the Hundredth Year of his Age. 

l'IIOTO nv E. n. l'ERCIVAL, ILr-'RACOMDII. 

Mr. Robert C. Chapman was saved 
for about eighty years. He testified 
continually during his long life, of 
the blessedness of having Christ, 
and passed away triumphantly to 
be with Him rejoicing. One of his 
sweet sayings was "My last days 

are my best. All is well, 0 so well.'' 
His last words were, "The peace 
of God which passeth all under
standing, shall keep your hearts and 
minds through Christ Jesus." We 
expect to issue a brief memoir of this 
aged pilgrim, which you should read. 



A TRIP THROUQH PONDOLAND. 
INTRODUCTORY. 

. ��]t;HEN the war broke out be
y,.Vf>Y/f} tween Great Britain and 
the Boers, I with my family and 
many others had to leave Johannes
burg and seek a place of refuge in 
Cape Colony. \i\Te came to East 

order given. East London once 
stood in the heart of Kaffraria, and 
not so many years ago not a white 
man was to be seen there. 

There are old men and women 
living there now, who remember 

Fl!RRY ACROSS THE BUFFALO RIVER
1 

EAST LONDON, SOUTH AFRICA. 

London, a seaport on the extreme 
east of the colony, with about 16,000

of a population. There are three 
ports in Cape Colony at which 

· steamers going from England call,
Cape Tow .1, Port Elizabeth, and
East London. They stand in point
of importance and in l�cality in the

the time when a small settlement 
of Europeans began to trade with 
the natives, then to build houses; 
and thus a small township arose. 

There are some of the natives 
still in the location who can tell 
thrilling sories of their hair-breadth 
escapes during the Kaffir wars which 
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were waged in this neighbourhood. 
One aged Dutch widow, a true 
Chri�tian, relates how ·she and her 
father's household with other Dutch. 
farmers who had settled there, had 
frequently to flee for their lives, 
leaving cattle and all else when the 

sand are said to have been in the 
town, every available house and 
corner being crowded, and for those 
who could find no such lodging cor
rugated iron shelters were built, and 

, tents erected by the seashore, in 
which, by the munificence of the 

., 

,: .# 

CAMP OF REFUGEES NEAR EAST LONDON, SOUTH AFRICA, 

war cry was suddenly raised among 
the Kaffirs. But these are things of 
the past. East London has be
come a thriving town, with the pro
spect of great expansion in the near 
future. During the early stages of 
the war, which began in 18981 large 
numoers of refugees found a shelter 
there. At one time over six thou-

British people, thousands both of 
black and white refugees were shel
tered and fed. This was known as 
the Refugee Camp, where l with 
others soon after our arrival began 
to preach the Gospel. But notwith
standing all the trouble and sorrow 
these people had passed through 
since they had to flee from their 
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homes, their hearts were by no 
means ready to receive the Gospel's 
message of life and peace. Every 
scrap of news from "the front" was 
eagerly sought for and prized; but 
immediately the most wonderful 
story men's ears ever heard was told 
out, they would walk away to listen 
to something more to their liking, 
or to see the sights of the town, the 
main street of which was used as a 
prome�ade. 

In the native location, which is 
outside the town, we began meetings 
among the coloured people. They 
listened_ more readily to the Gospel, 
and some of the coloured refugees 
received Christ, while others who 
had been imbued with all the pre
judices of the whites in favour of 
their own religion and churches, 
rejected the message of salvation. 
Many who professed to be Chris
tians had no more than a profession; 
they were church members, and 
considered that to be quite sufficient 
to take them to heaven. One 
woman, to prove that her profession 
was real, went to a box and brought 
out her confirmation card, signed 
by a bishop and vicar of the Church 
of England. It is very difficult to 
convince these people who have 
been led to believe that by those 
outward rites they have become 
Christians, that they need to be 
saved by grace and born of the 

Spirit, before they can see or enter 
God's kingdom. During the war, 
East London became a base of 
supplies, and many thousand_s of 
soldiers were landed at the mouth 
of the beautiful Buffalo River har
bour, from which they were hastened 
to the front, and many sick and 
wounded were brought to the large 
military hospital and hospital ships 
here, so that the town has a very 
military appearance, and has grown 
into a place of considerable import
ance. East London is composed 
of an old and new town, the latter 
being on the west side of the Buf
falo River, which we often crossed 
in the ferry-boat to reach the camp 
of Boer prisoners of war, to whom 
we preached the Gospel. I have 
given this hurried sketch of East 
London and its surroundings, and 
of our little service for the Master 
there, becatise it was while sitting 
in the house of a coloured Christian 
-in whose house in the location I
had held meetings, and who had
stood by us while preaching in the
open air-on New Year's morning,
r9or, conversing about the natives
in the territory lying to the north,
that I became exercised in heart
about the tribes in those regions,
(especially those speaking the Dutch
language) who had never heard the
Gospel, and as the result of which
I decided to take a missionary tour
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among these tribes. A letter came 
to me a short time after this, from 
an earnest Christian worker-a Mr. 
Barton, who a number of years ago 
went out from Glasgow, constrained 
by the love of Christ, to tell the 
dark-minded Pondos the story of 
redeeming love-asking, if during 
my sojourn in Cape Colony it might 

no swift steamers or express trains 
being yet known in those regions. 
Being unable to speak the language 
of the Pondos, I. took a number of 
Gospel and Biblical pictures with 
me, which by the aid of my lantern 
I hoped might be useful in bringing 
before the natives the great truths 
of the Gospel, to which alas! the 

REATHltN PONDOS IN THE P'OREST, 

be the will of the Lord to bring me 
on a visit to the country in which 
he lives and labours. From this, 
with other tokens of the Lord's 
guidance, I assuredly gathered that 
His will was that I, accompanied 
by my daughter Grace, should take 
a missionary journey to Pondoland. 
The journey would be by sailing 
vessel, post-cart and bullock waggon; 

greater part are yet total strangers. 
The Spirit of God alone can use 
the truth to convict of sin, and 
make the Gospel, which is God's 
chosen instrument, effectual in the 
conversion of sinners, whether heath
en Pondos or educated Britons ; 
but it is ours to" make the message 
clear and plain" to all. 

G. F. GocH. 
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MORE GRACE. 

M\tftJ]t.E have seen how that a 
�V/Hifj> sinner's salvation is all of 
grace, and how the saved one is 
brought from under condemnation 
and wrath (John iii. 18, 36) to 
" stand in grace" (Rom. v. 2 ). His 
feet are set there by God ; it is not 
a slippery place, but good firm 
footing. He can never fall out of 
it into hell. '' He is under grace" 
(Rom. vi. 14). How blessed then 
·it is for us to know that grace has
reached us, not at the expense of
righteousness, but according to it
"Grace reigns through righteousness"
(Rom. v. 21 ). Well may we sing
" Saved by grace alone, this is all my plea;

Jesus died for sinners lost, 

And Jesus died for me." 

It is " His grace,, (Eph. i. 6); the
riches of "His grace" (Eph. i. 7); 
" the exceeding riches of His grace " 
(Eph. ii. 7 ). 

Now, as saved ones, we have still to 
do with grace/ it is grace to begin 
with, and grace all through. Grace 
is our teacher (see Titus ii. 13). 
Under grace (Rom. vi. 14) we are to 
learn how to walk and please God. 
For every step of our journey we 
need grace, and blessed be God we 
have the assuring Word, "My grace 

is sufficient for thee " ( 2 Cor. xii. 9) 
You need not break down, you see, 
dear young saints, for want of sup
plies, for "God is able to make all
grace abound toward you, that we, 
ALWAYS having ALL SUFFICIENCY in 
all things, may abound in every 
good work'' (2 Cor. ix. 9). Take a 
good grip of this, you lad� who are 
in Offices.among unconverted mates1

who tease and trouble you, and try 
to rouse your temper, or get you to 
dishonour God by doing wrong 
things. Be strong in grace ( 2 Tim. 
iii. 1) ; go boldly to the throne and
"find grace'' (Heb. iv. 16) there;
and having found, hold it fast, that
you may serve God acceptably (Heb.
xii. 28). Then as regards others.
To your enemies be gracious, as God
is to His. Let your speech be
always "with grace" (Col. iv. 6);
not giving tit-for-tat, nor paying
back those who say or do wicked
things, in "their own coin." No,
no; leave God to deal with all that.
He will "square accounts" with them
sooner or later. Now, in closing, I
will give you a "Motto Text" to take
with you. You may suck its sweet
ness every day of your lives and
still it will not become dry. " Fat
the Lord God is a Sun and Shield ;
the Lord will give grace and GLORY;

no good thing will He withhold
from them that walk uprightly"
Psalm lxxxiv. 11 ).



WILLIE'S LAST ENTERTAINMENT; 

Or, "THE BROKEN C[STERNS." 

"�0 n�t bother me, Annie, about
� conversion, I know all about

it, but the truth is, I like the plea
sures of the world, and I'm not
going to turn religious yet. Take
you your way, and I'll take mine.
Go to your meetings, sing your
hymns, and pray, but don't trouble
me any more. I'll be all right,
some day, no fear," and with these
words Willie left the room where
his sister sat reading.

He was the only son of a fond
mother, a kind, affectionate boy,
but not saved. His sister Annie
was three years older, and had
been converted to God two years.
Now she longed to see her brother
on the Lord's side, and praye·d
and sought every opportunity to
bring the Gospel, and his need of
it before him. Once and again he
had been awakened, but the fear
of his companions' sneers had kept
him from deciding to be the Lord's.
He was far from happy, indeed, at
times he seemed thoroughly mis
erable, for whatever his lips might
utter in the way of excuse or defence,
he was fully aware that the path he
was treading had its end in hell,
and that his mother and sister had
the best of it for time as well as
eternity. All the afternoon, Willie
had been preparing to go out with

some friends to enjoy an evening's
"entertainment," and just as he was
putting on his coat to go, Annie
ventured to say, '' I wish I saw you
going out to spend the evening in
the service of the Lord, \Villie. I
wonder when that will be?" The
reply he made we have quoted
above, and then Willie hurried off
to join his companions. Annie
heaved a sigh as she saw him go,
and her oft-repeated heart-breathing
went up to the throne, that· God,
with whom all things are possible,
would lay his hand on Willie and
bring him to Himself.

The evening passed away, and
Willie returned about ten o'clock.
He spoke very little, but from what
he did say, Annie gathered that the
evening's entertainment had been
disappointing. It had not come up
to his expectations. Like most of
the world's affairs, it was less brilliant
than it had been represented, and
\Villie seemed out of temper over it.
Perhaps there was another reason
too; his conscience was ill at ease,
and that often spoils a worldling's
joy. He retired to his room shortly
after he came home, and, of course,
Annie had to remember his rule, and
say. nothing to him on the· subject
of conversion, but she sang to her
self the familiar lines:-
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"I tried the broken cisterns, Lord, 
Uut ah ! the waters failed ; 

E >en as I stooped to drink they fled, 
And mocked me as I wailed." 

Willie knew the meaning of the 
words full well, and for whom they 
were intended, too, so he quietly said 
"good night:, to his mother and
sister, and passed into his room, to 
be alone with God. What passed 
there between· the awakened youth 
and his God, I cannot tell; but in 
about half-an-hour, Annie heard a

sound coming from Willie>s room, 
as if some one was speaking aloud 
and fearing he might be ill, sh; 
gently tapped at the door. Willie 
opened it, and before Annie had 
time to speak, he threw his hands 
around her neck·, and bursting into 
tears, he said, "We'll sing the chorus 
of your hymn together now, Annie," 
and he led off himself, with the words: 
"Now none but Christ can satisfy, 

None other name for me; 
There's love, and life, and lasting joy, 

Lord Jesus, found in Thee." 

Annie joined, but she scarcely knew 
what she sang. The whole matter 
seemed like a dream, such as the 
Psalmist koew, when "the Lord 
turned again the captivity of Zion,'' 
and they were "like unto them that 
dream, their mouth was filled with 
laughter and their tongue with sing
ing 11 (Psa. cxxvi. 1, 2 ). Had \Villie 
trusted Christ? Had he passed out 
of the kingdom of darkness into the 

kingdon1 of the Son of God? Yes, 
indeed There he stood, confessing 
with his mouth the Lord Jesus, and 
owning Him as the Saviour and 
Satisfier of his soul There was 
great joy that night under the 
-widow's roof. Mother, son, and
daughter knelt together, and gave
God their thanks, that now they were
an unbroken circle in the Lord
three on earth, and the absent father
present with the Lord. "But did it
stand?" you may be inclined to ask.
Yes, of course, it stood, for it was
the workmanship of God. He was
a new creation, wrought of God's
Spirit, and the same is wrought of
every sinner who casts himself wholly
and only on Jesus Christ. The next
morning Willie went straight to the
circle of his companions, and con
fessed the Lord, told them he had
been converted, and would by grace
follow in the Lord's ways. And he
did, heartily and joyfully testifying
to all around him, by his lips and
life, of the saving power of Jesus'
Name. Reader, have you been con
verted? If not, why not? The
world has nothing new to give. Its
pleasures do not satisfy, and death
will end them all. Then comes
eternity-an eternity without God,
without Christ, in hell.

Reader, can you with open eyes,
choose such a portion, or will you
to-day choose Christ?





A SUMMER DAY AT THE FALLS OF CLYDE; 

Or, In the Midst of Life we are in Death. 

iT was a bright July morning, and we were all 
early astir. It was our annual trip day, and 
by eight o'clock, waggonettes, char-a-bangs 
and vehicles of various sorts were standing on 

the village street, and already partly loaded with old and 
young, all dressed in holiday attire. · We had a long 
drive to reach a pretty part of the River CI yde, not far 
fron1 the fan1ous Falls, where we were to spend the day. 

We were specially cautioned against climbing among 
the rugged rocks that overhang the river, which are so 
slippery and dangerous, and warned against bathing in 
parts where there are deep pools and deceptive c;urren ts 
in which many have been drowned. We started in the 
brilliant sunshine singing, and after a pleasant drive we 
got to our destination, a pretty part of the River Clyde, 
with trees overhanging the rocky sides, under which we 
sat down and partook of our mid-day 1neal of cakes and 
milk. Then some of the elder boys \Vent off and played 
ball, while others-an1ong whon1 I was-started off along 
the river bank to find a safe anc;l sandy pool in which to 
bathe. The bathers were in two con1panies, a little 
apart, and all seemed to go well, until some of the older 
boys began diving off the rocks in deep water, each 
endeavouring to out-do the one that preceded him, until 
some daring and dangerous feats were perforn1ed. A 
loud whistle from 9ne of those in charge of the excursion, 
reminded us that the tin1e had con1e for us to prepare for 
the home journey, and it wa� just then, that we observed 
the clothes of one of our party-a class-mate of my own 
-lying on the river bank. Nobody seemed to know
where their owner was. The last time he had been
seen was swimn1ing in a deep part of the river, and fears
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were entertained by so1ne, that he might have cramped 
and sunk unseen. Several of the lads went along the 
river-side calling his na1ne, but with no response. We 
had to return to the rest with the sad news, and after a 
fruitless search by the whole eon1pany, to resume our 
homeward journey-which was a sad one to all-without 
a trace being found of Charles A., my companion and 
school-n1ate. Next day the river was dragged, and his 
body found beneath a rock, where he had evidently sunk, 
and been unable to extricate hin1self. Great was my 
grief when I heard that my companion was in eternity. 
I slept none the following night: som,ehow I could not 
help wondering where Charlie would be, or whether I 
would ever see him again. 

I was a boy of twelve then, and had been several times 
convicted of sin, and anxious about my salvation, but 
these convictions and anxieties had been stifled by play 
and pleasure. This tin1e I had a warning before me of 
how uncertain life is, how even in the midst of scenes of 
pleasure, death is ever near. Charlie A., was his last 
victim, suddenly cut off too; I might be the next. I 
spent some very troubled days and nights. It seerned as 
if God had by my companion's sudden calL brought me to 
the parting of the ways, and that I n1ust n1ake 1ny choice 
for eternity, for Christ or .the \vorld, for Ii re or death, for 
heaven or hell. I had heard the Gospel fron1 my earliest 
years, and knew that it was not by reformation, or by 
becon1ing religious, but by being saved by Christ alone, 
that I could become a Christian, and that the choice was 
with 1nyself; that I personally and definitely n1ust trust 
myself to the Lord Jesus, and allow 1-Iim to save me. I 
shut n1yself into my little roon1 alone, detern1ining that I 
would have the matter settled one way or another that 
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Sunday night. I-low long I was there I cannot tell, but 
I re1nen1 ber reading all the texts and passages that � 
knew of, telling of the Saviour, especially John iii. 16 ; 
v. 24; x. 28, and others such as Isa. liii. and John xix.,
telling of His death on the Cross for sinners. It seemed all
clear and plain: God loved sinners, Jesus died for sinners;
salvation had been procured for sinners, therefore for me.
But I must make it my own, I n1ust receive it personally
and definitely. I knelt down by n1 y bed, told God I
wanted to be saved, that I believed on His Son who
died for me, that I was willing to be saved, and that I
came to Him as I was, a sinner. I remember well
opening my Bible, and laying n1y finger on the text," He
that believeth on Me hath everlasting life" (John vi 47), I
took it as God's word to n1e, and I that n1oment knew ·1
was saved. I have been kept by God's power and happy
in His love for ten years-blessed years they have been
to me-and I invite you, dear reader, to con1e as I did
to the Sa vi our in your early years.

PEACE PROCLAIMED, BELIEVED AND RECEIVED

�'�' (JJ HEN the tidings ?f reace in South 1?-f �ica reached
-,- � � the shores of Britain, everybody reJ01ced. They 

felt happy, because they had received official 
word of the fact. Peace was made and signed avvay in 
the field of war, the news was flashed fron1 continent to 

continent by cable, and when the fact was 
made known, the people believed and re
joiced. A greater peace \Vas n1ade on 
Calvary between an offended God,. and 
rebel sinners, n1ade once for all by the blood 

of the Lamb. Is that blood-bought peace yours? 



THE INDIAN BABY AND THE SNAKE. 

