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DEAR READERS, 

  

    
IN presenting to you another yearly volume of 

GosrpeL Stories we cannot but recall the 

many privileges of the past twelve months, 

and although there is much to sorrow about       
with regard to the warfare now going on, 

yet there have also been many mercies, so that the real 

distress of war has scarcely been felt in this country. 

God does not always deliver us from trouble in answer 

to the prayers of His people, but He gives grace and 

strength to go through the trouble, and that is a _ very 

great blessing. 

  

 



  

The harvests of the world have proved to be most 

bountiful, which is also a great help in times of stress. 

On the other hand death has been very busy, not only 

taking away fathers and mothers, but boys and girls as well. 

This is a voice to all of us to be ready at all times lest 

we too be called, or the Lord Himself should come. 

May we, therefore, be found diligent in reading the 

scriptures and books that speak of Bible truths, and thus 

learn the way of salvation and be ready to speak to others 

of Jesus and His love. 

That God's blessing may rest upon all the readers of 

GosrEx “Stories, if spared through the coming year, is the 

earnest desire of 

Yours faithfully, 

THE EDITOR. 

20, PATERNOSTER SQUARE, 

Lonvon, E.C, 

December 31st, 1914. 
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TALKS ABOUT THE TABERNACLE. 

VIL. 

THE MERCY SEAT. 

(Exo. xxv. 10-22.) 

(HIS is the last little chat we can have 
for the present. We have spoken of 
the altar of brass, the court, the 

laver, the altar of incense, the candlestick 
and the table of shewbread. We shall 
conclude with looking a little at the mercy 
seat. 

The mercy seat was the lid or top of the 
ark, and the two are very much linked 
together. 

The ark, as we saw when speaking of 
the table of shewbread and altar of in- 
cense, was made of gold and shittim wood 
and was a type of the Lord Jesus as both 
God and Man, Into the ark the tables of 
the covenant or ten commandments were 
placed, so as to prefigure the fact that 
Jesus would have God’s law in His heart. 

1-1914 

| (Psa. xl, 8.) The mercy seat rested on 
this ; it was a ‘‘coveving,’’ which the word 

| really means, It was made entirely of 
gold. 

The cloud of glory, which was a sign of 
God’s presence, rested there, and a verse 

| we must especially notice is Exodus xxv. 
| 22, which says: ‘And there I will meet 

with thee, and I will commune with thee 
from above the mercy seat.” 

Let us remember that gold is a type of 
what God is. We know God is holy, He 
is righteous, He cannot look on sin, He is 
love. Sometimes we may think God will 
overlook sin as a good-natured man might; 
but God never does that because He is 
holy, and He is love. 

Now here was a question: How could 
God, who was so holy, dwell among the 
children of Israel who were sinners, just 
as we are? Some verses in Leviticus xvi. 
explain. Blood had to be put on the mercy 
seat. Read Leviticus xvi. 11-14. 

Holiness demanded that sin could not 
enter God’s presence: the blood was the 
witness that sin was put away. Right- 
eousness declared that death was the 
judgment of sin: the blood shewed that 
death had taken place. 

There is no mercy seat made of gold 
now. But God has set forth Christ asa 
Mercy Seat through faith in His blood. 
(Rom. iii. 25.) What a difference between 
the mercy seat made of gold, which was 
only a ‘‘shadow,” and the real Mercy Seat 
—Chyrist! It is in Christ God now speaks. 
We might almost read Exodus xxv. 22 
after Romans iii. 25, 26; for it is only in 
Christ as the Mercy Seat that God can 
meet us.  
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When a man came to the tabernacle to 
approach God he was met by the altar of 
brass. But when it was a question of 
God remaining amongst men, of God 
meeting men, the mercy seat is the place 
where the blood was put. 

It is an immense relief when I know 
that Jesus has met my need and all my 
sins on the cross; but it is a very much 
more wonderful thing to learn that God’s 
glory has been maintained and upheld and 
that God is just in forgiving or justifying 
me. 
How loudly God is speaking now 

through Christ as the Mercy Seat! He 
is not giving commands which we never 
could do. He is not asking us to do any- 
thing. He is telling us that a work has 
been done—a work which enables Him 
justly to bless any one who believes in 
Jesus ! 

There are many, very many more things 
we might say about Christ as the Mercy 
Seat. One more remark must suffice, 
however. 

From the mercy seat God. spoke to 
Moses. Yo the mercy seat Aaron had 
access once a year through virtue of the 
blood of the atonement. (Lev. xvi.) Aaron 
could not go in more often than once a 
year because the way was not opened 
then: a sacrifice could not be found great 
enough to put sin right away for ever. 
(Heb. ix. 8, 9.) But now every believer in 
Jesus has liberty to go right in to God’s 
presence in virtue of the precious blood of 
Jesus. (Heb. x. 19.) 

What a wonderful place of nearness and 
holiness! The very presence of God. Any 
of us may enjoy this if we but come God’s 
way. 

God’s has spoken to us in Jesus, telling 
us He is waiting and willing to bless and 
is just in doing so. 

We may approach God, may have access 
to His immediate presence through Jesus 
and His finished work. 

May we all enjoy these two great 
blessings ! 

M. W.B. 

Se pe   

A GOSPEL STORY. 

PEAR children, I’ve such a sweet story to tell, 
€ Of a wonderful Person who sat on a well— 
After walking a distance of thirty miles, 
With no one to cheer Him with earthly smiles. 

  

But there was a sinner in that distant place 
Whose heart He must fill with His wonderful 

grace ; 
And He knew that she came in the heat of the 

da 
When others who knew her would not come 

that way. 

So weary and worn with the journey and heat, 
That wonderful Man on the well took His seat. 
Then on came the woman, He knew she would 

come, 
For He knew all about her, her life, and her 

home. 

Then she let down her waterpot on the well’s 
brink, 

And this wonderful Person said, “Give me to 
drink.” 

This greatly surprised her, for He was a Jew, 
And the Jews with Samaritans have nothing 

to do: 

So she asked Him His reason for asking of her— 
A Samaritan woman, a drink of water. 
Then at once He commenced to unburden His 

heart, 
And tell her of One who living water imparts— 

To the sinner who knew the great burden of sin, 
And a stranger from God all her lifetime had 

been. 
He made her to feel that she stood betore One 
Who knew all about her, and all she had done. 

He caused her to own all her lifetime of shame, 
And He made her to trust in His own blessed 

name. 
He so filled her heart with His wonderful grace, 
That she could not contain herself in this place. 

So she left her waterpot there as it stood, 
And went to the city to tell all she could, 
Of the wonderful Person who sat on the well— 
He must be the Christ who her life sins could 

tell! 

So many Samaritans then came to hear, 
From His own blessed lips the message so 

clear— 
Of the life-giving water which He had to give 
Which quenches all soul-thirst, and causes to 

live



GOSPEL STORIES FOR THE YOUNG. 3 

  

        
SHE WENT TO THE CITY TO TELL ALL SHE COULD.
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To the glory of God, and constrains us to tell, 
Of the wonderful Person who sat on the well. 
Now this wonderful Man is the blest Son of 

God, 
Who came to this earth for the glory of God, 

And to tell out to sinners His great heart of love, 
That they all might be saved for the glory above. 
And, dear children, if you will believe on this 

One, 
Who knows all about you, and all you have 

done, 
You too will be saved, and this story may tell, 
Of this wonderful Person who sat on the well. 

Ww. P. 
  

««UNSEARCHABLE RICHES,” AND 

HOW A POOR MAN FOUND THEM. 

“3 MUST be rich! I will be rich!” The 
speaker was Jean Barri, a young silk- 
weaver, who lived some years ago in a 

village not far from the old French town of 
Lyons. Clever at his trade, steady and in- 
dustrious, he had constant work, but his 
earnings were not large, and for months his 
friends had noticed how restless and dis- 
contented he had grown. A great longing for 
wealth had taken possession of his mind ; by 
night his dreams were of the gold he hoped 
some day to win, and by day, as he bent over 
his loom, his mind was busy with one question, 
“ How can I grow rich?” 

He would do what others had done, leave his 
native land and go to Africa. He had heard of 
some who had made large fortunes on the Gold 
Coast. Gold was, he believed, there to be had 
almost for the picking up. Yes, he would go, 
and in a few years, he hoped, return a wealthy 
man, buy or build a beautiful house, and pass 
the rest of his life in idleness and pleasure. 

The old weaver to whom he confided his 
hopes and plans looked grave and said, “It is, I 
believe, true that some who have gone to the 
Gold Coast have grown rich, but many have 
returned poorer than they went; some have 
lost their health, and others have died. How 
do you know that you will be among the few 
who succeed? And why should Babeete wait 
till her eyes grow dim with weeping, and her 
hair is white with age? You have known each 
other for seven years, and she is not anxious to 
be rich.” 

But Jean had made up his mind. Go he 
would. His friends said that he was mad, and 
would return a poorer man than he went away. 
His answer was, “If I cannot bring riches I will 
not return at all,” By selling his loom and 

  

other possessions, he got money enough to pay 
his passage out. But Africa was not the land 

of gold he had expected to find it. No one 
seemod to want the kind of work he could do. 
His small stock of money was soon spent ; poor 
and friendless, he hardly knew how to get food. 
Weavers were, he was told, wanted in England. 
If he could get to that country, he would find 
employment and receive good wages. After 
some time of hardship and waiting the captain 
of a ship allowed him to work his passage to the 
London docks 

A stranger in a strange land, he found his 
way to Lambeth, where at that time quite a 
number of French families were living. He had 
not been there more than a day or two, before 
God, “who is rich in mercy,” raised up a friend 
for the sad, lonely man. 

A kind-hearted Englishwoman said if he cared 
to live in her attic till he could get work, he 
might do so; he might also use a loom, already 
there, which had belonged to an old weaver 
who died under her roof ; she had nursed him 
in his last illness; he was too poor to pay 
even his rent, but had left her his loom and a 
few other things of small value. Barri accepted 
the offer gladly, and being a good workman 
soon obtained employment ; still the riches he 
longed for seemed as far away as ever, and he 
often felt sad and lonely. 

Often he would think of his own sunny 
France, and say to himself, “I will not lose 
heart, surely I shall yet be rich, and the long, 
weary, waiting time will be over.”’ One evening, 
just as the setting sun gilded the tops of the 
houses he could see from his attic window, the 
door opened, and a fair-haired, bright-faced little 
fellow of three entered. Pushing the weaver 
into a chair he said, ‘‘ Mother’s out, all out, 
Pimpy wants to say prayers, ou hear Pimpy” ; 
and kneeling by his side, the child lisped in 
baby words a simple prayer his mother had 
taught him. Rising from his knees he looked 
gravely at his new friend for 1» moment, then 
again kneeling, added to his little prayer, 
‘Please, dear God, bless Barri.” The weaver, 
who was fond of children, caught the little boy 
in his arms, kissed, and gave him a lump of 
sugar. Pimpy then trotted off to, as he said, 
“put himself to bed.” 

Before an hour had passed Jean had another 
visitor : Mrs. Mortimer (Pimpy’s mother) climbed 
the somewhat steep stairs leading to the attic. 
Having been sent for to visit a sick neighbour, 
she had been detained longer than she had 
expected, but she wanted to thank the weaver 
for his kindness to her little boy. ‘ Pimpy,” 
she said, “can talk of nothing but you and the 
sugar. God bless you, Mr. Barri,” and the bus,
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(See page 6.) A CHILD’S PRAYER,
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woman, with a kindly “ good-night,” turned to 
go. 

“Stop a moment!” cried Barri, in his- broken 
English. “ Twice this evening God has been 
asked to bless me, first by a little child, then by 
a woman ; if there is a God, surely He will hear 
such prayers, and send me the gold, yes, the 
riches I long for.” “Yes, there is a God,” Mrs. 
Mortimer said, “and the sooner you believe it 
the better, Mr. Barri, and there are two kinds 
of riches, one kind you must work for, and you 
may get it or you may not; but even if you do, 
you have to leave it all behind you when you 
die; the other kind is a free gift, it is kept for 
you and can never be taken away, and I am one 
of those who prefer having my fortune made 
for me; but I must not stop talking any longer, 
so good-night, and again I say, God bless you.” 

Barri thanked her, and said he should like 
both kinds. He did not understand all that 
she had said, but new thoughts were in his 
mind ; he had failed in getting the riches he had 
sought, perhaps it would be well for him to 
seek those of which Mrs. Mortimer had spoken. 
But how or where to begin he did not know. 

The next evening and for many that followed, 
Pimpy trotted up with the same errand, he 
wanted Barri to hear him say his evening 
prayer ; and little by little the weaver began to 
pray for himself; he hardly knew what he 
wanted, or how to ask for it, but for him the 

light had dawned, God the Holy Spirit had 
begun a work in his soul. 

“T ought to have thought of it before, Mr. 
Barri,” his landlady said one day, “ but you 
must feel lonesome at times all by yourself 
here ; come downstairs sometimes in the even- 
ings, you might like a bit of English home 
comfort, and my husband will be glad to see 
you, that he will.” 

From that time the weaver often spent his 
evenings with Mr. and Mrs. Mortimer, who, 
having themselves found the true riches, sought 
to lead him to the Saviour they loved. He 
bought a French Bible, and some happy hours 
were spent with his friends, reading the word of 
God together. He went with them to hear the 
gospel preached, but was disappointed at finding 
he could only understand a few words here and 
there. After the meeting, an old man took him 
by the hand, saying kindly, ‘ My friend, have 
you found the ‘ unsearchable riches’ ?” 

Barri replied sadly, ‘Ah! I went to Africa 
to seek for riches, but I had to return without 
them, I have not yet found them.” “And I, 
when I was a young man, went to Australia on 
the same errand,” said the old man, “but in 
finding Christ I found the true riches ; and you 
may have them too, for it is ‘ whosoever will, let 

  

  

him come.” And before many weeks had 
passed a sceking Saviour and a long-sought 
sinner met; peace, too deep for words, filled 
the soul of the French weaver. He wrote to 
Babeete, telling her how at last he had found 
the true riches, and asking her to come to 
England to be married to him, he was earning 
enough for both. But her reply was a great 
disappointment ; she said he had deceived her, 
he had promised to return with riches, but he 
had not done so, and she was about to be the 
wife of another. 

While still working at his trade, he gave all 
his spare time to gospel work among the French 
families in and near Lambeth. God owned and 
blessed his work ; after a time he went to help 
a missionary working in Paris, “for,” he said, 

“T can return to my native land, for I have 
found better riches than those I left it to seek.” 
A few years of happy service were his, and then 
he caught a fever from a sick person he visit2d, 
and died, full of joy in the Lord. Pimpy is 
now a middle-aged man, and a missionary 
among the colliers in Lancashire. 

“Ye may count the cost, 
Ye may count the cost, 

Of all Egypta’s treasure, 
But the riches of Christ ye cannot count, 

His love ye cannot measure.” 
Cc. J. L. 

A CHILD’S PRAYER. 

(> YOUNG girl, whose father was a 
FA captain and therefore much away 

from home, was taken notice of by 
a lady, who took her to a Sunday school. 

Here she heard many things from the 
Bible, of which she had known nothing 
before. She heard about Jesus and His 
love and what He had done for sinners. 
Mary knew that she was a sinner, so 
drank in all she heard of the love of Jesus. 

In this way she learned to know the 
Lord Jesus as her own dear Saviour, 
which made her very happy. 

After a time Mary had a very serious 
illness, and it was thought that the only 
thing likely to do her good would be a sea 
voyage. As her father was a captain, this 
could be easily arranged. She could go 
with him. 

The mother, however, was afraid to 
trust Mary with her father, because she 
knew that sometimes he gave way to drink, 
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and at such times he scarcely knew what 
he did, but at last she consented to let her 
go, as it seemed to afford the only hope of 
her life being spared. 

At first all went well on the voyage, but 
when they had been a few weeks at sea, 
and the ship sailing at a rapid speed, they 
suddenly struck on a reef of rocks, just 
before midnight. 

The captain and his men were not very 
sober at the time, but this sudden shock 
startled them, and they knew very well 
that unless saved by a miracle, a sad tate 
awaited them. 

The first shock made the vessel tremble 
from end to end, and the captain cried 
out, ‘‘ Hoist out the boat, or we shall all 
perish!” 

Ah! what a moment, and how those 
words alarmed the careless sailors. To 
perish in the deep sea, so far from home 
and friends, beneath the dark midnight 
sky, and with all their sins upon them. 

The boat was being hoisted out, when 
the captain, who had forgotten all about 
his little girl, ran into the cabin to get his 
watch, when he heard a gentle voice in 
prayer. 

Turning round he saw his child upon her 
knees, and heard her say, ‘‘ Lord save us, 
or we perish!” 

At that very moment, as if in instant 
answer to prayer, the mate called out from 
above, ‘The wind has changed! The 
ship is off the reef! Lend a hand to take 
in the sail.” 

The captain was quite overcome, His 
own course of sin; the wonderful good- 
ness of God in answering the prayer of his 
child; the sudden change from the destruc- 
tion they expected, and now in safety ; all 
these things so touched him that he sank 
down on his knees where he stood, and for 
the first time in his life he prayed to God 
to have mercy on him, a broken-hearted 
sinner, and through faith in the precious 
blood of Jesus, he received the forgiveness 
of his sins. Oh, what joy to write home 
the glad news that he was now a christian 
captain and serving the Lord. 

iO} e 
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JAMES CHALMERS, 

The Missionary Martyr of New Guinea. 

Cuapter I. 

SCHOOLDAYS. 

7 AMES CHALMERS, whose years of 
yy, loving, self-forgetting service did so 

much to carry the light of the gospel 
to the tribes of New Guinea, was the son 
of a Highland stonemason. Born in a 
small fishing village, in the county of 
Argyleshire, he grew up a thorough Scotch 
laddie, with a great love for a free, out-of- 
door life; his fondness for adventure and 
feats of daring more than once led him 
into danger; his upbringing was some- 
times hard, almost rough, but in later 
years, in looking back over the events of 
his boyhood, he saw that just the training 
needed to fit him for his life-work among 
the heathen had been given him. 

How well he remembered his first 
schoo], and when a very small boy being 
led there by his mother. Perhaps the 
little fellow trembled as he heard her 
tell the master, ‘‘If Jamie is a naughty 
boy, be sure and punish him severely.” 
One cruel trick, played upon him by an 
older boy, made a life-long impression 
upon him. James was very fond of 
sweets, and a schoolfellow promised to 
give him some if he would first chew 
something else he offered. Not suspecting 
the deception about to be practiced, he 
put a piece of tobacco into his mouth, and 
began to chew with a will; a few minutes 
later he became sick and dizzy, and when 
his class was called to read he was unable 
to stand. Asa punishment he was placed 
in the master’s box-like desk, with a very 
tall hat, resting on his shoulders, on his 
head; but soon after he was found to be 
so really ill that he was sent home, and to 
bed. 

Every one in that little village was 
sorry when the master gave up his school 
and went to Australia, for he had been in 
the habit of holding a little meeting in the 
schoolroom on Sunday afternoons, when he
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read and explained portions of scripture. 
Other services were few and far between, 
and the nearest church or chapel was at a 
distance of some miles. 

His next schoo] was not one in which 
he learnt very much. The boys liked the 
master, who often gave them sweets; but 
he was too fond of strong drink, and 
holidays and_half-holidays were too 
frequent. Perhaps from living so near the 
sea he grew up with a great fondness for 
it, and never seemed more happy than 
when in a boat, or even on a log, or plank. 
He had several narrow escapes from 
drowning, and more than once was carried 
to his home supposed to be dying. His 
father, on hearing of it, would shake his 
head gravely and say he feared he would 
come to a still worse end. 

His father was very seldom able to 
spend much time with his family, but 
being at home one Sunday, told James he 
would give him sixpence if he would learn 
Psalm xxiii. before bed-time. The psalm 
was learnt, and repeated without a single 
mistake. The promised sixpence was 
given ; but as it seemed much too large a 
sum for a small boy’s safe keeping, it was 
handed over to his mother to be taken 
care of, and she thought one penny quite 
enough to be spent in the purchase of 
sweets. 
When James was about eight years old, 

he and three of his schoolfellows thought 
they could build a boat. They picked up 
some wood along the shore and set to 
work, but soon found they had begun what 
they could not finish, and gave it up. 
They next tried to caulk and tar an old 
herring-box. It would only hold one at a 
time, so James, as captain, was to have 
the first sail. A rope was tied to it, and 
the others towed it along the shore till the 
line broke, and it was carried out to sea. 
James was rescued with great difficulty, as 
there was a very strong current. 

In 1649, when James was near his ninth 
birthday, the family removed to Glenaray. 
There James, with his sisters, went to a 
very good school; they lived at a distance 
of quite three miles from the school, and 
on winter evenings the walk must often   

have seemed long and lomely. Latin and 
the higher branches of arithmetic were 
among the subjects taught, and at the 
yearly examinations the school held a 
good place, often standing first on the list. 
The master was proud of his boys, and 
they not only respected but loved him. 
School fights were, however, sadly too 
common, and boys were often punished for 
black eyes, or other marks of recent battle. 
Dr. Smith, who preached on Sundays, 
would visit the school when the fights had 
been more than usually serious, talk 
gravely but kindly to the boys, and try to 
persuade them to love one another, and 
give up fighting. 

C.J. L. 
  

Answers to December Questions. 

1, Five thousand. John 6, 9-11. 
2. Three hundred pence. John 12. 3-5. 

3. Abigail. r Sam. 25. 18. 

4. Obadiah. i Kings 18. 4. 

5. Nine hundred and sixty-nine 
years. Gen. 5. 27, 

6. Four hundred and thirty years. Exo. 12. 40. 

7. About six hundred thousand. Exo, 12. 37. 

8. Between the ages of thirty 
and fifty. Num. 4. 3 

4. 46, 47. 
9g. Two hundred and seventy-six, Acts 27. 37- 

  

QUESTIONS FOR JANUARY. 

THE LIFE OF MOSES, 
1, Who gave Moses his name? (Exo, 1-6.) 

2. What was his brother's name? (Exo, 1-6.) 

3. How many of the books of the Bible did 
Moses write ? 

q. In which chapter of Exodus do we find the 
song of Moses ? 

5. How old was Moses when he died, and by 
whom was he buried? (Deut. 33-34.) 

6. What sentence is repeated seven times in the 
last chapter of Exodus ? 

7. What kind of men did Jethro advise Moses 
to i to make rulers over the people? (Exo. 
12-21, 

8. After what victory did Moses build an altar? 
(Exo, 12-21.) 

g. Who, in the New Testament, tells us that 
Moses was mighty in words and in deeds? (Acts.)
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treasures) was next offered: and refused. «BUY THE TRUTH, AND SELL 
Alfredo felt that to give up the book IT NOT.” | : : ; 

. . . would be a real trial, for again and again, 
T was a glorious day in the early spring | as he turned its pages, his eye had rested 

of 18—, and the warm sun shone | ypon the words ‘ Jesus Christ,” and the 
brightly upon the smiling faces and 

gay dresses of the crowds of men, women 
and children who thronged the streets of 
the old Portuguese town of Figueira da 
Foz. A festival was being held in honour 
of one of the many saints to whom Roman 
Catholics pay so much homage, so shops 
and schools were closed, as the day was a 
general holiday. 

Two schoolboys had been for some time 
walking together. When they got outside 
the town, the elder ot the two drew his. 
companion into a shady nook, whispering 
as he did so, ‘‘ Alfredo, I have something 
to shew thee. See!” at the same time 
drawing a small, thin book in paper covers 
from his pocket. Alfredo’s love of reading 
was well known among his schoolfellows, 
and his companion noticed, well pleased, 
the look of delight that came into his face 
as he turned the pages of Tue GospeL 
or St. MaTTHEw. 

To Alfredo it seemed indeed a treasure 
not to be lightly parted with. ‘‘ Where 
didst thou get it, Pierre?” Alfredo asked 
after some time spent in a still further 
examination of the book. ‘At the fair,”’ 
replied Pierre; ‘‘ 1 won it in a halfpenny 
raffle.” “Wilt thou sell it?” Alfredo 
asked eagerly. ‘I care not to do so,” 
Pierre replied in a tone of assumed 
indifference. ‘‘ What hast thou to offer?” 
Alfredo drew a small silver coin from his 
«pocket, but Pierre shook his head. A 
pocket-knife (one of a schoolboy’s greatest 

2-1914. 
  

volume was, he felt sure, unlike any he 
had ever seen. He had read stories and 
legends of Romish saints, but this book 
would tell him of Christ, he must make 
one more attempt to secure it. 