:IN the Goda very district of India, there is a girl whose 
� parents are Christians. Once they were, as thousands 
still are in that country, worshippers of idols, but they 

heard of Jesus, the Son of God, 
the Saviour of sinners, and believ
ing on Him, they were saved. 
Their little baby-girl, who was not 
yet able to walk, had crept from 

- the door into the yard, and had
---��,. � ·, ,' .·. - . �- been an1using herself there for
----� :---. / :,.: -� . ,, r-- some time. When the mother

looked out, she saw to her horror, that the child had hold
of a snake. What was she to do ? If she ran forward to
grasp it, it would assuredly bite the child, and its bite
vvould be death. She knelt down and prayed to God for
deliverance. As she rose from -prayer, a tame cat came
into the yard, and the child seeing "pussy," threw away
the snake, quite unhurt, and began to stroke the cat.

This story of the Indian child has its lessons for boys
and girls everyvvhere. Sin is like that poisonous snake,
it will bite at the end. "Sin when it is finished, bringeth
forth death" (James i. r 5). But when Christ is received
into the heart, sin loses its power to fascinate. The
heart has got son1ething better. Pleasures that leave no
sting, that do not wither, even pleasures for evermore.
If you do not knovv Jesus, you have not yet knovvn
what true pleasure is.

The n1other at once seited her child, and hurried from
the place of danger, with tears of gratitude filling her
eyes. The dear child was delivered by the attractive
power of something else. She let go the deadly snake
when a new object met her eye and filled her hand.
The snake ceased to charm; it had lost its power.



UNDER THE OLD CHESTNUT TREE. 

AM thinking, dear boys and girls this bright 
Spring morning of my childhood's days, and of 
parents, brothers, sisters and playmates who 
have all passed away .to the eternal world. I . 

am thinking of my school days, when my brother Charlie, 
my sister Nellie and I, sat at our lessons, under an old 
chestnut tree, just across the road from the thatch-roofed 
cottage which was our home. It is just sixty years ago, 
and what changes time has \vrought. My dear father and 

"AT OUR LESSONS UI\OIIR THR OLO CHESTNUT TREB. ' 

· mother fell asleep in Jesus over forty -years
1 
c1.go, and went

to heaven. Charlie died in India, and Nellie my only
sister, the bosom friend of my early days, lies buried
under the blue waves of the Medit�rranean Sea. I am
left alone, an old frail won1an, but I a1n very happy, and
very satisfied. Do you know why? Just because I have
Jesus He is my Saviour, my ever-present, ever-precious
Lord. Nellie and I were saved when we were school
girls, and Charlie when a youth of sixteen. How bright
will our n1eeting be, when we gather with n1any loved ones
gone before, around our con1i ng Lord in the air.



A SUMMER HOLIDAY IN NORTH DEVON. 

beyond 

;T is twenty years since as a girl I spent my 
sun1n1er holidays in a pretty seaside village in 
North Devon. I was a light-hearted careless 
girl then, never having a thought of a life 

the present, or a care to cause me to do 
-----.-------------------------

;; ...

' t 

�====-'-'�==--- -

aught than take n1y fill of the world's pleasures. 
Near to where I was spending n1y su111n1er holidays, 
children's services were held on the sands, and one of n1y 
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playmates asked me if I would accompany her. She 
said many went, not only of the visitors, but townspeople. 
" I ndeerj,'' said she, '' a royal princess was there one after
noon wi,th her children.'' I went, and not being accustomed 
to any religious services, other than the '' Church," I was 
astonished at the sight. A great" semi circle was dug out 
in the sand ; seated tier upon tier were rows of children, 
boys on one side, girls on the other, with quite a nuP1ber 
of grown-up folks behind. 1'he service began by sing
ing-" If I come to Jesus, He will make me glad," and 
nearly all sang it heartily. I had thought religion was a 
very gloomy thing,-ancl so what I had been accuston1ed 
to was,-but this was different. Everybody seemed 
happy. A short address on "God's Love," then a hymn, 
prayer, followed by an answer to a Bible searching \vhich 
had been given the day before ; some other hymns, and 
we parted. 1\1 y com pan ion asked how I liked it, I said 
very nice. " Did you like to hear about_ God's love ? '' 
she asked, and as I did not ans-wer she added " I believed 
His love to me, last year, and trusted in Jesus as n1y 
Saviour, and have been saved and happy sif!ce." I could 
not answer, I felt angry: n1y proud heart was rising. in 
rebellion against that sin1ple testin1ony to the power of 
Christ to save. I said good bye, and went hon1e. I was 
unhaP.py; why, I knew not. Next day I was worse: my 
sins troubled me: death, eternity and things I never 
thought of before, came to mind. I was glad when my 
companion called, to ask if I would go to the service on 
the sands. On the way, I told her how unhappy I was. 
'' Oh, "she said, " You are anxious, wait for the after
meeting, someone will speak to you.'' I did not under
stand what that meant The address that arternoon was 
on ''Jesus' power to save.'' 'rhe speaker told who are 
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saved-sinners : how they are saved-by believing : 
when they are saved-now. It was all new to me. I 
had never heard of immediate salvation before, and only 
to believe. I was not saved that day, but the next at 
the close of the n1eeting I yielded myself to Jesus; just 
can1e to Him as I was, and He took me in and saved 
me. Now I am a mother, and seek to tell my two little 
girls of '· that very same Jesus ,, who saved me, and will
save them, and you also. Only believe. 

STOPPING THE CLOCK. 

ii HEN I was a child, it was a rule in our hon1e,
that all play was to be over at a given hour and 
lessons begun. When the hour struck on the 
old clock on the stairs, that moment gan1es had 

to cease. More than once J have climbed up and stopped 
that clock, so that our gan1es might go on unhindered. 

But stopping the clock did not stop the 
the time. 'fhe hours went past all the 
same, and wh�n our n1other returned and 
found lessons had been neglected, she was 
displeased. God's clock cannot be stopped. 
When the day of grace is ended, there will 
be no longer salvation for the lost. The 
'' day of salvation" is fast running its course: 
how are you treating it? Are you so 

occupied with pleasure that you forget your need of 
a Saviour ? Are you trying to persuade yourself that 
there is plenty of time for these things? God says,
'' The time is short." " Boast not thyself of to-n1orrow." 



Sea-side Talk with the Little Ones. 

How bright the sea looks this fine morning, just like a sheet of glass! 
See the ships how they sail,so calmly across the ca]m deep! Who 
would think that in a few hours, that calm sea may be lashed into a 
thousand roaring waves, ready to swallow up every vessel afloat upon its 
waters. Such is the changeful sea of life. Happy are they who know 
they will have a safe and sure welcome in the heavenly harbour beyond. 

THE TROUBLED SEA (Isa. lvii. 20), is like the unsaved sinner, tossed 
by Satan, never at rest because of sin, always ebbing and flowing, never 
satisfied. It is to this restless soul that Jesus says, '' Come unto 
Me, all ye that latiour and are heavy laden, and I will give you rest." 

SAND AND ROCK (1'Iatt. vii. 24). A foolish builder he would surely 
be who builds his house upon the shifting sand. Yet many do it, and 
have all they wrought for swept aw:-iy by the floods of death. See that 
you do not build· your hopes of liappiness on the shifting sands of 
pleasure, wealth or earthly greatness, nor your hope of heaven on your 
own good works. See that fortress built upon the rock, which neither 
storms nor tides can move. That is like the sinner trusting in Christ, 
built upon the Rock of Ages. 

A SAFE BOAT (John vi. 2 r ). That little boat seems rocked and 
tossed by winds and waves, Lut they bear it on to its haven. The best 
and safest boat is the one with Jesus in it. In the storm that swept the 
lake it was perfectly safe, and got quickest to the shore .• So all who are 
in Christ for salvation, and have Christ with, them for security, will 
reach the heavenly shore. 

A CODD ANCHOR (Heb. vi. 19). ''Hope" is the best, not a vain 
hope, or a false hope, but a good hope. This anchor rests upon the 
Rock which cannot move, that Rock is Christ. The ship may rock with 
winds and tides, but the anchor '' holds," and will never move. I am 
glad to have such an anchor. How grand to be able to truthfully sing- ' 

"We have nn nnchor lhat keeps the soul, 
Steadfast and sure while the billows roll, 

Fastened lo lhe Rock which cannot move, 
Grounded firm and deep in Lhe Saviour's love." 



ADA AND THE SWORD . 

• ; HE little daughter of an officer in the British � army profes�ed to have trusted J esi.1s with herj soul. At times she was very happy, but at · •.•. · ········ · other times filled v1ith fectFS-'··as to her soul's salvation. She was in delicate health, and the doctor gave her parents little hope that she would ever get well. "I hope I may not die, father," she said, "for somehow I fear to enter the valley ; and when I think of some great and mighty n1en, of whom I have read, being full of fear and dread in the hour of death, I wonder how it will be with me?" " Bring me my sword, Ada dear," said the officer, and Ada, wondering what her father was going !O do, obeyed. He drew the sword from its scab bard, and held it aloft above Ada's head, She looked up into her father's face and smiled. " Are you not afraid of that glittering blade, Ada?'' asked the father. "Don't you know that its sharp edge falling on y�ur �1ead would kill you ?" Ada laughed merrily at the idea, and. replied, "Yes, father, I kno\v it would, but then it is in your hand, and you love me too well to allow it to fall on my head and kill me.'' "Yes, Ada, that's just it, and I am pleased to see you so confidingly sure of my love to you as that. But what about the love of God, your trust in Him ? You say you are His child, and that you believe He loves you. Now if this be so, why should you at times have gloon1y fears as to what may happen to you if you should be called away. You know that Jesus has the power of life and death in His mighty hand; He is the conqueror of death and the grave; yea, we are told He has the keys of death and hell. Do you think that He would be less careful in holding them than I am of my sword ? Would He 
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allo,v death or Satan to hurt any of those whom He loves, 
and has saved, and of whom He says that neither life nor 
death shall separate then1 from His love?" -

'' 0 father, I never thought of it like that before," said 
Ada, "I see my mistake now. Jesus has all power, and 
He will take care of me whether living or dying. I will

fear no evil, because He is with 111e, and will keep n1e safe." 
Do you know Jesus? Is He yours? Can you sing 

in verv truth-
� 

''Now I have found a Friend, 
Jesus is mine '!? 

FROM THE SEA SHORE TO HEAVEN. 

�- . EAR to Wemyss Bay, on the Firth of 
Clyde. a number of fisherr:nen n1ight have 
been seen last autumn, casting and draw
ing their nets. At the close of the week, 
they all returned to their hon1es, ,vith the 
exception of one old fishern1an, who re

n1ained in the boat, drawn up on the sea shore. This old 
man, was a lover of the Lord, and found his joy in telling 
others of Him. Many a bright circle of boys and girls 
hearJ fron1 his lips the story of a Saviour's love. On the 
Saturday night, the old fisherman retired to rest in the 
little cabin of hi·s boat. lying on the sandy beach. The 
following morning, . which was the Lord's-day, all was 
quiet and still. Some boys passing the boat found the 
aged fisherman lying as if asleep in his cabin, but his 
ransomed spirit had gone fro1n the sea shore to the glory 
]and. Wasn't that a sudden call ? Not too sudden for 
him, for he was ready. To the saved one, sudden death 
is soon in heaven, but for the Christless sinner, death. 





IN ST. PETER'S AT ROME: 

or, THE LIVING WORD AND DEAD MEN'S BONES. 

� ANY years ago, a stranger 
��,� stood gazing up to the gilded 
roof of St. Paul's in Rome. A great 
ecclesiastic, who was passing, ob
served the wondering looks of the 
visitor;whose intelligent face marked 
him out as one who knew something 
of the history of the great edifice. 
Going up to the stranger he re
marked that the building in which 
they stood was the most wonderful in 
the world. And with an air of pride 
and self-satisfaction the cardinal 
added-" We think ourselves happy 
in possessing the bones of St. Paul.'' 

Merle D' Aubigne-for that was 
the stranger's name, and his work 
as a historian on the Reformation 
is well-known-smiled, and remarked 
-" We Protestants pride ourselves 
on the possession and enjoyment of 
some much more valuable relics of 
Paul than his bones." 

"What are these?" inquired the 
cardinal with evident surprise. 

"He wrote a number of letters/' 
remarked D'Aubigne; "these we 
possess and constantly read, and 
although the hand that wrote them 
is dead, the words are sti11 living 
and powerful." 

Herein lies the difference between 
a religion of veneration for dead

· men's bones, and a living faith in
the living Word of the eternal God.

That 'vVord, although spoken or 
written thousands of years ago, is 
still "living and active as a two
edged sword (Heb. iv. 12); and 
wherever it comes it leaves its marks 
(Rom. iii. ro-20) It shew� the 
sinner his ruin, his need, and his 
danger. It tells him how to be 
saved by Jesus Christ alone (Acts 
xvi. 31 ). It assures the believing
sinner of a -present possession of
eternal life ( r John v. 9 ). To the
child of God it is milk to feed on
( r Peter ii. 2 ), water to cleanse
(Eph. v

'. 
26), light to guide (Psalm

cxix. 108). And as a weapon
wherewith to meet the adversary it
is " the sword of the Spirit '' (Eph.
vi. 14), all-powerful and ever-vic
torious.

Blessed be God, the treasure 
of the Word is ours. Let those 
who will, venerate and worship 
dead men's bones, and bow before 
images and shrines, in which there 
is no virtue, no salvation, and no 
life, but all who know the living 
Christ of God, and have proved the 
value of the words He spake, which 
are, as ever, words of life and power, 
will pass by the dead to the living, 
the relics of the past to the living, 
loving God, able to save, mighty to 
deliver all who put their trust in 
Him. 



THE THREE SCOFFERS OF HUNTLY; 
Or, " God will not always Strive with Men." 

�T was the "feeing market" day 
� in Huntly, and as had been 
the custom since the days of the 
great revival there, Duncan I\1athie- -
son, the Scottish evangelist, and a 
band of earnest workers and preach
ers of the Gospel, took up their 

salvation until they had become 
hardened beyond their fellows, made 
it their special business to annoy 
the Lord's servants by sneering at 
their words, and hurling coarse jests 
to raise a laugh amongst the farm 
servants who stood around. Silently 

RUINS OF HUNTLY CASTLE, ABERDlll!NSIIIRE. 

stand in a prominent part of the 
market stance and began to preach 
Christ crucified. 

Three young ploughmen, belong
ing to the parish, who had been 
under deep conviction of sin during 
the season of Divine visitation that 
God had given, but who had pro
crastinated, and trifled with the great 

and patiently the preachers bore the 
insults heaped upon them by the 
three scoffers, as they could well 
afford to do. But as in days of old, 
so now, God at times, and especially 
during revival times, when His hand 
. . . 1s very near men 1n saving power, 
shows His severity also, in order 
that they may fear. It was so with 
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these three young scoffers on that 
market day. vVhen Duncan Mathie
son stood up on the chair and un
covered his head to pray, he was 
greeted with such a torrent of pro
fane and ungodly language from the 
three scorners, that even the godless 
crowd seemed to be ashamed of it. 
Turning to the three young men, 
Duncan, in a solemn and tremulous 
voice, said, "God has given me a 
message to-day for you three lads. 
I pray you to give good heed to it. 
If you are not converted to God, 
this �ay twelve months you will all 
be in the eternal world." A loud 
roar of laughter was the answer to 
this solemn statement, which the 
Christians standing around trembled 
to hear, for they all felt it was a 
fearful thing to tempt God, who had 
spoken by the lips of his servant 
that solemn warning word, to cause 
them. to consider their ways and 
turn to Him. The events of that 
day were probably soon forgotten by , 
most of those who stood around. 
But God will not be mocked. He 
will not always strive with man. 
There is a limit to His long-suffer
ing. His Word may be trifled with 
once too often. As the poet says: 

" There is a point by man unseen, 
That crosses every path ; 

Th� hidden boundary between 
God's patience and His wrath." 

Although '' rich in mercy, and not 

willing that any should perish," He 
is God-the eternal God-holy and 
jealous of the honour of His Name, 
and of that salvation which at in
finite cost He has provided for the 
sons of men. 

Before that day twelve months the 
graves of the three scoffers were 
green in the parish church-yard. 
One was kicked to death by a horse; 
another was ·suddenly seized wi-th a 
fever and died. in agony; the third 
was drowned in a mill ·pond. Yes, 
within a year, the three proud scorn
ers were in that eternity which had 
been the subject of their sneers, and 
a byword on their lips. They re
jected thewarning given,and God cut 
them down in their Christ-rejection. 

Reader, trifle not with God's long
suffering; count not upon His 
mercy if you reject His Son and 
despise the Gospel. "He that, being 
often reproved, hardeneth his neck, 
shall suddenly be destroyed, and 
that without' remedy" (Prov. xxix. 1). 

THE WRATH TO COME. 
Swift as lightning flashes, 

Shall its advent be;
Not a moment's warning 

From the wrath to flee ; 
Men at last must surely own 
Him who sits on yonder throne. 
While the day of mercy 

Lingers, sinner fie�, 
To the mighty refuge. 

Grace now offers thee ; 
Christ and His atoning blood 
Shelters from the wrath of God. 



A YOUNG SAILOR'S TESTIMONY. 

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

�J/67fE arrived in Mauritius all 
�'W/f} 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 ! \Vhat a glorious 
thing to know that we 
are safe for Eternity-! 
And it just shews that 
God saves the worst 

aJ\ 

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 
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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 
'¾re 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. 



PEEPS AT THE PONDOS. 

�,1£.,7!::E sailed from Port St. John 
�Wff} in a small sailing vessel 
named "The Penguin,'' and the 
wind being favourable, we reached 
our destination after thirty hours' 
sail. The village of St. Johns, 
nestling among trees, near to the 
great Umzimvulu River, which flows 

. 

in silent grandeur until a little 

kraal of the paramount chief, Sig
cani, who, although only holding a 
subsidy under the Cape Govern
ment, is held in great veneration 
by his people, and regarded by 
them as holding regal power. 

Crossing the river by punt, we 
found ourselves in Pondoland East. 
The first rays of the morning sun were 

skirting the moun-

PONDO OLn MAJS' WITH woonEN PILLOW, 

tain tops as we 
started on our 
upland journey, 
along steep moun
tainous roads, 
through forest-clad 
dales, interspersed 
by patches of open 
country covered 
with Pondo kraals 
and gardens. Here 
for the first time 
we saw the natives 
of the country, 

further down it reaches the sea, is 
charmingly situated in front of a 
forest-clad mountain, and is a fav. 
ourite holiday resort for Europeans. 
Troops of baboons roam on the 
craggy cliffs above, their wild cries 
being distinctly heard by the vil
lagers. We had a Gospel meeting 
here, and were off next morning 
before daybreak by post cart on our 
way to Lusikiski, the ch_ief magistracy 
of the country, near to which is the 

almost nude, wandering where and 
as they liked, without law or 
restraint, in their heathen state. 
Some had loose red-ochred blankets 
lightly thrown around them, carry
ing knob-kerries in their hands, and 
with long pipes in their mouths. 
They appeared a people light
hearted and free; although, alas! 
sunk in heathen vice and sin, with
out a ray of heaven's glad light, or 
of the knowledge of that God whose 
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name is Love. The land they 
regard as their own, vested in their 
chief: cattle and grain form their 
main possessions, the former where
with to buy wives, the latter to 
brew beer. From a half-caste who 
joined our post-cart and could 
speak English-an adventurer who 

1 j

visited the kraals, our informant 
replied that he had never seen or 
heard of any. So there they live, 
generation after generation passing 
on to the world beyond, that great 
eternity to whose holy heaven the 
Vv ord of God declares no idolater 
shall ever enter. They live, they 

PONDOS AT A lllEAL. 

had gained the favour of the chief, 
and settled among the natives-we 
learned that the rule in far-off parts 
of his country was maintained by 
petty chiefs, each at the head of a 
family or clan, who hold office and 
report all matters of importance to 
the paramount chief. On making 
inquiry if any missionary or preacher 

die, they pass away, without hearing 
of the Great Redeemer who came 
on earth to die that they might live. 

The Pondos are an intensely 
sociable people, and live for the 
most part in small villages com
posed of from six to twelve round 
huts built in irregular circles, each 
village representing a family; a man 
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with his wives, brothers, uncles, and 
nephews usually living in one place. 
If he has more than one wife, as is 
generally the case, each wife lives 
with her children in a separate hut, 
often in a separate kraal

,' 
to avoid 

the perpetual quarrels that arise 
from living near to ·each other. 
\Vhen there is a feast or a beer 
drink,.all the friends and neighbours 
gather together without invitation 
and sit round the pots, helping 
themselve's without restraint or cere
mony, until all is demolished. 

Superstitious customs are prac
tised to a large extent among the 
heathen Pondos. 

As we journeyed along.on the post
cart th�t day, we heard some dis
tance off sounds of singing. While 
our driver changed mules, we ran 
across to the place from whence it 

. came, when lo! a strange spectacle 
met our gaze. In the bright sun
shine a long row of women, all in 
ochred blan_kets, their bodies painted 
a reddish colour, their hair plaited 
in strings of red, fatty ochre. Each 
held a stick, which was waved while 
they sang or hummed in measured 
metre, as they kept up a slow and 
steady march. Then one would 
suddenly dart out from the rank, 
beat her feet against the ground, 
and make a stab with her stick in 
the earth ; two or three followed 
her example, while the rest made a 

weird noise, reminding one of the 
sounds heard in a poultry - yard. 
Our guide informed us that this 
was a festival in honour of a young 
girl of the company, who had be
come of marriageable age. As we 
returned to resume our journey, our 
hearts were sad to think of these 
dark-minded people living and dying 
there without the knowledge of 
God, notwithstanding the fact that 
here and there for the last sixty 
years, there have been those in the 
country who went out as missionaries, 
but apparently do little to reach the 
natives with the Gospel. What is 
needed here is strong, healthy, and 
above all spiritual workers, with a 
real love for souls, who will go 
from kraal to kraal, telling the story 
of Jesus and His love, seeking the 
conversion-not merely the Chris
tianizing-Qf the natives. Here we 
met white men who had long settled 
in the country with their Pondo 
wives, who although they'had been 
surrounded by dark heathenism for 
years, yet maintained polite and 
refined manners in speaking to us, 
although morally and spiritually they 
are as dark and without God as 
others. What alone can pierce the 
gloom and bring light to those who 
sit in death's shadow, is the glorious 
Gospel of Christ, proclaimed by 
those who themselves have known 
its saving grace and power. 



LEANING OVER THE WATERFALL; 

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

ALKING, on a lovely Summer afternoon, in 
North Wales, we came to the Swallow·w ater
fall. One of our company told a very sad 
story about that pretty place, which I will 
tell to you. In the year 187 3, 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 :r;ock 
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 sa•id to her, "Mary, if 
Jesus walked on that water now, 
what would you do?'' "If 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 
iudden call the following verses-

Leaning over the waterfall 
Only a minute before I 

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 with Christ, 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 l 
Hearken I would it be ill or well 

If thus you fell? 
Hearken I would it be HE.A.VEN or 

HELL? 
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HAPPY WORK FOR YOUNG BELIEVERS. 

****************** 
j Happy Work for Young Believers. t 
****************** 

GAINING A CROWN. 

"�°iXlfOULb you like to do a
�YAW little service for the Lord 

who has saved you,'' a teacher asked 
one of the little girls in her class, 
who was a believer in the Lord 
Jesus, and qesired to serve Him. 
·' Yes, very much indeed'' replied
the young believer with a happy
smile. '' Will you go down and
read a chapter of God's Word on
Lord's Day afternoons to old Mrs.
].ones, the blind woman at the town
end. She is very anxious to hear
about Jesus, but she has no one to
read or speak to her.''

The young believer blushed, and 
held down her head. After a 
moment's pause, she said, "I fear 
I could not do that teacher, I am 
too young.'' " It does not need an 
old person, to speak a word for 
Jesus, Mary, and if you do not go, 
you may be throwing away a golden 
opportunity of winning a soul, and 
gaining a crown." 

Mary felt the power of that word, 
and as she knelt by her bedside 
that night, she asked strength from, 
her Lord and Master, to go forth in 
the little service to which He had so 
clearly called her. Faithful to His 
promise, He gave her the needed 

strength and courage, so that when 
the following Lord's Day came, she 
was joyfully ready for work. And 
for many days "old Mrs. Jones, 
the blind woman at the town en<l,'' 
heard from Mary's lips the story of 
a Saviour's love, and the Lord made 
her the honoured instrun1ent in 
leading her to the Saviour. 

See, dear young believer, that 
you do i:iot miss the opportunity ot 
gaining your crown. Whatever ser
vice the Lord calls you to/ He will 
give you strength to do it, if you go 
to Him and ask it. Your youth 
and lack of experience need not 
hinder you from going forth in lonely 
paths of service for His Name. Lay 
yourself at His feet, yield yourself 
to Him, and He will surely bear 
you forth, as a vessel meet for His 
use, in carrying the water of life to 
weary thirsty souls around you. 

"WE all should speak for Jesus, 
Who hath redemption wrought, 

Who gave us peace an·d pardon, 
Which by His blood He bought. 

We all should speak for Jesus, 
And tell how much we owe

To Him who died to save us, 
From everlasting-woe, 

We all should speak for Jesus, 
The aged and the young, 

With manhood's fearless accents, 
With childhood's lisping tongue. 

We all should speak for Jesus ; 
The world in darkness lies; 

With Him, against the mighty. 

To&ether let us rise. 



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 vehicles of
various kinds, were hurrying along to
the plac� where the '' Celebrations "
of the day were to take place. Every
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 companions 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; 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 :-
" Mv 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
Lord has visited our household, and
praise His Name, He has saved my
father, mother, two brothers and
myself. We 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 �ver-loving MAY."
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. My companion of school
days, my bosom friend, with whom
I had shared the pleasures and follies
of the world, was converted, ;:,.nd 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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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 
see�ed to say the· same thing. In 
a mom·ent-I cannot describe how 

, . .
-it all seemed as clear and 'simple as
anything could be. I had only to
trust myself to another, t9 cast
myself upon Christ, like a wearied
chlld on its mother's breast, lik'e a
drowning man on a life-belt, and 1
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 si1ch as I have seen others
�ince exp_eri�nce, but_ I had the
assurance that He had not cast tne 
out; ·but received m�. I s�id in my -
heart..--q I will trust and not be

afra£d.'J Quietly, I knelt on the stone 
floor and ·tha11ked ·God for giving me 
Jesus as my Saviout, and as I was 
doing this, my heart· was filled with 
joy and peace.. lt beg�n to dawn 
upon. me-. no doubt, by the Spirit of 
God witnessing with my spirit-that 
I was· now saved,.a.nd oh the way to 
glory, and my tears of jpy flowed ip 
abundance.. How .f. 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 1,1ndertone, I had 
-gone mad. Next day, I went to see
May, and what a meeting that was. 
A qµarter of a centu�y has come and 
gone sinc.e· that .eventful day, and 
many changes have taken place. 
Friends and loved ones, have gone, 
but th� Saviou·r who met me· �nd 
saved me that· memorable- twelfth of 
July, is still the· same, my precious 
Lord and Redeemer, who�e .lov� has 
been my resting-place, apd whose 
power. has ,been my. strength all 
these Y.ears. My dear companion 
May h�s been with Christ for n1any 
y�ars, and I shall meet her with 
others who have e;one before, on th� 
fair Il)Orning of His coming agaiq. 
Is the Saviour who h·as been my 
trust since that day yours? Can. 
t 

you say a� my .companion wrote to 
me-" J e�ms is mine?'' vVill you 
to-day tell Him in your .heart-·" ·r
will trust and not be afraid?'' 

Mv 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. 





THE COLORADO PARMER; 
Or, "THE MOUNTAIN OF THE HOLY CROSS." 

i:eyA\"iBOUT one hundred and fifty
� miles west of the town of
Denver in Colorado, is one of the
highest and most celebrated peaks
of the Rocky Mountains, whi�h
bears the name of "The l\t1ountain
of the Holy Cross." It is supposed
that this name was .given to it by
the early Spani�h missionaries, be
cause of the huge white cross which
is always to be seen near its summit.
This cross is formed by two immense
clefts in the rock, several hundreds
of feet in length, into which the
snows of winter fall, and wh�re they
never melt, so that even in mid
summer these clefts filled with snow
in the form of a cross remain, and
present a very striking appearance,
especially to the traveller in these
wild regions .who visits them for the
first time.

• • ,,, • 

"We must see the 'Mountain of
the Cross.' Everybody who comes
to Colorado wants to see it. There
is no finer sight in the Rocky Moun
tains." The speaker had emigrated

and did not fear to confess it, he
thought they would be interested in
what was looked upon by religious
folk in that region as a remarkable
sign of their faith, of which they
felt proud. That day's outing in
cluded a view of the '' Mountain of
the Cross," but the Scotch farmer
and his sister turned it to account
in a way that their brother had not
counted on. Raising their voices,
they sang, while the echo rang
through the rocks above their heads:
"The Cross, the Cross, the blood-stained 

Cross, 
The Cross of Christ I see ; 

It tells me of the precious blood 
That once was shed for me. 

At the Cross, at the Cross, where I first 
saw the light, 

And the burclen of my heart rolled 
away; 

It was there by faith I received my sight, 
A·nd now I am happy all the day. 

Hallelujah ! Hallelujah I 
Hallelujah for the Cross. 

Hallelujah ! Hallelujah ! 
It shall never suffer loss." 

from his village home in "Auld \iVhen they lrnd finished their song,
Scotland," and had been fairly sue- they looked round, and found their
cessful in the far West. His brother brother wiping the salt tears from
and sister �ad come on a visit, and .

1 
his eyes with his sleeve. Careless

knowing as he did that they were as to eternal things, buried in the
Christians,• born-again ones too, who I world as he was, that old-time
could read their title clear to glory, l familiar Gospel song about the true .
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Cross-not of holy wood or winter 
snow, but the death of the Son of 
God as a sacrifice for sin; death 
of deepest shame and ignominy; 
death, not at the hands of man 
alone, but stricken, smitten, and 
afflicted by His God on account of 
sin, not His own, but that which by 
the hand of Jehovah was laid upon 
Him, for which He came to die
had awoke memories of the past. 
That simple testimony to the power 
of the Cross given to t.he God of 
heaven, by two of His own, amid the 
wilds of the Rocky Mountains, was 
carried by the Sµirit of God, whose 
mission in this world is to give effect 
to the Gospel, and make it God's 
message to the soul of man, right 
to the conscience and heart of that 
man of the world, who had for 
long years forgotten God, and only 
lived to make dollars and acquire 
stock in that land. Now, that for 
which his Christian brother and 
sister, with their aged parents still 
alive in the Scottish home, had long 
prayed, had by God's almighty 
grace been begun-even the awaken
ing, conviction, and conversion of 
their prodigal, the only member of 
the family yet unsaved These 
falling tears bore witness that the 
arrow of conviction had been lodged 
within, and the two whose song of 
praise had carried it there, knew 
that the hour had come when the 

Gospel of Christ, which is God's 
power unto salvation, must be 
brought home to their brother in all 
its simplicity and fulness. They 
were skilled in the holy art of soul
winning, and knew what a convicted 
sinner needed to lead him unto rest. 
So then and there, while the con:.

science was awake and the heart 
soft, they spoke to their brother 
pointedly and plainly about his need, 
his danger, and went on to tell of 
Jesus the Saviour. I cannot tell 
all that passed, but I know that 
from· that day these two earnest 
soul-winners prayed and laboured 
to lead their brother to the Saviour, 
and before they returned to their 
native land, they had the joy of 
hearing him confess Christ as His 
personal Saviour. And there his 
light has shone and his lips have 
tes�ified to the saving power of 
Christ for many years, and his testi
mony is well expressed in the words, 
which he never tires of singing, and 
which I leave with you, beloved 
reader. May they be the language 
of your heart, the personal confes
sion of your faith as a lost and guilty 
sinner, who as such comes to the 
Lord Jesus Christ, claiming Him as 
your own and only Saviour. 

The Cross of Christ is all my boast, 
His blood my only plea. 

My password to the realms of bliss 
Is 'Jesus died for me.' 



LIZZIE OP STRATHPEFFER; 

Or, "I NEVER THOUGHT I COULD BE 50 HAPPY." 

�IRO.l\1 a humble Crofter's home 
� where the \Vord of God was 
daily read, and where the parents 
sought to bring up their children in 
the fear of God, Lizzie went forth 
at the early age of twelve to find 

as a servant in Inverness, there was 
no reading of the W drd or prayer, 
but supreme worldliness, such as 
the simple country lassie had never 
seen. But the natural heart must 
have something as its object, and 

STRATl1PEFFER, LOOKING TO KNOCt.FARRF.L. 

her way in a cold and cheerless 
world. Notwithstanding her early 
upbringing, she did not know Jesus, 
in other words, was not a heaven
born child of God, and could not 
personally count upon His Shepherd 
care to guide her in her new path. 
In the house to which she had gone 

if Christ be not known, the pleasures 
of the world however empty will be 
sought after. 

But God in His holy heaven 
loved the simple, country girl, and 
His messengers with the vVord that 
was to arouse her to a sense of her 
need, and lead her to the Saviour 
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were at hand. Dr. W. P. Mackay, 
of Hull, came to Inverness, and 
while there preached the vVord with· 
great power and simplicity, present
ing Christ as a present and personal 
Saviour, and proclaiming through 
Him a full and known salvation. 
This aroused considerable talk in 
the highl�nd capital, where in those 
days, a present known and enjoyed 
salvation was less heard of than 
it now is. 

L�zzie attended the meetings and 
became very much interested about 
her personal salvation. She had 
been a "good girl,'' as people say; 
she was_ honest, upright and moral. 
Yet she had not been "born again," 
and therefore was not a Christian, 
was not fit for �eaven. Night after 
night, Lizzie listened to the Word, 
but still there was no light, no 
deliverance. As the Doctor was 
speaking one night, he quoted a 
hymn of his own· composition-a 
true Gospel hymn-

" No works of law have we to boast, 
My nature ruined, guilty, lost, 
Condemned already: but Thy hand 
Provided what Thou didst demand. 
We take the guilty sinner's name, 
The guilty sinner's Saviour claim." 

Again and again she repeated that 
verse, until it seemed to be written 
upon the very tablet of her memory. 
Yet she could not make the truth 
it sets forth her own. She knew 

that she was a sinner, and that God 
had provided what His holy claim 
demanded, a sin-bearer, a substitute, 
a Saviour. But how to get the 
benefit of what Christ had done: 
how to appropriate as her very own 
His great salvation, was the difficulty. 
At the close of one of the meetings, 
a Christian 1ady, who was a true 
soul-winner said, "Lizzie, you are 
looking in, instead of looking off 
unto Jesus. You are expecting 
feelings before you exercise faith in 
Christ. Come as a sinner : take 
the guilty sinner's name, and just 
claim the guilty sinner's Saviour. 
He says, 'I will in no wise cast you 
out.' Your very sin is your plea; 
it was for sinners Jesus died." 
Lizzie saw her mistake. She had 
been looking in, instead of looking 
off unto Jesus. She expected to 
find -a change in herself before 
believing in Christ ; in other words, 
to find some evidence in herself, 
that Jesus had received and saved 
her apart from His own Word. 
Now she saw that it must be Jesus 
only for salvation, and the Word 
alone for assurance. She cast her
self upon Him, believed His Word 
that He would not cast her out 
(John vi. 3 7 ), and very soon the joy 
of salvation filled her heart. It 
came from the knowledge of that 
salvation being her's, and that she 
knew from God's Word. Do you ? 



LIFE AMONG THE PONDOS. 

�.1HE following sketches of life 
� among the Pondos are given 
by the grandson of a great chief of 
the Amaxosa tribe, who was for 
fifteen years private secretary to the 

huts, and he is proclaimed as the 
"young master of the kraal": if a 
girl, her birth is announced as the 
"raiser up" of the kraal, because 
some day when she is betrothed, 

r--------------------, ten head of cattle will be 

PONDO MODES OF DRESSING THE HAIR. 

paramount chief, Umquikela, and 
who afterwards acted as interpreter 
to an English missionary who visited 
many of the kraals preaching the 
glorious gospel of Christ. 