Drawing a fine, white handkerchief from 
his pocket, he offered it in exchange for 
the gospel. The offer was accepted, and 
the book changed owners, and the boys 
parted, each well pleased with his bargain. 
Carefully placing the book in his pocket, 
Alfredo crossed a field, and turned into a 
quiet footpath. He did not stop till he 
reached a lonely spot, then throwing him- 
self down upon the grass, beneath the 
shade of a large mulberry-tree, he began 
to read, and soon became so absorbed in 
the book that time and place were for- 
gotten as he read on and on the 
wondrous and to him new story of the 
birth, life, death and resurrection of the 
Lord Jesus. He did not close the book 
till he came to the last verse of the last 
chapter, and then, surprised at the late- 
ness of the hour, started up and hastened 
to his home, 

From that day the book was his constant 
companion, The more he read, the better 
he loved it, Taught by the Holy Spirit, 
the Saviour’s words, ‘‘Come unto me, all 
ye that labour and are heavy laden, and I 
will give you rest "’ (Matt. xi, 28), seemed 
to him a living voice, full of conipassion 
and tenderness, calling him, and though he 
did not then see God's way of salvation
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quite clearly, he was reaching towards the 
light. He soon longed to share with 
others the glad tidings of the gospel, so 
daily, while his schoolfellows were at play, 
Alfredo would make his way to the river- 
side, where the village-women assembled 
to wash their clothes, and while they 
washed, Alfredo, sitting upon a stone, 
would read to them, and soon several 
began to listen, and to love the book too; 
and so things went on for some weeks, till 
one day Father Andre, the parish priest 
came along, and finding how the boy was 
employed, took away the gospel, reproved 
him sharply for reading it, and threatened 
that if he was ever found reading such a 
book again he should be turned out of the 
true church. 

Alfredo felt the loss of his treasured 
book keenly, but made up his mind that as 
soon as possible he would buy another. 
He had in some way found out that the 
gospel was part of a much larger book, 
called ‘‘ The Bible,” and toward the pur- 
chase of a Bible, every coin, however 
small, that he could earn was saved. Very 
slowly his store grew, but it did grow, and 
when he had almost the required sum, a 
colporteur passed through the village, and 
finding that Alfredo really longed for the 
word of God, gave him a copy in exchange 
for his savings. 

How glad the boy was! How he loved 
the book, and pored over its pages! It 
was not long before he found peace in 
believing. He still lives, and loves to tell 
others of the Ong who sought and saved 
him. 

Has the written word of God brought 
peace and joy to your soul ? C. J. L. 
  

THE BOOK WITHOUT WORDS. 

ss \\ HAT a funny book, daddy!” 
“Yes, it is; isn’t it? There 

is no writing in it, and yet it 
does say such a lot!”’,, 

Yes. I expect many of our little friends 
have seen a little book* like the one my 
little boy and I were looking at that after- 

* If you have never seen one, ask father to buy 
one some day of our Publisher, price 6d. 

  

noon. We had a fine talk about it and 
were so interested in its wordless pages. 
It told us about ourselves, about God and 
about the wonderful work which Jesus did. 

I remember seeing one many, many 
years ago when I was quite a little boy. 
There was the black page, the white one 
and, between those two, a red one. 

We do not like the black page much as 
arule. It looks so dark and dreary! But 
we looked at that page on the afternoon | 
speak of and learnt that it was just a little 
picture of what our hearts are like in the 
sight of God. 

I heard some time ago of a missionary 
who went to preach to the black people 
about Jesus; but they would not listen to 
him. They said: “ You are a white man, 
you don’t know what we are like or under- 
stand us, because we are Dblack.”’ But he 
told them that he was only white in 
appearance—that is, he looked white; he 
had white hands and a white face, but in 
God's sight his heart was just as black as 
theirs. Then they listened to him. 

What is perhaps more serious than our 
hearts being so evil, so black in God’s 
sight, is the fact that we can do nothing to 
make them clean. This is why the red 
page comes before the white one. We all 
know we ought to be good; but I expect 
most, if not all of us, know that we are 
not so. 

But what does the red page mean? It 
tells us of that which alone can make us 
clean. 

There is a verse in the Old Testament 
which says: ‘‘ Wash me, and I shall be 
whiter than snow.” (Psa. li. 7.) Anda 
verse in the New Testament reads: ‘‘ These 
are they which .... have washed their 
robes, and made them white in the blood 
of the Lamb.” (Rev. vii. 14.) The red 
page speaks of the precious blood of Jesus, 
God’s Son, which cleanseth from all sin. 

There was a page at the end of the book 
—a lovely gold page, which | have not 
spoken about. It just gives us a very, 
very little idea of what heaven, of what 
God's presence must be. 

I am sure we all should like to go to 
heaven, to that better world above, which



GOSPEL STORIES FOR THE YOUNG. Il 
  

  

  

      
WINTER GAMES.



12 GOSPEL STORIES FOR THE YOUNG. 
  

we sing about sometimes and say it is, 
«Oh! so bright.” But let us remember 
that to do so we must be ‘“‘ made white,” 
we must leave the black page and be on 
the white one. 

No one can enter heaven with sins on 
them. Not one bit of black must remain 
—all, every bit must go. And nothing 
but the blood of Jesus can cleanse from 
sin. 

Which page are you on, my little 
reader ? 

Oh! I am so glad I am on the white 
page. The precious blood of Jesus has 
put me there. 

I hope you, too, are there? But it can 
only be through the blood of Jesus. 
Nothing else will do. 

M. W. B. 

‘“*HE IS MY ROCK.” 

| N aged believer in the Lord Jesus 
A. Christ lay dying, he had passed 

beyond the recognition of all earthly 
friends, but the one who was so tenderly 
nursing him, in bending over his bed, 
heard him say in a feeble voice, ‘ He is 
my rock, He is my rock.” How blessed 
for that departing one to be on the only 
firm foundation! ‘For other foundation 
can no man lay than that is laid, which is 
Jesus Christ.” (1 Cor. ili. 11.) 

“Neither is there salvation in any other: 
for there is none other name under heaven 
given among men, whereby we must be 
saved.” (Acts iv. 12.) Are you, dear 
reader, on this firm foundation? is all 
your hope and trust in the finished work 
of the Lord Jesus Christ? Can you say 
with the Psalmist, ‘He only is my rock 
and my salvation.” (Psa. Ixii. 6.) 

“On Christ the solid rock I stand, 
All other ground is sinking sand,"' 

“ Blessed are all they that put their 
trust in him.” (Psa. ii. 12.) 

  

- __W.P. 

WHITER THAN SNOW. 

CHRISTIAN mother lay dying. 
The snow had fallen fast and 

thick, and lay in little drifts against   

the window-panes; and, as she lay, she 
turned'her feeble gaze upon the glistening 
sight. 

Her husband was watching by her bed- 
side, tending, with careful diligence, his 
much-loved wife. 

“Will you open that window, and get a 
spoonful of that newly-fallen snow? she 
quietly asked. 

He complied with her wish, but without 
knowing the object of it. 

Looking upon the snow, the mother 
requested that her three children might be 
gathered around her. 

This being done, she asked the eldest if 
she knew any thing whiter than snow. 

‘No, nothing whitey than snow,” said the 
child, with some surprise. 

“ Then let me tell you, dear, that your 
own mother has been made even whiter 
than snow, through the precious blood of 
Jesus.” 

‘« Wash me, and I shall be whiter than 
snow.” (Psa. li. 7.) 

THE THEME OF PRAISE. 

HERE is one theme—eclipsing all earth’s 
best,— 

Upheld by angel tongue in holy zest, 
But sweeter is the songs of sinners blest, 

Tis this—the praise of Jesus ! 

No strain uplifted by a mortal voice 
In praise of aught on earth esteemed as choice, 
Compares with that which makes God’s heart 

rejoice, 
His praise—the praise of Jesus ! 

The Son, who in the Father’s bosom dwells, 
Whose power unseen the universe impels : 
Who man became: who died; who, living, tells 

Of peace—we praise Him—Jesus! 

What blessing speaks His once shed, precious 
blood! 

His finished work alone avails with God ! 
His name, for saving power, is told abroad 

From heaven—the name of Jesus! 

Praise Him, ye saved, redeemed from hell and 
death ! 

Praise Him, of whom th’ undying scripture saith 
Chat all creation, whosoe’er hath breath, 

Shall praise ! of all Lord, Jesus ! 

L. O. L.
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THE PATH IN THE SNOW. 

DARK winter’s night, a lonely road 
A upon the cliffs above the dashing 

sea, the breaking of its rolling 
waves against the beach, and the murmur- 
ing wind the only sounds disturbing the 
stillness. Scarcely could I track the course 
of the road, for black clouds completely 
clothed the sky, bathing all in deep 
darkness. 

The snow, however, had fallen fast and 
covered all, and, in that snow, I traced the 
steps of one who had trodden the road 
before me. 

Mile after mile I followed them; at times 
but one or two more were visible; at 
others, as the clouds shifted in their passage 
onward, many opened to my sight, and on 
and on I followed till the marks were lost 
amid the busy streets of the town to which 
I journeyed. 

Those footprints in the snow comforted 

  

     
  A WINTRY SCENE. 
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and cheered me as I pressed forward on 
that solitary path. Thus the steps of the 
Lord Jesus cheer the onward, homeward 
path of the pilgrim Christian. He has not 
to find a way for himself; the Lord has 
marked a path in which he is to tread. 
He has left an example that we should 
follow His steps, and those footprints 
mark the whole journey through, and lead 
to that bright home where the Saviour is 
awaiting His own loved ones. 
  

HARRY’S CLIMB. 

© ARRY was a lively boy of twelve or 
1@)) thirteen years, whose home was in 
“London. Though small and slim, 
he was like quicksilver, here, there and 
everywhere, and into everything. 

Dearly he loved in the bright summer 
time to visit some friends in the country, 
where the large garden with its fruit trees 
and fir trees, the barn and haystacks near 
by, and the wild and glorious heath 
beyond were the happy hunting grounds 
for all sorts of feats and adventures. 

Now he would run into the tallest and 
thickest of the bracken, diving and plunging 
as though he were a swimmer; now he 
would strive to climb the tall firs regard- 
less of scratched hands, to say nothing of 
torn clothes ; then again filling his pockets 
with the apples that were fast ripening for 
gathering. 

One evening, after early tea, together 
with two of his friends, a walk was taken 
to the lovely hills. This was a fresh field for 
Harry’s exploring activities, and he ran 
and shouted, up hill and down, until the 
two girls, who were older, marvelled that 
his energies were not quite tired out. 

Presently an old chalk-pit was reached, 
much too tempting for Harry, of course! 
He really must run down the grassy hill- 
side, and before the others were aware of 
his intention he was already scrambling 
back up its loose, sloping face. 

It was quite easy at first and such fun ! 
But as the top was neared, somehow it 
seemed to get unaccountably more difficult 
and precipitous, so that even Harry, now 
on hands and knees, began to feel just a   

little bit queer. On he clambered, a long 
stream of dislodged chalk and earth rattling 
right down the barren slope, while the 
nearer he reached the top the more 
apparent and insurmountable became the 
edge of the cliff, which indeed did actually 
project. 

At last, thoroughly frightened of getting 
a bad fall, Harry had to admit he was 
quite unable to manage the last few feet, 
and so at some little risk, and with great 
care, one of the girls, lying down on the 
top and holding to what coarse grass there 
was growing by the edge of the pit, leaned 
over and with the help of her sunshade, 
which fortunately had a strong hooked 
handle, succeeded in pulling the young 
adventurer up to a place of safety. 

Now, dear boys and girls, I want you to 
see that as Harry was saved from an un- 
comfortable and dangerous position by the 
help of his friend, so do we need rescue 
from the power of sin and Satan entirely 
apart from our own efforts or anything 
that we can do. 

The Lord Jesus came right down from 
His throne of glory in order that we might 
be thus rescued, but it is not until we 
realise how utterly weak and unable to 
help ourselves we are that we cry, ‘Lord, 
save us, we perish.” Then, however 
feebly we cry that cry He hears us, or, 
however weakly we stretch out the hand 
of faith to lay hold of His strong arm, still 
He takes us up and will keep us safely for 
ever and ever. 

Can we not, then, trust such a blessed 
yet mighty Saviour ? 

M. M. P. 

To Correspondents. 

We wish to remind our friends and 
helpers that thousands of boys and girls 
look out for GospeL STorigs every month, 
and in order that it may continue to be of 
profit to all who read, we still count on 
the help and prayers of those who have 
the interests of the young at heart. 

SS



PARABLE OF LUKE XV. 

WMAGHEN all the publicans drew near 
“= To Jesus where He stood, 
And many sinners came to hear, 

For Jesus did them good, 
The Pharisees and scribes were grieved, 

And murmured as they said — 
“This Man, He eats, with all received, 

As sinners to Him led.” 

He spake this parable to them 
As they were gathered round ; 

And it bas been a precious gem 
To many lost ones found. 

What man is there among you here 
That has a hundred sheep, 

If one of them should disappear 
Along some ravine deep: 

Will be not leave the ninety-nine 
In desert place to lie, 

Before the wandering sheep will pine 
Away from home and die? 

Will he not search the dark defile 
Where it has gone astray ? 

And when he finds it—with a smile, 
He’ll on his shoulders lay. 

Rejoicing as he bears it home, 
Along the desert way; 

He knows this sheep no more will roam, 
But with the Shepherd stay. 

His friends and neighbours he'll invite, 
And say “ Rejoice with me, 

My lost sheep 1 have found—it’s right 
That joyful we should be.” 

And 1 assure you, even now, 
There’s greater joy in heaven 

O’er one lost sinner led to bow— 
Repent, and be forgiven— 

Than over ninety-nine that are 
Self-satisfied in sin ; 

Who have no wish to wander far, 
But do not enter in, 
  

JAMES CHALMERS, 

The Missionary Martyr of New Guinea. 

Cuarrer IT. 

SCHOOLDAYS.—( Continued.) 

F a boyish love of adventure and feats of 
Pg daring sometimes led James Chalmers into 

perilous places, there were some memories 
of his boyhood on which in after years he could 
look back with a praise-filled heart. One was, 
that when about ten years of age he was enabled 
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to save a schoolfellow from drowning. All the 
morning the rain had been a steady downpour, 
but just before the close of afternoon school 
the sky cleared and the sun shone out brightly. 
Some of the boys went down to the river Aray, 
swollen by the rains till it had almost the speed 
and force of a mountain torrent. When they 
got to the three bridges, at that time wooden 
ones, the stone ones having been swept away 
during a violent gale the year before, there was 
a cry that Johnnie Minto had missed his footing 
and was in the water. 

The boys made a rush, and James saw the 
other boy a little way above the bridges, but 
being carried out to sea by the current. He had 
thrown off his coat as he ran, and slipping down 
the woodwork of the bridge, he held on to the 
timbers with his right hand, and with his left 
was able to seize the drowning boy as he passed. 
But he could not, he knew, hold on for long, so 
still grasping the drowning boy, both were 
carried a little way down till he caught the 
overhanging branch of a tree, and held on 
firmly till help came, and both boys were drawn 
to the shore. 

For some days the boy who had been rescued 
was too unwell to attend school, but soon 
recovered. Young Chalmers received the grate- 
ful thanks of his parents, but what gave him 
still greater pleasure was when the head master 
proposed, and himself led off in three ringing 
cheers, in which all the boys joined with a 
volume of sound that must have been almost 
deafening. Three or four years later, but 
before he had finally left school, standing upon 
the quay with one or two of his companions, a 
woman came running toward them in great 
distress, crying out that a child was drowning. 
The boys ran along the bank, and saw a child 
being swept past them and carried down by 
the stream. James, who wasa good swimmer, 
threw off his coat and plunged in. A few bold 
strokes brought him within reach of a little girl 
of not more than three or four years old. He 
thought she was dead, but grasping her frock, 
he succeeded in getting her ashore, where her 
friends were waiting for her; careful nursing 
soon brought her round. 

When between fourteen and fifteen Chalmers 
left school, and went into a lawyer's office ; but 
indoor work was not much to his liking ; his 
high spirits sometimes brought him into trouble, 
and he was, he said, blamed for every piece of 
mischief that took place in the village, whether 
he had any hand in it or not. 

He still went to the Sunday-school, and one 
never-to-be-forgotten afternoon led him to the 
great decision of his life. He was at that time 
a member of the Bible-class which met in a
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small room behind the chapel. The lesson was 
over, and the boys marched back to the chapel 
for singing, prayer, and to listen to a short 
address from a teacher for whom James had a 
real affection, though being afraid of too close 
personal dealing, he had often tried to get out 
of his way. On this occasion Mr. Meikle took 
a letter from his pocket, saying that it was from 
a missionary in T’iji, and he wished to read it 
to the boys. 

The letter was deeply interesting, as the 
writer told of what the gospel had done for 
men and women who not long before had been 
cannibals, sunk in all the darkness of heathenism. 
When the reading was finished, Mr. Meikle said 
in a voice that trembled with emotion, “I 
wonder if there is a boy here who will one day 
become a missionary, and by-and-by carry the 
gospel to cannibals ?” 

James, who had listened to every word with 
great interest and attention, felt at that moment 
that the answer of his heart was, ‘“ Yes, God 
helping me, I will.” Getting away from his 
classmates, he took a lonely road, and climbing 
a low wall got into a field, and kneeling down 
prayed that God would accept him as a 
missionary, and one day send him to the 
heathen. Perhaps he did not at the time see 
his own need of conversion, or that as a sinner 
he must have to do with a Saviour ; but though 
after a time the impression that had been made 
upon him began to wear away, he never wholly 
lost the desire to go to the foreign mission field. 

In November, 1859, two young evangelists 
who had been holding gospel meetings with 
much blessing in the North of Ireland visited 
Scotland, and arrangements were made for 
them to hold services in the town where James 
Chalmers was at that time living. Though they 
had been invited, the welcome they received was 
anything but a warm one, and as no hall or 
schoolroom could be had for meetings, the first 
was to be held in a loft over the joiner's shop. 
Up to seven o’clock in the evening of the day 
on which it was to be held young Chalmers had 
not the slightest intention of going, but calling 
on his way home to see a friend he found that 
he was going, and was warmly invited to accom- 
pany him. He made many objections, the last 
being that he had no Bible. His friend said 
that need be no excuse, as he could lend him 
one, and they went together. The gospel was 
faithfully preached from : “ And the Spirit and 
the bride say, Come. And let him that heareth 
say, Come. And let him that is athirst come. 
And whosoever will, let him take the water of 
life freely.” (Rev. xxii. 17.) He was deeply 
impressed, but got out of the meeting as quickly 
as he could, only stopping to return the 

  

borrowed Bible, but anxious to avoid speaking 
to any one. 

During a service held in the evening of the 
following Lord’s day he saw himself to be a 
lost and helpless sinner. He hardly dared to 
hope for forgiveness, and passed the night in 
great distress of soul. The next day his old 
friend and teacher, Mr. Meikle, came to his 
help, and as he repeated the words, ‘‘ The blood 
of Jesus Christ his Son cleanseth us from all 
sin” (1 Johni. 7), a hope that there might be 
mercy, cven for him, brought him some light 
and comfort ; it was not long before trusting 
himself simply to Christ he was filled with joy 
and peace in believing. 

C.J. L. 

Answers to January Questions. 

THE LIFE OF MOSES. 

t. Pharaoh's daughter. Exo. 2, Io. 
2. Aaron. Exo. 4. 14. 
3. Five: Genesis, Exodus, Leviti- 

cus, Numbers, Deuteronomy. 
4. In the fifteenth chapter. Exo. 15. 1-18. 
5. One hundred and twenty years. 

He was buried by God. Deut. 34. 5-7. 
6. ‘‘As the Lord commanded Moses.” 

Exo. 40. 19, 21, 23, 25, 27, 29, 32. 
7. Able men, such as fear God, men of truth, 

hating covetousness. Exo. 18. 12, 17-21, 
8. After the defeat of Amalek. Exo. 17. 13-15. 
9. Stephen. Acts 6.9; 7. 22. 

  

QUESTIONS FOR FEBRUARY. 

(Read the letter first. 

THE LIFE OF SIMON PETER. 

1, Who first brought Peter to Jesus? (John 1-4.) 
2. What was Peter’s occupation before Jesus 

called him? (Matt. 1-4.) 
3. How do we know Simon Peter was married? 

(Mark 1-2.) 
4. Where was Peter when he denied Jesus? 

(John. ) 
5. Who first went into the sepulchre after the 

resurrection of Jesus? (John.) 
6, What remarkable dream, or vision, did Peter 

have? (Acts.) 
7. In what two towns did Peter meet Paul? 

(Galatians, ) 
8. Two miracles, through Peter, one in blessing 

and one in judgment, took place soon after Pente- 
cost. What were they? (Give inclusive verses.) 

g. In what chapter of John does the Lord fore- 
tell Peter's death, and where in Peter's epistles 
does He refer to it ?
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JAMES CHALMERS, 

The Missionary Martyr of New Guinea. 

CuartTer III. 

COLLEGE LIFE. 

HE night of his conversion was one never 
to be forgotten by the future missionary 
to the wild tribes of New Guinea. The 

love of God, shed abroad in his heart, trans- 
formed his whole after-life. No longer his 
own, but bought with a price, “the precious 
blood of Christ,” he longed to yield a life of 
loyal, true-hearted service to his Lord and 
Master. He took a class in the Sunday-school ; 
his boys soon felt that he not only understood 
but loved them, and he acquired great personal 
influence over even the roughest and most 
unruly. 

His first attempts at preaching the gospel 
were made in the villages near his home ; and 
in several places where there had been no 
regular services he held cottage meetings. He 
had not been converted very long before he 
remembered that Sunday afternoon when alone 
with God he had prayed that he might one day 
be sent as a missionary to the heathen. And 
day by day the desire to go grew stronger. But 
the way was not yet open. His parents, he 
knew, could not afford to send him to college, 
and there were many things which he felt he 
ought to know before offering himself as a 
candidate for the foreign mission-field. He 
had not much spare time, but with the help of 
his old friend and teacher, Mr, Meikle, who lent 
him useful books and helped him in many ways, 
he made some progress with his studies. 
Work as a city missionary in Glasgow was 

offered to him, and as the small salary he would 
receive would enable him to pay his fees for the 
different classes he wished very much to attend, 
he accepted the offer, and for eight months 
worked in one of the poorest parts of Glasgow, 
among men and women who often seemed more 

3-1914. 
  

  

difficult to reach with the glad tidings of the 
gospel, than in after years he found the heathen 
of New Guinea. He had not been more than a 
few days in Glasgow before he was, through 
the kindness of a friend, introduced to the late 
Dr. Turner, who had spent more than twenty 
years as a missionary to South Sea Islanders. 
He had translated the whole of the New Testa- 
ment into Samoan, and had only left his work 
and returned for a short time to his native land 
because, while the first edition was going 
through the press, it was almost a needs-be that 
he should be at hand to correct proofs and help 
in other ways. Dr. Turner soon saw in the 
younger man one like-minded with himself, and 
encouraged him in his desire to be a missionary 

Dr. Turner advised Chalmers to apply to the 
London Missionary Society. He did so, was 
accepted, and soon afterwards entered Cheshunt 
College, at that time a training-school for 
missionaries. He never forgot his first inter- 
view with its then principal, Dr. Reynolds. 
He wrote, ‘The dear old gentleman asked me 
a number of questions about my studies ; then 
his face lighted up with holy joy as he said, 
‘My brother, the most important question of 
all is, How do you stand with relation to our 
Lord Jesus Christ ? Have you had personal 
dealings with Him ?’” 

As a boy he had loved the water, was a first- 
rate swimmer, could dive well, and during his 
college days he had again the joy of being able 
to save two of his fellow students, who were in 
danger of drowning. Several of the students 
had gone to Hertford Heath, to take part in a 
missionary meeting. Having some hours at 
their own disposal, and the day being fine and 
warm, they proposed a row on the river Lea, 
hired a boat and had a good pull. In the after- 
noon most of them decided to bathe, Chalmers 
remaining in charge of the boat. He was 
quietly resting when he heard a cry for help, 
and saw one of the bathers sink, rise and sink 
again, Another student, who was near, tried to 
save him, but the drowning man, throwing his
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arms round his would-be rescuer, dragged him 
under the water. Both were lost to sight. 
Chalmers dived into the river, clothes and all. 
They were fast locked in each other's arms, but 
he was able to grasp one of them. The others 
had by that time formed a line from the bank 
to the centre of the river, and all three were 
dragged to shore. Chalmers borrowed a suit, 
and went to the meeting as if nothing had 
happened. They did not wish Dr. Reynolds to 
hear of their merciful escape from drowning, 
but twenty-three years after Chalmers found 
that the doctor had heard the whole story. 

His first year at college was in some ways a 
trying one, as he found it no easy matter to 
make the college allowance of ten pounds a 
vear buy clothes, pay for washing, fire and 
light, as well as other personal expenses. He 
wrote, ‘‘I am learning to make money go as far 
as it honestly will, still I do not find it easy to 
make both ends meet.” 

He was from the very day of his conversion 
a man of prayer: a warm-hearted, tender, all- 
round Christian. A fellow student writing of 
him many years later said, ‘‘He came to my 
study one afternoon, and we passed a quiet but 
very blessed half-hour together in prayer.” 
Another, still living, said of him, ‘ We entered 
college together, and I soon got to know and 
love him ; he was so kind and good-tempered, 
and never seemed more happy than when he 
was helping some one. He was very cheerful, a 
splendid skater, and good football player.” 

After a stay of hardly two years, Mr. 
Chalmers left Cheshunt College, and for twelve 
months more continued his studies at Highgate. 
It was not decided to what part of the mission- 
field he would be sent ; one great desire seemed 
to fill his soul, to be allowed to carry the gospel 
to those who had not before heard of a 
Saviour’s love. 

C.J. 1. 
  

««CLEANSED AND FORGIVEN.” 

Dv: you ever read the first seven 
verses of Leviticus xiv.? Are they 
not strange? I am so glad we 

have not to do such a lot of things before 
we can be made clean and fit for God’s 
holy eye ! 

The verses tell us how a leper could be 
cleansed in Jewish days. 

The Old Testament is like a picture 
book. There are stories—true ones, and 
people and sacrifices which are pictures. 
Not pictures painted, or printed in a book, 

  

which we see with our eyes, but pictures 
for our minds to see. The cleansing of a 
leper, which we read about in Leviticus 
xiv. 1-7, is a picture or a type of how we 
may be cleansed from sin. But before we 
talk about these few verses, let us go 
through chapter xiii. and underline the 
word ‘‘ unclean’ in our Bibles. 
What a number of times it occurs! It 

makes the page look quite dark ! 
Yes, unclean! That is just what we 

are, every one of us! Not in our own 
eyes always, alas! but in God’s sight. 
‘© We are all as an unclean thing,”’ Isaiah 
lxiv. 6 says. And let us remember that 
we can do nothing to make ourselves any 
different; for the verse adds: ‘‘and all 
our righteousnesses are as filthy rags.” 
Have you found out that you are unclean, 
my little friend? What makes us unclean ? 
Sin! One sin is enough. One sin lost 
Adam paradise, and one sin unfits us for 
heaven—the paradise of God! How, then, 
can we be made fit for God’s holy presence? 
Leviticus xiv. 1-7 may tell us. Of course, 
as 1 have said, this is only a picture 
chapter. We do not need two little birds 
nor the other things mentioned. But we 
do need what they are the picture of ! 

First, let us notice what verse 2 tells us. 
Before anything was done the unclean 
leper had to be brought to the priest! 

The Lord Jesus Christ is the priest now. 
No one on earth can rightly call himself a 
priest (apart from all Christians being 
priests—-1 Pet. ii. 5). We must come to 
Jesus. No one else can cleanse us; but 
He can. 

Then there were two little birds (ver. 4). 
One was slain and his blood is a type of 
that great sacrifice for sin which Jesus 
offered on the cross when His precious 
blood was shed. What a wonderful verse 
that little one in John’s epistle is! Let us 
read it: 

“The blood of Jesus Christ his [God's] 
Son cleanseth us from all sin.” (1 John i. 7.) 

Cedar wood, scarlet and hyssop and the 
living bird were all put into the blood of 
the bird which had been killed. What 
came out? You read and see, verses 

(Continued on page 20.)
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A SUBTLE ENEMY. 

“YAR away from the haunts of men, in 
k the woods where the wild roses 

bloom, together with"grasses and all 
kinds of undergrowth, a bird has built her 
nest and! isjrearing her little family of 
young. One bright day, while the bees 
are humming as they pass, a gentle, gliding 
sound is heard as of something alive moving 

along as it pushes aside the leaves and grass 
that lie in its path. The sound is so 
slight that no one, perhaps, would notice 
it, but as it comes near to the bird’s nest 
the mother bird is alive in a moment, 
anxious for the safety of her young, 

Her quick eye detects the presence of 
an enemy, as the head of a snake slowly 
comes into view, then the wings of the 
bird flutter and her feathers are ruffled as 

  

  

She criesfout in distress. That soon brings 
home the male bird to see what is dis- 
turbing the peace of his home and family. 

Alas! what can they do in the face of 
such an enemy as a hungry snake looking 
for something for his breakfast ! 

The parent birds will stand by their 
young to defend them to the last, but I 
am afraid, in such an unequal contest, the 
nest will soon be an empty one. 

  

  

Oh, what a picture this is}of an enemy 
that we also have, who is going about 
seeking whom he may devour. His name 
is Satan, and we could have no power to 
defend ourselves from his subtle ways, if 
we had not a Friend who is stronger than 
Satan, and able to deliver us from him— 
His name is Jesus, who has died for us to 
destroy the power of Satan. 

M. M.
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(Continued from page 18.) 

6 and 7. Only the living bird! 
speaks of Jesus’ resurrection. 

A bird could not die and rise again, so 
God took two birds to explain this fact in 
a picture, or type. 

Jesus is risen! If He were not risen 
we should be yet in our sins, (1 Cor. xv. 17.) 
But since He is risen the believer can say, 
“«My sins are remembered no more.” (Heb. 
X. 17. 

He, is like one of the choruses, is 
it not? 

That 

‘*T'll give you a piece of good news to-day, 
My sins are remembered no more: 

For Jesus has taken them all away, 
My sins are-remembered no more!” 

Yes—they are gone. Thank God! The 
blood of Christ cleanses. And if God says 
so, who cannot believe Him? 

How thankful the poor leper must have 
been to have heard the priest pronounce 
him ‘‘clean.”” He had still other things to 
be done in order to be fully awake to his 
cleansing; but the first great work, the 
work which was all done for him was 
finished and the leper is pronounced clean. 
(Ver. 7.) , 
What welcome words to the woman 

who wept at the feet of Jesus were those 
He said to her: ‘‘ Thy sins are forgiven!” 
(Luke vii. 48.) 

And what joy to our hearts when we 
know that through the finished work of 
Christ —the work all done for us, our sins 
are forgiven for His name’s sake! We are 
cleansed and forgiven. 

The cedar and scarlet and hyssop are 
wonderful pictures, too: but it would take 
us far too long to talk about them just now. 
Let us remember what the two little birds 
are a picture of. And above all, let us 
rest with simple faith on what God 
says. 

“Christ died for our sins.” (1 Cor. xv. 3.) 
“ Through his name whosoever believeth 

in him shall receive remission [or forgive- 
ness] of sins.” (Acts x. 43.) 

M. W. B. 

2 CO   

JESUS. 

(Matt. 1. 21.) 

&y-ESUS means the Saviour 
F Just the One you need, , 
All who trust in Jesus 

They are saved indeed. 

None but He can cleanse us 
From our crimson guilt, 

Nought can wash away our sins 
But the blood He spilt. 

Jesus Christ the Saviour, 
Came from heaven above, 

Gave His life that we might live, 
Such His precious love. 

Jesus is in heaven 
On His Father’s throne, 

Every knee to Him shall bow, 
All His lordship own. 

Precious name of Jesus, 
Name of power, and love, 

Written on His cross of shame, 
Borne by Him above. 

Precious, precious Jesus, 
Lord and Saviour Thou, 

Gladly we confess Thee, 
Low before Thee bow. 

W. P. 

  

THEY ARE ALL SETTLED. 

» OME time ago I was standing in a 
merchant’s office. We had been 
speaking together about future 

things, but he did not seem able to under- 
stand what I said to him. 

At last, I noticed hanging on the walls 
of his little office a number of files, and 
pointing to them, I asked him, ‘* What 
have you on those files?” 

“Oh, those,” said he, ‘‘ are my receipt 
files, they contain receipts for debts that I 
have paid,”' 

‘« Well,” said I, ‘you have had a great 
many debts, are you not anxious about 
them? Do they not trouble you?” 

“Not in the least,” he replied, ‘they 
are all paid, stamped and receipted.” 

“But are you not afraid that some time 
or other some of these creditors may forget 
their bills are paid and come to you again 
for the money ?” 

“No, I do not trouble abeut that at all,
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A WATER FALL, 
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they are all settled, and do not cause me a 

single thought.” 
Now, what an illustration that is of the 

way we may enjoy perfect peace with 
reference to eternal things. Our sins have 
been many, like your debts, but I have 
the joy of knowing that they are all atoned 
for and put away. 

The Lord Jesus said when on the cross, 
“Tt is finished,” and we read that He was 
delivered for our offences and raised again 
for our justification. 

My sins then are like your debts, all 
settled for, and they do not trouble me any 
more. Praise the Lord! 
  

AT THE SWALLOW FALLS. 

T was a glorious day in July, when we 
stood by the far-famed Swallow Falls 
in North Wales. How beautiful it 

was to be sure! All around us were the 
magnificent hills and trees, with peeps of 
the blue mountains beyond, while at our 
feet over the great rocky boulders came 
tumbling and leaping the foaming waters 
of the Lugwy. 

On they came, dancing and spraying, 
swirling and eddying, with the rush and 
roar and music of many waters, Truly 
sights and sounds which shall long be 
remembered. 

Presently, down the rocky and uneven 
steps, with light, yet firm, springing walk, 
came a fond father carrying his little boy. 
With a strong clasp he bore the child, 
crossing at the water’s edge from boulder 
to boulder, easily and quickly, till at last 
they stood upon the firm, smooth surface 
of an unusually large rock, high and dry, 
almost in mid-stream. 

Father was enjoying to the full the 
lovely view of the cascade from such a 
splendid position, but it was in vain that 
he tried to get sonny even to look. Pale 
and frightened he turned his head away, 
evidently feeling anything but safe from 
the dashing cataract before, or the deep, 
dark pool below, and oh! so relieved when 
at last the same strong arms and firm, 
swift? step bore himjonce more back to 
smoother, if not more solid, places.   

But how often, dear young reader (yes, 
and older ones too), is this a picture of 
ourselves, safely in our Father’s hand, 
whence, having first trusted in Him, none 
can ever take us away, yet at the very 
first sound of the mighty waters, or at the 
first sight of the rocky and uneven places 
along which He would lead us do we 
shrink back timid and afraid, forgetful 
that it is even there we see the works of 
the Lord and learn His wonders in the 
deep. 

Let us then rather remember, if we 
come to such times and places, in the 
words of the Psalmist, that ‘‘God is our 
refuge and strength . . . therefore will not 
we fear, though the earth be removed, 
and ... though the waters thereof roar 
and be troubled.” 

Al house in Germany and found it very 
wretched. Everything he saw spoke 

of poverty, but looking round he saw ina 
corner a copy of the Bible, and when he 
went away he said to the inmates, ‘‘ There 
is a treasure in this house that would make 
you all rich.” 

After he had gone the people began to 
look about for the treasure, for they 
thought it must bea pot of gold, and not 
finding anything they pulled up the floor 
in hopes of seeing some hidden store of 
wealth, but all in vain. 

One day after that the mother lifted up 
the old Bible, and found written on the 
fly-leaf of it these words, taken from the 
inner pages: ‘‘The law of thy mouth is 
better unto me than thousands of gold 
and silver,” 
“Ah!” said she, ‘can this be the 

treasure of which the stranger spoke, I 
wonder?" So she told her thoughts to 
the rest, and they all began to read the 
Bible. From that day a blessing seemed 
to rest upon the household and they 
became changed in some way. 

The stranger called again later on and 
found that the signs of poverty were all 

M. M. P. 
  

A WONDERFUL TREASURE. 

CHRISTIAN man once entered a



gone. Peace and contentment filled its 
place; and a hearty christian welcome 
met him, With grateful joy the family 
said, “ We found the treasure of which 
you spoke, and it has proved to us all that 
you said it would.” They had found 
Christ. 
  

DR. BAEDEKER AND HIS WORK. 

“ ¥\ R. BAEDEKER! Who was he? 
5) I do not remember even having 

7 heard his name,” I almost seem 
to hear some of the young people who 
have always such a warm welcome for 
GospEL SrTories saying. Perhaps not, 
dear boys and girls, but as not long ago I 
read a deeply interesting book, ‘ Dr. 
Baedeker’s Work in Russia,” published by 
Messrs. Morgan and Scott, our story this 
month can hardly fail to be an interesting 
one if I tell you just a few of the things 1 
remember about this remarkable man and 
true-hearted servant of Christ. 

A German by birth, and the son of 
well-to-do parents, his school and college 
days were passed without any thought of 
God, or eternal things. He made good 
progress with his studies, passed his 
examinations well, and after spending a 
short time in travel, settled in England, 
where, as he was in comfortable circum- 
stances, he intended to lead an easy, 
pleasure-seeking life. He was very fond 
of music and dancing, and his evenings 
were spent at-some place of public amuse- 
ment. But the eye of God was upon him. 
“The Lord had need of him.’’ Perhaps 
some une was praying for Dr. Baedeker. 

Gospel services were being held in 
Weston-super-Mare, where he then lived, 
and the doctor was invited to attend. He 
at first refused, but after the invitation 
had been several times repeated, yielded 
and went. It was the night of his con- 
version. Many years after, he wrote, ‘I 
entered the hall, a proud German infidel ; 
I left it a humble, happy believer in the 
Lord Jesus.” 

“Lord, what wilt thou have me to do?” 
was from that hour the language of his 
heart, and he felt that his time, his money, 
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his life must be at the disposal of the 
good Master he had begun to serve, and it 
was not long before open doors were set 
before him. 

“Out of sight, out of mind,” is a very 
common saying, and perhaps, often a true 
one; and very soon the doctor began to 
read, think and pray about a great number 
of people who, being out of sight, are very 
often “out of mind ”—the large numbers 
who are crowded, sometimes almost to 
overflowing, into the prisons of Russia and 
Siberia. How he longed to go to them 
and tell them of a full, free salvation 
through the precious blood of Christ. 
Many difficulties stood in the way. He 
must leave his own pleasant home and 
take a long journey of hundreds, or even 
thousands of miles; and when he reached 
its end, he was not quite sure that he 
would be allowed to enter those gloomy 
buildings. Their doors might remain fast 
closed against him and the message he 
carried. Was it worth while to make the 
attempt? His faith and hope were in God, 
who was, he knew, able to open prison 
doors; and in simple, child-like faith he 
went forth, taking a large supply of 
gospels and scripture portions in different 
languages. 

On one occasion, after an all-night 
journey from Odessa to Kichinev, Dr. 
Baedeker, accompanied by his interpreter, 
called upon the governor, as without his 
permission they would not be allowed to 
visit the prisoners. After waiting for two 
hours, they obtained an interview. The 
governor was friendly, and gave them an 
order, bearing his seal. The prison was a 
solid stone building, not unlike a castle or 
fortress, with four round towers, and walls 
four or five feet thick. In the first room 
they entered were about twenty men, all 
wearing chains. They came from different 
parts of Asia; were about to be sent to 
Siberia, and some of them spoke languages 
of which neither the doctor nor his inter- 
preter understood a single word. To these 
he could not preach the gospel, but all who 
could read received a scripture portion. 
The larger wards were then visited; the 
prisoners were drawn up in line, and after
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giving a short address, the doctor passed 
from one to another, giving gospels, and 
saying a few kind words to each. He 
asked leave of no one, but went quietly on, 
and the warders and other officials seemed 
pleased to help him in every way they could. 

As he was about to leave, the head 
warder said, ‘‘ We have a murderer under 
our charge at present.” 

“ Have I seen him?” asked the doctor. 
‘No, he is in solitary confinement.” 
“« Please take me to him.” 
Under the care of two warders, Dr. 

B stumbled down a long flight of 
narrow, stone steps, and found himself in 
the underground prison, cheerless, dark, 
dirty and ill-smelling. The door of the 
cell was unlocked, and the doctor and his 
interpreter were alone with the prisoner. 

“J cannot read,” the prisoner said sadly 
when a copy of the New Testament was 
handed to him. ‘“ Here, then, is the very 
thing for you!” said the doctor, handing 
him ‘The Wordless Book,” and adding, 
“Tn this is truth it is most important you 
should know.” The man took the book 
with a polite ‘‘ Thank you, sir,” and looked 
in wonder at its pages, black, red and 
white. After a little while, he asked, 
‘What does this mean? I cannot under- 
stand it.” ‘The black leaf,” replied the 
doctor, “represents sin—your sin and 
mine, Sin against God, sin against man ; 
sin in the heart, and sin in the life; black 
as night, black as death, black with 
judgment.” 

“ The red tells of the precious blood of 
Christ by which alone black sins can be 
put away. ‘He was wounded for our 
transgressions; with his stripes we are 
healed.’” 

‘“‘ The white leaf tells of perfect, full and 
free salvation: the forgiveness of sins 
offered ‘ without money and _ without 
price’ to all who repent and accept pardon 
by faith in the finished work of the Lord 
Jesus Christ. Offered to you, even you,” 

The hands of the man trembled as he 
turned the pages of the ‘‘ Wordless Book,” 
and held it up in the dim light that found 
its way through a small iron grating in the 
door of his cell. 

  

  

«You are able to read this book, are 
you not?’ the doctor asked in a voice full 
of compassion and tenderness. 

‘‘Yes, I am indeed able, thank God,” he 
replied with fast falling tears, ‘‘and I 
thank you a thousand times, sir, for bring- 
ing such a message of hope to a wretch 
like me.” 

(Abridged and adapted.) C.J. L. 
  

*.* Those. interested in the Wordless Books can 
get copies from the office of GospEL STories, 
price 1d., 2d. and 6d., according to size. 
  

Answers to February Questions. 
THE LIFE OF SIMON PETER. 

1. Andrew, his brother. John r. 40, 41, 42. 
2. He was a fisherman. Matt. 4. 18. 
3. Because we read of Simon's 

wife in Mark 1, 30. 
4. In the palace of the high 

priest. John 18. 15-17. 
5. Simon Peter. John 20. 6. 
6. The vision of a great sheet 

let down from heaven full 
of living creatures. Acts to. 9-16. 

. Jerusalem and Antioch. Gal. 1. 18; 2. 11. 
Blessing: the lame man 
healed. 

Judgment: the death of 
Ananias and Sapphira. 

9. In John 2r, (vers. 17-19). 
Peter refers to it in 

2
x
 

Acts 3. 2-8. 

Acts 5. I-10. 

2 Peter 1. ry. 

QUESTIONS FOR MARCH. 
THE LIFE OF JOSHUA. 

1, Where do we first read of Joshua? (Exo. 
15-18.) 

2. Only two of all the children of Israel who 
left Egypt entered Canaan, Who were they? 
(Deut. 1-2.) 

3. Before whom did Joshua fall on his face and 
worship? (Joshua 1-7.) 

4. On what occasion did Joshua rise early? 
(Joshua 1-7.) 

5. To whom did Joshua say, ‘‘ Why hast thou 
troubled us?" (Joshua 1-7.) 

6. Joshua appointed six cities of refuge. Write 
out one short verse explaining what they were for. 
(Joshua 17 to end.) 

Who said, ‘‘As for me and my house, we 
will serve the Lord”? (Joshua 17 to end,) 

8, On what occasion did Joshua build an altar 
to the Lord? (Joshua 1-10.) 

g. What portion did Joshua ask for for his 
inheritance? (Joshua 15 to end.) 

(The answers to be on one sheet of paper only. 
the bach, if necessary.) 
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JAMES CHALMERS, 

The Missionary Martyr of New Guinea. 

CuarTer LV. 

GETTING READY FOR WORK. 

JAY-E left James Chalmers at college, quick to 
WwW see, and eager to seize every opportunity 

of gaining knowledge that might be of 
use to him in the far-off mission field for which 
he hoped soon to sail. Whatever he did, he did 
with his whole heart ; close study tried him a 
good deal, yet he did his best to prepare for the 
different classes he attended. The students at 
Cheshunt College were in the habit of holding 
Sunday and week-night gospel services in the 
villages for some miles round. This was work 
he enjoyed, and in which the Lord greatly used 
and blessed him. It often fell to him to take 
the meetings at a place called Hertford Heath, 
a distance of eight miles from Cheshunt. There 
was no railway, and the only way of getting 
there was to walk ; the weather was not always 
bright and pleasant, but rain, blow or snow, 
nothing seemed to cast a shadow over his cheer- 
ful spirit; he would start in good time, visit, 
preach, hold an open-air service, and start on 
his long and often lonely eight miles of return 
journey, reaching Cheshunt late, and we may be 
sure tired, but happy and thankful that he had 
been again allowed to 

“Tell the old, old story 
Of Jesus and His love.” 

His own great wish was to be allowed to carry 
the gospel to those who had never before heard 
it, but wise friends thought it best for him to 
begin work at Ratotonga, an island in the South 
Pacific, and so learn something of the character 
and habits of South Sea Islanders before 
attempting to break up new ground. Shall we 
leave him for a little while, studying the 
language, and in other ways getting ready for 

4-1914. 
  

his life-work, and take a peep at the history of 
missions in the South Seas ? 

Perhaps all or nearly all of us have heard or 
read of “ missionary ships,” and know perhaps 
just a little how greatly they are needed to 
carry missionaries, books, stores and other 
things to places at which trading or other 
vessels very seldom call. Rather more than a 
hundred years ago, in August 1796, the first 
missionary ship, “The Duff,” sailed down the 
river Thames. A great number of people were 
watching its progress. Sometimes they stood 
in little knots close to the water's edge, while 
at Gravesend and other places the numbers 
were much larger; as the ship passed, they 
waved their hats and handkerchiefs, and shouted 
“God speed,” for they knew that a little group 
of men and women who stood upon her deck, 
singing hymns, were going forth to meet danger 
and it might be death in the service of their 
Lord and Master. The sailors in other ships 
looked at them with wonder and curiosity. 
Who could they be, and where were they 
going? “The Duff” had hardly got out into 
the Channel before she was hailed by a British 
man-of-war with the usual question, ‘‘ What 
ship is that?” “The Duff.” “ Whither 
bound?” ‘Otaheite, South Pacific.” ‘“ What 
cargo?” ‘Missionaries and provisions.” “Mis- 
sionaries and provisions!” The captain of the 
man-of-war had never heard of such a strange 
cargo, and thinking that perhaps it might not 
be true, ordered an officer to take a boat, board 
“The Duff,” and see for himself what such an 
unlooked-for reply could mean. 

The boat was soon alongside “The Duff.” 
The officer climbed upon her deck and looked at 
the papers her captain was quite ready to shew 
him, Finding only a band of peaceable men and 
women whose hearts were set upon going to 
carry the glad tidings of the gospel to South Sea 
Islanders, and who, in spite of his assurance 
that they would very soon all be killed and eaten, 
did not seem at all inclined to give up their 
purpose and turn back, he returned to his own
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ship, reported “ The Duff" as “all right,” and 
the man-of-war allowed her to pass. 

In those days very little was known about the 
South Sea Islanders except that they were 
heathen, fierce, cruel, and not to be trusted even 
when they seemed to be friendly. About a 
year before the sailing of “The Duff,” and at 
about the same time, the hearts of quite a num- 
ber of Christians, living in different places, had 
been touched with deep pity for the heathen. 
They remembered how their absent Lord had 
said, “Go ye into all the world, and preach the 
gospel to every creature’ (Mark xvi. 15), and 
they felt how little had been done to obey His 
command. Some who could not go themselves 
could give money to enable others to go, and 
they could all pray. So after some months of 
prayer and waiting ‘The Duff” was bought, 
and placed under the command of Captain John 
Wilson, a devoted Christian and a commander 
of great experience and ability, and a party of 
thirty who had offered themselves as mission- 
aries went on board. Six only were married, 
and there were three children. 