When a baby boy is born, the 
fact is made known through the 

paid to the parents for her. 
For about six months after 
birth all infants undergo the 
"smoking process," which 
is supposed to protect the 
child from the influences of 
"evil spirits." This opera
tion is performed at sunrise 
daily, by a bundle of herbs 
being placed in a vessel in 
which are a few pieces of 
burning charcoal, which 
causes the herbs to smoke. 
In this smoke the child is 
swayed to and fro for several 
minutes, and when the ordeal 
is over, pieces of goat skin 
with roots of herbs, are t�ed 
around the child's neck. 
Custom· compels the father 
to be from home when his 
children are born, and when 
he returns, an ox is killed 

and a feast is held, and all relatives 
and friends are expected to be 
present so as to give the new-comer 
a present, while it is passed round 
among the guests. 

\1/hen a girl is betrothed her 
father expects to receive from the 



LIFE AMONG THE PONDOS. 115 

future husband ten head of cattle, 
if a chief's daughter- fifty, a cow 
for the bride's mother, and some
times a horse for her brothers. 
This is not regarded as selling her 
into slavery, but as a recompense 
for their service in bringing her up. 

from happy, and continuous quarrels 
occur among the many wives, who 
usually live in one kraal, each in a 
separate hut with her children. 
The women do all the principal 

. work of hoeing, weeding and reaping 
the fields, and are the bearers of 

!'ONDO WOMEN CARRYING BURDENS ON THEIR HEADS, 

Then or the day of the marriage 
ceremony, which takes pl_ace at the 
kraal in which the bride has lived, 
there is a great beer drink, with 
dancing and carousals, after which 
the bride is sent away with the 
benedictions of her people to her 
new home. Owing to the practice 
of polygamy her lot is generally far 

burdens, hewers of wood and drawers 
oi water. It is no uncommon sight 
to see the Pondo women corning 
along in a long line, each bearing 
on her head a load of eighty to 
a hundred pounds, or a great bundle 
of sticks, while the husbands walk 
leisurely along chatting together, or 
lounging in indolence in their kraals. 
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During seedtime and harvest the 
women are constantly in the fields 
and gardens, and the children are 
engaged in driving away birds, and 
keeping the cattle from going into 
the gardens, which are without 
fences. In harvest time the grain 
is stored in a hole made in the 
ground, from which quantities are 
taken during the winter for food, 
and especially for making the native 
beer. Throughout the winter, beer 
drinks are the chief employment, 
and wherever they are held, there 
the people resort and continue for 
several days. No considerations of 
home, no care for the children will 
keep them from these carous.a1s ; 
the only power that breaks the iron 
chain is the gospel of Christ received 
by faith, which even in this dark 
land has found its way to some 
hearts, making them to rejoice in 
God's salvation. To them, conver
sion to God is very real, for not 
only does it turn them to the living 
and true God from the dark super
stitions in which they have been 
brought up, but it causes a clean 
cut to be made with all the social 
customs and traditions of their 
people, leaving them in a very real 
sense strangers on earth, frequently 
having to suffer the loss of all things 
for Christ's sake. And this is no 
more than the Master promised; the 
greater wonder is, that many in 

more favoured lands who say they 
are His disciples, know nothing of 
suffering loss for His sake. But 
the brand of the Cross, wherever 
its saving and separating power is 
known, will ever be seen upon all 
who g1ory in it as their salvation, 
and confess Jesus as their Lord. 
A Gospel without a sacrifice, a 
Christ without a Cross, a Christian 
without a share in the reproach of 
Christ are all unknown in the Word 
of _God. Yet alas! how many, not 
alone in heathen lands where men 
who themselves are in ignorance of 
God's salvation have gone to 
" Christianize" the heathen by re
ligious ordinances, but in lands 
where the Gospel is nominally 
assented to, have no personal know
ledge of the Cross, no share in the 
reproach that association with it 
brings, but continue, after professing 
themselves "Christians," religious 
worldlings, the only difference be
tween them and others being that 
they "profess faith" in Jesus Christ. 
But the real article-" being born 
again" by the incorruptible seed, 
having "tne life of God" implanted 
by the Spirit, is easily discerned; 
yea, it ever manifests itself in a life 
of separation unto God, and from 
the world and all its ways, a life in 
which Christ is owned as Lord, and 
His Word the rule in everything. 
�an you say that such is yours? 



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 
�- sole of her foot" (Gen. viii. 9). 

There was nothing but a waste of 
waters all around, no 'resting place 
for the weary dove in that tossing 
restless sea, without a shore. So is 
this present world to the heart of 
men. There is no resting-place, no 
satisfying portion there. Some of 
you know that full well. You have 
tried to find rest first 
one thing then in an� 
other, but you 
found none. I 
try to picture 
that weary dove, 
with tired wing, 
looking about 
all over that 
wide, wide sea, ij 
for a resti ng- �yj : p lace  for her 1'$',t.:::
w ea r i e d f o o t. fliF ... ;.
Just then, her 
clear far-seeing eye 
discerns a little speck on 
the face of the waters. She flies 
toward it, and finds it is the ark, 
the only place of salvation, rest and 
refreshment, on all that troubled sea. 
It has an open window,-only one
and to it she flies. Was she refused 
admittance ? Ah no I She was 
we!comed there : yea, more than 
welcomed, for when Noah saw the 

trembling, wearied dove, we read
" Then he put forth his hand, 
and took her." Happy dove ! thy 
wearied wing is rested now. Thou 
hast found a resting-place at last. 
That ark afloat on the face of the 
the great deep, with its open win
dow, is a beautiful figure of Christ: 
the wearied dove well represents you 
who are still unsaved, and I rejoice 

to be able to point you 
to-day to that hand 

" put forth " to 
welcome you in. 

Hear the words 
of invit ation, 
as they come 
from the lips 
of Jesus this 
ver y  day

" Come unto 
Me, all ye that 

labour and are 
heavy-laden, and 

I will give you rest " 
-·- (Matth. xi. 28). vVho
will respond, in the language of the
beautiful hymn :-

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

Lay down, thou weary one
, 

lay down 
Thy head upon My breast.,, 

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

I found in Him a resting-place, 
And He has made me glad. 



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 

A Mother's Parting Blessing. 

Given to a Christian boy 
on the day of his depart
ure to a foreign land. 

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

others of His love very long. You FORTH from the peaceful ark of "Home,,,will be filling our places, and going Forth o'er the waters wild, 
forth with the glad tidings to near Like Noah's dove in days of old, 
and distant lands. Keep close to Thou goest forth, my chilcl. 
Christ now; read and meditate on The bird must leave the parent nest, 
His Word; speak often to Him in To roam o'er land and sea; 

And now the dreaded hour has come, Prayer; and keep well away and far When we must part with thee. off from ungodly companions and Make God the portion of thy soul, worldly associations, by which so ' His Word thy guide each day; many bright young believers are So shall His presence cheer thy path, 
spoiled and reduced to miserable Atid keep thee all the way. 
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 GREATEST SNARE. 

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

. who were not saved . 
.. Twice I joined with them 

m the game, and was led into a back
sliding condition both times. When 
I got my hands filled with happy 
Christian work, I had no longer a 
desire to play football with old 
companions. 

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 underneath you (Deut.33. 27).

His EYES are over you (1 Peter 3. 12). 

He goes before you (John 10. 4).
He follows behind you (Isa. _52. 12). 
Ire encampeth round about you (Psa. 34. 7).
He liveth i'n you (Gal. 2. 20). 

He is coming far you (John 14. 3). 



THE INDIAN CHIEF'S REVENGE; 

Or, THE LONG-LOST CAPTIVE SET FREE. 

�EAR the Indian frontier, a 
�111 white man lived peacefully 
with his two daughters. The younger 
a fair-haired child of five, was her 
father's joy and pride. Their mother 
died when she was an infant, and the 
elder sister had nursed her with un
ceasing care. 

There lived across the frontier, a 
warlike tribe of Indians, headed by 
a powerful chief, who bore the name 
of "Trailing Serpent." The white 
settler had incurred the hatred of 
this chief, and he conceived a fien
dish plan of revenge. " Trailing 
Serpent" watched his opportunity. 
One day he saw the white man's 
little girl playing herself in the 
grounds around her father's house, 
.and skilfully enticing her to follow 
him a little way, he seized the child 
and carried her off. Away far over 
the prairies, "Trailing Serpent" car
ried his prize, far from her happy 
childhood's home, and those who 
loved her dearer than life. 

When the white man missed his 
child,.he was frantic with grief. His 
hair became quickly white, his manly 
form bowed with the weight of his 
sorrow, yet his heart was set on the 
recovery of his lost child. For four
teen long years, he sought, in vain. 
At last a trapper from the far west, 
brought him the news, that his <laugh-

ter lived in the midst of a tribe of 
Indians many miles away, that she 
wore their dress, and was in every 
way as one of themselves. The father 
started off with a heavy ransom in 
his hand, hoping to redeem his long
lost loved one. After many a weary 
mile, he reached the Indian town, 
and had an audience of " Trailing 
Serpent" with the braves of the tribe. 

The chief eyed the offered gold, 
yet he was unwilling to deliver up 
his prey. At last he proposed a 
compromise. "The girl," said he, 
"is an Indian in heart and life, she 
loves her people; she is ours, body 
and soul. She will refuse to leave 
us, or to go with you. However, you 
shall have her for a month. If in 
that time you can win her back, the 
gold will be mine. If she wishes to 
return, you shall let her go, but the 
gold shall still be mine" said the 
chief with a malicious grin. The 
father willingly agreed to this pro
posal, and his daughter was brought 
forth. But 0, ho,v changed ! An 
Indian in dress and in heart, she did 
not recognise in the one who had 
purchased her, her own father. Nay 
more, she looked upon him with 
hatred and scorn, as one who was 
forcing her from her people, and her 
home. She would not listen to his 
story, she would not believe his love. 



THE INDIAN CHIEF'S REVENGE. 
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This was the bitterest pang of all, 
and it wrung that father's heart with 
angui�h. As th�y neared the home 
of her childhood, his elder daughter 
who had come out to meet them, 
and who had tried in vain to \vin bet 
si'ster's heart, began to sing a well
known hymn, thaJ she had often s'ung 
to lret when a babe, 'in the happy days 
long gone bye. Over and again had 
she rocked het to sleep in' her ttatlle, 
with the strain of that lovely hymn. 
The first verse passed un·heeded, but 
as the sweet voke of the singer 
continued, the eyes of the lost one 
fixed then1selves upon her, and a · 
strange light began to spread itself 
over· het countenance. "Go on" 
whispered the father, to hts elder 
daughter, as he saw the wbnderful 
effe•ct.bf �hat'love-song of childhood's 
days; and thu� hymn a(ter hymn rose 
oh the.evenin� air� Wlien the sing
ing �eased; the girl heaved -a ;heavy

sigh, as if some great· deliverance 
had b�en wrought within. With her 
eyes fixed,' first on: fhe singer, and 
then on the man who Jed her·by the 
hand, she bur.st in:to a· 'flood of 
tears·, �rie'd out; " My father, " and 
sprang into the outstretched arms 
tliat soon enfolded her, and clasped 
her to his bosom. Thete was great . 
joy there chat night-the joy of the 1 

father who had tound his lost one, 
the joy of the lost one wh'o had been 
welcomed home, and the rejoicing 

of friends and servants who gathered 
to share the common joy-faint pict. 
ure of what takes place when a lost 
and captive sinner, is released from 
8atan's ch�ins, and believing the love 
of Gotl, is brought unto the chil_dren's 
place, redeemed, regenet-ated, and 
reconciled. Reader, has there been 
such joy in heaven ovet you 

When the month had expired, 
"Trailing Serpent'' sent his messen
gers to bring back his captive, but 
to their astonishment, they found her 
clothed in English dress, sitting by 
her father's side, holding· his hand. 
lri at1swer tb their demand she re
pi'ied. "I am my father's child; he 
sought and 'found me, redeemed me 

. and.brought me ba�k, and I will re-
1xr�in with him for ever:" 

This touching tale illustrates the 
truth of a worse captivity, and a 
greater redemption. Another "Trail
ing Serpent'" has carried away his

captiv-e. "That old ·serpent_, the 
devil�" who entered Eden long ago, 
·has carried far ftom God and heaven,
into the captivity of sin, your soul my
reader. But the God of heaven has
set His heart upon you. He has
paid a mighty ransom for your deliv
erance, even the precious blood of
Jesus Christ His Son. The Holy
Spirit brings the wondrous tidings of

that love and redemption, to your
heart this day. Say, have you given
it welcome?





THE SOLDIER'S RETURN; 

Or, SAVED BY GRACE AT MODDER RIVER. 

�T was a sad day in the lone 
� heather-clad cot on the hill
side, when Duncan M'Gregor said 
"farewell" to his. widowed mother, 
patting her wrinkled cheek and say
ing, " I'll come back again, mither, 
maybe a better man than when I 
gaed awa," and then hurried off to 
join his comrades, who in the height 
of their youthful patriotism had vol
unteered to go out to South Africa 
to fill the gaps t�at had been made 
in the Highland Brigade, on that 

'dark December morning at Modder 
River. 

11any a kind word was given to 
the yo!}ng volunteers as they took 
ship for the field of war, and some 
of the people of God, who knew that 
many of them needed Christ, and 
might n�ver see their native land 
again, sought to bring before them 
the grand, the blesstd reality of 
being saved and ready to go when
ever or however the call to the 
eternal world came. And God, who 
loves the souls of men, constrained 
some of his servants to leave their 
homes and loved ones and give 
themselves to the holy wqrk of 
speaking of Jesus, to those who were 
daily exposed to death on the field 
of battle. Eternity alone will reveal 
all that the grace of God wrought 
on the African veldt during the 

weary months of that long-drawn 
struggle; but already we know that 
among the British troops, the Gospel 
of Christ-preached in camps, in 
tents, in soldiers' homes, and spoken 
in hospitals to the sick and wounded 
-bore its fruit in gem.iine, manifest
conversions. Yes, the song of sal
vation has arisen again and again
above the sadder sounds with which
the ear had become familiar on these
blood-stained fields, over many a
new-born soul entering the kingdom
ot God.

Duncan M tGregor was converted 
to God while the Gospel was 
preached by an officer of his own 
brigade, in camp by the Madder 
River. He came to Jesus as he 
was, confessing himself a lost sinner, 
yielded himself to the Mighty De
liverer, and was welcomed, received, 
and saved by Him, as every sinner 
will be, without exception, who re
nounces all hope of salvation by 
efforts of his own, and casts himself 
on Jesus and His finished work 
alone. 

The line between those who are 
Christ's, and those who are not, is 
clearly drawn in a military camp. 
There must l?e no half measures; 
no half-and-between Christianity 
there. The child of God, the sin
ner saved by grace, the soldier of 
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the Cross is known there by the 
company he· keeps. When Duncan 
M'Gregor was saved, he soon found 
his way to the little circle of praying 
and praising men, who sing in camp 
amid the long line of tents, and 
testify for Christ to their comrades. 
He was welcomed as a brother in 
Christ, and testified to the saving 
power that had taken his feet from 
the mire and set them on the Rock 
of Ages. 

Many weary marches across the 
veldt, lone nights of watching on 
kopje and in blockhouse followed, 
during which the young believer 
grew in grace, and at last he with 
others sailed to the homeland. 

There had no doubt been greater 
demonstrations and louder acclama
tions accorded to those who returned 
to their native town from South 
African battlefields than was given 
to Duncan, but there certainly have 
been few if any happier meetings or 
warmer greeting, than the reunion 
of that godly highland widow, and 
her born-again son, on the day that 
he reached the old home and found 
his mother in her accustomed seat. 
He had many a sad tale to narrate 
of what is falsely named by .those 
who know nothing of it, "the glories 
of the battlefield," where amid scenes 
of bloodshed and groans of dying 
comrades, he had to face the stern 
realities of the eternal world, and 

ask the personal and vital question, 
"Arn I ready to meet God?" Then 
how God in mercy brought him 
under the Gospel's sound, and 
through the plain testimony of that 
Christian soldier, led him to Jesus. 
Songs of praise to God ascended 
from that humble cot to the eternal 
throne for his safe return, and es
pecially for his salvation on the 
battlefield. Of all the blessings that 
are known to men in mortal flesh 
below, there is none so great, so 
grand as being saved by grace. To 
become heir to a fortune, to gain a 
title, to rise to earthly greatness, 
are as nothing; they are light as the 
dust of the balance compared with 
becoming a child of God and an 
heir of heaven. And yet marvellous 
to tell it, this is within the reach of 
all. All are invited; none excluded. 
The atoning death of Jesus Christ 
has procured salvation, life and glory 
for sinners. The Gospel proclaims 
them without money or price to 
''whosoever" will, and the '\Vord of 
God assures all who come, all who 
believe, all who accept this pur
chased, this proffered gift, that it is 
their present possession. "He that 
believeth on the Son HATH everlast
ing life" (John iii. 36); "All that 
believe are justified from all things" 
(Acts xiii.' 39), are God's own words, 
and they are the ground of assur• 
ance of all who believe. 



THE DONSIDE CATTLEMAN; 

Or, "THE HARVEST IS PAST AND I AM NOT SAVED." 

�T was during the palmy days of 
� the great awakening of 1859, 
when -God was moving through the 
glens of Aberdeenshire saving sin
ners, and causing many who had 
lived in gross indifference in regard 

A band of recently - converted 
young men were in the habit of 
gathering there to pray, and after 
that to testify to their fellow-work
men and others of God':s saving 
power and grace. The young cattle-

TIIR VALLEY OP' THE DON IN HARV.ST. 

to eternal things to think, that a 
young cattleman on a Donside farm 
went to the neighbouring village of 
Kemnay- famous for its granite 
quarries-to scoff, and if possible to 
disturb a meeting held near the 
village for the preaching of the 
Gospel. 

man thought to show his skill in 
argument, by asking one of these 
Christian young men one evening at 
the close of their meeting-'' Who 
was Cain's wife?'' Not wishing. to 
discuss such matters with one whose 
only object was to provoke a laugh, 

the young believer replied, "A sin-
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ner like himself no doubt, else she
would not have married a murderer
who ran from the presence of the
Lord, because he feared the punish
ment of his sin. Like draws to like,
Geordie, as is clearly seen by the
company you keep. Man, it will
be an awful thing to have to spend
Eternity in hell in such company,
and that's what awaits all the Christ
less. '' 

This caused a roar of laughter
from the scoffing band, of which
•Geordie the cattleman was the leader.
A volley of oaths and vile language
was hurled at the company of
Christian youths, followed by mis
siles of varibus sorts, with the threat
that if they did not "desist preach
ing and praying" they would take
them down and '' duck them in the
river Don." 