“But why,’ some one may ask, “did they 
choose to go to the islands of the Pacific? Were 
there not thousands, perhaps millions, in other 
countries who had never heard the gospel?” 
Yes, but at that time the doors of Africa, India, 
China and Japan were fast closed. The South 
Sea Islands appeared open to missionary effort, 
and so with brave hearts and simple, childlike 
trust in God, the missionaries went forth. 

When “The Duff” reached Spithead, her 
voyage was delayed for three weeks, as she was 
obliged to wait for a British man-of-war to see 
her safely out of the reach of French frigates, 
for England and France were then at war with 
each other, and “The Duff” and her stores 
might have been seized and her passengers and 
crew carried off to a French prison. 
Want of space will not allow us to follow 

“The Duff” very closely on her long and weary 
voyage. Rough weather and fierce gales not 
only made her progress very slow, but obliged 
Captain Wilson to take a much longer route 
than he at first intended, After a voyage of 
nearly five months the ary, “ Land O!” from the 
man on the look-out must indeed have beena 
welcome one, Tahiti came in sight, and by 
Sunday morning, March 4th, 1797, they were 
near enough to cast anchor.’ The natives did 
not seem at all afraid, but came out in large 
numbers, some in canoes, others swimming, 
bringing pigs, fowls, fish and fruit which they 
wanced to sell, or barter for axes, fish-hooks, 
looking- glasses, knives and other things, but as 
it was the Lord's-day no one would buy, 

For a Jong time the history of Hints the   

South Seas seemed one weary night of weeping, 
but after some years of patient sowing many 
began to see that the idols they had trusted 
had no power either to hurt or help them ; a 
great number of their false gods were either 
burnt, or given to the missionaries to be sent to 
England ; and though there was reason to fear 
that some who professed to be Christians were 
still heathen at heart, there were many cases of 
real conversion. Preaching-rooms and schools 
were built, and many of the old, cruel heathen 
customs given up. 

C.J. L. 

THE PASSOVER LAMB. 
(Exo. xt.) 

©) HALL we have a few talks together 
> about the children of Israel and 

their remarkable journey from 
Egypt to Canaan? I am sure we shall 
find the subject an interesting one. 

First of all it is so wonderful to be able 
to read of things which happened 
thousands of years ago and know that 
what we read is quite true. And then, 
too, God has told us that the things which 
happened to the children of Israel are 
pictures full of lessons for us, so that we 
may not make the mistakes they made. 

Whatever has been written in the Old 
Testament we may learn, so that, through 
patience and the comfort we may gain 
through what we find in our Bibles, we 
may have hope. That is, we may expect 
God to do the same sort of thing for us as 
He did for Old Testament people if we act 
in a similar way. 

Our first little chat shall be about the 
Passover lamb. 

The last terrible plague was about to 
fall on proud King Pharaoh and _ his 
mighty nation. Many other plagues had 
come upon Egypt and even Pharaoh’s 
wise men at last knew and said that the 
plagues were God’s doing. But Pharaoh's 
heart was hard and he did not want to 
obey God. And so God was going to 
bring one more plague—a plague which 
told plainly what God's judgment of sin 
really was. ‘The soul that sinneth it 
shall die,” and so this plague, or judg- 
ment, was death, 

But God was going to save the children 
s 
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of Israel from Egypt. And seeing they 
were sinners too, just like you and I are, | 
God told them what to do, so that the 
judgment should not come on them. 

There is no respect of persons with God 
when He judges. You, my little reader, 
may be the child of christian parents, but 
unless you believe in the Lord Jesus, God 
will have to judge you, just the same as if 
your father and mother were unconverted 
people. 

The children of Israel were told to take 
alittle lamb. It had to be without spot or   

them all this time. You may read all 
about it in Exodus xii. 
Two things we shall consider : 
1. What was done with the blood of the 

lamb; and 
2. What God said about it. 
There was nothing very difficult to do 

or to understand for an Israelite if he 
wished to be secure from the coming 
judgment. The message was plain and 
only needed obedience to carry it out. 
And there is nothing difficult about God’s 
way of salvation now. It but needs faith. 

  

  

  

  
  

THE GIFT ACCEPTED, (See page 28.) 

blemish, for it was to be a picture or,type 
of Jesus—the Lamb of God. 
_ A long time before the Passover night 
in Egypt Abraham had spoken of God's 
Lamb. You remember how he said to 
Isaac: ‘My son, God will provide himself 
a lamb.” And when at length Jesus came, 
people were left in no doubt, for John the 
Baptist was sent as a witness and said: 
“Behold the Lamb of God!” 

There are many things which the 
Israelites had to do with the Passover 
lamb, and I am afraid we cannot speak of   

The lamb had to be slain and the blood 
sprinkled, by means of a bunch of hyssop, 
upon the outside of the doors of the houses 
—on the two side posts and on the lintel, 
or top piece. 

All in such a sprinkled house were safe. 
The destroying angel would not enter 
there. 

The blood of the lamb was not for the 
children of Israel to look at, but for God's 
eye. They had to be under the shelter of 
the blood. 

A man might have known all about the
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Passover lamb and been able to explain it 
all to his next door neighbour ; but unless 
his house was sprinkled the destroying 
angel would have entered and death seized 
his eldest son. Only one thing availed— 
the sprinkled blood, and nothing more was 
needed. 

Do I need to tell you the meaning of 
this picture? I think you must know. 

You see, a girl or boy might read the 
Bible like a lesson book and soon know 
all about the gospel. She may be able to 
speak about it to others. But listen! 
Unless we have come under the shelter of 
the blood of Jesus ourselves, we are like 
an Israelite in an unsprinkled house ! 

Do you ask: How can I come under 
the shelter of the blood of Christ? By 
faith. In our hearts we may own that 
nothing else will do and we may take our 
place as sheltered under Jesus’ blood. In 
other words, we believe that Jesus is the 
all-sufficient shelter from the judgment of 
a holy God. 

This brings us to our second point: 
what did God say about the blood ? 

You see, God was bringing the judgment 
and therefore He must be satisfied. 

If an Israelite had thought some other 
way better, and perhaps nailed to his door 
a notice saying that he was one of Abra- 
ham’s children and had known about these 
things for a long time and had always 
tried to live like an Israelite ought to live, | 
would it have sheltered him ? 
the blood of the lamb would do! 

What then did God say? Let us quote 
the words: ‘‘ When I see the blood, | will 
pass over you, and the plague shall not be 
upon you.” 

Here an Israelite could rest! 
said it. That was enough. 

And what has God said tous? He has 
said that the blood of Christ is enough. 
It cleanses from all sin. (1 John i. 7.) 

No! only 

God had 

It redeems. (1 Pet. i. 18.) It justifies, 
(Rom. v. 9.) 

The eye of God rests there. We could 
not understand half, or anything like half, | 
what God sees in the blood of Jesus! But 
we do know that He speaks of it as 
“ precious,” and ‘as of a lamb without | 

blemish.” God is satisfied. He sees the 
blood. He passes over us. We are 
sheltered from God's judgment in God's 
own way! 

M. W.B. 

THE WORDLESS BOOK. 

PAGE so black, it speaks of sin, 
It spoke indeed to me, 

With all my sins and all my need, 
My Saviour-God, of Thee. 

That crimson page denotes the blood 
So freely shed for me, 

When on the cross God’s claims were met, 
My Saviour-God, by Thee. 

And now, than dazzling snow more white, 
As pure as pure can be, 

1 see my righteousness complete, 
My Saviour-God, in Thee. 

Ere long Thy blood-bought saints, O Lord, 
Thy glory fair shall see, 

And, wondrous thought, that glory share, 
Our Saviour-God, with Thee. 

L. G. W. 
    THE GIFT ACCEPTED. 

March, 1914. 

| & LADY sat one bright summer’s 
A morning on the sands of a fashion- 

| able watering-place. Her attention 
| was suddenly arrested by. the appearance 

of a little sunny-faced, blue-eyed girl, of 
about six years, standing before her. 

‘©Please, ma’am,” said she, pleadingly, 
“may your little girl come with me to the 
service?” 

‘« Service, my dear? Oh, yes, if she 
likes!” was the reply, At the same time 
the lady thought that five minutes of that 

| sort of thing would quite satisfy the 
children. 

| Accordingly off they ran hand-in-hand, 
and the worldly young mother watched 

| them enter into the midst of a large group 
of people a few yards distant. 

After a time she grew uneasy, and 
| hastened in search of the children, 
wondering that they had not returned. 

She found them safely seated amongst 
some two or three hundred others, eagerly” 
drinking in the words of the speaker. 

He was telling them of the love of the
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MARKET IN DAYS GONE BY. (See puge 30.) A SLAVIE
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Lord Jesus: how He left His bright home, 
and lived down here amongst men, suffer- 
ing huager and weatiness—ay, and more 
than that—bitter persecution from and 
rejection by those whom, in His love and 
pity, He came to save. 
“Was not that very ungrateful of 

them?” the !gentleman asked; ‘‘and yet, 
dear children,” he continued, ‘that is just 
how many of you are acting, who are 
refusing to accept the Lord Jesus as your 
Saviour. 
“God is offering you a gift now. He 

will not force it upon you. The gift of 
God is eternal life. Oh, it isa gift worth 
accepting —who will take it this morning?” 

The lady stood spell-bound. This was 
something quite new to her. She was 
conscious of her lost condition; she knew 
that if the Lord Jesus came she was not 
ready to meet Him, for she had not been 
born again. (John iii. 1-21.) 

Often had she wondered what conversion 
was, and now she saw it was just accept- 
ing God’s gift which He offered her, just 
taking Him at His word, and so laying 
hold of Christ by faith. 

She hastened home, and kneeling down 
before God, told Him that she would 
accept His gift of eternal life through the 
Lord Jesus Christ. ; 

Will you, too, accept God's free gift ? 
He is offering it now; will you not take it? 
He is graciously waiting to bestow it on 
“whosoever will.” Let Him not say of 
you, “Ye will not come to me that ye 
might have life.” 

G.A.L, 

THE GREATEST EMANCIPATION 
ACT. 

WA). ANY years ago, in the reign of 
' William IV., who was Queen 

Victoria’s uncle, an event hap- 
pened which caused a great throb of 
happiness in many weary hearts. 

Before the Norman Conquest there 
were men in England who were made 
slaves on account of their debts, crimes, 
and sometimes through being prisoners of 
war, but at this time such conditions were 
unlawful. 

  

There remained in the colonies, how- 
ever, the practice of selling men and 
women in open markets, and often these 
slaves were put to work beneath the 
scorching sun on rice or cotton plantations 
in America. It is distressing to think of 
them, provided with the barest necessities 
of life—only a little hut scantily furnished, 
with the poorest food, receiving no wages 
and being treated worse than animals by 
their cruel overseers for any shortcoming. 
A punishment often went so far as to 
separate husband and wife so that they 
never saw each other again. Such in- 
justice had to be borne without complaint 
and as though nothing had happened. 
But God, who knew their hearts, was 
about to deliver them. It was finally the 
American Civil War which decided the 
abolition of slavery. 

With deep thanksgiving they met in 
many places to offer thanks to their 
Deliverer. They were no longer com- 
pelled by cruelty to work hard, nor were 
their loved ones to be torn from their sides. 
Black though they were, they had natural 
feelings as we have. Suppose, dear boys 
and girls, that you were told that England 
possesses to-day people who act as slaves, 
and not only men and women are amongst 
them, but boys and girls also! Why are 
they slaves? youask. It is because they 
prefer to be thus. In bygone days slavery 
was compulsory, but now it is voluntary— 
—that is, no one need be a slave to-day 
who accepts the finished work of Jesus. 
Lost we were, but a Father’s love spared 
from His side His only begotten Son, to 
redeem us to God. 

Through the death and resurrection of 
Jesus, a greater emancipation has been 
effected than the loss of hundreds of lives 
which happened at the time of this war. 
Great numbers were freed, but God's 
finished work reaches unto the ends of the 
earth, 

It matters not whether black or white, 
young or old, rich or poor, as we may hav: 
heard many times, but it is of the greatest 
moment that we believe God’s word that 
“now is the accepted time.” What woulld 

| you have thought of a slave who sai¢l, 

} 
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“I'm glad there is freedom for them, but 
it cannot be for me?” Yet a few may feel 
like this, though there is no need for them 
to be so. 

May these remember that while Christ 
loves to give them freedom and happiness 
as to the question of sin being put away, 
the enemy delights to hold them in slavery 
to doubt and much else of which he is 
taskmaster. 

Your decision must come one day. Why 
not decide for Christ to-day? 

“The foe He fought—Our foe and His He slew. 
Life by His death He won ; 
That life He giveth us, 
He won the life.” 

M. J.S. 
  

JOHN III. 16. 

ORE than twenty years ago, as Mr. 
Archibald G. Brown, whose gos- 
pel work in the East of London 

has been greatly owned and blest of God, 
was about to hold an open-air service near 
the London Docks, he noticed a vessel 
getting ready for sea, and knew that ina 
few hours at most she would start on her 
voyage to some foreign port; feeling 
sure that the Lord had a message for 
some one on board, he called out in a 
strong, clear voice, “ If any one is in dark- 
ness or trouble of soul, let him read John 
iii. 16; there he will find the message he 
needs.” A sailor, one among the many 
who heard the words, said to himself, 
“ Well, I’m not in any darkness or trouble 
of soul that I know of, but I'll just have a 
look at John iii. 16 and see what it 
means.” 

For some hours all hands were hard at 
work making preparations for the voyage, 
so much had to be done in the way of 
getting passengers and their luggage on 
board, so many things had to be stowed 
away in the ship’s hold. But at last all 
was ready, and when the vessel was fairly 
out of the docks the sailor found a Bible; 
as he opened it he thought, ‘‘ Will there 
be any message for me?” He read these 
wonderful, life-giving words, ‘‘ For God so 
loved the world, that he gave his only | 
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begotten Son, that whosoever believeth in 
him should not perish, but have ever- 
lasting life.” He read the verse over and 
over again, and then the whole chapter. 
Tears filled his eyes as he thought of the 
careless, God-forgetting life he had lived ; 
sins of thought, word and deed seemed to 
crowd upon his memory. He felt he 
needed a Saviour, and that the Lord Jesus 
Christ was, just the Saviour he needed. 
Yes, John iii. 16 was God’s message to his 
soul. Peace and joy in believing filled his 
heart/ His shipmates soon noticed the 
great change that had come over him—he 
would not join them at playing cards, or 
sing foolish songs, but spent most of his 
spare time reading the Bible. They did 
their utmost to get him back to his old 
ways, but finding that, through grace, he 
would not dishonour the name of the Lord, 
they nicknamed him “ John iii. 16.” 
When he returned from his voyage, 

which had been a long one, he went to 
see Mr. Brown, told the story of his con- 
version, and how among ungodly ship- 
mates he had been enabled to witness to 
the divine power of the message. Some 
years later, when preaching one Lord’s- 
day evening, Mr. Brown related the 
incident, adding, ‘‘I do not know where 
that man is now.” Instantly a sailor rose 
to his feet and said, ‘‘ Here [ am, sir, I’m 
John iii, 16.” But this is not all the story. 
Years passed away, and Mr. Brown went 
to Australia. Soon atter his arrival, a 
friend brought him a message from this 
very man, who had died not long before 
trusting in his Saviour. Among his last 
words were: ‘‘If Mr. Brown ever comes 
to Australia, and you can in any way get 
at him, tell him John iii. 16 has got safe 
to port.” 

As I write the story of the remarkable 
conversion of this sailor, I am reminded of 
another open-air service, held some years 
ago upon the beautiful common at Tun- 
bridge Wells, when a soldier told the 
story of his own conversion, and how the 
same message, John iii. 16, had been the 
“power of God” to his salvation. He said: 

“ Both my parents died when I was very 
young, and as there was no one to look
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after me, I was brought up a workhouse 
boy. We went tu church on Sundays, but 
1 never took much notice of what I heard, 
and no one ever spoke to me about my 
soul. As soon as I was old enough, | 
enlisted for a soldier, and was just as wild 
and godless a young man as any of my 
mates. After a bit our regiment was 
stationed at Dover, and one Sunday even- 
ing when I was off duty (it was a pouring 
wet night) 1 went down to the sea-front, 
but had it all to myself, which I did not like 
at all. If I had had any money I should 
most likely have gone into a public-house, 
but my pockets were empty, so I turned 
down Snargate Street, not caring much 
where I went; but I was always fond of 
music, and stopped at the sound of singing. 
It was a mission-hall,.I had never noticed 
it before, but I thought I would go inside 
for a bit, it would be worth something just 
to be out of the rain. So I got just inside 
the door, but I had not been there long be- 
fore I was invited to take a seat. I listened 
to the preaching, but I did not understand 
very much; then there was more singing 
and a prayer, and I found there was to bean 
after-meeting. [ made my way to the door, 
but the rain seemed coming down faster 
than ever, so after a few minutes I went 
back into the hall; the after-meeting had 
begun, and the first words I heard were, 
“It is a free gift; a free gift from God.’ 
‘A free gift!’ I said to myself, ‘and God 
going to give it; it must be something 
very good!’ After a bit one of the 
workers came and sat down by my side, 
and asked me if I would take the free gift. 
I said I should like to, but I did not know 
what it was, or how to get it. Then he 
opened his Bible and told me to read John 
iii. 16; then he told me very simply how 
I, a poor sinner, could be saved. I read 
John iii. 16 over three or four times, and 
then and there I took the Lord Jesus 
Christ as my Saviour. 

‘But I had to go back to barracks, and 
I knew I should have a pretty stiff time of 
it. So J had, for when I knelt down to 
pray, I had a lot of boots and other 
things thrown at me. But that is twelve 
years ago, and the Lord has kept me ever | 

  

since; my comrades are all pretty peace- 
able, and I have had the joy of seeing 
several of them truly converted.” 

Has John iii. 16 brought a message of 
light and peace to your soul, dear young 
reader ? : 

Oral pean 
  

Answers to March Questions. 
Exodus 17. 9. 
Deut. r. 36 and 38. 

1. In 
2. Caleb and Joshua. 
3. The captain of the host of 

the Lord, Josh. 5. 14. 
4. Either of the following :— 

When removing from Shittim 
to Jordan. Josh. 3. 1. 

At the taking of Jericho. Josh. 6. 12 or 15. 
When Achan was judged. Josh. 7. 16. 

5. To Achan, Josh. 7. 24, 25. 
6. ‘‘That the slayer that killeth 

any person unawares and 
unwittingly may flee thither, 
and they shall be your re- 
fuge from the avenger of 
blood.” Josh. 20. 3 or 

verse 9. 
Joshua, Josh. 24. 2. 15. 

o
n
 

Josh. 8. 28, 29, 30. 
Josh. 19. 49, 50. 

“After the burning of Ai. 
g. Timnath-serah. 
  

QUESTIONS FOR APRIL. 

THE LIFE OF TIMOTHY (TIMOTHEUS). 

1. In what towns do we first read of Timothy 
(Timotheus) ? (Acts rq to 18.) 

2. What was his mother? What was his father? 
(Acts 14 to 18.) 

3. What three things had Timothy to bring 
Paul from Troas ? (2 Timothy.) 

. Give one sentence from the same epistle to 
shew that Paul loved Timothy. 

. Of whom was it said, ‘‘he worketh the work 
of the Lord?" (1 Corinthians 16.) 

6, What sentence in 1 Timothy suggests that 
Timothy was a young man? 

. What does Paul exhort Timothy as a man of 
God to follow after? (1 Timothy.) 

8, Timothy, his grandmother and mother were 
each characterised by the same thing; what was it? 

9g. Who was Timothy’s companion when sent 
by Paul into Macedonia? (Acts.) 
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JAMES CHALMERS, 

The Missionary Martyr of New Guinea. 

CuaPrTeR V. 

THE STORY OF A SHIPWRECK. 

NAY.E left Chalmers getting ready for the 
work to which he hoped and prayed he 
might be allowed to devote his life ; 

carrying the glad news of salvation through the 
finished work of Christ to those who had never 
heard the sweet story of a Saviour’s love. | 
While still waiting he wrote to a friend : “ To- 
night I feel the desire stronger to preach Christ | 
among the heathen than I did three years ago. 
The more I enjoy for myself the sweetness of 
redeeming love, the more I long to go. So far, 
I can say, the Lord has helped me, and I 
believe is even now making my way plain and 
I hope very soon to be in harness. You will 
remember that the first missionary ship was 
lost ; they are now building another, which will 
not be ready till the end of the year, so we 
shall not, I expect, be really ‘afloat’ till early 
in January.” 

Just before sailing Mr. Chalmers was married 
to a lady of whom he wrote years after her 
work was done and she had entered into rest, 
“She was a true missionary, and a great help 
to me in my work.” On January 4th, 1866, 
Mr. and Mrs. Chalmers sailed for Australia. 
The voyage was from its very first day a trying 
one. “We had a rough time of it in the 
Channel,” Mr. Chalmers wrote, “and at one 
time it was thought we should certainly be 
wrecked, and all on board lost. We met the 
same gale in which that fine ship ‘The London’ 
was wrecked. We suffered a good deal of 
damage, and were obliged to put into Wey- 
mouth for repairs, which cg Pa us for a 
fortnight. We received much kindness from 
christian friends we had not known before, 
but we were one in Ohrist.” All through 
January the weather continued bad; but to-   5-1914. 

| wards the end of the month they were sailing 
south. There were several missionaries and 
their wives on board, and all were very glad of 
warmer weather. 

Early in May they arrived at Adelaide, and 
received a warm welcome from missionary and 
other friends, the father of Mrs. Chalmers 
having taken a journey of several days to meet 
them. After a short stay in Australia they 
were really on their way to the South Seas, but 
“perils of the deep” were far from being over. 
As they entered the harbour of Anclicahaut, 
“we were all,” Mr. Chalmers wrote, “ standing 
upon deck, enjoying a delightful breeze, and 
admiring the beautiful colours of a coral reef 
that had just come into sight, when the vessel 
gave a great plunge, and several were thrown 
upon their backs. She had struck upon a reef, 
and for some days could not be got off. Her 
forefoot, and part of her false keel were 
carried away, and she was filling with water so 
fast that the pumps had to be kept going night 
and day. The ship’s carpenter did what he 
could in the way of repair, just enough to 
enable “‘ The John Williams” to get to Sydney. 
It was then decided that another missionary 
ship, ‘The Dayspring,” should accompany us, 
and Mr. Robertson, a missionary who was going 
to Erromango with twenty natives, went on 
board “The John Williams” to help to keep 
the pumps going. 

Clothes, books and, everything Mr. and Mrs. 
Chalmers possessed were hopelessly damaged by 
salt water, but they received great kindness 
from friends in Sydney, and a few days later 
sailed for the Loyalty Islands. Mr. and Mrs. 
Chalmers hoped in a very short time to enter 
upon the great work to which they believed 
God had called them, but His time had not yet 
fully come. 

The story of the total wreck of “The John 
Williams” is interestingly told by Mr, Chalmers 
in a letter written a month later, and dated 
February 4th, 1867, 

“On the 8th of January, half-an-hour before
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midnight, our much-loved mission ship, ‘ The 
John Williams,’ became a total wreck For 
some days the wind had been blowing very 
strong from the W.N.W., and there was a 
heavy swell on; about seven o'clock in the 
evening the gale fell, and all that skill and care 
could do to keep our little vessel well out to 
sea was done; but it was only too plain that 
she did not answer her helm, but was drifting 
towards a dangerous reef. There were about 
seventy on board, men, women and children. 
We went below, and though we could not help 
feeling anxious, there was rest and peace in 
committing ourselves, the crew and our fellow- 
passengers to the care of the One whom winds 
and waves obey. All hands were ordered on 
deck, and the boats lowered and manned. We 
got the ladies into the first, the second was 
soon filled. Rockets were fired, and blue lights 
burned to let those on shore know of our 
danger, but we did not look for any help from 
the land. We got into the third boat, but for a 
time lay to, to see what would become of the 
ship. The captain and his wife, who were on 
board, seemed almost heart-broken ; had it not 
been for his wife, Mrs. Williams and myself, 
I do not believe he would have left the ship 
that night. 

“Tt was very dark, and the rain fell in 
torrents. Inside the reef torches were kept 
burning by the natives; without some light we 
could not have landed, but by the great mercy 
of God all got safely to land.” 

C.J3.L. 

LOVE STRONG AS DEATH. 

Ss settlers once had made their home 
<= On North Columbia’s soil, 

And hoped within the years to come 
For fruit unto their toil, 

Around them far the tall grass moved, 
Like gently swelling sea ; 

But, like the sea, the settlers proved 
That it could treacherous be, 

Alas, for all their hopes of gain! 
Alas, for thoughts of rest ! 

For far along the grassy plain 
Comes fire upon its crest. 

The sun-dried grass is soon ablaze, 
The flames rush on and on; 

Like some disease, their course ne’er stays, 
Till beauty all is gone. 

The farmsteads where the fire held sway 
Were burnt unto the ground ; 

  

  

And when the flames had died away, 
A wondrous thing was found : 

Amongst the objects, burnt and dead, 
That met the searchers’ gaze, 

A bird-like shape, with wings outspread, 
Was seen, marred by the blaze. 

One turned it over; quickly then 
Ran out a little brood 

Of chickens ;—’twas a faithful hen 
Whose love the flames withstood. 

When danger came, her instant voice 
Had called them to her side ; 

And they, with an obedient choice, 
Beneath her wings did hide. 

Oh, wondrous love, that God did place 
E’en in a creature’s breast, 

To illustrate His love and grace 
Shewn by the Saviour blest ! 

Yes, in His love has Christ the Lord, 
God's well-belovéd Son, 

Endured God’s wrath toward all those 
Who own they’re lost, undone. 

The fires of old, unsatisfied, 
For sin a victim craved: 

Jesus, God’s Lamb, in love has died, 
And thus His own are saved. 

God’s judgment-fire is now all gone 
For those who trust His Son ; 

Like sheltering wings, His love rests on 
The feeblest, trusting one. 

Now, while the blesséd news doth speed, 
May you this refuge find, 

Nor, like to those of whom we read,* 
Reject His love so kind. 

EO. be 

* See Matthew xxiii. 37. 

  

KEPT IN SAFETY. 

3 ANY years ago a remarkable case 
of the lives of two young children 
being preserved took place in 

Russia. It was a time when a perfect 
hurricane passed over the land, and great 
floods occurred from the overflow of water 
from the Gulf of Finland, near St. Peters- 
burg. 

Early one morning, before the wind had 
risen so high, a German workman and his 
wife, who lived in a low part of the city, 
were obliged to go out to work for several 
hours. 

The wife dressed her two children, gave
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How doth the little busy bee 

Improve each shining hour, 

And gather honey all the day 

From every opening flower. 

  
  

THE APPROACH OF SUMMER, 

them their breakfast, and then left them 
at home till she and her husband should 
return. 
They were godly people, and as the wife 

turned the key in the door upon the two 
children, she inwardly commended them 
to God that He would keep them in safety. 

They then made their way to the street 
named Nevesky, where their work was 
situate, and were busy for some hours. 
But when about to return home, what was 
their surprise on opening the door to find 
that water covered the ground everywhere, 
and that it was still increasing. 

This house, being on rising ground, was 
at present safe from the flood, but their 
thoughts at once went to their own house 
and to the children they left locked in it. 
The father thought of going at once to see 
if he could save them, but he soon found 
it was impossible to get far, as the water 
was quite deep on the lower streets. They 
could only leave their dear children in 
God’s hands. 

Several hours passed away and it was 
getting towards evening before the water 
was found to be low enough for them to 
gohome. At last they ventured forth and
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hastened home, anxious to get to their 
children, yet dreading lest they should 
find them drowned by the flood. 

They reached the door of their house, 
and as it turned heavily on its hinges the 
mother's heart sank within her. They 
looked in and saw their two dear ones 
lying on a small round table, locked in 
each other’s arms. 

No water had covered them, yet it was 
evident from the marks on the walls and 
furniture that the water had risen in the 
cottage higher than the table. The father 
laid his hand on the children and found 
they were still warm with life within them, 
for they were fast asleep. 
“God be praised,” said the mother, as 

she woke the little sleepers. On opening 
their eyes they were delighted to see their 
parents once more, and at once cried out 
for food, and when their hunger was a 
little satisfied they told what they had 
been doing. 
“When you and father were gone,” said 

the boy, ‘‘ we played about the room till 
some water came in from under the door. 
I then got some chips of wood and Sissy 
and I played at ships. But when the 
water covered our shoes we were frightened 
and got on that chair, and as it still came 
in more and more we got on to the table 
and played there, where the water could 
not touch us. 

“ After a time we got hungry and tired 
so we lay down to sleep till you should 
come home,” 

It was evident, therefore, that they could 
not have been ina safer place, for as the 
water rose, it lifted up the table on which 
the children lay, and being asleep they did 
not trouble. 

Oh, how the parents praised God for 
His goodness to them in sparing their dear 
children in this simple yet wonderful way. 
Their neighbours joined with them in 
praise to the Lord, and they said, ‘‘ What 
hath God wrought?” 

on   

THE LOST MONEY. 

| WEEK or so ago I was asked by 
A some ladies to do some shopping 

y for them. 
As it was a very cold morning I had on 

a thick pair of woollen gloves, and on that 
account while holding the change in my 
hand I dropped a sixpence without noticing 
it. 

On my return, therefore, I found that 
my change was that much short, and I 
was very sorry, but could not account for 
it. 

My friends said, ‘‘ Never mind, it’s only 
sixpence,” but I was troubled about it and 
prayed to God that if it were His will I 
might find it again. 

So back I went to the shop, feeling 
quite confident that I’ should find it, but 
it had not been left behind there or 
dropped on the floor, so I turned to go 
home again, and in slowly crossing the 
road, just where I had walked before, I 
caught sight of the shining sixpence lying 
in the dust. 

Dozens of people must have passed that 
spot since I dropped it, yet none had 
touched it or seen it. The Lord had kept 
it in safety, and in answer to my prayer I 
was led to look in the right spot. Does 
not this shew how we are cared for by the 
Lord, if we look to Him to guide us and 
help us. 
  

LITTLE HELPERS. 

OW eager Minnie and Dot are to 
help their mother, to fill her pail 
with water. Minnie is five years 

old while Dot is scarcely three. She has 
to tip-toe even to reach the handle when 
it is raised. 

But mother is very pleased to see their 
desire to help her, because it shews they 
loye her. When, however, they are a few 
years older then 1 hope they will be real 
helps to their mother, and save her many 
steps in fetching things about the house, 
till the time will come when mother will 
say, ‘I don’t know what I should do 
without Minnie and Dot, they are such a 
comfort to me.”
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A NOBLEMAN’S SON. 

(JoHN tv. 46.) 

Ay ANY years ago in an Eastern 
. country there was sad trouble in a 
~~ rich man’s house, for a lad was 

lying very ill and it was thought he would 
die. 

He was the son of a nobleman and very 
likely he was an only son, for I never 
heard of any other children in that family. 

So it was a matter of very great sorrow 
that he should be soill. He was surrounded 
by everything that love and money ‘could 
provide, and no doubt the very best doctors 
of the day were in attendance to give 
advice and medicine, but all to no purpose. 

Is there no hope? might be asked by 
the anxious friends ; can nothing more be 
done for him? 

Yes! there is just one hope left, and 
failing that, the disease must take its 
course. But will it fail? Let us see. 

The father had heard that a certain noted 
Man, who had been known to do many 
wonderful things, had come to stay in a 
town some twenty-five miles away, and 
be thought that if only this stranger could | perilous, but his thoughts found expres- 
be induced to come, that very likely He 
would do him good. 

As the case was very urgent the noble- 
man did not send a servant or messenger, 
but went himself to beseech this One whom 
probably he had never seen before, to 
come, if possible, and cure his son. 

When at Jength he found the One in | 
whom all his hopes were centred, he said, | 
«Sir, come down ere my child die.” 

But instead of doing what the father 
wanted by going with him to heal his son, 
He only gave him a message to the effect 
that if he went home he would not only 
find his son better, but though he had been 
dying, he should find him living. 

Now the father did not doubt the truth 
of what had been told him, and at once 
started back home, but before he got home 
he met some of his servants who were 
anxious to Jet him know that his son was 
not only better, but the fever had left him. 
uwThe nobleman {then? asked them some 
questions as to when he began to be better, 

  

  

and they said, ‘‘ Yesterday at the seventh 
hour.” 

So the father knew that it was exactly 
at the same time that Jesus had said unto 
him, ‘‘Thy son liveth.” ‘And himself 
believed, and his whole house.” 

Now let me ask the reader a question, 
and it is this, ‘‘ Dost thou believe on the 
Son of God?” 

TWO CONQUERORS—TWO DEATHS. 
THE CONTRAST. 

OW many victories at sea and on 
bd land has England won! Canada, 

that vast country of which we hear 
so much nowadays, and where many of 
us have friends, was, at one time, under 
French government. 

Quebec, which is built at the top of a 
steep cliff on the northern bank of the St. 
Lawrence, was well fortified and believed 
to be impregnable. James Wolfe, the 
English general, who wanted to take this 
town, had almost given up hope of success 
after much discouragement. One night 
he, with his troops, silently rowed to the 
foot of the cliff. His undertaking was 

  

sion in that well-known verse: 

‘The boast of heraldry, the pomp of power, 
And all that beauty, all that wealth e’er gave, 

Await, alike, the inevitable hour ; 
The paths of glory lead but to the grave.” 

When daylight dawned, Montcalm, the 
French general, saw the English in posi- 
tion at the top, for they had mounted one 
by one, and with great difficulty, the steep 
cliff which led to the plain where the 
battle was fought. 

In the fray both generals were slain, but 
victory was on the English side. Only 
the night before had the general of those 
English soldiers said: 

‘The paths of glory lead but to the grave,” 

but now death had come to him what 
of his undying soul? We wonder if 
this victor knew the Conqueror of sin and 
of death as his Saviour! The conquest of 
Quebec will never be forgotten, for this 
was the key to the whole country; but in 
reading of this that happened a hundred
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and fifty years since—and great though it 
was—our happiness nor safety do not rest 
on it. The death and resurrection of 
another Conqueror who was “slain in His 
victory,” though it took place almost two 
thousand years ago, is of the greatest 
importance to each boy or girl, man or 
woman who lives to-day. 

This death was not to gain a country— 
which in God’s time will be destroyed— 
but to redeem to God by the precious 
blood of Jesus a people for Himself, for 
ever, who shall praise through endless day 
the One ‘‘ whose sufferings are His 
crown.” 

Dear reader, He died for you, whoever 
you are, and to-day His message to you is 
“Come unto me.”’ There is nothing to do 
but come, for ‘‘ him that cometh to me I 
will in no wise cast out.” 

Have you ever thought that there is 
one thing no man can do? What is 
that? you ask. We can remember what 
happened yesterday, but we cannot know 
anything of to-morrow. The chief reason for 
this is that we do not know whether God 
will give us one more day. We are expect- 
ing Him to call us—those that love Him— 
from this world. Therefore, remember 
God’s invitation to you is for to-day, and 
that holds amongst much else of blessed- 
ness: ‘‘Come unto me.” 

“Truly He is King of kings, 
Soon to rule the world for God, 

Great the blessing that He brings 
All securéd by His blood.” 

M.J.S. 
  

BOYS AND GIRLS OF CONGOLAND. 

“ ye OYS and girls of Congoland!” 
We have all seen pictures and 
photos of a few of the dark- 

skinned little people who live in the very 
heart of Central Africa, and perhaps have 
thought that with their short, woolly hair, 
small, black eyes and beautifully white 
teeth they all look so much alike, that we 
almost wonder how long we should need 
to live among them before being able to 
call them by their right names. 

Unlike in many ways as the children of 
Congoland are to English or American   
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boys and girls, they are just as fun loving 
and fond of play, and for the first six or 
eight years, if their fathers and mothers 
are kind, girls as well as boys often get a 
really good time of it. But as in most 
parts of Africa all the really hard work is 
done by women, their lives of toil will 
begin very early. The Congo people are 
very fond of dancing, and though many 
things in their dances would make us very 
sorry, I expect a little girl thinks herselt 
quite grand when her mother has greased 
her from head to foot with palm-oil, 
rubbed on red powder, and put ropes of 
coloured beads on her neck and arms. 
When she is older she will have to rise 
very early in the morning and fetch water 
from some stream or pond; such water we 
should not like to drink as it is often so 
dirty and ill-smelling ; then she will have 
to cut and carry great bundles of firewood, 
dig, plant and weed among the long, 
straggling rows of sugar-canes, or in the 
banana plantation. Then a great deal of 
cooking has to be done, pig, monkey and 
bat being among the favourite dishes ; 
large quantities of pudding, made from a 
kind of grain called maintoe, must be 
prepared and boiled; so you see that 
though there is not much of what we call 
housework, a Congoland woman finds 
quite enough to do. 

A Congo village is seldom more than a 
long, but not very straight street of huts, 
in shape not unlike large beehives, without 
windows or chimneys, with an opening at 
the side just large enough to creep through 
on hands and knees. Not many years 
ago all the Congo people were heathen. 
They had never heard of the true God, 
but like those to whom the Apostle Paul 
wrote, they had ‘lords many, and gods 
many.” But now, though very much re- 
mains to be done, there are gleams of 
light amid the darkness. Every mission 
station has its school, and in some of the 
villages, where a missionary can only go 
two or three times in the year, schools 
have been opened, and in every school the 
children of Congoland hear of the love of 
God in giving His own Son to die for 
sinners. They never seem to tire of
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listening to Bible stories, and are very | Lompengo was one of the first to confess 
fond of singing; many of the hymns we 
know and love have been translated into 
one or more of the many languages of 
Congoland, and are sung to the very same 
tunes we sing them to. 

Shall I tell you the story of a Congo 
orphan boy? Rather more than ten years 
ago Lompengo began to attend the 
mission school in Bonginda, a mission 
station on the Congo where Miss Cork, a 
kind missionary lady, gathered the children 
round her, and told them of Jesus and His 
love. Her dusky little pupils were very 
dear to her, and they all loved her, and 
called her ‘‘ Mamma.” Lompengo was so 
very small and thin that from his very first 
day at school Miss Cork noticed him, feel- 
ing sure that he was not properly fed, and 
when she found out that his parents were 
dead, and that though he was only seven 
years old he had to get his own living, she 
felt really sorry for him, and gave him 
porridge and milk before school every 
morning. But it was not enough, he grew 
thinner and thinner, and one day his little 
schoolfellows came to her and said, 
“Mamma, look at Lompengo! See how 
thin he is! And he is very weak too; he 
cannot run and play as we can. Do take 
him to live with you, and be your boy ; if 
you do not take him soon he will die.” 

The-kind teacher could not say “No” 
to the little pleaders, so she asked Lom- 
pengo if he would like to live with her. 
How delighted the poor little fellow was! 
His schoolfellows were delighted too, and 
laughed and clapped their hands, From 
that day his home was the mission house, 
where, with care and regular food, he soon 
began to grow plump and strong. He 
learnt to read very quickly, but did not 
find writing at all easy, and sums were 
harder still. But he was steady and 
patient, and kept on trying. He got his 
mind well stored with scripture know- 
ledge, and better still, when after some 
years of patient sowing, the hearts of the 
missionaries were gladdened by knowing 
that the Holy Spirit was really working in 
the hearts of quite a number, not only of 
the grown-up people, but the older scholars,   

his faith in Christ as his own trusted 
Saviour. 

He always seemed pleased to make 
himself useful by feeding the chickens, 
fetching water from the river, cutting 
grass, and doing odd jobs. He is now 
earning his own living as Miss Cork’s 
house-boy; one very pleasant thing about 
him is his kindness to all weak and help- 
less things. He is often seen petting a 
dog, kid or hen, which Congo boys very 
seldom do. 

Do we ever pray for the children of 
Congoland ? GC. j. L. 
  

Answers to April Questions. 

1. Derbe and Lystra, Acts 16. 1. 
2. Mother, a Jewess; father, a 

Greek. Acts 16, I. 
3. Cloke, books and parch- 

ments. 2 Tim. 4. 13. 
4. To Timothy, my dearly 

beloved son. 2 Tim. t. 2. 
5. Timotheus. 1 Cor. 16, 10. 
6. Let no man despise thy 

youth. 1 Tim. 4 12. 
7. Righteousness, godliness, 

faith, love, patience and 
meekness. 1 Tim. 6. 11. 

8. Unfeigned faith. 2 Tim. 1. 5. 
g. Erastus. Acts 19. 22. 
  

QUESTIONS FOR MAY. 

THE LIFE OF NEHEMIAH, 

(All the answers will be found in the Book of 
Nehemiah, the first five in chapters i. and ii, Read the 
Jivst four verses of chapter i. carefully, first.) 

1, In what king’s reign did Nehemiah live? 
2, What was his*occupation in the king’s 

household ? 
3. Why did he want to go to Jerusalem ? 
4. In what state did he find the city when he 

got there ? 
5. Nehemiah's God was the ''God of heaven.”’ 

How many times is God so called in the first two 
chapters ? . 

6. What man and his daughters helped to repair 
the wall ? 

7. How long did it take to build up the wall ? 
8, Name three men who opposed the work or 

Nehemiah. 
g. How long was Nehemiah governor in the 

land of Judah ? 

Any gleaners who would like something more to 
do, may find the names of the different gates of 
Jerusalem. © This will not count for marks.
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JAMES CHALMERS, 

The Missionary Martyr of New Guinea. 

CuaprTerR VI. 

LIFE ON A CORAL ISLAND. 

R. and Mrs. Chalmers had sailed from 
Greenwich early in January, 1866, but 
did not arrive at Rarotonga, the largest 

island in the Harvey group, till May, 1867. 
The voyage had been a long and trying one. 
Twice they had suffered shipwreck ; books, 
clothes and all their worldly possessions had 
either been lost in the wreck or were so spoiled 
by'salt water as to be of little or no use. Still, 
they were rich in faith, and love for the people 
among whom for the next ten years they were 
to live and work. 

It is not unlikely that Mr. Chalmers would 
rather have gone direct to New Guinea, and 
begun his missionary labours among those who 
had never heard the gospel ; but it had been 
decided otherwise, and it did not take him long 
to find work enough at Rarotonga to make his 
life a very busy, and like most busy lives, a very 
happy one Mr. Chalmers was the first to land ; 
he was being carried ashore by a native, who 
asked in very broken English, ‘‘What fellow 
name belong you?” “Chalmers,” was the reply. 
The native shouted out to those on shore, 
“Tamare,” a name by which through all his 
years of service he was always called. 
Raroton, is a really beautiful island, 

surrounded by a coral reef of great depth, 
almost bare at low water, but at high tide from 
four to six feet under water. A few narrow 
openings in the reef allow canoes and boats to 
pass in and out. One on the north side of the 
island is wide enough to allow a vessel of forty 
tons to enter. About thirty years before the 
arrival of Mr. and Mrs. Chalmers the people of 
Rarotonga had been all heathen, fierce and cruel. 
They were divided into several tribes, who 
were almost always at war with each other. 

6-1914. 
  

There was much bloodshed, and any who were 
taken prisoners were killed and eaten. The 
lives of the missionaries had often been in 
danger, but encouraged by the Lord’s own 
words, “Lo, I am with you alway, even unto 
the end” (Matt. xxviii. 20), they worked faith- 
fully and bravely on, and before many years had 
passed they had the joy of knowing that their 
labour had not been in vain in the Lord. 
Seven hundred children were taught in Sunday 
and week-day schools, and many among the 
older people gave cheering proof of their real 
heart love to Christ. Mr. Kruse, the missionary 
who for some time had been in failing health, 
was about to leave the island, but before doing 
so he wrote to friends in England : “I believe 
that Mr. Chalmers, who has, been chosen to fill 
my place, is the very man that for years I have 
been praying for ; without guile, without fear, 
and his heart seems to be filled with a deep, 
tender love for the people. I believe he will 
prove to be the right man in the right place.” 

The people of Rarotonga had themselves 
passed a law that strong drink was not to be 
brought on to the island, but Mr. Chalmers 
soon found that the law was often broken, 
and casks of wine and spirits were very often 
smuggled ashore during the night and sold to 
the natives by those who ought to have known 
better. Some of his first missionary troubles 
arose from his sorrow on finding that even 
among those who said they were Christians, 
some had fallen into the sin of drunkenness. 
The king, and many of the chief men of the 
island, were setting, he found, anything but a 
good example, and he felt how greatly he 
needed much prayer and strong faith. 

Writing to a friend, Chalmers said : “ My life 
here is a very busy one. I rise at four in the 
morning, begin work shortly after, and keep on 
till nine at night. Tor rest, in the afternoon, I 
often ride out to one of the out stations, visit 
one or more of the teachers and inspect the 
schools. A good deal of time I devote to the 
students, young men and women who are being
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trained for christian work; all these are, I 
believe, truly converted ; several are longing to 
go to New Guinea, that they may make Christ 
known to those who have not yet heard the 
glad tidings. We are all praying that God may 
soon open the way. Very gladly would we go 
ourselves, but we are not free to leave 
Rarotonga just yet.” 

Work in New Guinea was begun in the year 
1776, when six native teachers, with their wives, 
sailed in the missionary ship “ John Williams” 
for that then almost unknown land. Two years 
later Mr. Chalmers wrote: ‘Strong drink is 
still doing harm, but not so much as it used to 
do. Large drinking meetings, at which some- 
times as many as four hundred would be 
present, are now quite a thing of the past ; 
though some, we have reason to fear, drink in 
secret, even these are ashamed of their bad 
ways, and do not like me to hear of their 
conduct. Quite a number of people, old and 
young, have come forward lately, each with his 
or her question, ‘What must I do to be saved?’ 
and it has been a deep joy to point them to 
Christ, a once crucified, but now risen and 
living Saviour. 

“Mrs. Chalmers and I have visited, I may, I 
think, say, every house both here and in the out 
stations. It has been good for us to get to 
know the people in their own homes. We have 
been able also to encourage many of them to be 
more clean and tidy in their homes. Every 
morning, while I have been engaged with the 
students, my wife has held classes with the 
women, not only giving them scripture lessons, 
but teaching reading, writing and needlework.” 

During one year they had a good deal of 
sickness on the island, and many died. One 
young girl, about fourteen, who had not been 
well for some time, grew suddenly worse. 
When she knew that she was dying, she told 
her parents and friends who stood round her 
weeping not to be troubled about her, for she 
was very happy. She knew the Lord Jesus was 
with her, and she was soon going to be with 
Him. Mr. and Mrs. Chalmers saw her the da 
before her death; she was too weak to talk 
much, but smiled at them, and they knew that 
the Saviour in whom she trusted was keeping 
her in “ perfect peace.” 

0. J. L. 

ETERNITY. | 
REALM of fadeless glory ! 

O home of love and rest! 
Where God’s full love, below, above, 

Shall pulsate every breast. 

How shall Thy love’s great story, 
My Lord, my Saviour, Friend, 

  

Give to each soul while ages roll 
A joy that knows no end! 

O scene of moral gladness ! 
O place serene and pure! 

Where all shall share, for ever there, 
The life that shall endure. 

E’er past all ill and sadness ; 
Where love divine can rest, 

There God shall dwell, His joys shall tell 

To those His grace has blest. 
L,.'0. L: 

  

THE FIRST PRINCE OF WALES. 

AC old writer, Thomas Fuller, wrote 
many interesting treatises, and one, 
dated 1647, gives the following 

record: 
“T read how King Edward I. proffered 

the Welsh such a prince as should be, 
1. The son of a king; 
2. Born in their own country ; 
3. Whom none could tax for any fault. 
“The Welsh accepted the conditions, 

and the king tendered them his son 
Edward, an infant, newly-born in the 
castle of Carnarvon. Do not these quali- 
fications centre in my Saviour ?” 

Without following closely on his further 
remarks, we would mention a_ few 
scriptures in connection with the three 
conditions mentioned. 