Unmoved by the scoffers' threats,
the young men continued their
meeting�, and out from the ranks of
the scorners God saved two or three,
who took their places with the little
company. of praying youths, joyfully
sharing their persecutions. A hymn
much sung in those days was the
one beginning-

" Am I a soldier of the Cross, 
A follower of the Lamb? 

And shall I fear to own His cause
, 

Or blush to speak His Name? 

Let us never mind the' scoffs, 
Nor the frowns of the world, 

For we all have the Cross to bear ; 
It will only make the crown 
The brighter to shme 

When we have the crown to wear.,, 

With what heart and enjoyrnent that
familiar song rang out night after
night, as the praying youths were
jostled and hooted by the ever:

decreasing company of scoffers, who
latterly were either all converted or
gave up the battle,. with the excep-

1 tion of Geordie the cattleman. And
I he was far from easy; his cQnscien�e1 was awake; his sins trouble5l him,

and once and again he seemed "11ear
1 the kingdom of God." One autumn
1 eve11ing, especially whi!� one qf the

young preachers was �pe�king from
the solemn words of Jex:. viii. 36,
"The harvest is p�st, the summer
is ended, and we are not sav�d,''
Geordie felt the point of these words,
and went away that night deeply
awak�ned, but still r�jecting the
"great salvation.=' Poor fellow, it
was his last chance. A day or two
after he was gored by a bull, and in
his dying hours was heard to say
"Aye, for me the harvest is past, all
past and gone, and I am not saved
-not saved." He entered Eternity
with that sad wail upon his lips
a Christ-rejecter, a despiser of the
Gospel, which is "the power of God
unto salvation to every one that
believeth" (Rom. i. 16). Reader,
ho,y is it with you? Are you saved?



Heathen Darkness and Gospel Light in Pondoland. 

�
1
1HERE is no knowledge of a 

� Supreme Being among the 
heathen Pondos. All their hopes 
of life are con
nected with the 
spirits of their 
ancestors. To 
them they pray, 
and to them they 
offer sacrifices. 
They believe 
that these return 
to earth in the 
form of snakes, 
baboons, and 
beasts of prey, to 
work evil. All 
sickness is attri
buted to the 
power of the 
spirits of their· 
ancestors who 
have taken of
fence at some
thing they have 
done, and in this 
way chastise 
them. These. 

tral spirits, and the witch "smells 
out" the cause of the trouble, gener
ally fixing the blame on some one 

offended spirits 
must be propiti
ated. The " in- A WITCH DOCTOR, 

with whom the 
invalid is at vari
ance. Some
times the chief 
is called in, and 
the witch doctor 
would, by the aid 
of charms fix the 
guilty party, and 
( until the Go�ern
ment intervened 
preventing it) on 
him the death
sentence was ear
ned out, he being 
knob-kerried to 
death. When the 
patient dies, the 
death is made 
known by loud 
cries and lamen
tations from the 
women of the 
kraal, and the 
men gather at 
the gate of the 
cattlefold to con
sult who shall 

yanga," or witch doctor, is sent for, 
and when she-for it is usua1ly a 
female - appears, she gives the 
patient a medicinal herb, has a 
beast killed to propitiate the ances-

bury the dead. This decided, the 
corpse is doubled up, th� chin rest
ing on the knees, and carried to the 
veldt, where in this position it is 
buried in a hidden grave, nQ one 
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save those engaged in the act know
ing the place of sepulture. Such is 
the dark, the cheerless end of the 
heathen who know not God, and 
have not heard the story of a 
Saviour's love. And millions upon 
millions thus die and pass into the 
eternal world, of those concerning 
whom the risen Saviour said to His 

---- ---- ----·--

the many men and women, true 
heroes and heroines of the Cross, 
who leaving home and kindred at 
the call of God, have gone forth to 
spend, and in many cases lay down, 
their lives for South Africa. But in 
seeking to give some brief account 
of the spread of God's Gospel 
among the Pondos and their neigh-

A NATIVE ULACKSMITH AT WORI(, 

disciples that they were to preach 
among "all nations" the "rem is 
sion of sins" (Luke xxiv. 4 7 ), and 
tell them of a Saviour. 

The story of the GospeFs en
trance to and triumphs among the 
tribes of South Africa, is a marvel
lous record of Almighty grace. It 
is not our purpose here to trace this 
silver line of grace, or even to name 

bour tribes, and to tell ot the 
triumphs wrought by that Gospel's 
power at the present time, it is good 
to go back a little and see how God 
had been in various ways and by 
various instruments preparing the 
way for the entrance of the Gospel. 

One of the first to carry the glad 
tidings of God's salvation to the 
K.affirs was a young doctor named
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John Theodore Vanderkemp, who 
went out in I 798. How God pre
pared and sent forth this earnest 
Gospeller is well worth repeating. 
On a bright summer afternoon a 
young father and mother with their 
only child were sailing on the river 
Meuse, near Doit. Gaily the fragile 
craft sped across the glassy sea, 
bathed in golden sunshine, when 
suddenly a black cloud appeared in 
the sky, and in a few moments a 
great waterspout burst upon them, 
upsetting the boat and drowning 
the mother and child before- the 
eyes of the husband and father, who 
struggled in vain to save them. He 
himself was saved as by a miracle. 
The sad event made his heart and 
home desolate. He had been an 
ardent admirer of the French phil
osophers, and his mind was filled 
with their sceptical opinions, but in 
the day of his distress he found no 
comfort, no rest to his weary heart 
in these sophistries. He took up 
the Bible and there found in the 
Gospel of Christ what his soul 
sought for - rest and peace with 
God. Vanderkemp was saved and 
his heart won for Christ. The great 
revival which God had brought 
about through the preaching of 
Whitefield and Wesley, had stirred 
up among God's people an active 
interest in the heathen, and the 
young believer soon became deeply 

interested, and offered himself to 
God to carry the Gospel to the 
K.affirs. In 1798, with three others,
Vander�emp sailed for Africa. He
began among the Bushmen and
Hottentots, and had just settled in
Kaffraria, when the Boers or Dutch
farmers began to oppose him and
his work, and tried even to take his
life. But the diligent Gospeller
pegged away, and God used him.
On a December morning in 1811,
while conducting family worship, he
was taken ill, and with the words,
·"all is well" on his lips, he went
home to heaven.

In the early part of the nineteenth 
century, when evangelical Christi
anity was at low ebb in Germany, 
God saved a young Hanoverian 
student named Louis Harms. FuJl 
of Gospel zeal he preached and 
laboured in Hermannsburg, and 
many were saved . T·he need of the 
Kaffirs was heavily laid upon his 
heart, and he with twelve earnest 
young men prayed daily that God 
would open their way to go with the 
Gospel to Kaffirland. Light arose. 
A mission ship was to be built, for 
which in answer to prayer, materials, 
willing workers, and all else required 
came in abi.rndantly, and on Octo
ber 28th, 1853, the Candace-named

after the Ethiopian queen, to whose 
people she was to be the bearer of 
the heralds of the Cross-sailed 
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from Hamburg for Zanzibar, amid 
the singing of Luther's hymn, "Our 
God a stronghold is," while sailors 
of all nations swarmed in the rigg
ing of their ships to watch the strange 
launch of the Gospel Ship. Harms 
in -his farewell address said, "Begin 
the work with prayer, when the 
storm rages, pray; while billows 
roll, pray; when the devil tempts, 
pray; as long as you pray it will go 
well." A colony was formed in 
Natal, and named New Hermanns
burg. The Gospel was preached 
to the Kaffirs, and the missionaries 
wrought at farming as well, their 
idea being to be self-supporting, 
and to -teach their converts to work, 
as God says, at "honest trades" 
(see Titus iii. 14,_ margin). Harms 
said, "If the Gospel is to flourish 
the Kaffirs must work, for there will 
be no real Christianity among them 
as long as they lie all day in the 
sun drinking beer." Blacksmiths, 
joiners, builders sprang up in the 
colony, and adorned the Gospel by 
living godly lives. Great hardships 
were endured by the pioneer mis
sionaries who went further afield. 
Often they slept among reeds on 
banks of rivers swarming with croco
diles; in deserts infested with lions. 
They preached among the Bechu
anas in the north, and the Zulus.and 
Pondos in the east . Harms was a 
man of faith. He begged no money, 

yet in seven years, God had sent 
him £20,000. He preached the 
Gospel fully, and God gave him 
and his co-workers souls for Christ. 
But their work was chiefly pioneer
ing and preparing the way for others. 
Harms prayed, "Lord, when I can 
no longer preach, take me from the 
earth,'' and so that desire was 
granted, for his ransomed spirit left 
his body while he slept, his work 
being done, and many a Kaffir and 
Pondo convert for many years re
remembered and honoured the name 
of Louis Harms. 

The way being thus opened, 
many religious teachers were sent 
out to the land of the Kaffir, the 
Pondo, and the Zulu, but it is to 
be feared that to get the natives 
made " Christians" by baptism and 
church-membership rather than by 
preaching Christ and getting them 
truly converted to God became the 
object of many of the missionaries. 
Bishops •were sent out - one of 
them denying the inspiration of the 
Bible -and a huge system of re
ligious profession sprang up, which 
continues in many parts until· the 
present time. But it must not be 
supposed that all who are "church 
members" have been born again. 
Here, as in the home-land, religion 
without Christ is common enough. 
Only those who have received 
Christ are genuine Christians 
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A GLAD SURPRISE. 

ff/t.'r) TRACT distributor on the 
� streets has often to meet 
rough rebuffs, and bear unpleasant 
manners from those to whom he 
bears the vVord of Life. But it does 
not follow, that all who thus treat 
the message, finally reject Christ. 
The Lord God, who sends forth 
the messengers, watches over His 
message, and sometimes, at unlikely 
times and unexpected ways, He 
carries home the Word in power to 
the sinner's conscience. 

A band of young men stood 
opposite the gate leading to a 
race-course, giving away tracts and 
quoting Scriptures to the crowd of 
careless sinners passing along for
getful of God and eternity. Severa! 
of them got roughly handled, and 
one young lad had his bundle of 
tracts knocked from his hand into 
the mud. This drew forth a loud 
cheer from the crowd, but nothing 
daunted, the young worker again 
filled his hand and resumed his work. 

Several months after, a man 
. knocked at the door of the house 
where the young tract distributor 
lodged, and asked to see him. The 
face seemed familiar, but he c-ould 
not remember where they had met 

before. " I struck your arm at the 
race-course gate, and knocked your 
tracts into the mud. God arrested 
me that day. I never had peace 
after it, till I was saved. Now that 
God has forgiven me, I have come 
to ask if you will forgive me also.'' 
They shook hands and praised God 
together. That night the young 
distributor and his companion stood 
near the spot where only a short 
time they had met before, testifying 
for Christ, and giving forth the 
joyful message, and men saw and 
wondered. God still uses the weak 
things of earth to confound the 
mighty; therefore, let us in His 
Name go _forth, sowing the precious 
seed. 

NOT QUANTITY BUT QUALITY. 

�T is not so much the quantity,

� as the quality of your service, 
that God looks at. See that what 
you do is done for Him, and not to 
be seen of men. Look well to your 
motives, and to the condition of 
your soul. Only what is really done 
to please Goa, will have Christ's 
reward, at His judgment seat. Study, 
therefore, to serve God acceptably. 
Get your orders direct from your 
Master, and do not be disturbed if

others find fault with your work or 
your way of doing it. Be sure you 
go by the Book. 



THE FIREMAN'S STORY; 

Or, "THE REFUGE FROM WRATH TO COME." 

�IIRE broke out one night in a 
� block of houses. The flames 
raged and roared tremendously, 
lighting up the room of an aged 
invalid, whose house adjoined the 
burning building. She was unable 
to rise, or to do anything to. save 
herself, yet there she lay, calm and 
peaceful. She ·had asked the Lord 
to protect her, and :ihe believed 
that He would not allow a hair of 
her head to perish. Two stalwart 
firemen urged her to allow them to 
remove her from the house, as the 
flames were fast gaining ground, but 
she respon_ded by asking them if 
they knew the Lord who was her 
Refuge. One of the two men with 
a smile declared that he did, but 
the other confessed himself a stran
ger to the Lord, in whom she trusted. 
The aged invalid testified to him of 
Jesus, the Lover and Saviour of the 
lost, and while they knelt, she prayed 
that the Lord might control the fury 
of the flames, and give the fireman 
and others to see that the Lord was 
the Answerer of prayer. The fire 
that moment abated: the invalid's 
house stood unscorched, and some 
who witnessed her simple faith that 
day will never forget it. The stal
wart fireman wept as he told the 
story of the invalid lady's trust in 
her God that awful night. '' I never 

believed in a God who answers 
prayer before," he said, "or in a 
God of love, who gave His Son to 
die for me, but, as I looked upon 
that calm face, and heard those lips 
speak so earnestly of a Saviour from 
wrath and consuming fire, I felt 
there was a deep_ reality in it all. 
Now I can say with that dear 
woman, that I know that Jesus is 
mine: He is my Refuge and my 
Deliverer. I fear no wrath to come:

for n:ie Jesus bore i(, and in Him I. 
am everlastingly secure. That in
valid lady's answered prayer con
vinced me there was a living .God : 
her words of warning awakened me 
to my danger: and by grace I was 
led to the Refuge.'' 

Reader, do you believe there 1s 
any reality in the things of God and 
eternity? Do you believe in a real 
hell, such as God declares awaits 
the Christless sinner? If you do, 
you will seek to escape it? Do you 
believe in a real Christ and a real 
heaven? Then you will not delay 
to accept Him, to bring you to that 
holy place. That lowly invalid, 
lying calm in the confidence that 
God was her Refuge for time and . 
eternity, amid surrounding flames, 
tells what possession of a real Sav
iour brings to the soul. ls such a 
confidence yours? 



RUN 

"� AILING BOAT RUN DOWN BY A 
f� STEAMER, FOUR YOUNG MEN 

DROWNED." These were the words, 
in bold type on the newsagents' 
boards, as we passed them the other 
mornmg. Sad events like this, are 
by no means uncommon. They are 
generally brought about as this one 

.,.._ 
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---
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was, by hazarding life for the sake 
of pleasure. The four young men 
in a lug-sail boat had been watching 
for the passing of a steamer. in orde� 
to get the tossing of her "waves.'' 
While enjoying this, their favourite 
joy of the sea, they failed to ob
serve that another steamer had put 
off from. the pier, and was coming 
in the direction where they were. 
The captain blew his whistle, and 
every effort was made to alter the 
course of the steamer, but all in vain. 
The sailing boat was run down, and 
its four occupants sank with it, into 
a watery grave. The sad event cast 
a gloom over the whole district, and 
I hope may be a warning to others. 
It vividly and solemnly illustrates 
how thousands of word lings, old and 
young, are '' run down 11 to death and 
hell, while in quest of pleasure. 

DOWN. 

Lured on by one enjoyment, then 
by another, how many there are, who 
give no heed to the warning voice 
that tells them to flee from wrath to 
come. Suddenly and unexpectedly 
death overtakes them, and they are 
hurried into eternity, Christless and 
unprepared. Reader, are you ready 
to meet God? If death should sud
denly overtake you, and eternity 
unfold its portals to receive you, 
would' you go to be with Christ? If 
not, where? 

THE TROUBLED SEA. 

�ESTLESS, mournful, wailing sea,
� Tell me now, what aileth thee?
Why is it that quiet rest
Visits not thy troubled breast?
Dost thou know the solemn end,
When those heavens that o'er thee bend,
At the call of God shall roll,
Like a mighty parchment scroll:
And the hills that round thee smile,
Shall become a burning pile :
Then from out thy deep, dark bed,
Thou shalt yield the millions dead :
All to stand disclosed in light,
Al yon throne of dazzling white :
Thence to shades of deepest gloom,
To endure the sinner's doom?
* * * * * * * .. 

There shall come a joyful day, 
When thou, too, shalt pass away; 
Never more thy rolling tide, 
Love-knit hearts shalt then divide; 
For God's \iVord declares to me, 
That " there shall be no more sea." 





BORN AGAIN AT THE SPINNING WHEEL. 

��]tISITING from house to house 
�'fij,g:, among the heather ,hills of 
Scotland, leaving the Gospel mes
sage to read, and speaking a word 
when there was opportunity, I 
came upon a humble cot on a lone 
hillside, by the door of which sat 
the aged grandmother at her spin
ning wheel-a sight now seldom 
seen even in the highlands of Scot
land-wnile her daughter, the shep
herd's wife, cheerfully hummed a 
familiar tune as she baked the week's 
supply of oatmeal cakes and fired 
them around the large peat fire, 
whose red embers sent a glow of 
heat to the door in which I stood. 

Up in these northern regions, I 
had found few indeed ready to con
fess themselves saved and on the 
way to glory, although from the 
familiar way in which many there 
spoke of the way of life, and the 
godly and reverent manner of their 
Jives, I have no doubt .there are 
true children of the heavenly King 
among these heather-clad hills. The 
teaching to which most of them 
have for all their lifetime listened, 

tends to make them " cherish their 
doubts,'' and Jive in continual self
examination of their own hearts, 
rather "than looking unto Jesus," 
who is the true object of the sinner's 
faith. 

It was a joyful surprise to hear 

from the lips of the aged grand
mother sittil)g by the cottage door, 
the clear-ring testimony to Im
manuel's saving grace, which I shall 
give in brief as she told it to me 
that day. 