In doing so, we would remember that 
all illustrations fail, because of the exceed- 
ing glory of the Person of Christ, who is 
God the Son, the divine Person who 
became man in perfect love and grace. 

1. THE SON OF A KING. 

In Revelation xxii. 16 the Lord Jesus 
speaks of Himself as the root and 
offspring of David. 

David was God’s anointed king of Israel, 
and the man after God’s own heart. 

David was therefore a beautiful type of 
the future great king, of whom we read in 
Psalm ii.; “ My king” of verse 6 is ‘the 
Son” of verse 12. You all know what 
David did, how he conquered Goliath, and 
won the hearts of all the people, so that 
they sang his praises. 

And has not our Lord and Saviour con-
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quered Satan, and every foe of those who 
trust in Him? so that they can say, ““O 
grave, where is thy victory,” because 
esus has gained for them the victory over 
death and the grave. 

Yes, dear children, the mighty Lord 
Jesus gives to all who trust Him a life, 
eternal life, that cannot be touched or 
defiled by sin or Satan. (Read John x. 28 
and John xvii. 2.) Ah, dear child, has He 
won your heart? Do you sing His 
praises? He is worthy! 

  

ii., cx.; Isa. ix. 6, 7 and xi.) Read these 
scriptures, dear children, they tell what 
God has said, and His words will certainly 
be fulfilled. But the throne of Israel is a 
“light thing” (read Isaiah xlix. 6, 7) for 
Jesus to have, so God has made Him Lorp 
OF ALL, and set Him over heaven, earth 
and hell. (See Phil. ii. g-12.) And every 
knee shall bow to Him and every tongue 
confess Him Lord throughout the entire 
universe. 
How happy it is for you to own Him 

  

  

        
  

CARNARVON CASTLE, (Photo ; Chester Vaughan.) 

By becoming man He became in grace 
David’s Son, or Offspring; but being ever 
God, and having created David, He was 
David’s Root. So that when He asked 
the Pharisees (read Matthew xxii. 41-46) 
how Christ could be David’s Son and | 
David’s Lord, they could not answer 

because they did not see in Him a divine 
Person, but only knew Him as a man. 
Now, because Jesus became David’s 

Son, He is entitled to the throne of Israel, 
which God will give Him. (Read Psalms 

Lord now in love! All must own Him 
Lord, but now it is for blessing ; and those 
who refuse Him now will be in judgment 

| in eternity. 

2. Born IN THEIR OWN COUNTRY. 

When Herod asked the chief people of 
the Jews where Christ should be born, 
they knew from their scriptures and 

| answered, ‘In Bethlehem of Judea,” and 
| they quoted the prophet Micah v. 2. 

God had promised the Jews a King and  
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a Deliverer, but we know they refused 
God’s King, and crucified Him. How 
solemn to know and quote scripture yet 
not know Jesus! But God’s message 
about the Saviour was to be tidings of 
great joy to all people. (Luke ii. ro.) 

So now Jesus, having died, and having 
risen again, is seated upon a higher throne 
than any on earth, and is exalted a Prince 
and Saviour for all who will trust Him. 

“For there is none other name under 
heaven given among men, whereby we 
must be saved.” (Acts iv. 12.) 

3. WHOM NONE COULD TAX FOR ANY FAULT. 

We come now to the moral excellence 
of the Lord Jesus. The infant prince 
Edward had no faults because he was only 
just born. 

But of what man or woman oar child 
could this be said, except Jesus ? 

None, for all have sinned. And because 
Jesus was spotless, sinless, perfect, He 
was suitable to be the Holy Victim to 
bear the judgment of a holy God against 
sin, to be the Saviour available for you 
and me, who would otherwise be lost from 
God for ever. Now, by faith in His 
precious blood, all your sins can be blotted 
out, and you can enjoy for ever the joys of 
God’s presence in His own glorious house. 
(John xiv. 2.) 

Seven times witnesses express there was 
no fault in Jesus when He was being con- 
demned or on the cross. Pilate, three 
times, John xviii. 38; xix. 4 and 6, 
Herod, Luke xxiii. 15. The thief, Luke 
xxiii. 41. Judas, Matthew xxvii. 4. The 
centurion, Luke xxiii. 47. Those who do 
not say just what Pilate said express a 
similar thought. Yes, in my Saviour 
there is no fault, He is pure, perfect, 
divine, and those who know Him love to 
think that in Him there is every moral 
beauty, that He is altogether lovely ! (See 
Phil. iv. 8.) And so perfect does He make 
all those who believe in Him before God, 
that He can say of them that they are like 
Him in the sight of His Father. (John 
xvii.) Is He your Saviour? 

L.O. L.   

  

THE YOUNG BOATMAN,. 

OW boys love to amuse themselves 
with things mechanical—something 
that moves. Whether it be a small 

machine or model engine, a bicycle or 
steamboat. 

Those, however, who live at the seaside 
have a never-ceasing enjoyment in the row 
boats, or small yachts. 

Bobby is no exception to the rule, as he 
is seen taking his sister out on the sea. 
She sits nursing her doll, in perfect con- 
tentment, knowing that her brother is 
quite able to manage the boat. 

It is easy to see that the boy has been 
used to the sea from his earliest years, by 
the skill and ease with which he can 
manage the craft. 

Let us hope that no storm will rise to 
drive them out of their course and away 
from shore. 

Alas, however, many a vessel has sailed 
out of a peaceful harbour with every 
prospect of reaching its desired haven, 
yet has perished by the way, or been 
driven on some unfriendly coast. 

What a comfort to know that in the 
voyage of life, if Christ is our captain, we 
may meet with storms and trials by the 
way, but can never fail to reach our 
destined home, where Jesus is waiting to 
receive all who trust in Him. 
  

HE DIED FOR ME. 
(Exo. xu.) 

N our last little ‘‘talk"’ together we 
spoke about what was done with the 
blood of the Passover lamb. We saw 

that it was only the blood of the lamb 
which made the children of Israel safe on 
that awful night of judgment and they 
might have rested on what God said, 
‘‘ When I see the blood, I will pass over 
ou.” 

* But what was going on inside the 
houses on the outside of which the blood 
was sprinkled? This shall be our ques- 
tion to answer to-day. 

The lamb had to be slain and its blood 
sprinkled. It had then to be roast with 
fire and afterwards eaten with bitter herbs
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and unleavened bread. Let us look a 
little at these three things. We shall 
remember they are only pictures, and we 
must seek to learn the lessons they teach. 

1. The lamb had to be roast with fire. 
In the Bible five is a picture of God's 
judgment: you will remember that the 
cities Sodom and Gomorrha_ were 
destroyed by fire. In Luke xvi., too, the 
Lord speaks of the rich man in hell—* in 
this flame.’’ This earth one day will be 
destroyed by fire. (2 Pet. iii. 7.) And at 
the end God speaks of the lake of fire. 
What an awful reality God’s judgment 
must be if He uses such a terrible picture 
to shew us what it is like. 

But why had the /amb to be roast with 
fire? Can you not see why? Who bore 
the judgment of God upon the cross? 
Who suffered for sins, who was wounded 
for our transgressions? This makes it 
simple, does it not? Yes, it was Jesus! 
And the lamb was a picture of Jesus, 
God’s Lamb, who bore the judgment 
for us. 

As an Israelite ate the lamb he might 

me. God’s judgment is falling on Egypt, 
there is not a house where there is not one 
dead. And this lamb has died—died for 
me!” 

And each one of us, dear children, who 
are under the shelter of the blood of Jesus, 
can say: ‘‘He died for me. He bore God’s 
judgment that I might never have to bear 
it.” And how our hearts love to think of 
Jesus in this way! This is the meaning 
of cating the lamb. We make Jesus our 
own. We enjoy Him as the Lamb who 
was slain and who bore God’s judgment 
for us. 

I wonder if the elder boys and girls will 
understand why the children of Israel were 
not to eat the lamb raw or sodden with 
water? I will just give you a hint. 

1. If Jesus had not borne the judgment 
—the “ fire," we could not have taken Him 
as our own. His life alone could not have 
saved us. He must bear the judgment of 
God. This is what He did. 

2. “Water” in the Bible is sometimes a 
picture of people. (Rev. xvii. 15.) It was 

| little friend ? 
have said: “ Yes, that little lamb died for | 

  

not{what men did to Jesus that saves us. 
They crucified Him, it is true; but when 
on the cross He bore God’s judgment ! 
Oh! what a mystery those three hours of 
darkness tell of, and how solemn that cry, 
“My God, my God, why hast thou for- 
saken me?” 

3. They were to eat the lamb with 
bittey herbs. Do you know what that 
means? I will tell you. It means to feel 
the bitterness and sorrow for sin and the 
owning we are wrong; and that it was our 
sin which made it necessary’for Jesus 
to go to the cross and bear the judg- 
ment ! 

The blood has screened us and we are 
safe; but let us remember that our sins 
made that awful judgment necessary and 
Jesus has borne it all. The lamb was 
roast with fire; they ate it with bitter 
herbs. 
How God loves to see a boy or girl 

really sorry for their sins—really owning 
themselves wrong in His sight ! 

Have your sins ever cost you a tear, my 
Remember sin cost Jesus 

the cross’ And shall we sin now? If it 
cost Jesus so much can we allow it in our 
ways any more? No, indeed! In our 
picture language we must eat unleavened 
bread. 

Leaven is always a type of evil—always 
so. Therefore wuleavened bread means 
without evil. (See 1 Cor. v. 8.) 

Some of us have shewn bad tempers. 
Shall we act thus now? Those tempers 
are sin—they cost Jesus the cross! 

Others of us have told lies, have said 
what was not true. Those lies are sin— 
they made it necessary for Jesus to bear 
the judgment of God if we were to be 
sheltered. Shall we tell lies now? How 
can we when we know they cost Christ 
the cross! 

We have been disobedient to our 
parents; we have been proud; we have 
been selfish! Some of us may have taken 
what was not our own! What sorrow 
fills us as we remember all is sin. Sin 
cost Jesus the cross and made Him cry 
that bitter, bitter cry! Shall we sin now? 

The past of our life must be enough of
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this. Let us live for Jesus now. Let us | 
remember that He suffered, and in doing 
so we shall eat our Lamb with bitter herbs 
and unleavened bread. 

M. W. B. 
  

BLIND WHANG, A KOREAN BOY. 

LIND WHANG is not a boy now, 
but a full-grown man; but his life- 
story is so deeply interesting that 

we shall all, I think, be glad to know 
something not only about his childhood, 
but the land of his birth, far-away Korea. 

But Nellie reminds me that perhaps 
some of the younger readers of GosPEL 
STorigESs may not know where Korea is, 
though she herself remembers having seen 
it marked upon the map of Asia in her 
school atlas. 

Korea lies on the eastern coast of Asia, 
bounded on the north by Manchuria, on 
the east by Japan, and on the south and 
west by the great plains and crowded 
cities of China. Some parts of the country 
are very beautiful ; the people in many of 
their customs are very much like those 
who lived in Palestine nearly two 
thousand years ago, or about the time 
when our Lord was on earth. 

Until about thirty years ago Korea was 
an almost unknown land. The Koreans, 
like their Chinese neighbours, were not 
only a stay-at-home people, but kept them- 
selves very much to themselves. Mis- 
sionaries were not allowed to live among 
them, and very few, if any, of the Koreans 
had ever seen or heard of the Bible. But 
God in a remarkable way opened those 
long-closed doors, missionaries were 
allowed to settle in Korea, and many 
parts of the Bible translated into the 
language of ;the country. To-day the 
Christians of Korea may be counted by 
thousands. Many of these are men and 
women of strong faith and great love for 
the word of God. 
Whang Pum Oh was not the child of 

christian parents, his childhood, youth, 
and some years of his early manhood being 
spent in the darkness of heathenism. 
When he was three years old an attack of | scriptures for himself. 
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small-pox completely destroyed his sight. 
Seven years later he lost both parents 
during an outbreak of cholera, they died 
within a few days of each other. The 
blind boy then went to live with an uncle, 
who apprenticed him to a fortune-teller. 
In Korea nearly all the blind people who 
are not Christians get a living by profess- 
ing to tell fortunes; they also pretend to 
have power over evil spirits; they also 
say that they can keep sickness or trouble 
away from those who are foolish enough 
to pay them for pretending to do so. 
They are often consulted by the owners of 
lost property, as they are supposed to be 
able to tell them where to find it. 

Whang saved money and bought some 
land. He had never heard the gospel, till 
one never-to-be-forgotten night, when a 
Korean Christian preached in the guest- 
room of his village. Whang was among 
his hearers, and as he listened to the gos- 
pel story, he felt the wickedness of the life 
of deceit and falsehood he was living. He 
could not, if he became a Christian, re- 
main a fortune-teller. It was his living; 
if he gave it up, he would lose all his 
friends, and might be very poor. For two 
days he held out; then the love of God in 
giving His own Son to die for sinners won 
his heart and overcame his fears and from 
that hour he was a believer. Soon after 
he was sent for to practise his old trade; 
he refused to go, and broke all the charms 
and other things he had used in fortune- 
telling in the presence of the man who had 
been sent to fetch him. 

From the day of his conversion Whang 
loved the written word of God; his one 
great desire seemed to be to know more of 
it. Week after week he would grope his 
way along a rough country road for a 
distance of five miles to hear the gospel 
preached. He seemed to drink in every 
word, and many verses and some whole 
chapters were committed to memory. 
Still, this he felt was not enough. He 
had never heard of the blind being taught 
to read, but he began to pray earnestly 
that God would shew him some way by 
which he might be able to read the 

He purchased
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some old oil cans and cut them into small 
pieces of different shapes and sizes; 
notches in these stood for the letters of the 
alphabet; the whole could be threaded 
upon strings, in this way he formed a 
rough kind of type. For two years he 
had worked and waited, when to his great 
joy he heard that at Pyeng Yang there 
was a school for the blind, under the care 
of a christian lady, the wife of one of the 
missionaries. 

But Pyeng Yang was three hundred 
miles away. How could he hope to get 
so far? For two more years he prayed 
that God would open his way to go to that 
school. At length, Mr. Bruen, a mission- 
ary, hearing of his great desire to go to 
Pyeng Yang, sent him the money that 
would be needed for the purchase of a rail- 
way ticket. Whang was not ungrateful, 
but did not feel free to use the money for 
his own comfort. He knew that if he 
went to Pyeng Yang, it must be some 
weeks, perhaps even months, before he 
could return to his native village, and if 
he left his wife and family unprovided for 
they might suffer from want. So after 
spending the money that had been sent 
him in food and fuel for them, he set out 
alone to find his way over three hundred 
miles of unknown country. 

After walking for sixty miles, he was 
met by a friend of the missionary who had 
sent him the money, who asked him why 
he was walking, when money had been 
given him to ride. On hearing the blind 
man’s story, money to complete his 
journey was again given to him, but again 
he sent it to his wife and continued his 
walk till he reached the capital city of 
Korea; there he was taken in hand by a 
Korean friend, who bought his ticket for 
the remainder of the journey, and saw him 
safely into the train. 
When he reached Pyeng Yang, he was 

at once received into the school. He 
made such rapid progress, that in a month 
he was able to read the Braille type with 
ease and correctness. When pressed to 
stay longer, his reply was, ‘I cannot stay, 
for there are many blind in my village 
and neighbourhood who do not know   

the word of God. 
them. 

On his return journey a strange thing 
happened, he met his brother who had 
been a wanderer for ten years, aud after 
spending a week with him, had the joy of 
leading him to Christ. He reached lis 
home in health and safety, after having 
walked about five hundred miles to learn 
to read the Bible, and is now making 
known to others the glad tidings of the 
gospel. 

I must go and teach 

(Adapted.) C.J.L. 
  

Answers to May Questions. 

Neh. 2. 1. 
gy Ts ELS 

1. In Artaxerxes reign. 
. The king’s cupbearer. 

3. To rebuild the city of Jeru- 
salem. rr 

4. The walls were broken down, 
and the gates consumed 

is) 

2. 5 Or 2.17. 

by fire. a Z T3e 
5. Four times. 9 204s 53 254, 

20. 
6. Shallum. ay 3. 12. 
7. Fifty-two days. >> 6.15. 
8. Sanballat, Tobiah and 

Geshem. oa; (O.POF'2. 19: 
9. Twelve years. 1 5. 14. 

  

QUESTIONS FOR JUNE. 

The answers this month are to be posted not later 
than June 15th. 

THE LIFE OF SOLOMON. 

(All the answers ave in 2 Chronicles 1-10, except 
where otherwise stated.) 

1, What did God say to Solomon in a dream? 

2. What two special things did Solomon ask 
for? 

3. Solomon's great work was the building of 
the temple, In what part of Jerusalem was it 
built ? 

4. What queen came to visit Solomon ? 
Why did she come? Give the answer in 

the words of Jesus from Matthew 12, where she is 
called the queen of the south, 

6. In what way did Solomon surpass all the 
kings of the earth? 

7. How long did he reign ? 

8. How was the wood brought from Lebanon 
for the building of the temple? 

How do we know that Solomon studied 
nature? (1 Kings).
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MORE ABOUT KOREA. 

NLY a schoolboy! Perhaps no one 
thought or knew very much about 
the ten-year-old boy who was one 

day to be used by God in far-distant 
Korea in winning large numbers of his 
countrymen and women from the darkness 
of heathenism to the rest and peace that 
comes by simply trusting in the finished 
work of the Lord Jesus Christ. 

Kil, or as he is generally called, Pastor 
Kil, must have been a thoughtful, in- 
telligent boy, for, as he tells us himself, 
from the time that he was ten years old, 
he felt the world was very unsatisfying, 
and did not think there was much real 
pleasure to be found in it. If he got 
riches he would one day be too old and 
infirm to enjoy them; if he bought houses 
and fields he must die and leave them to 
others. How he wished he could hear of 
something that would last, of somzE Onu 
who could satisfy! Visitors sometimes 
came to the school, and Kil would listen 
with great attention to their conversation 
with the master, hoping to hear of some 
new teaching. 

At seventeen Kil had left school, and 
for a short time went into business, and 
afterwards began to study for a doctor ; 
but his heart was still hungry; he had not 
found what he wanted, but an impression 
that he could not shake off came over him, 
that some day he would find a teacher who 
would shew him the true light. Every 
time he met a foreigner he would say to 
himself, ‘‘ Perhaps this is the teacher I 
have so longed to meet.” About that 

7-1914. 

| | time he met a man who told him that if 
| he became a Buddhist, he would be able, 
by his own good works, to make his heart 
pure and free from sins. He got a large 
book of Buddhist prayers, which he carried 
up to a lonely place in the mountains 
and began to study it. 

For the next few years he spent days 
and sometimes weeks together upon the 
mountains, eating as little as possible, and 
allowing himself very little sleep. When 

| weariness overcame him, he would light 
sticks of sulphur, or burn his hands and 
feet to keep himself awake. All this 
weary work was in the hope of making 
himself pure and holy, but the more he 
strove against evil thoughts, the more he 
was troubled by them, and the peace and 
rest he sought seemed farther away than 
ever. 

After a longer stay than usual in the 
mountains, on returning to his home he 
was met by a friend who, like himself, 
was a seeker after light. This friend, 
whose name was Kim-Chong-Sup, told 
him he had seen and conversed with a 
foreign teacher (Dr. Moffitt) who was 
preaching a doctrine that opened up the 
future, and told how one might go toa 
good place after death. Kil said he would 
rather work for his salvation than receive 
it as a gift, but went with his friend to see 
Dr. Moffitt, who spoke to him about the 
love of God in the gift of His Son, and 
told him that all his so-called good works 
could not make him pleasing to God. 
Before parting Kil had accepted a New 
Testament, which he promised to read, 
and soon began doing so. 

As he read light dawned upon his soul,  
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he saw himself to be a lost sinner, and 
began to cry to God for pardon. But 
still God seemed far away, and he did not 
feel sure that his prayers were heard. He 
wept much, and was very unhappy. As 
he slept one night he thought he heard a 
voice calling him by his name. No one 
was near; the call was twice repeated, 
and he said, ‘‘ God is speaking to me; He 
is not only God, but He is my Father.” 
His soul was filled with joy too deep for 
words; almost at the same moment he 
saw Christ to be his Saviour. He had 
now the assurance of salvation, and began 
praising God aloud. From that never-to- 
be-forgotten night a great longing to bring 
others to the Redeemer who had sought 
and found him filled his heart; he would 
often stop strangers he met on the public 
roads, explain the way of salvation, and 
urge them to become Christians. His 
friends thought he was a madman, but 
God honoured his simple, childlike faith. 
He had a friend named Kim, who was at 
that time living at a distance of a thousand 
li (three hundred miles away), on the other 
side of a snow-covered range of mountains. 
Kil was led to pray very earnestly for his 
conversion, and very much wished to go 
to him, but as he was not at that time in 
good health, he did not feel free to under- 
take the journey. Still, he prayed that if 
it were the will of God, they might meet. 
Kim was by some years the younger man, 
and much stronger than Kil. 

Not long after Kim surprised his rela- 
tions by telling them that during the night 
the impression made upon his mind that 
he must visit his old friend and teacher, 
Kil, had been so strong that he had been 
unable to sleep, and on the morrow he 
intended to set off. His grandfather said, 
“You must be crazy! Do you not know 
how deep the snow is upon the mountains? 
You will be lost in one of the drifts, and 
die of cold and hunger before you reach 
the end of your journey.” His only 
answer was, “If I die I die, but go I 
must.” He went, the snow made his 
progress slow, but he kept bravely on, and 
reached. his friend in health and safety. 
For five days Kil and another Christian 

  

read, prayed and pleaded with him. 
Towards evening on the fifth day the 
light shone into his soul. As a lost, help- 
less sinner he cast himself upon the 
finished work of Christ, and was filled 
with joy and peace in believing. 

He became an earnest, whole-hearted 
worker for Christ, and is to-day preaching 
the gospel to his countrymen. The 
Christians of Korea are very simple in 
their faith. They believe that what God 
says in His word is what He really means, 
and they get many remarkable answers to 
prayer. 

As a rule the Koreans have splendid 
memories. Several schoolgirls have com- 
mitted the whole of the New Testament to 
memory, and quite a number of both boys 
and girls who have for any length of time 
attended the mission schools can repeat 
large portions of scripture. Many, there 
is good reason to believe, know the Lord 
Jesus Christ as their own trusted Saviour. 

C. J. L. (Adapted. ) 

From ‘ Kovea for Christ.” 
  

THE SAVIOUR’S LOVE. 

E speak of the love which we bear to each 
other— 

The love of our father, or sister, or brother ; 
But what is such love when we think of the 

Cross, 
Where Jesus for us bore unspeakable loss. 

No words can the love of the Saviour express ; 
He laid down His life that His foes He might 

bless ; 
He was borne from the Cross to the sepulchre’s 

gloom, 
And arose the third day from the strong 

guarded tomb. 

And His love, precious love! has not spent 
itself yet, 

His own in this desert He cannot forget ; 
And soon in the love of His heart He will 

come 
To bear them away to His glorious, bright 

home. 

“Sao”
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FLOWERS OF THE FIELD, 

A CHILD’S PRAYER. 

ESIDE a shady stream, seated on 
fallen trunks of trees, a group of 
young girls were enjoying a bright 

summer’s morning, reading and working 
in company, until the heat of the day 
should subside a little. One of the younger 
ones was employed in tatting a collar as a 
present for a friend whose birthday was 
fast drawing near. She had worked 
nearly all the morning, the little shuttle 
going swiftly on, and now she began to 
grow tired, so seeing a butterfly flitting   

along, she sprang up to give chase to it, 
at the same time putting her work into the 
pocket of her dress. 

The butterfly led her into a neighbour- 
ing wood and beyond it into a field of 
high-standing bracken fern, and the little 
girl ran in and out amongst the fern to 
secure her prize, but without success. 

Heated with running she stopped in the 
midst of the bracken and looking down 
caught sight of the work in which she was 
so much interested dangling from her 
pocket, but the shuttle was gone! 

Dismayed by her loss (for no shops were
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within reach to replace it) she realised 
that, without the little’shuttle, the present 
could not be finished after all the trouble 
she had taken. 

At that moment she recollected that an 
elder sister had told her that she had 
prayed about a lost ring on one occasion 
and her prayer had been answered. 

M was not entirely thoughtless 
about serious things, for some years before 
she had heard about the love of Jesus from 
a cousin and had felt her need of forgive- 
ness. Since then, however, she had be- 
come careless and thought very little about 
such matters and now she wondered if 
God did really hear prayer, but decided 
to try. So, shutting up her eyes tightly 
and standing just where she was, she 
prayed that she might find the shuttle, 
and feeling that it would not be faith to 
look anywhere when she opened her eyes, 
she determined to look only in one 
direction; and theve, far off, hanging from 
the top of a fern (whose green frond 
formed a background for the little white 
thing), hung the lost shuttle, dangling by 
a piece of cotton! 

Astonished and ashamed by such a 
direct answer to her cry she thought to 
herself, ‘‘ Then God does hear and answer 
prayer!” and this conviction has remained 
with her all her life. Now she knows 
even better and has often proved how 
much God is interested in the youngest 
and weakest and how He would even in 
little things draw our hearts to Himself 
that we may begin to learn His wonderful 
love. 

His word is, ‘‘ CALL upon me in the day 
of trouble, and I wilt DELIVER thee, and 
thou shalt glorify me.” 

M.E.T. 

  

  

‘“*THOU ART THE SAME.” 
(Hes, 1, 12; Psa, cil, 27.) 

HOU art “The Same,” 
Oh, sweet expressive Name ! 
The Son, who Man became, 

Thou art “The Same!” 

Creation's range, 
Like garment used, Thou'lt fold ; 

  

New things replace dhe old ; 
All things shall change. 

But Thouwrt “The Same,” 
Thy love as yesterday, 
To-morrow and to-day, 

Remains the same. 

Our young readers will be interested to 
know that the Hebrew word for ‘“ The 
Same”’ really amounts to a name of God, 
for it means ‘“‘ unchangeably the same.” 
How blessed to think of the One who 
came from glory down to Calvary’s depth 
of woe, and died for you and me, that He 
is unchangeably the same! Yes, it gives 
all who trust Him great peace to know 
Him as their own Saviour, who is God 
over all, blessed for ever! This is a 
great truth that the once-lowly Jesus of 
Nazareth is God the Son, who was, and 
is, and is to come. As Moses said (see 
Psalm xc.), ‘‘From everlasting to ever- 
lasting, thou art God.” What a mighty 
Saviour ! 

L. O. L. 
  

LESSONS FROM THE BIRDS. 

» PRING and Summer are the most 
beautiful of all seasons, and what 
makes them so is the display of 

God’s creation around. Nature is clothed 
with a fresh supply of beauty, and rain, 
wind, cold, as well as sunshine have been 
used to produce this. 

Surely no boy or girl can fail to notice, 
and to enjoy, at this time of the year, the 
music of the birds. Their songs are the 
sweetest music that can be heard, but 
when we sing acceptably to God, and 
praise Him as Saviour, the melody of our 
hearts is more pleasing to Him than the 
music of the birds. 

It is very intercsting to notice the order 
in which birds sing. The robin—not the 
lark—as soon as twilight comes, begins 
his song, which harmonises with the gentle 
dawn of day. With the lark a variety of 
songsters sing a lively song, as the sun 
gets brighter: now and then the raven 
croaks, the screams of the jay are heard, 
and chattering of the daw. The nightin- 
gale, still untired from his nightly song,
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OUR FEATHERED FRIENDS.
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joins the chorus. From some lofty tree a 
thrush’s piercing notes may be heard, 
while the blackbird seeks the lower 
branches. If the sun shines forth with 
renewed brightness the goldfinch’s song 
may be heard, and the notes of the cuckoo 
are, for a short time, pleasing to the ear. 
When evening advances the music softly 
dies away. The sun has sunken, and the 
robin again sends up his twilight song. 
Then to close the scene the owl sends 
forth his slow and solemn tones. 

The structure of birds gives us a 
wonderful instance of God’s wisdom and 
power. Their bodies are so light that they 
can easily float in air. The largest bones 
are hollow, but are just as strong as solid 
ones and much lighter. Beside this their 
organs are made with cavities that may be 
blown up like bladders, thus enabling 
them to keep breath during swiftness of 
flight, also to render them lighter. Then 
there is their beautiful shape, so arranged 
for them to easily cieave their way through 
the air—the forepart piercing the atmo- 
sphere by its sharpness, the lengthened 
body narrowing behind, the wings and 
tail spread out, and the whole body light 
and buoyant. How swiftly a bird can 
travel! How much quicker can we travel 
on land and at sea than in years gone by! 
Hundreds of miles may now be lessened 
for many travellers by the completion of 
the Panama Canal. That difficult piece 
of work has cost many lives, great work 
and expense, for the intense heat has 
robbed many of life, but difficulties have 
been overcome. 

Like the Suez Canal its construction 
was supposed to be impossible. Some of 
the birds that leave these shores in 
Autumn and return in Spring fly faster 
than anything of man’s invention. But 
we go higher still in thought to the Maker 
of “all things wise and wonderful.” 

God said to Job amongst many ques- 
tions, ‘‘ Doth the hawk fly by thy wisdom? 
.... Doth the eagle mount up at thy 
command?” (Job xxxix. 26, 27.) No! It 
was not in Job’s power to command 
creation. God only has power, and we 
believe His word which says, ‘As the   

  

lightning cometh out of the east, and 
shineth even unto the west ; so shall also 
the coming of the Son of man be."’ (Matt. 
xxiv. 27.) Springtime in all its beauty is 
a faint emblem of resurrection. Winter is 
the time when all appears dead, but is not. 
Many of us have loved ones sleeping who, 
like we, await the coming of Jesus to call 
us hence. He is coming soon. He is 
calling you to welcome Him, which you 
will do if you love Him. Do you? 

M. J.S. 
  

HE HEARS AND ANSWERS PRAYER. 

CHRISTIAN gentleman who visits 
Isl among the poor in London was one 

night going home with a basket on 
his arm which contained some provisions. 

As he went along he met a policeman, 
and the thought struck him to inquire if 
any fresh families had moved into the 
neighbourhood lately. 

‘“Yes!’’ said the policeman, pointing to 
a house up a court, ‘‘a woman and some 
children are living there now.” 

The gentleman thought he would call 
and see them, so knocking at the door he 
was soon let in to the sitting-room. A 
woman was sitting at a table working a 
small sewing machine, and in the corner 
of the room were two young girls playing 
together. 

“T have come,” said he, ‘to see if you 
will allow your children to come to our 
Sunday-school to-morrow.” 

“TI would, sir,” replied the woman, ‘but 
what you see on them is all the clothing 
they have, and you would not like to see 
them go like that.’ 

‘Well, the Lord will provide,” said the 
gentleman, ‘‘ Have you no money?” 
“Not yet, sir, but 1 have committed my- 
self into the hands of the Lord.” 

“‘ Have you any food to eat?” 
‘No, sir, we have nothing.” 
“What will you do then for breakfast ?” 
“‘ Well, sir, 1 once had a husband, and 

he worked for us and provided what he 
could, but he is dead now, yet God has 
promised to be a Father to the fatherless. 
I have called upon Him in this day of
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trouble, and I am trusting in Him to take 
care of a poor widow and her children, and 
I know He will provide.” 
“Thank God for such faith,” said the 

visitor, and handing her the basket said, 
“Well, here is your breakfast, and you 
shall have some clothing for the children.” 

With tears in her eyes she said, ‘Oh, 
thank God for His faithfulness! He hears 
and answers prayer. May He bless you.” 
And,” said our friend, ‘‘I felt the 

promise was sure, for if she was blest in 
receiving, 1 was more so in giving.” 
** In some way or other the Lord will provide, 

It may not be my way, it may not be thy way, 
But in His own way the Lord will provide.” 
  

JAMES CHALMERS, 

The Missionary Martyr of New Guinea. 

CuapTer VII. 

CANNIBALS WON FOR CHRIST. 

1876, Mr. and Mrs. Chalmers had spent ten 
years on the island of Raratonga. On the 
whole, those years had been peaceful and 

happy ones. God had been very good to them. 
They loved, and were beloved by the people 
among whom they worked. Mr. Chalmers en- 
joyed good health, and though his wife was by 
no means strong, she had proved herself a faith- 
ful helper in her husband’s work. Her girls’ 
school and classes for women had been the 
means of much blessing. Friends in the home- 
land thought it was time they should take at 
least a year’s holiday, and urged them to visit 
relations and old friends in different parts of 
the British Isles. 

But all through those years Mr. Chalmers 
had longed to go to the wild, savage people of 
New Guinea. The more he heard of them, the 
more he longed to go to them, and the more 
earnestly he prayed that to those who had never 
heard the gospel he might be allowed to bea 
messenger of glad tidings. Hight native teachers 
had, with their wives, been sent from Rara- 
tonga. Some had died; others were more or 
less seriously ill. All had known what it was 
“to endure hardness, as good soldiers of Jesus 
Christ” ; they had often suffered hunger, and 
their lives had been in danger from unfriendly 
natives. 

The island of New Guinea is of great size, 
being one thousand four hundred miles in 
length, and about three times as large as the 
whole of Great Britain. Its people are divided 
into many tribes, who were almost always at 
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war with each other. They knew nothing about 
the true God, but lived in constant fear of evil 
spirits. The men wore hardly any clothes, but 
were smeared all over with paint, and wore a 
great number of ornaments, often made from 
the bones of those they had killed and eaten. 
The women wore short petticoats made of 
grass, with nose and ear-rings. 

The parting between the missionaries and 
native Christians of Raratonga, many of whom 
they had had the joy of leading to Christ, could 
hardly be other than a sad one. But when in 
1878 it was decided that they should go to New 
Guinea, accompanied by another party of 
teachers and their wives, they went by way of 
Australia and New Zealand. After a stay of a 
few. weeks with friends in Adelaide and Sydney, 
and a short visit to some of Mrs. Chalmer’s 
relations in New Zealand, they were ready and 
even anxious to be again at work. Mrs. 
Chalmers was at that time far from well, and 
friends begged her to stay with them until her 
husband got settled in his new sphere of work, 
and some kind of a house was ready for her. 
But while thanking them for their intended 
kindness, she declined firmly, saying, ‘“ My 
place is by the side of my husband.” The 
voyage to New Guinea was delayed by bad 
weather, but by the good hand of God, the 
whole party were safely landed. 

Mr. Chalmers wanted to hire a native house 
until he could build one, but every attempt at 
doing so only ended in failure. At last he 
induced an old chief to let himself and wife 
occupy one end of his. It was a poor place, 
and very, very small, but nothing better was to 
be had. 
Tomahawks and knives had been brought 

from the ship, and giving one each to as many 
of the young men as were willing to be his 
helpers, led by Mr. Chalmers they made their 
way to the bush, and were soon hard at work 
cutting timber for the mission: house. In a 
little while they returned, each carrying a load 
of wood. A piece of ground, thirty-six feet 
long by eighteen wide, was cleared ; the natives 
shown where to dig holes for the posts, and 
building began at once. 

Mr. and Mrs. Chalmers were, we may be sure, 
glad to get into a little home of their own, even 
before it was quite finished, but hardly had 
they done so than trouble began. The people 
among whom they had come to live were 
cannibals, wild, fierce savages. One afternoon 
when, after a short rest during the great heat 
of the day, Mr. Chalmers had gone down to the 
beach, he heard a great noise, and looking round 
saw the house surrounded by men armed with 
spears and carrying heavy stone clubs. He



56 GOSPEL STORIES FOR THE YOUNG 
  

went back at once, and forcing his way through 
the crowd, got upon a small platform in front 
of the house and asked the savages what they 
wanted. 

With a great deal of yelling, shouting and 
angry looks they answered, “ Cloth, tomahawks, 
knives, hoop-iron and beads,” and added that if 
he did not give them as many of these things as 
they asked for, his wife, himself, with all the 
teachers and their wives, would be murdered. 
“You may kill us, but never a thing will you 
get from us,” was his answer. Some of the 
teachers said, “Give them a few things, and 
they will go away.” Mr. Chalmers stood firm, 
saying, “Can’t you see that if we give to these 
men, others will come and demand more, and 
kill us.” A very evil-looking man, armed with 
a heavy stone club, got close to Mr. Chalmers, 
and seemed about to strike him. Looking 
closely at him the missionary recognised him as 
one who only a few days before had seemed to 
be friendly, and said, “Why do you come to us 
armed? We have never carried arms, and only 
wish to be your friends.’ The man replied 
that if the things they asked for were given to 
them they would go away; if not, they had 
come to kill. It must have been a trying 
moment, but the missionary knew Onr whose 
power could control even those cruel men ; his 
reply was, “If you are going to kill us, you had 
better do it at once ; but you will not get any- 
thing. I never give to armed men.” 

After this the crowd of armed natives went a 
little way off, and after a great deal of talking 
among themselves, sent some of their number 
to ask for beads and hoop-iron, but received the 
same reply, that nothing would be given to 
armed men. Things grew quieter, and soon 
after the unwelcome visitors went to their own 
homes. The mission party, however, kept 
watch all night, thinking that perhaps they 
might return. 

The next day the man who had threatened to 
kill the missionaries came again, but without 
his club and spear, and said he was sorry for 
having behaved so badly. He listened quietl. 
while Mr. Chalmers tried to show him that it 
was not only wrong, but very foolish to wish to 
hurt those who served the true God, and only 
wanted to help and teach the natives of New 
Guinea. He then received a small present, 
which pleased him very much. 

Though the trying time of which you have 
just read was only one of many that followed, 
even among these wild and warlike people the 
gospel was to win its way. Next month I hope 
to tell you how the night of toil was followed 
by a morning of joy, and how cannibals: were 
won for Christ. C.J. L. 

  

‘“©GO UNTO JOSEPH.” 

(GEN, XL. 55.) 

: areata Egypt's land once rang the cry, 
“Each one that needeth corn, 

Must to the ruler, Joseph, hie, 
From high to lowest born!” 

So through the world God’s message speeds 
To high-born ones or low ; 

“Each one that life eternal needs 
Must unto JESUS go.” 

The corn of old was dearly bought, 
And all would buy to live; 

Yet needy sinners get for nought 
Heaven’s bounties God doth give. 

L. O. L. 
  

Answers to June Questions. 
H . ‘Ask what I shall give thee.’ 2 Chron. r. 7. 

2 Chron. 9. 30. 
2 Chron. 2. 16. 

. Forty years. 
. In floats by sea to Joppa. 
. Because he spake of trees, 

beasts, fowl, creeping things, 
and fishes. 

2. Wisdom and knowledge. 2 Chron. 1. 10. 

3. In Mount Moriah. 2 Chron. 3.1. 

4. The Queen of Sheba. 2 Chron. 9. 1. 

5. To hear the wisdom of 
Solomon. Matt. 12. 42. 

6. In riches and wisdom. 2 Chron, 9g. 22. 

7 
8 

9. 

1 Kings 4. 29. 33- 

  

QUESTIONS FOR JULY. 

THE LIFE OF ABRAHAM (ABRAM). 
(The answers will be found in Genesis 11. to 25,, 

except where otherwise mentioned.) 

1, When Abraham started to go to Canaan, he 
took with him his wife and nephew. What were 
their names ? 

2. How old was he at this time? 
3. Abraham lived to a great age. How old 

was he when he died, and who buried him? 
4. Abraham was a very rich man, Of what 

did his riches consist ? 
5. What special title had Abraham, which the 

Apostle lanies mentions in his epistle ? 
6. hy would not Abraham take a present of 

the king of Sodom ? 
7. When did Abraham say, ‘'Shall not the 

judge of all the earth do right?” 
8. What important sentence is said about 

Abraham both in Romans and Galatians? 
g. Why did God promise Abraham that “in 

thee shall all the nations of the earth be blessed"?
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THE STORY OF COUNT ZINZERDORF. 

“ (VOUNT ZINZERDORF! Who was 
» he? Where was he born? and where 

_. did he live?” Three questions all 
in a breath, Harold, and as I can only 
answer one at a time, I will begin by 
telling you that Count Louis Nicholas 
Zinzerdorf was a great and good man; 
great because he was good; constrained 
by the love of Christ, he was kind, loving 
and unselfish. Two things about him, the 
date and place of his birth, will be quite 
easy to remember. He was born in the 
year 1700, in a beautiful old castle in 
Dresden, the capital of Saxony, so he was 
a Saxon by birth. 

His mother seems to have been a lady 
remarkable alike for her beauty and her 
gifts. She read Greek and Latin with as 
much ease as her own language, and could 
draw and paint with great skill, When 
the little count was only six weeks old his 
father died, and as while he was still very 
young his mother married again, his first 
six or eight years were spent under the 
care of his grandmother, the Countess von 
Gresdorf. Herself an earnest Christian, 
she did not lose her opportunity of sowing 
good seed in the mind of her grandson, of 
whom she was really very fond. 

“Little Luiz,” as his grandmother 
always called him, was a delicate, sensitive 
child. Playing one day, when he was 
about six years old, near a lake in the 
grounds of his grandmother's castle, he 
saw a dove that had fallen into the water ; 
its feathers were so heavy with water that 
it was unable to rise and fly again. 

Seeing a tub near, “ Little Luiz” got 
8-1914. 

  

into it, pushed it off, and succeeded not 
only in reaching the dove, but in getting 
safely back to the shore; he nursed and 
petted the bird till it was able to fly. 
When his grandmother heard of it, she 
asked, ‘‘ Were you not afraid, Luiz?” 
His reply was, ‘Yes. I was a little afraid, 
but I could not let the poor dove drown 
without trying to save it.”” But the happy 
years of his childhood passed all too 
quickly; his troubles began when, at 
about nine years of age, he was sent to a 
large boarding-school at Halle. The 
head-master, though a man of consider- 
able learning, was one who, though he no 
doubt meant well, did not understand boys. 
He thought all boys were bad and needed 
very frequent and severe punishment; even 
those who were obedient and gave him no 
trouble found no favour, for he thought 
they were more cunning and artful than 
their schoolfellows. The elder boys were 
encouraged to tell tales of, and act as spies 
upon the younger ones, and as some of 
them were jealous of the little count, it 
was quite easy to get him into trouble, and 
he was often severely punished when he 
really did not deserve it. ‘ 

Aker a few years he was, however, 
removed by an uncle, who was his 
guardian, to another school; there he 
studied well, and from there went to the 
University. When school and college 
days were ended, he, like other young 
noblemen, spent some time in travel, visit- 
ing France, Italy, Switzerland and other 
countries. 

During a short stay at Dusseldorf, he 
paid a visit to its far-famed picture gallery, 
and while there he felt that the Lord had
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distinctly spoken to his soul. He had 
stood for some time gazing at a very 
beautiful picture. It was supposed to 
represent the Saviour upon the cross, but 
I do not think that it was so much the 
picture as two lines written underneath 
that attracted his attention, and held him 
as it were spellbound. They were, 

“This have done for thee, 
What hast thou done for ME?” 

From quite an early age the count had 
loved the Lord Jesus, but from that never- 
to-be-forgotten day he saw and felt as he 
had never seen and felt before, that he was 
not his own, but bought with a great price, 
“ Redeemed with the precious blood of 
Christ.” His time, his fortune, his estates, 
his all, must be at the disposal of his Lord 
and Saviour. 

His marriage with a devoted christian 
lady was a very happy one, but it is as the 
helper of the helpless, the friend of the 
friendless that we love to remember him. 
But the story of Count Zinzerdorf would 
be only half told if we did not know some- 
thing of his friend and fellow worker, 
Christian David. Just a few years older 
than the count, and the son of Roman: 
Catholic parents, when quite a small boy 
he was taught to repeat Latin prayers, 
kneeling before pictures or images of the 
Virgin Mary, or the Apostle Peter; he 
was never allowed to eat meat on Fridays, 
and was told that if he wished to keep 
evil spirits from putting wicked thoughts 
into his heart he must make the sign of 
the cross very often; but as he grew older 
he saw, may we not believe, by the teach- 
ing of the Holy Spirit, that all this could 
not be pleasing to God; and though we do 
not kuow how or where he first saw a 
Bible, the truth made him free, and he 
left the Church of Rome, and found his 
way toa little band of German Christians, 
who from a very early date had refused to 
bow to the authority of the Pope of Rome, 
and had really tried to follow the plain 
teachings of the word of God. 

They spoke of themselves as ‘ United 
Brethren,” but as they came from Moravia, 
they are very often called Moravians. 

  

Christian David had not been long with 
them without finding out that they were 
very badly treated by their Roman Catholic 
neighbours. They were quiet, peaceable 
people, but on the slightest excuse, or 
sometimes none at all, they were robbed, 
beaten, or chained to the plough, and 
made to do the work of horses or oxen. 

Christian David had a large, loving 
heart, and longed to help these poor 
people, but he was not a rich man, and 
could do little but pray for them and 
encourage them to trust ia God. He was 
introduced by a friend to Count Zinzerdorf 
and he told him the story of those much- 
tried, suffering Christians. The count 
made no promise, but Christian David felt 
sure that he was willing to be their friend 
and helper. Returning to them, he advised 
them to leave the place where they had 
suffered so much, and seek the protection 
of the count. 

Not long before, one of their pastors, 
who had lived to be quite an old man, had 
said to them, just before his death, ‘ Fear 
not, you will yet see a great deliverance ; 
how it will take place I cannot tell, but I 
know it, some day you will go forth to 
some place where you will be free to serve 
the Lord.” 

Were they willing to go? Saxony 
seemed, as it really was, a long way off, 
the journey would take several days, they 
must cross mountains covered with snow 
and find their way through dark forests. 
They did not know the count, but they 
knew and trusted Christian David, and he 
had promised to be their guide. Soa 
small party, three men, their wives, and 
four children, after much prayer for 
guidance and blessing, made up their minds 
to undertake the long and trying journey. 

How they were received I hope to tell 
you next month. 

C.J. L. 
  

E died for thee : the cost— 
His own most precious blood ; 

For Jesus came to save the lost, 
To bring a child to God. 

———SS——Xx—>
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«THAT GREAT WORK.” 

(Exo. xtv.) 

N the very night that thej passover 
/ lamb was slain, God led}forth the 

children of Israel from Egypt. He 
had promised that He would deliver them 
from their cruel bondage and bring them 
into the land of Canaan. 

He did not lead them through the land 
of the Philistines, which may have been 
a nearer way, for they might have been 
afraid and returned to Egypt had they 

| from his power. But God was going to 
save them from Pharaoh. 

Presently the Israelites reached the 
banks of the Red Sea, which seemed to 

| quite block their way. And when, to their 
| dismay, they saw the Egyptians coming 
after them they were very frightened and 
cried out to Moses. What could they do? 
The Red Sea was in front of them, and 
here was Pharaoh's army coming to again 

| take them and make them slaves! Nearer 
| and nearer they came! But God's chosen 
deliverer, Moses, knew what to do. He 

      

  

THE MARCH OUT OF KGYI'T, 
. 

seen war at the commencement of their 
journey. And then, too, God wanted to 
give us a picture of how He saves people, 
We cannot do anything to save ourselves; 
tue work must be all God’s, 

Pharaoh soon regretted that he had let 
his captives go and pursued after them 
with soldiers and chariots to take them 
prisoners again. Pharaoh is a type of 
Satan, and Satan does not liké boys and 
girls and men and women to get away 

said, “ Fear ye not, stand still, and see the 
salvation of the Lord, which he will shew 
to you to day.” 

This was their first great lesson and it 
is ours! We must ‘stand still’! How 
hard to do so in such a state of things! 
“ Stand still" when Pharaoh's soldiers are 
pursuing? How can they? But what 
else can they do? To fight would but 
mean defeat and death! To go on would 
mean to be drowned, for the deep waters
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of the Red Sea barred their way! No, 
they can do nothing! They cannot save 
themselves. They must “stand still” and 
learn God's way of salvation ! 

And so it is in our case. We can do 
nothing to save our souls! We need 
salvation—indeed we do. We need to be 
saved from our sins and from the awful 
power of Satan. We do not need to be 
saved from God; God is our Saviour. 
Satan is our enemy and our sins are our 
enemies too, and God wants to save us 
from our enemies. The children of Israel 
had to stand still and see how God would 
save them and we have to cease our 
“trying” and listen and see God’s way of 
salvation ! 