"I was born again when a lassie 
of eighteen, sitting at the spinning 
wheel. It was at the Disruption 
time in 1843-a wonderful time 
that was, a time of spiritual revival 
and salvation to many in my native 
glen. Ministers of the Gospel, 
some of them from "far, preached to 
us on the green hillsides, under the 
canopy of heaven. I was convicted 
of sin, and learned my need of a 
Saviour then. For many a weary 
night and day I prayed and wept 
and repented, until I thought all 
hope of salvation was gone for me. 
It was on a Ivlonday, and some 
of the neighbours came in to talk 
with my mother about the sermon 
of the previous day. It was from 
the text, 'His own self bare our sins 
in His own body on the tree' (1 Pet. 
ii. 24), and they spoke of the 'sim
plicity and clearness' of the way of
salvation as therein set forth. I
listened to the conversation, and
when it had finished, I got my Bible
and turned up the passage. I read
it agn in and again, but could not
see there the 'simplicity' and 'clear
ness ' of which my mother and our
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neighbours spoke. It was all dark 
to me. Then suddenly I remem
bered a word spoken by the 
preacher the previous day to this 
effect, 'Jesus died that we might 
live; He suffered that we might go 
free ; He bare our sins that we 
might be justified from them for 
ever.' That was the word that gave 
me light. If Jesus died for sinners, 
He died for me. If He bare my sins, 
I had no need to bear them ; if He 
suffered, then God was able and 
willing to set me fr�e. I gripped 
at it. 0 ! how I remember it-like 
a drowning man at a rope, and I 
knew I was born again. I know it 
still, because His \Vord says, 'Who
soever believeth that Jesus is the 
Christ is born of God' ( r John v. r ), 
and I have the witness of the Spirit 
bearing witness with my spirit 
(Rom. viii. 16) that I am God's 
child. I have many a time for
gotten Him, and my love to Him 
has been cold, but He has never 
forgotten me, nor will He ever for
sake me." Then the aged, happy 
woman, looking up at the rugged 
hills, which for ages had stood, like 
faithful sentinels, keeping guard 
around her native glen, exclaimed 
in the joy of her heart, the faithful 
words of her covenant-God, which 
were evidently the rejoicing of her 
heart-'' The mountains shall de
part and the hills be removed, but 

:My kindness shall not depart from 
thee, neither shall the covenant of 
My peace be removed, saith the 
Lord that hath mercy on thee'' 
(Isa. liv. ro). After a brief rest under 
the shepherd's humble roof, I left 
that hallowed spot where some of 
"the excellent of the earth'' are 
found, who know more real joy and 
solid happiness than all the great 
ones of earth who know not God. 
That aged woman's happy face, her 
j_oyful conf�ssion of a Christ known 
as her Saviour and satisfying portion 
for fifty years, was itself a testimony 
to the Christ of God. And that 
joy, that peace may be yours : they 
will, if you claim the One who gives 
them, even Jesus, as your own, 
your personal Saviour. Without 
· Him life is a blank-it is not worth
living, as men say-and at the fur
ther end of a Christless life stretches
a hopeless, an undone eternity. To
the saved one who has Christ as
Saviour, Lord, and Lover, life here
on earth is heaven begun. The joy
and peace of heaven already dwells
in the heart. God Himself is known
as a Father, and the love wherewith
He loves His own is known and en
joyed even now by all who have
been born again. Reader, are you
one of the number ? Have you the
knowledge, the experience of a child
ofGod,an heir of heaven? If not,you
may. "This Man receiveth sinners."



A MEMBER of a Y. W.C.A., BUT NOT SAVED. 

�ROM a quiet country village 
>B to the great 11letropoli�, from 
grassy fields to long ·rows of brick 
buildings; and, most of all, from a 
humble but happy home, where a 
mother's care is known, to a lodging 
among strangers -is a change so 
great, so trving at first. that only 

enter on a situation in one of the 
large millinery establishments in the 
West End. A companion of earlier 
years, belonging to the same village, 
had found her the situation, and 
was to meet her at the railway 
station on the arrival of the train. 
She carried a Jetter from the lady 

AFTERNOON Tl!A IN TIIE V W. C,A, 

those who have experienced it know 
really what it means. 

On the railway platform of a quiet 
Sussex village, where she had been 
religiously brought up, a young girl 
of nineteen might have been seen 
standing one dull December morn
ing, waiting for the London express 
to bear her from her country home 
to the great city, where she was to 

secretary of the Y. 'vV. C. A., of which 
she was a member, commending her 
to the care of the London Associa-
tion, and arranging that for the .first 
week she might be lodged in its 
buildings. Such an arrangement 

, was gratefully welcomed by the 
young milliner, no less by her aged 
mother, who felt very sad at parting 
thus with her only daughter. "Re-
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member your prayers, Anna, dear; 
never neglect them,'' was the aged 
mother's parting word as the train 
moved off bearing her daughter to 
the great city. 

Anna's friend met her, and she 
was comfortably lodged in the As
sociation buildings, where her friend 
arranged to meet her in the evening 
for tea, and then take her out to 
see some of the sights of London, 
returning in time for a meeting 
which she was in the habit of at
tending every Friday evening, where 
a few earnest Christians told the 
story of redeeming love and sought 
to lead weary sinners to the Saviour. 
Assuming-as is too often done
that Anna was a born again Chris
tian, because she was a member of 
an "Association" bearing the Chris
tian name, her friend asked her to 
" come along and find some work 
to do for Jesus "-a request which, 
however strange it might appear to 
the unconverted girl, she complied 
with, as a matter of courtesy to the 
friend who had treated her so 
kindly, But she was not at all 

· happy. The meeting was small, but
warm and bright. Most of the 
workers were newly saved and in 
their "first love,'' and of course 
welcomed the new-comer heartily, 
taking it for granted that she was 
one of themselves, saved and on 

l the way to glory. Anna slept none 

that night. It was not so much the 
new surroundings that kept her a
wake as the new atmosphere in 
which she had been at that little 
meeting in a back street. God was 
there, and where He is, people and 
things are seen in their true light. 
Some of His people were there, 
saved and happy, manifesting the 
reality of having Christ and being 
Christ's. She felt she was outside 
it all: that her re)igion was an 
empty name when compared with 
these happy souls. Days passed: 
Anna entered her new situation: got 
lodgings in the same house as her 
young friend who had so interested 
herself in her welfare, and from her 
lips learned the way of salvation and 
peace. 

Before she had been six weeks in 
London she was saved by grace 
through faith, apart from works of 
her own ; saved as every sinner 
must be saved, and as all who be
lieve are-on the ground of Christ's 
finished work alone; and then she 
joyfully, unhesitatingly took her 
place among God's people, not now 
as a mere professor of the Christian 
name, but as a possessor of Christ, 
whose Name she loves and whose 
Word she seeks to obey. There is 
a difference-a vast difference-be
tween being a Christian in name 
and a born again Christian in 
reality. 



THE KING'S GIFT ; or, Money Could Not Buy It. 

�.T is said that an American 
� millionaire visiting the Isle of 

\i\Tight, was so enamoured with 
the beauties of Osborne House, at 
that time the residence of the late 
Queen Victoria, that he off.ered a 
fabulous sum to obtain the Royal 
residence and its grounds as his 

aire was not able to purchase for 
money, has been given without 
money and without price as the free 
gift of the king. Nobody asked it, 
nobody deserved it, nobody wrought 
for it; it was freely given and thank_ 
fully received. As you look upon 
the stately mansion, let it become 

-----------------
- ------------. 

OSDORNE HOUSE1 ISLII: OJ' WIGHT: THE KING'S GIFT TO THI!: NATION, 

own. But the answer was: "Osborne 
House is not to be sold : Money 
cannot buy it." At the death of 
Queen Victoria the stately mansion 
passed into the hands of King 
Edward VII. and he made a gift of 
it to the nation. What the million-

an object lesson to you of greater 
things. Salvation, eternal life, a 
mansion in heaven, are among the 
things that mon·ey cannot buy. No 
human merit, good works, or deeds 
of charity will ever purchase life eter
nal. God has made it 3: "free gift." 



HEROES and HEROINES of the FAITH; 
Or, NOT ASHAMED of the GOSPEL of CHRIST. 

�� OT on blood-stained fields of 
�1 war, lmt in a nobler warfare 
in defence of the Gospel and of 
" the Faith once delivered" to be 
guarded by the saints, God's heroes 
and heroines have stood true in the 
hour of trial, firmly grasping the 
Shield of Faith, suffering death rather 

- -·- ·- -

ands of the enemies of the Cross. 
Do they fear death? Nay. Listen ! 
"Continue firm in the faith. Be not 
moved." It is the last word of the 
young martyr to her sister. Thus 
they pass from the presence of that 
savage crowd to the paradise of God. 

SCENE IL-BEFORE THE DIET 
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than deny their Lord. Four mem
orable scenes are here set forth by 
our artist surrounding a noble 
shield, on which is inserted the 
'' Confession of Faith '' of all the 
saved of all the ages. 

SCENE I.-IN THE ROMAN CoLos
SEu; 1. Two Christian maidens, 
sisters in the faith, who had ref used 
to deny their Lord and offer incense 
to the gods, thrown to the lions in 
presence of the emperor and thous-

l 
�. 
1 

�Of{E THAN (0NQUE�0�S 
. 

THROUGH 

fllM THRT l.iOVED Us. 

OF WoRMS.-Luther alone, yet not 
alone; before emperor, archdukes, 
archbishops, papal nuncios and am
bassadors. Weak from sleepless 
nights, strong by power from on 
high. Called upon to retract his 
writings, which the Pope had con
demned, he said-"Unless I am con
victed of error by the authority of 
Scripture I cannot, I �vill not retract. 
It is unsafe for a Christian to speak 
against his conscience." Looking 
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the emperor full in the face and then 
around on the brilliant array, he 
spread out his hands and cried : 
"Here I stand-I can do no other. 
May God help me.'' That noble 
testim_ony rang the death knell of 
absolution, the false Gospel of sal
vation by sacraments, penance and 
indulgences, and broke the power 
of Rome. The Word of God 
triumphed. 

SCENE IIL-IN WIGTOWN BAY. 
- Two helpless women tied to
stakes to be drown�d by the rising
tide, the younger a girl in her 'teens.
What was their crime ? Faithfulness
to the Word of God; refusal to give
up the truth to which they owed
their salvation. \Vhen tempted to
recant, by an officer riding into the
water with the I(ing's pardon, the
noble girl firmly refused. When·
jeered by the hardened dragoon,
she nobly replied, "It is Christ
suffering in us." When asked to
deny her Lord, she cried nut, "I
am His. Let me go to Him."
"Not accepting deliverance " on
such terms, she yielded herself to
death rather than deny her Lord.

SCENE IV.-IN LONE UGANDA.
James Hannington, converted in 
Devonshire whilst a curate in the 
Church of England, went to Uganda 
to tell the story of redeeming love. 
Aroused by jealousy, Mwanga the 
king sent a band of ruffians to at-

tack the missionary, who, while be
ing subjected to brutal treatment, 
sang " Safe in the arms of Jesus." 
Imprisoned in a rude hut, suffering 
from fever he read and enjoyed the 
words of Psalm xxviii.-" The Lord 
is my strength and my shield: my 
heart trusted in Him and I am 
helped. Therefore my heart greatly 
rejoiceth, and with my song will I 
praise Him." Then ne was led out 
to die. '' Tell the king I �ie for 
Uganda," said the hero, and kneeling 
down he yielded his spirit to God 
while the spears of the two appoint
ed for his murder were plung�d 
into his heart. 

What gave these men and women 
the unflinching courage, the calm 
dignity, the unruffled peace when 
face to face with their foes-and 
with death itself? It was this : 
they had Christ: they were saved 
by grace: they were sure of glory. 
They were '' not ashamed of the 
Gospel of Christ," it had become 
to them "the power of God unto 
salvation." Has it been so to you? 
Can you say in truth that you have 
believed the Gospel of Chr�st : that 
it has saved you: that Christ is 
yours and you are Christ's ? Apart 
from this there is no salvation, no 
Christianity here, and no heaven 
hereafter. Make sure that you are 
truly saved, definitely and decided
ly the Lord's. 



ANNIE'S LAST WALI<. 

�fo,.JNNIE found great delight in
� filling up her Bible Searching
Text Book. She had done it every
year since she was a child of seven,
and after she was .converted at the
age of ten, she enjoyed it all the
fnore. She posted the completed
Text Book herself, and it was the
last time she was out. She took
fever the following day, and although
all that love and skill
could do was done,
she sank, and within
four days, she was in
Eternity. Annie was
ready: we have no
doubt about that.
Her conversion was
clear as a sunbeam,
and her brief Christ
ian life was full of
joy and brightness.
She was born of God
on a Sunday evening
as she walked along
with a companion, who earnestly
and loving I y spoke to her of the
Lord Jesus and His willingness to
save. Annie was a quiet and most
obedient child, tender-hearted and
kind, but she had not known what
it is to be "born again." Her con
verted schoolmate pressed upon her
the need of this great change, and
shewed her from God's Book, that
apart from this, she could not enter

heaven. Anniewas deeplyawakened,
and gladly cast herself upon Jesus,
and His precious blood, which alone
can fit the soul for heaven, and she
was saved that summer evening.
She told her schoolmates so, and
took a stand on the Lord's side.
How grand to be saved, in the
bright and blooming days of early
life ! You are missing much my

young friend, if you
have not C h ris t .
Christ is the joy of
life; in Him there
are pleasures f o r
evermore. He alone
can save and satisfy
the soul, and this He
does, for time and
eternity, to all who
trust Him. The
bright morning of
life is the best and
easiest time to have
this great ma t t  er

settled. vVhile the heart is yet
young and tender, let the love of
Jesus be welcomed and His gift
of life received. As the years
roll on, you will find it harder,
for every time the Gospel message
is brought to your hearing, and
you refuse to give it welcome,
you become a degree harder, and
it leaves you less willing to yield
to His call.



THE YOUNG SANDWICH ISLANDER. 

�N one of the beautiful Sandwich 
� Islands, which have been named 
''The Par3dise of the Pacific," young 
Hoopoo spent his childhood and 
early days. vVhile still a lad, he went 
to the United States, and was, one 
evening, invited to a party of those 
professedly interested in the heathen, 
in the house of a gentleman of rank 
and wealth, living in a fine house in 
the suburbs of a great American city. 

Much interest was manifested in 
the young Sandwich Islander, and 
many questions were asked about 
the customs and, especially, about 
the religions of his country. 

Some of his answers were very 
quaint, and contained many blun
ders, owing to his imperfect ability 
to express himself in another lang
uage, and this caused some of the 
company much amusement. So 
they continued to ask him questions, 
evidently to keep up the fun of the 
evening.. Ho6poo had no wish to 
entertain the company with frivolous 
stories, and was grieved to see their 
mirth at the condition of his heathen 
countrymen. After a -few minutes' 
silence, he said-

" I was born and brought up a 
heathen, and am only partly able. 
now to understand your language 
and ways, so that you need not 
wonder if I should make many mis
takes in answering your questions 

aright. I have just been thinking 
that, one day, there will be a much 
larger gathering than this, and that 
there will be some questions put to 
us all then, which it is possible some 
of us may not be able to answer 
quite correctly, owing to being 
strangers there. One question will 
be-' Do you know and love the 
Lord Jesus?' Now, gentlemen, al
though I am only a heathen boy, I 
think I can say, 'Yes, I love Him 
because He first loved me.' What 
will you say in answer to that ques
tion, gentlemen." There was ab
solute silence among the guests. 
They -looked at each other in blank 
amazement, and very quickly dis
persed. But one of those present 
never forgot that question. As he 
went about his business; in the 
stillness of the night; day after day, 
the question rang through the mer
chant's soul-'' What will you an
swer ? No rest, no peace, could the 
man of culture find. That question 
of the converted Sandwich Island 
lad had broken his peace. He re
membered it was written-" If any 
man love not the Lord Jesus Christ, 
let him be Anathema Maran-atha" 
-accursed at His coming ( 1 Cor.
xvi. 2 2 ). He sought comfort in his
good works, but found none. They
were not the fruit of love to the Lord
Jesus. In his anguish, he sought



THE YOUNG SANDWICH ISLANDER. 

out the Sandwich Island lad, and he 
led him to one who was well able to 
. point him to the Saviour. After a 
severe struggle-for it is no easy 
matter for a religious man in a good 
position in the world, to take the 
place of a sinner, without God and 
without hope-he cast himself upon 
Jesus, the Saviour of the lost, and 
became a bright witness for Him. 
"'hat a change it was for the great 
man - now a humble disciple of 
Christ, serving the Lord Jesus Christ, 

because he loved Him, and loving 
Him as every truly saved one does, 
because he had been saved by Him. 
The merchant prince and the Sand
wich Island boy had now the same 
Saviour, and their title to heaven 
was found in the same precious 
blood which cleanses from all sin. 
Is this your title to glory, or are you 
only an empty professor, with no 
heart love to Christ, seeking by works 
of your own to merit God's favour, 
and earn a place in heaven. 

" FIT ONLY TO BE BURNED." 

�T once stood in the wood, a 
� stately tree, raising its head 
high above all others, but it fell. to 
the ground broken off, leaving only 
its root in the ground. It was found 
that at the core it was rotten, and 
so they carted it away, fit only to be 
burned. As I saw the woodman 
carting that once-stately tree away, 
lopped of all its branches, only a 
bare log, with its rotten heart ex
posed to view, I could not but 
think of the doom and end of the 
fruitless unconverted sinner, who 
must one day fall from his place of 
fame and worldly glory, and be 

carried empty-handed to the grave, 
fit only for food to the worms as 
regar9s His body, and his soul to 
the undying worm and the un
quenchable fire of hell. This is no 
fancy, it is sober fact, the doom of 
every proud Christless sinner, no 
matter how high in the world or 
how widespread his branches. He 
must one day fall by the hand of 
death and be hurried from time 
mis-spent into the great eternity 
beyond. Such is the ignoble end 
of the man who dies without Christ . 
Have you any wish that such an 
end may be yours, reader ? 



GOOD ANCHORAGE; Or, THE SAILOR'S TRUST. 

ffA,� SAILOR lay in hospi_tal in a 
� foreign land dying of fever. 
Friends and kindred were far away, 
and he was surrounded by strangers. 
Comrades had sailed without him, 
and there was little hope given that 
he would recover, or see his native 
land again. Only one comfort re
mained, that wa� he 
was Chr i s t's, and 
Jesus Christ was his. 
Years before, when 
only a lad before the 
mast, he had trusted 
h i s s o u 1 to  J e s u s, 
and had known the 
saving power of that 
peerless Name. T0 
one who came to h:s 
bedside, seeking to 
administer what he 
called "the consola
tions of rel igion," 
and to read a prayer 
f rom. h is  " Prayer 
Book," the sailor 
said, "Praise God, I have already 
got the ' strong consolation ' God 
speaks of in His Word; that is, the 
certai� knowledge that I am going 
to heaven to be with Him who has 
saved me. I was drifting on a wild 
tempestuous sea, when he found me, 
drew me to Himself, and invited me 
to put my trust in Him. Sinner as 
I was-lost, undone, and without 

commendation or character - He 
took me as I was. I cast my 
anchor in that great and glorious 
verse, John v. 24, and I knew I 
had passed frorri death unto life . 
. It is good anchorage; there I rest 
still, and to the glory of His N arne 
I can say I have no doubt and no 

fear while the anchor 
holds." Was'nt that 
a blessed testimony? 
He had cast anchor 
in the eternal truth 
of God, and of course 
there was no shift
ing there. Death's 
storms brought no 
alarms; eternity no 
fear. Reader, where 
is your anchorage ? 
In self or Christ? 
In your own religion, 
or God's salvation? 
In your own feel
ings, or God's Word? 
There is no solid 

anchorage in the shifting sands of 
your own good works. None in 
your feelings, your experiences, your 
thoughts. But there is "good an .. 
chorage," as the sailor said, in God's 
eternal Word. Drop your anchor 
there. Believe what Christ has done 
for you, and accept what God has 
said. They will stand secure; they 
will never deceive you. 
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Gift and Reward Books for Old and Young. 
All Sound, Healthy Reading. True Narratlues. Dfstlnctly Gospel. Fully Illustrated. Neatly Bound. 

The II Gospel Clft Book" Serles. 
T,-ueGospcl Narratives, I llttslraled, Clot/, Boards 
Great Redemption ; or the Captive set free. 
Mighty to Save; or the Power of the Gospel. 
Rest for the Weary : a Book of true narr:i.ti ves. 
The Wreck and Rescue; how the Lost are Saved. 
Homeward Bound to the Golden Shore. 
The Royal Road that leads to the King's Pal:\ce. 
A Look into Eternity; or the World beyond. 

9d each, 4 Books 2/8, 8 Boo/..•s 5/- post free. 
Our "Young Folks" Serles 

Of Terse and True Stories, Purely Gospel, Fully 
Illustrated, Neatly Bound in Cloth Boards. 

Stories of the Brave and True, who fought the fight 
Young Standard-Bearers, who Unfurled the Banner 
Young Workers and Warriors in the King's service 
Golden Days of Youth; or Early Days for Jesus 
Heroes and Heroines, who Served and Suffered 
Living Waters, for the Thirsty and We:i.ry. 
The Gift and the Giver; or Free Grace for All 
Bright Stories for the Young; with many Pictures 
Golden Bells for Boys and Girls 
Shining Stars to Guide �eeking Souls to Christ 
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l\lay Beaufort. The Story of a Hymn 
\Vood Cottage; or Sheltered from the Storm 
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Hazel Glen ; or Ida and her Pupils 

9d ea.cit, 6 hooks.far 4/, r2 for 7/6 postfru. 

The " Royal Diadem " Serles. 
For Young- and Old. Neatly Bound in Cloth. 

Just Published. Profusely lllust,·atcd. Brigltt 
and True Gospel Nanatives. 

The Royal Welcome ; or ' \Vhosoever Will.' 
The Springin� Fountain; or 'Stoop Down.' 
The Royal Diadem; or 'Jesus takes the Highest• 
Garlands of Grace ; or 'Crowns that never Fade' 
The Sheltering Rock; or 'Safe from the Blast' 
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Hans Egede, Heroic Missionary of Greenland 
Robert Moffat, Missionary Hero of Kuruman 
The Moravians, their Toils amid Arctic Snows 
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Peeps at the Eskimos-their Homes and Habits 
Among the Mohicans-a Story of Prairie Life 
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HELPFUL BOOKS for YOUNG BELIEVERS. 

"Pocket Helps" for Young Believers. 
Sixpence Each, (J Book& for 2/6, Po•t Free. 

Handy Size, Helpful Matter, Good for reading in 
Meal Hours and Spare Moments. 

Tlle Tabernacle In the Wilderness, Illustrated. 
Ten Lectures by John Ritchie. 

Tlle Expected One. Christ's Coming /11r and 
with His saints. Thos. Newberry. 

Oomlng Clorles. Unfolding i,-eat events in 
heaven and on earth. Walter Scott. 

l!gypt to Canaan with Coloured Chart. Our 
Redemption, Walk and Warfare. J. Ritchie. 

Resurrection of the Dead. Its Facts and Teach
ings. By Henry Dyer. 

Future Events. Many Questions answered, and 
Difficulties solved. Walter ScotL 

Tlle Feasts of Jehovah. Bri�ht Forcshadowings 
of Grace and Glory, with Diagram. J. Ritchie. 

Perfections of Scripture. Shewing that the 
Book is Pure and Perfect. Thos. Newberry. 

Foundation Truths of the Cospel. Twelve 
Bible Readings for Young Believers. J. Ritchie 

The Course of Time. trom the Creation to the 
Eternal State. Walter Scott. 

The Second Advent of the Lord Jesus, with 
Coloured Chart. J oho Ritchie. 

The Two Trees; or God's Sovereignty and Man's 
Responsibility. Walter ScotL 

•erusalem and Babylon. Their Rise, Fall, and
Future. Henry Dyer. 

Truthe for Children flt Qod. Doctrinal and 
Practical. Henry Cummins. 

Uneearchable Riches. The Sweet Meditations 
of a Suffering Saint. J obn Dickie. 

The Sunday Sohool: its Work and Workers. 
For Young Believers. John Ritchie. 

Cospel Work and Revival nmes. A Stirring 
Narrative. By Samuel Blow. 

Green Pastures, for the Flock of God. Precious 
Papers. Henry Dyer. 

Quiet Water• of Rest and Refreshing for God's 
People, Henry Heath. 

Paths of Righteousness, for Pilgrims Heaven
ward. Henry Groves. 

Types In Cenesls. By Dr. W. P. Mackay, 
Author of "Grace and Truth." 

Primitive Christianity. Shewing what God in• 
stituted, and wishes to be observed. 

The Holy Scriptures. Their External Form, 
Character and Contents. W. Scott. 

8/xpenc, each: 2 Boob, Post Free, 1/. An11 
12 Boob for 6/- Poat Free. 

The "Young Believer's" Library 
of lnatruotlve and Praotloal Books, 

SIXPENCE EACH. Poat Free to any Addreu. 

Crace and Clory. The Fulncss of the Gospel 
· J. Denham Smith, etc.

Counsel and Cheer, for Young Believers. Plain 
and Practical Papers. By John Ritchie. 

The Great Salvation, or Life, Light, and Lib
erty in Christ. J oho Ritchie. 

The Call and Portion of the Bride, or Unioa 
and Communion with Christ. John Ritchie. 

Bondage to Rest. The Path from the Cross to 
the Glory. T. Shuldham Henry. 

Songs of Faith, Hope, and Love. Original 
Hymns, full of Christ. John Dickie. 

Crapes of Eschol. For the Refreshment of the
Lord's Pilgrim People. 

Sweet Spices. Select Papers by departe4 Ser
vants of Christ. 

The Centlle Powers. Lectures oa Prophecy. 
C. 0. Brown.

The Cloud, the Ark, the Feaeta. Three Bible 
Studies for Believers. 

"Aids" to Young Believers 
In the Great Truths of Cod's Holy Word. 

Fourpence Each. Post Fr,e. 
Life, Death, Hades, Paradise. With Coloured 

Chart. A Valuable Boole. C. J. Baker. 
Resurrection of the Dead. Its Bearing on the 

Saved and Unsaved. H. Dyer. 
Primitive Christianity. As unfolded in the 

Word of God. C. E. Stuart. 
The Two Destinies, and the Two Roads that

lead to them. With Chart. C. J. Baker. 
Our Creat High Priest. Aaron a Type of 

the Lord Jesus Christ. Wm. Lincoln. 

Threepence Ea.ch; 2 Cop/ea (Jd; Post Free. 
Paradlee. The present abode of the Departed 

Saints. Henry D"yer. 
Jehovah's Name. An Exposition of all the 

Jehovah Titles. Henry Dyer. 
From Age to Age. An Outline of Prophecy. 
The Church, the Bride. Alex Anderson. 
Three Bible Studies, on the Believer's Guidance, 

Communion, Worship. 
The Oall of the Bride. By John Ritchie. 
Counsel and Cheer. By John Ritchie. 

Twopence Each. 3 Cople• Od, Po1t FrH. 

Whose Faith Follow. A Brief Memoir. 
The Second Coming of Chra.t. With Colound 

Diagram and Key. 
From Age to Age. An outline of Prophetic 

Events. R. J. Mahoney. 
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SELECT BOOKS for YOUNG CHRISTIANS. 
Helps to those recently Converted. Aids to Bible Study. Strength to Spiritual Life. 

One Shilling's worth or more of any Selection, Post Free. 

Helps to Young Converts. 
Counsel and Cheer, for Young Believers. J.R. 
Crace and Glory, for the Saved. J .D.S. 
Bondage to Rest, for seeking Souls. T.S.H. 
The Keeper and the Kept. G.C. 
Helps and Hindrances. J. R. 
The Path of Blessing. E. H.B. 
The Call of the Bride. J. R. 
The Christian Athlete. G.C. 

Cloth Boards, 6d ; any 6 books, 2/6. 

Aids to Bible Study. 
Foundation Truths of the Cospel. J.R. 
Life, Death, Hades, Paradise. c.J.B. 
Abraham my Friend. H.W.T. 
The Tabernacle In the Wilderness. J. R. 
Cardinal Truths of the Faith. H. G. &c. 
The Second Advent of.Christ. J.R. 
Life, Warfare and Victory. D. W. 
Rightly Dividing the Word. C. T.S. 

Cloth, I/• each; any 3 Books, 2/6. 

Co,npanions to Preachers. 
Outlines of 500 Gospel Subjects. J.R. 
Winning and Warning Addresses. M.C. 
Outlines of 500 Bible Subjects. J.R. 
How to Mark your Blble. M.J.M. 
Our Bible Note Book. Many Helps. W.S. 
Bible Helps for Busy Men. A.P.C. 
Bible Outlines of all the Books. W.S .• 

x/6 each; any 3 books, 4/ j any 6
1 

7/6. 

Books on Bible Types. 
Types of the Tabernacle. T.N. 2/6. 
Types of the Temple. T.N. 2/6. 
Types of the Offerings. T.N. 2/6. 

The above 3 Books, 6/6. 
Types In Cenesle. W.P.M. x/. 
Personal Types of Christ. J.N.C. r/. 
The Feasts of Jehovah. J.R. 1/. 

The above 3 Books, 2/6. 

Stirring Biographies. 
Jeanie Cllchrlst, African Missionary. 
Jamee Campbell, Irish Evangelist. 
Samuel Blow, English Soul-Winner. 

Cloth, 1/• each; the three Books, 2,'6 
Charles Morton, Boy Preacher, 1/6. 
Donald Ross, Pioneer Evangelist, 1/6. 

The Young Folks, Bibles. 
Neat size. Clear type. Strong binding. Good helps. 
The "Pocket" Bible, Morroco 1/6 ; Flaps, 2/. 
The II Neat" Bible, 2/; Flaps, 3/; Lined, 5/. 
The II Workers" Bible, Morocco, 2/; Flaps, 3/6. 
Pocket Reference Bible with Helps, Names, Aids 

to Study, Morocco, 2/; Yapped, 3/; Leather 
Lined, 5/. 

Strength to Young Believers. 
Egypt to Canaan, Illustrated. J.R. 
Coodness and Mercy. W.Y. 
The Cood Shepherd. R.C.C. 
The Expected One. T. N. 
Paths of Righteousness. H.G. 
Creen Pastures for the Flock. H.G. 

6d each ; the 6 Books, 2/6. 

Missionary Biographies. 
and GosPEL TRIUMPHS in lands afar. Fully 
illustrated, thoroughly ir.terestiag, pure and good. 
By the Editor of The Young- Watchman, 
Amid Arctic Seas and Snows. 
In the Kraals of South Africa. 
Among the Red Indians. 
Scenes In Maori Land. 
Creenland's Icy Mountains. 
Among the Cannibals. 

1/.' each; any 3 Books, 2/6; the 6, 4/6. 

Stories for Young Folks. 
Real Life Stories, full of Gospel, Illustrated. 

Tan, the Story of a Stolen Boy.

Wandering May, the Little Servant. 
Neddie Cardlner and his Friends. 
Oharlle's Llttlo Charge. 
Left at Home, a Schoolboy Story. 
Only a Flower Qlrl. 

1/6 each ; nny 3 Books, -4/ ; the 6, 7/. 

Pictorial Volumes. 
Suitable for Presents and Prizes. Profusely 
illustrated. All true Gospel Stories. Well told. 
Onward and Upward to the Coal. 
Bells of Cold giving forth the Joyful Sound. 
Schoolday Stories for Boys and Girls. 
Little Playmates, or Pleasant Ways. 
Under the Banner of the Cross. 
Slivery Sounds of Saving Craoe. 
Cloth, x/- each ; Presentation Editions, Gilt, x/6. 

All sent promptly, Post Free to any part of the world, Full Lists of Sunday School Rewards, &c. from 

rlOHN RITCHIE, Publisher, Kilmarnock, Scotland. 



Newes-I: Trac1:s and Cardle1:s 
For Tract Bands, · VIiiage Workers, and all Sowers of' Good Seed.

Current Oon·fessions 
Of Careless, Captious, and Religious Sinners; 
dealing with Present Day Cavils, and clearly 
setting forth God's Way of Life and Salvation. 

Just Issued. A New and Striking Series of 
Four Page Tracts. Bold Titles in Blue, Crimson 
and Chocolate Inks, on Fine Paper. Companions 
to "Common Excuses" of which 1,6oo,ooo have 
been circulated. For Broadcast Distribution. 
Packet I.-100 Ass'd. Packet //.-100 Ass'd. 

"I'll take my Chance." " I take these things 
"I make no Profession" Cooly." 
" I go to Church Re- " I keep Religion in its 

gularly." Place." 
"I'm not afraid to meet "I am doing my Best." 

my Maker." 'lhavenocause to Fear' 
4d Per 100 ; 3/- per 1000, 3 Assorted Packets, 1/-. 
For Tract Bands and Wide Distribution, 3000, 7/9; 

5000, 11/; 10,000, 20/. Back Pages Blank for 
Notices of Meetings. 

Striking Facts 
For all Men of all Nations. 

A New Series of Bold Tinted Tracts, in Large 
Type, Arresting and Arousin�, Plainly, Pointedly 
and Precisely setting forth th,: great Eternal Issues 
of Receiving and Rejecting Christ. 
Packet I. contains 100. 
The Greatest Wonder. 
After 1000 years. 
A Glorious Fact. 
You will be there! 

Packet I I. conta ·ns 100 
A Great Necessity. 
Will you Risk it? 
Eternity, Where? 

Popular Delusions. 
An Original New Edition. Improved Style. 

Completing 5,000,::;oo of Arresting Tracts, specially 
prepared for Sceptics, Infidels, and the tens of 
thousands who arc beir,g deluded and deceived by 
"Downgrade" and "Highc:r Critic" preachers. 
Oblong shape, attractively printed on good paper, 
to make them acceptable to those who refuse 
ordinary tracts. 

Packet I. contains

Is there a Hell? 
Docs Death end all? 
Is there a God? 
Is the Bible true? 

PtU'ket II. contains-

What comes next? 
Does God tell lies? 
Do men exist for ever? 
Hell explained away? 

-4d per 100 ; 3/ per 1000 1 Carriage Paid. 
Rates for Quantities same as 'Current Confessions.' 

Life-Buoys. 
To Rescue the Perishing, and Save the Drifting. 
Mighty to Save. I How to be Saved.
A Saviour for All. Salvation is Mine. 

Singly or Assorted, 3d per 100; 2/3 per 1000. 

Trophies of Grace. 
Remarkable Conversions and Telling Triumphs of 

the Gospel's Saving Power. 
A New and Acceptable Series of Eight-Page 

Illustrated Books FOR ALL WHO SPREAD THE 
Gooo NEWS. Each containing • or more, Arous
ing, Con·victing, and Peacegiving Narratives and 
Plain Articles. Acceptable Size, Chaste Illustra
tions, Clear New Type. Much used for Housc
to-House Visitation, and distributing where a tract 
would not be acceptable. They suit all classes. 
3d per doz.; 2/ per 100. Assorted packets of 25, 6d. 

Packet I. contains -

A Football Player's Conversion ; or, "I have got 
a New :Master." 

The Singing Soldiers; or, "I have a GOvd Right 
. to be Happy." 

In a Canadian Homestead: How Joe Evans 
Lost his Religion. 

Saved under Crandfather's Roof: A Church 
Member's Conversion. 

Packet II. contains-

The Buddhist Priest and the Bible: The Power 
of the Word of God. 

A Sunday In the Lammennulrs; or, The 
Poacher and the Students. 

The VIiiage Schoolmaster; or, All Christians 
in this Parish. 

The Farmer's Conversion; or, The New 
Minister's Sermon. 

Packet I II. contains--

Barney, the Labourer's Story: Christ to Deliver, 
to Save, and to Keep. 

Seventy Years In Darkness: Sto1 y of a Religious 
Woman's Conversion, 

Reaclng Through Coloured Spectacles: How 
a Farm Labourer was Saved. 

The Young Squire's Conversion I The Power of 
a True Testimony. 

Parket IV. contains-

Mao the Whaler: A Story of the Arctic Seas. 
Bill the Bargeman ; or, " If he got in, so may I." 
The Manchester Commercial: How a Sceptic 

was Led to Christ, 
The Blaoksmlth'e Converalon: How he Received 

and Confessed Christ. 
6d per Pkt; 2 Pkts, 1/-; 6 Pkts., 2/6; 12 Pkts., 4/•

Post Free. For quantities, 2/- per 100; 3001 

5/-; 500, 8/6 ; 1000, xsJ- . 

Gospel Couriers. 
nearing the King's Message to all. Crimson 

am.I Blue Scrolls, with Words of Gospel Grace. 
A Free Gift, 

I 
A Glorious F'act. 

An Unchangeable Love. A Clear Way. 
3d per 100 ; 2/3 per 1000. Assorted, •oo• 1/. 

&JOHN RITCHIE, Publisher, Kilmarnock, Scotland 



NEW GOSPEL MESSAGES. 
For General Distribut-�n Among all Classes. 

GOSPEL PROVERBS. 
A New Series and Style of Striking Gospel 

Tracts, Printed in Bright Colours, Square Envelope 
Size, Four Pa�es, for Broadcast Distribution. 
Two Assorted Packets. 

Paci.et l. con/alns 100 .A.ssorltd. 
"Give the Devil His Due." 
"Look before you Leap." 
11 As True as the GosP,el." 
"Make your Hay while the Sun Shines." 

Packet II. contains 100 Assorted.
" Burnt Fingers Dread the Fire." 
"'What's in a Name?" 
II As you Sow you'll Reap.,, 
"Better Late than Never." 

3 Packets, r/-; 4d. per roo ; 3/- per 1000, post free. 
2000, 5/6 ; 3000, 8/-; 50001 ri/6 ; 10,000, 20/•. 

With Bold Intimations on Full Back Page-
1000, 6/-; 20001 10/-; 30001 14/-; 50001 18/-.

GOSPEL SUNBEAMS. 
Shedding Forth the Light and Love of God. 

Just Issued! A New Series of Stirring Illus
trated Tracts. Printed in Coloured Inks. Two 
Pages, Purely Gospel. Acceptable Size. 

Packet /, contains roo. 
A Ploughman's Prayer; or, God is not to be 

Trifled With. 
The MIiier's Assurance; or, He'll Not Cast 

Me Out. 
Paying Her Vows; or, Fifty Years' Religion. 
A Great Awakening; or, Many Sinners Saved. 

Packet I l. contains roo. 
Cod's Answer to a Sceptic; or The Upturned 

Tomb. 
Janet Macpherson's Cheque; or, The Money 

in the Tea PoL 
A· Qreat Physician-Sir James Simpson's Con

version. 
Saved In the Castle Park: a Memorable Day. 

TRI-COLOUR MESSAGES. 
S1zE-RalwayTicket, Thick Card, not easilyTom. 
STYLE-Three Divisions, Colours, Messages. 
MESSAGE-Select Texts and Searching Questions. 
UsE-Scatter in Crowds, at Game.'-, on Streets. 
In Two Neat Cl1,binets, containing 100, 6d. each. 

Ca/Ji,iet I. contains: Packet I I. contains: 

Straying,Sought,Saved Guilt, Grace, Glory. 
Ruined, Ransomed,Re- Sin, Sacrifice, Salvation 

conciled. Procured, Proclaimed, 
Penitence, Pardon, Possessed, 

Punishment. Conviction, Conven,ion, 
Life, Light, Liberty. Confession. 

Single or Assorted, 6d per rooj -4/- per 1000; 
2,5001 8/-; 5000, 16I-.

With Short Notices on Baclcs-xooo, 6/-; 2000, 
10/-; 5000, 20/-. 

The 11Adamsdowm" Series,
of Gospel Ilooklets, Plain and Pointed. 
By the late E. H. BENNBTT, of Cardiff. 

8 Pages, Clear Type, Tinted Paper, Envelope Size. 
The Guilt of Man and Righteousness of God. 
Jesus Christ a Perfect Saviour. 
Salvation by Grace Without Works. 
Things that Accompany Salvation. 

In an Assorted Packet of 18 Booklets, 6d. �d 
per doz.; 2. 6 per 100 ; 500, ro/6, Post Free. 

THE GLORIOUS GOSPEL 
And the Blessings it Brings to Men. 

Hy JOHN RITCHIB. 
A New Series of Neat Booklets, setting forth in a 

plain, simple, and definite manner the great funda
mental Truths of the Gospel. Much valued by 
those who distribute among intelligent and religious 
classes. Each Booklet contains S pages, in which 
the subject is dealt with simply, clearly, and in all 
its aspects. 

"Ye Must Ile Born Again." 
Salvation, Free, Present and Eternal. 
"Thy Sine; Be Forgiven Thee." 
Eternal Life and the Ai;surance of it. 

3d per doz.; 1/9 per 100 ; 250, 4/-; 500, 7/6. ,In 
an Assorted Packet of 25, Sixpence. 

These Booklets are especially suited for giving 
at the close of Gospel Services and to those seeking 
salvation. 

EARNEST INVITATIONS 
To Hear, Believe, and Receive the Gospel. 

A N1w Series and Style of Tinted Handbill 
Tracts, Printed in Large, Clear Type, for putting 
into Houses, handing to Passers, giving to Fellow
Workers, Neighbours, &c., inviting them to bear 
the \Vord, and pressing home the need of being 
converted and ready to meet God. There are 
Eight different Tracts as follows:-

Packet l. contai11s: Packet l I. cont aim: 
You Arc Heartily Invited. A Personal Invitntion. 
A Matter of Personal Are yc,u Eng::iged? 

Interest. Something to your Ad-Come and Welcome. vantage. 
Have you Heard the )\.ll Seats are Free. 

News? 
4d per 100; 31· per 1000; 2000 5/-; 5000 n/. 

With Bold and Attractive Intimations of Special 
Services, illustrated by Engraving of Tent, Hall, 
Open-Air or Services, if desired. These forms 
acceptable and serviceable messages for distribution 
before Special Meetings in any place. 

Price, complete, 1000, 6/-; 20001 9/-; 3000, 11/6; 
5_0001 15/-. Sent on one day's notice. Carriai:e 
Paid anywhere. 

W Complete· Guide to Gospel Literatur� containing now over 2,500 Varieties of Tracts. 
Cards, Leaflets and Booklets, for all kinds of .t:vangelistic Work, Free.

JOHN RITCHIE, Pu.bllehe�, Kilma.rnock. 



NEW TRACTS and CARDLETS 
FoR BROADCAST DISTRIBUTION nv TRACT BANDS, VILLAGE WORKERS, 

TOURISTS, AND ALL WHO SOW .THE GOOD SEED. 

AROUSING MESSAGES. 

Ilv JOHN RITCHIE. 
A NEW SERIES of AWAKENING TRACTS for Broad

cast Circulation. Single Page, Fine Toned 
Paper, l llustrated Headbands. 

Packet 1 ( 100 A sso,·ted) Packet 2 ( roo Assorted) 
Are you sure of your Sal-

1 
Are you sure you will· 

vation? be in Heaven? 
"You need to be born There is a Judgment to 

again." come. 
What is the Gospel? "There is a Reality in 
No Intermediate Position being Saved." 

The Danger of Delay. 
Packet 3 (roo Assorted) Packet4(roo.Assorted) 
Are you Ready for the Who am I to believe? 

Judgment? You have no certainty 
The necessity of making of Life. 

sure. There is no rest in sin. 
'You'll have the best of it.' I There is Wrath to
The day of grace will end Come. 

4d. per 1001 3/• per 1000; 2000 1 5/6; 5000, 1216. 
With Bold Announcements of Special Services on 
backs :-1000, 6/-; 2000, Ir/; 3000, rs/; 5000, 20/-. 

THREEFOLD CORDS. 

A SERIES of FOLDING TRACTS, Oblong Shape, 
Bold Title Pages. Three Pages are de\'oted toa 
Clear, Concise Statement on the Great Funda
mental Truths of the Gospel named on Title. 
Plain and to the Point. Purely Gospel. 

Packet 1 contains 100. Packet 2 contains 100. 

Sin, Sacrifice, Salvation 
I 

Ruin, Redemption, Re· 
Pardon, Peace, Power. generation. 
Life, Light, Liberty. Fact, Faith, Feeling. 
Safe, Sure, Satisfied. I Guilt, Grace, Glory.

Cleans d,Cloth'd,Crown·d 
lfi. 100, 3/· 1000 post _/rte. 3 assorted packets, If•.

GOSPEL BRIEFS. 

A SERIES of STRIKING TINTED CARDLRTS. Neat 
Designs. A Bold Word on one side with Scrip• 
ture Texts and Pointed Personal Questions on 
the other. Suitable for giving on the Streets, 
&c. 16 kinds, as follows:-

Packet 1 contains 100 Packet 2 contai,u 100 

"Sign It." For Nothin�. 
Bad Bargains. You are Invited, 
To-Morrow. Insurance. 
A Certainty. Postponed. 

Packet 3 contains 100 Paoket 4 contains 100 

To-Night. Lost. 
Admission Free. Whosoever. 
Special Da� "Enter Here," 
Last Day. Dad Wages. 

3d. per 100; 200 in Box, 6d; 2 Box11, 1/-

HERALDS OF SALVATION. 

A NEW Se:R1e:s of FouR - PAGK ILLUSTRATED 
TRACTS, specially prepared for House - to
House Distribution, Village Wvrk, and Hand
ing to Families to read. Good size, acceptable 
appearance, all presenting a Full, Free, and 
Present Salvation to "Whosoever Will." 

PACKET I. Contains -
Lochaber No More; or, A Christ to save & satisfy 
Saved and Happy: R. C. Chapman's Testimony. 
Under the King's Eye; or, the great inspection day 
The Prodigal's Return; or, Go,-pel's power to save 

PACKET II. Contains-
The Doctor's Discovery; or, Reality in being saved 
Chai Jes Fairbairn; or, Something in His Religion. 
Saved on New-Year Week ; or, Christ onlycan satisfy 
The Coachman's Dilemma ; or, What Religion? 

PACKET Ill, Contains-
Saved in the Tent : A Religious Man Born Again. 
Dr. Chalmers and his Parishioner; or, Lippen to it 
Saved at the Seashore: A Fisherman's Testimony. 
A Warehouseman's Conversion: Savedundercanvas 

PACKET IV. Contains-
The Miner of Pennsylvania: a Sceptic Convcrte<l. 
From the Hunt to Eternity: Last words of a Scoffer 
City Merchant's Conversion: Christ and Religion. 
Light at Eventide; or, The Hymn on the Shore. 
2 Assorted Packets, rl· post _/rte. r/ 100, 8/6 1000 

In quantities-2000, r5/-; 3000, 20/-; 5000, 30/. 

GOSPEL TRUMPETS. 
ILLUSTRATED MESSAGES, Four Pages, Clear Type 

on Fine White Paper, Acceptable Size, Illus
trated by Original Photos and Wash Drawings. 
Clear Ring Gospel. 

PACKET I. Contains 50. 
Jack the Gipsy; or, The Power of God's Gospel 
bir,ah the Slave: Freedom Received and Enjoyed 
Mending their Ways: The Roadman's reformation 
Sandy the Fisherman: a Trophy of Salvation. 

PACKET II. Contains 50. 
Fish Jack: How God Saved a Drunkard. 
The Keswick Ploughman and His Religion. 
The Policeman's Text: or, The Scoffer's Arrest. 
The Angler Caught; or, Thou, God, Secst Mc. 
Assorted Packets, 6d. each; 2 Packets, r/-Post Free 
Singly or assorted, r/• 100; S/6 1000 carriage paid 

GOSPEL TAGS. 
Something- Entirely New.-Address Tags, with 

Clear Gospel and Warning Texts printed in Two 
Colours. Space for Address on other side, with 
Eyelet to tie on Parcels, Bags, or tack on Boxes, 
Fences, Posts. A new and effective way of bring
ing the Gospel before thousands. Grocers, Shop• 
keepers, tradesmen, farmers, and all may use them. 
100 Assorted in Box, 6d. 2 Boxes, r/-. Post.free. 

r..- TRACTS In all Slzee, for all Purposes, at all Prloee I Intimations and Invitations printed on 
Backe promptly and cheaply.· Lista of 2000 Varieties, with Speolmens, Free to your Address. 

JOHN RITCHIE, Publisher, Kilmarnock, Scotland 



Fresh Issues of Tracts for the Season. 
New Designs. Fresh Matter. Attractive Appearance. Thoroughly Evangelistic. 

Ono Pago Illustrated Messages. On Good 
Paper, in Coloured Inks; excellent for Distribu
tion in Crowds and on Streets. 

Seed for Sowers. A New Series of Stirring 
Tracts, clearly setting forth in plain language, 
the need of Salvation, and the way to be Saved. 
With Headbands of Rural Scenes, printed on 
white paper, coloured inks. 8 kinds. 4d per 100; 
3/� per 1000; 3 assorted packets, 1/. 

Ringing Testimonies. Another New Series, 
especially for the anxious and those seekini: Sal• 
vation

! 
in works, experiences and feelings. Clear, 

life and peace-giving Messages. Illustrated by 
1:'hotos of Authors. 8 kinds. 4d per 100 ; 
3/- per 1000; -l assorted packets, 1/. 

Finger Points to Christ. A Fresli Series and 
Style of Clear :Messages, each pointing directly 
to the Lamb of God. 4d per 100; 3/- per 1000; 
8 kinds. 3 assorted packets, 1/. 

Crapes of Eschol. Foretastes of Heaven liere 
upon Earth, home b� those who have tasted the 
blessedness of Salvation by grace, and look for 
glory to come, to other wayfarers. Bright 
Testimonies to God's Gospel and the blessings 
it brings. 4d per 100 ; 3/• per 1000; 3 assorted 
packets, 1/. 

Striking Facts for All. Bold, Arresting Words 
on Tinted Paper, precisely and pointedly bring• 
ing the great Facts of Man's Sin and God's Salva• 
tion before the reader, with the Eternal issues of 
Receiving and Rcjectint Christ. 3d per 100 ; 
2/3 per 1000 ; 8 sorts, 4 assorted packets, 1/. 

Triumphs of Crace Proclaiming and publishing 
the Message of Free and Present Salvation to
all. Single page tinted Tracts, in extra large 
type. 3d per 100; 2/3 per 1000 ; 4 assorted 
packets, 1/. J,Vitk Bt1/d A ttradive bitimations 
of Services printed on Backs. Tent, open-air, or 
inside meeting added if desired, free. Splendid 
for arousin� interest and bringing out the people. 
Price, complete-1000, 5/; 2000, 8/6; 3000, u/; 
5000, 15/. Order direct' from the publisher. 

Two-page Illustrated Tracts. 

Records of Conversion. Telling how "Slaves of 
Sin " become "Sons of God."' Acceptable in 
Size; Artistic in Style; Arousing in Matter. 
True Testimonies of Saving Grace. Each Tract 
illustrated by an original photo view. 6d per 

, 4/6 per 1000; 2 assorted packets, 1/. 
Historic Events. Clearly setting forth God's way 

of Life and Salvation. Well-known Incidents 
and facts of history, illustrative of Man's Sin and 
God's Salvation. Four•pagc Tracts of noule 
size, beautifully illustrated by art photographs of 
scenes connected with the events, in c-oloured 
borders. 1/-per 100; two assorted packets, 6d each 

Cospel Victories. Telling how sinners arc set free 

from Satan's chains to serve the Son of God Two• 
page Pictorial Tracts, illustrated uy Original 
Photographs of Actual Scenes of Narratives. 6d 
per 100 j 4/6 per 1000 j 2 assorted packets, 1/. 

Illustrated Cospel Rays. Attractive Two-page 
Tracts, on Tinted Paper Nicely Jllustrated. 
Plain and Pungent 1\1 essages. Striking and 
Convincing Records ; 16 kinds. 4d per 100; 3/· 
per 1000 In 4 assorted packets, 4d each. 2000 
5/6; 3000, 7/6; 5000, 12/ 

The II Free Crace" Series of Photographic Illus• 
trated Narrative Tracts. A New Series of Bold 
Two-page Tracts. One page of striking incident 
followed by one page of clear Gospel and lnvita• 
tion Illustrated by original photographs, shew• 
ing persons or places connected with Narratives. 

Rock-Fast Foundations which cannot be removed 
or shaken. Just lssuca.-A series of eight 
striking Tracts for the times; specially prepared 
to meet the present need Short definite messages 
to give away to those who question the truths of 
Christianity, and· arc ready to argue about the 
"Mistakes '' of the Bible Sh ould be scattered 
broadcast among young men and those who 
arc having their minds corrupted by "Modem 
Thought" and "New Theology." Four-page 
Tracts, square envelope size, 8 sorts. 6d per 100 j 
4/6 per 1000; 2 assorted packets, 1/. 

New Fou�-Page Tracts. 
Man's Ruin: Cod's Remedy. A ne\v and neat 

series of Folding Tracts, in.Duplex I>rints. Bold 
Titles, with Gripping Texts on Man's Ruin and 
God's Remedy, carefully selected from God's 
Word Not Stories 6d per 100; 4/6 per 1000. 

Popular Delusions. A new style of Arre,;ting 
Tracts; specially prepared for Sceptics, Infidels, 
and the tens of thousands who are being deluded 
and deceived by "Down- grade" and " Higher 
Critic'' preachers. Oblong shape, attractively 
printed on good paper, to make them acceptable 
to those who refuse ordinary tracts. 4d per 100; 
31· per 1000 3 assorted packets, 1/. 

Current Confessions of Careless, Captious, and 
Religious Sinners, dealing with present day cavils, 
and cl�arly scttipg forth God's Way of Life and 
Salvation. 4d per 100; 3/• per 1000 i 3 assorted 
packets, r/. With Bold Intimations printed on 
backs-10001 6/-; 2000

1 10/-; 3000
1 12/6; 5000, 18/. 

Photographic Cospel Coma. A new series of 
pointed Gospel 1 ncidents; clearly setting forth 
the Way of Life and giving Personal Testimony 
to the present possession of .God's S;tlvation. 
Illustrated by Original Photographs of Places of 
Historic Interest -:onnected with the subjects. 
Each Tract is a little Gem of Art, nuking it 
acceptable to all. 16 kings-6d per 100; 4/6 per 
1000; 2 a<.sorted packets, 1/. 

Just lssued-Cltristian Worker's Ntw 11/uslrated Guide lo 3000 Gospel P116/icatio11s, containing 
all the newest and freshest issues of sterlini: Gospel Tracts, Booklets, Volumes and 

Evangelistic Supplies. Sent Post Free to any address. 
JOHN RITCHIE, Publisher, Kilmarnock, Scotland. 
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