The very thing which seemed to block 
their way and to make escape impossible 
was the thing God used to save them. 
“Go forward,” God said to Moses, 

“ but lift thou up thy rod, and stretch out 
thine hand over the sea, and divide it: and 
the children of Israel shall go on dry 
ground through the midst of the sea.” 
(Exo. xiv. 15, 16.) 

And into that divided sea those thou- 
sands of people went! What a wonderful 
moment it must have been! Were not 
they afraid? No! Listen to what one of 
their poets said: 

“He turned the sea into dry land: 
They went through the flood on foot : 
There did we rejoice in him.” 

(Psa. Ixvi, 6.) 

They accepted God’s way of salvation 
and well they might rejoice! 

And we must accept God’s way. This 
is our second lesson. No other way will 
do but God’s, 

God’s Deliverer, the Lord Jesus Christ 
—the Saviour of sinners who cannot save 
themselves, has made a way through His 
death and resurrection. This is God’s 
way. 

Is that what the ‘Red Sea” means? 
Yes! If we had seen one of the Israelites 
on the wilderness side of the sea we might 
have asked him, ‘How did you come 
here? I thought you were in Egyptian 
slavery a little while ago!” ‘ Yes,” he 
might have replied, ‘I was in Egypt, but |   

God has saved me from such bondage!” 
“ But how did you get heve ? There is the 
Red Sea; you have no boats.” ‘' No,” 
he adds, “I came thvough the sea.” 
“Through the sea!” we exclaim, “that 
would mean death.” ‘It would have 
meant death,” he explains, ‘it has meant 
death to our enemies, but not to us, for we 

went through with God’s deliverer! He 
made the way. It was God’s way of 
salvation!” 
How wonderful! And yet, how simple! 

They just accepted God’s way! 
Yes! Alive the other side of death with 

God’s Deliverer ! 
But did I hear a boy say: ‘“ But J can- 

not go to Jesus; He isin heaven”? No, 
we cannot in our bodies; but in our hearts 
we may. 

I told you, at the start of these ‘‘talks,” 
that we take this journey in our souls. 
Our bodies are this side of death. But 
through Jesus’ death and resurrection God 
looks at us as if we were the other side. 
Our souls are so in His sight. 

‘* Death and judgment are behind us, 
Grace and glory are before.” 

In His death Jesus has conquered Satan 
and has put away our sins. And now He 
is risen! If He were not risen we should 
still be in our sins. But He is risen and 
our sins are gone! 

Yes, Israel saw that great work / God 
had saved them and they saw what He had 
done. God saw the blood of the lamb; 
but here was something they saw! 

The days of slavery are ended; the 
journey to the promised land is begun. 
“By faith they passed through the Red 
sea.” (Heb, xi. 29.) 

I remember asking a class of girls: 
‘What is the difference between the pass- 
over and the Red Sea?” And one of 
them replied something like this, « The 
passover is Jesus’ death; the Red Sea 
means His death and resurrection /” Yes: 
that is it! 

The judgment is past. The blood has 
been shed. The deep waters of death 
have been divided. Jesus is tisen. Our 
sins are gone. We see that great work and 
believe ! “M. W. B.
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LIGHTHOUSES ON THE COAST. 
URING a brief holiday spent on the 

coast we have seen many light- 
houses. They have been built in 

various shapes, some round, others square, 
some tall and others short, but all are in 
places where danger to shipping exists. 
What stories could be told of warning 
and rescues from the stormy seas and rocks. 

One of the most telling stories, though 
oft told, is that of the lighthouse keeper’s 
little girl, who was left alone while her 
father went ashore to get a supply of food. 
Some wicked men thought if they could 
secure the man and not let him return to 
the lighthouse till after dark, the lamps 
would not be lighted, and ships would be 
driven ashore, and they would reap a har- 
vest of stores from the shipwrecked vessels. 

But the lighthouse keeper was a christian 
man and prayed to God for help, and help 
came, though not in the way he expected. 
When darkness came on, and the men 
were waiting to see what would follow; 
suddenly the light shone out over the 
water, to the surprise of the watchers. 

What had happened? Why this. The 
little girl looked anxiously for her father, 
but as he did not return, she thought she | 
would try to light the lamps. She had 
seen it done many times and knew how to 
do it, but she was too short. But by using 
a small table the lamps were lit and the 
wreckers let the father go when they found 
it was useless keeping him longer. 

THE AURORA BOREALIS 

HE girls of the Lower Long Room, 
ye as one of the dormitories at Parade 

House was called, were all safely in 
bed. Eight o’clock was the time and 
except on very special occasions the rule 
was inexorable. 

But it was rather early, at least so some 
of them thought, and after lights were out, 
and the teacher in charge safely out of 
hearing, a good deal of chattering went on 
in hushed tones. 

On this particular night of which I am 
writing, and which was a cold and frosty 
one, ghost stories were in full swing 
(“Foolish girls!” you will say, and not at 

  

  

all a soothing prescription for the last 
thing at night, so I hope none of my 
young readers indulge in such silly and 
empty imaginings), when something hap- 
pened which speedily put an end to all 
their chatter. 

Suddenly a brilliant but uncanny glow 
lit up the room, all red and yellow, and 
shimmering and shining, what could it be? 
How frightened they all were, and some of 
them even thought that it was the end of 
the world coming. 

Instantly heads popped under the 
clothes, and the terrified little maidens 
trembled with fear and excitement. 

Just then, however, thinking they would 
be alarmed by the unusual appearance of 
the heavens, their kind principal came in 
to tell them all about it, explaining to them 
that it was no other than a rather good 
display of what is known as the Aurora 
Borealis or Northern Lights, which, al- 
though not often seen in much perfection 
in our country, yet in arctic climes forms 
one of the grandest and sublimest sights 
that travellers ever see, and although 
there is still a good deal of difference in the 
way in which people who have thought a 
great deal about it account for it, yet most 
agree that it is due to an electrical dis- 
charge in the air similar to when we have 
lightning and thunderstorms. 

Whatever may be precisely the cause, 
Miss Harrison, who was also an earnest 
Christian, turned their minds to God who 
is the Creator and upholder of all this 
wonderful universe, pointing to the glorious 
sight before them as another manifestation 
of His mighty power in nature, until, 
frightened no longer, all were intensely 
interested, and one at least after many 
years would recall the impression which 
that night had indelibly fixed upon her 
memory. 

I wonder if any of you boys and girls 
have known what it is to be terrified by 
any rather unusual occurrence, a lad 
thunderstorm, or a fearful hurricane of 
wind, and hail, and tempest, or when you 
have thought that the Lord Jesus might 
come and you not be ready? If so, I hoe 
you will none of you rest until you have
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heard His still small voice of love which 
would always make itself heard to our 
hearts if we will only listen, saying, ‘‘ Come 
unto me, and I will give you rest,” always 
remembering if we are a wee bit afraid at 
any time that, 

** The Voice which speaks in thunder 
Says, ‘ Sinner, I am thine,’" 

It is wonderful what calm, restful con- 
fidence that knowledge can give us, even 
if naturally we have cause to be afraid. 
If you have not already done so, will you 
not try it, each one for yourself? 

M. M. P. 

JAMES CHALMERS, 
The Missionary Martyr of New Guinea. 

Cuaprer VIII. 

AT HOME AMONGST SAVAGES. 

RS. CHALMERS must often have felt 
lonely during the frequent and sometimes 
long absences of her husband. But she, 

too, had put her hand to the plough, and con- 
strained by the love of Christ, went quietly and 
cheerfully on. Soon after their arrival in New 
Guinea Mr. C——, in writing to a friend, said, 
“T have just made my first trip in our new 
mission-boat, the ‘Ellengowan,’ and find her 
very comfortable. I hope she will prove a good 
sea-going boat, and not mind rough weather. 
There was no accommodation on board for Mrs, 
Chalmers, so-she is staying at Samu with the 
teachers ; she felt sure it would not be well for 
us both to leave at the same time, as they have 
only been there a few weeks, and this is the 
most unhealthy season of the year. The natives 
were highly pleased at her staying with them, 
and promised to treat her kindly. We heard 
them saying to each other, ‘Tamare can trust 
us, or he would not go away and leave his wife 
in our care.’” 

And the savages kept their word, visiting 
Mrs. Chalmers several times each day, seldom 
without some small gift of fruit, fish, or yams, 
telling her that she must eat plenty, as they 
wanted her to look well and be strong when 
“Tamare” returned, as then they would not 
peed to tell him that they had treated her 

indly. 
Stil her path must have been an anxious and 

often a trying one. When her husband left her 
she knew only too well that she must not hope 
to receive any letter or message from him till 
he himself returned to tell of fresh ground 
broken up, of mercies received and dangers 
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escaped. ‘Together they had passed through 
dangers which might well have unnerved any 
woman. Only a few days after their arrival a 
plan, as they were afterwards told by one of 
the chiefs, had been laid to murder the whole 
missionary party, and some of their fighting 
men had been chosen to be the murderers. 
Night after night they had come up to the 
rough wooden fence that surrounded the 
mission-house : they had only to step over it, 
enter the house, and kill the unsuspecting 
sleepers. But they could not. Some unseen 
power, they could not tell what it was, held 
them back. We know, do we not, that it was 
the hand of God? another proof of His ever- 
watchful care over His servants. ‘“ Blessed are 
all nd that put their trust in him.” (Psa. 
ii. 12. 

Several of the Raratongan teachers and their 
wives were sick with New Guinea fever; so 
with nursing, keeping school, and looking after 
the general work of the mission, Mrs. Chalmers 
found her hands well filled. How greatly she 
missed her husband and longed for his return a 
few extracts from the journal she kept when- 
ever he was away from home will help us to 
understand. 

“Tuesday, February 26th.—There is much 
sickness among the teachers, and none of us are 
very bright. The heat all day has been very 
oppressive, with constant thunder. About four 
in the afternoon heavy rain fell, for which we 
were all very thankful ; with the exception of 
a shower last Friday, this is the first rain we 
have had since you, my dear husband, left us. 
Three long weeks this morning since you left 
me. When shall I see you back? I do hope 
very soon.” 

“Thursday, March 6th—What a very real 
disappointment we have all had to-night ! 
About five o’clock there was great excitement, 
and many came running to tell me that a vessel 
(not a canoe) was close up to us. There was a 
thick mist, with heavy rain, so that we could 
not see far off. Of course, we all thought it 
was the ‘Ellengowan,’ there could be no doubt 
of that, so I had the flag hoisted, the gates un- 
locked, dry clothes ready, and everything 
prepared to give my much-loved husband a 
right royal welcome ; by the time all was done, 
the vessel was in the bay, and the mist had 
cleared ; how disappointed we all were on find- 
ing that it was not the ‘Ellengowan,’ but Mr. 
Goldie’s small boat. He came on shore and 
had tea.” 

“Thursday, March 13th.—This has been a 
dark, rough day. Very, very dreary. Heavy 
rain this morning, wild and stormy to-night. I 
wonder where my dear husband is. I cannot
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help feeling a little anxious about him. God 
grant he may be kept safe and well!” 

A few days later Mr. Chalmers returned 
from this, his first long absence, and the meet- 
ing between the tired missionary and his brave, 
faithful wife must have been a very happy one. 
For a few weeks his time was very fully 
occupied with visits to the out-stations where 
he had been able to place Raratongan teachers, 
and other matters; but the old longing to 
preach the gospel to tribes who had never 
before heard it was strong upon him, and ina 
very short time he was ready for another and 
longer coast trip in the “ Ellengowan.” Mrs. 
Chalmers this time accompanied her husband. 

During this voyage Mr. Chalmers visited one 
hundred and five native villages, in many of 
which a white man had never before been seen. 
In most the people were friendly, but in some 
cases the whole party had to leave suddenly to 
save their lives. All along the coast the ground 
was low and swampy, and the climate trying 
and unhealthy ; but through the ever watchful 
care of the God whom they served the whole 
party returned in safety to the headquarters of 
the mission. 

A few chapters of the Gospel by Mark had 
been translated into the native language by 
Mr. Chalmers and his helpers, also a few hymns. 
He wrote, “ We often find ourselves surrounded 
by war canoes, in which the crews are singing to 
native tunes our translations of ‘Come to 
Jesus,’ and ‘I have a Father in the Promised 
Land.’ They do not understand them yet, but 
we hope and pray that they may soon. God 
grant that the day may be near when these poor 
fellows may know and love our Lord Jesus as 
their own Saviour and Friend, We have visited 
during the last few days about twenty new 
villages, living among the people, sleeping in 
their huts, and often eating the same food out 
of the same dish.” C.J. L. 

BE YE ALSO READY. 
HE virgins wise, with lamps aflame, 

Were ready when the Bridegroom came. 
So doth the Lord warn us to be 
All ready for eternity, 

Should Jesus come this very day 
To take His own to share alway 
With Him His glad eternity : 
Would you, amongst them, ready be ? 

Or should death come, like sudden wave, 
From which no human hand can save; 
Would it find you prepared to be 
Within God’s house eternally ? 

There is no name, so says God’s word, 
But that of Jesus Christ the Lord, 

  

  

By which we must with certainty, 
Be saved for al] eternity. 

That name, if trusted, frees from fear 
Of death, or e’en the comrade’s sneer ; 
Through time a great support will be, 
And form Heaven’s theme eternally. 

All power is His in heaven and earth, 
And sinners now may prove His worth ; 
Who seek Him now will welcomed be, 
And saved for God’s eternity. 

Oh, how the Saviour loves to save 
From judgment, Satan, and the grave. 
By Him you now may ready be 
For time, and for eternity. L.O.L. 

“Neither is there salvation in any other : for 
there is none other name under heaven given 
among men, whereby we must be saved.” (Acts 
iv. 12.) 
  

Answers to July Questions. 
1. Sarai his wife, and Lot his 

nephew. Gen. 12, 5. 
2. Seventy five years old. Gen. 12. 4. 
3. One hundred and seventy five; 

his sons, Isaac and Ishmael, Gen. 25. 7-9. 
4. Cattle, silver and gold, Gen, 13. 2. 
5. Friend of God. James 2. 23. 
6. Lest he should say, ‘‘I have 

made Abram rich.” Gen. 14, 17-23. 
7. When he was pleading with 

God for Sodom, Gen. 18, 23-25. 
8. Abraham believed God and it 

was counted unto him for Rom. 4. 3 and 
righteousness. Gal. 3. 6. 

g. Because he had obeyed God's 
voice, Gen, 22. 18. 
  

QUESTIONS FOR AUGUST. 
THE LIFE OF ELISHA. 

(All the answers, excepting No. 1., will be found in 
2 Kings 1-13.) 

1, What was Elisha doing when Elijah first 
met him? (xz Kings 18-19.) 

2. How did Elisha heal the waters of Jericho? 
3. Give the name of a notable leper cured by 

Elisha. 
4. How many times is Elisha called ‘man of 

God" in chapters 4, 5 and 6? 
. How did the Shunammite woman furnish 

the little room she had built for Elisha ? 
6. We read of this woman again, in the king's 

presence. Who recognised her ? 
The Syrians, wanting to capture Elisha, 

surrounded the city in which he was, Give the 
name of the city. 

8. On another occasion Elisha was shut up in 
a famine-stricken city, besieged by the Syrians. 
Give its name. 

9. Namea miracle that took place in connection 
with Elisha after his death.
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THE STORY OF COUNT ZINZENDORF. 

Part II. 

pIRED, footsore, ragged and wayworn 
Ni the little band, of whom I told you 

last month, must have been when 
the snow-covered mountains they had 
crossed, and the almost pathless forests 
through which Christian David had been 
their guide lay behind them, and they 
reached the home of Count Zinzendorf. 
It must have been a very real disappoint- 
ment to find that at the time of their 
arrival the Count was from home, and 
might not return for some days. 

The Countess did not seem at all sure 
what would be the best to be done for the 
new comers, but remembering that the 
Count’s steward was a man of faith and 
prayer, she sent for him, and bade him see 
that they were properly cared for till the 
return of his master. 

There was not a single empty cottage 
on the estate; the three men were cutlers 
by trade, and knew nothing of farm or 
field work, in which all the Count’s tenants 
were engaged. They would have, he felt 
sure, to build houses for themselves, but 
where he did not know. After making 
hasty arrangements for their rest, food 
and shelter, he passed a great part of the 
night in prayer. Going out very early in 
the morning, almost before sunrise, he 
climbed a not very steep hill. Fields and 
woods were wrapped in mist, but as the 
sun rose the mist cleared, and its beams 
fell upon a small wood at no great distance. 
“There,” he said, ‘‘is the place God has 

-1914. 
  

chosen for these exiles. There they must 
build houses and find homes.” 

Calling them, he, with Christian David, 
led them to the spot, telling them that 
they must cut down trees, clear the ground 
and build houses. 

- “Where shall we find bread in this 
wilderness?” one of the women asked 
timidly. Christian David heard her, he 
had just taken up an axe to fell a tree, 
and as he struck the first blow he replied 
in the words of scripture, ‘Yea, the 
sparrow hath found an house, and the 
swallow a nest . . . where she may lay 
her young, even thine altars, O Lord of 
hosts, my King, and my God.” (Psa. 
Ixxxiv. 3.) 

A stone engraved with these words still 
marks the spot where the first tree was 
cut down. 

The Count on his return quite approved 
of what had been done; and though the 
first houses built were small, and not very 
well finished, from that small beginning 
the village of Herrnhut grew. It was not 
long before Christian David was off again, 
returning a few weeks later with another 
and larger party. Herrnhut (‘‘ The Lord’s 
watch”) became a gathering spot for 
many who desired freedom to worship 
God in the way that they believed was 
taught in His written word. All such 
were welcome, and were kindly received 
by the Count and Countess, but, as was 
sometimes the case, strangers came who 
thought they would be able to live without 
work, or because they wished to escape 
paying their debts, the Count gave them 
food and money for their return journey 
and sent them away.
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Christian David came and went, never 
returning alone, but bringing more to the 
fast-growing little colony. Life at Herrn- 
hut was simple and homely, but happy. 
On Lord’s days meetings for prayer and 
reading the scriptures began quite early 
in the morning, and with short intervals 
went on till after sunset ; but as there was 
something for every one, fathers, mothers, 
young men and women, boys and girls, 
and even the very little ones, no one was 
heard to say that they wished there were not 
so many meetings. During the week, when 
the work of the day was over, little groups 
who had come together for prayer or Bible 
study were often to be found. 

It is interesting to remember that long 
before Dr. Carey had sailed for India, or 
William Morrison for China, missionaries 
to the heathen had gone from Herrnhut. 
During one of his absences from home 
the Count had met and become greatly 
interested in a negro slave, Anthony, who 
came from the West Indies, who was 
travelling with his master. The Count 
had many conversations with him, and 
his kind heart was deeply touched by what 
he heard of the ignorance and misery of 
the slaves employed on the cotton planta- 
tions. ‘‘ There,” said Anthony, ‘is my 
brother Abraham, and my sister Anna, 
and hundreds who are just like them. 
They know nothing about God, or His 
Son, our Lord Jesus Christ. If they had 
Bibles, they could not read them, and 
there is no one to teach them. They 
know nothing but the toil of the cotton 
field and the lash of the slave-driver. Oh, 
why cannot some one go to tell them the 
glad tidings?” 

Receiving permission from his owner, 
the Count took Anthony to Herrnhut with 
him, and many were filled with a deep 
Christ like pity as they listened to his 
story; two young men offered to go as 
missionaries to the slaves. ‘ But,” said 
Anthony, “if you go, it may be very hard 
for you. In my country there are only 
the masters and the slaves. You cannot 
be masters, so you may have to be slaves, 
and work all day in the hot sun picking 
cotton.” 

  

«“ We are willing to go even if we have 
to become slaves,”’ they replied. There 
was much prayer at Herrnhut, and in the 
year 1732 Dober, the first Moravian mis- 
sionary, sailed with a friend for the West 
Indian Islands, 
Work at first was very uphill and 

trying; the masters did not seem to-wish 
to have their slaves taught, and some 
forbade them even to listen to the preach- 
ing. Dober did not have to become a 
slave, but as no one would give him work 
at his trade as a potter, he often found it 
no easy matter to get food. His friend 
had returned to Herrnhut, and for some 
months he was very lonely and often sick. 

One night, after a very trying day, he 
was sorely tempted to give up and go back 
himself. A few had been to see him and 
had asked questions, but he could not 
point to one who seemed really to see his 
or her need of salvation. Was his mission 
quite a failure? Surely some one was 
speaking! speaking, too, in German, his 
own language. He looked up and saw, 
with glad surprise, a brother from Herrn- 
hut, who had come to share his labours. 
From that time the work grew and pros- 
pered. Many of the slaves were converted 
and became earnest, whole-hearted workers 
for Christ. C.J. L. 
  

HE CAME FROM THE GLORY. 

E came from the glory, 
H Ah ! wonderful story, 

Jesus the Saviour to die : 
His Father confessing, 
His hands full of blessing, 

And “Come unto Me,” was His cry. 

He was gentle and kind, 
He gave sight to the blind, 

He bade little children draw near: 
He came from above 
To win your heart’s love, 

Won't you own Him your Saviour 
so dear ? 

He died on the tree, 
There He suffered for me, 

My own precious Saviour and Lord : 
Yea, He died there for all, 
Oh, list to the call, 

Then spread the glad tidings abroad. 

W. P.
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ADAM AND EVE, 

THE FIRST COAT. 

WONDER how many of my young 
l readers have noticed that the first coat 

that was ever made was made by 
God. 
Adam and his wife in the garden of 

Eden, having sinned against God, had 
attempted to clothe themselves, but after 

that they hid, thinking to shield them- 
selves from the eye of Him against whom 
they had sinned. 

But it is impossible for anything to 
escape God’s notice. He takes account 
of everything. You or I are not able to 
clothe ourselves in any way whatever. 
His eye will penetrate and search us 
through and through.
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Having sinned against God they must 
leave the garden, with the sentence of 
death upon them. The time came when 
they must needs die. But the question of 
sin must be taken up and settled. They 
cannot settle it. Man can only hide away 
in fear and dread. God must come in 
from His own side entirely, and make the 
necessary provision. 

If you will take your Bible and read the 
third chapter of Genesis, you will see how 
God came in. You will see how He gra- 
ciously acted on man’s behalf. He made 
coats of skin and clothed them. They 
were wonderfully made. Never has man 
been able to make a coat like they were 
made. 

But then, not only are we unable to 
make such a covering for ourselves, but 
we are unable to put on suchacoat. He 
clothed them. God did the making and 
the putting on as well. The clothing was 
perfectly fitting and suitable, because it 
was all God’s own work. 

Do you want to be suitable to the eye 
of God? Do you want to be pleasing to 
Him? It is only His own work which 
pleases Him. The clothing speaks to us 
of the Lord Jesus Christ. If you have 
accepted Him as your Saviour, that is, 
if you have done seeking to make yourself 
fit for the eye of God, and are relying 
entirely upon the provision which God has 
made, you may be sure that all your 
suitability rests in Christ. He is suitable 
to the eye of God, He pleases Him. If 
you know Him as’ your own there is no 
need to be afraid, but you can hide in 
Him, and that is the only safe place to 
hide. It is a safe place where God will 
never search you out and ask the question 
« Where art thou?” 

God did not drive them out of the gar- 
den until He had clothed them. No! 
they are sent out with the token of His 
wondrous grace upon their backs. 

The way that God acts from His own 
side for the blessing of man is constantly 
seen in scripture. We may be able, if the 
Lord will, to look at another instance next 
month; but if you have never put your 
trust in Jesus do not wait. Never forget   

that you cannot make yourself fit for God. 
Your fitness rests in God's provision—the 
Lord Jesus Christ. A. H.C. 
  

STARTLING NEWS. 

‘\O you see that man eagerly telling 
some important news? He has 
ridden hard to reach this village 

and will only stay a few moments, and 
then be off to the next. 

It appears to be news of a sad kind that 
he brings, for see how startled the women 
look as they listen to his hurried message. 
We have recently had news of a startling 

kind, for the whole country has been deeply 
moved by war being suddenly declared. 
Our peaceful land has been quickly drawn 
into warfare, and who can ‘say when it will 
end? Messages have been despatched in 
all directions, not by means of horses, 
which would be far too slow for these 
times of rush and bustle, but by telegraph, 
telephone and motor car, calling upon 
men to join the service, and fight for their 
home and country. 

But the more thoughtful among us are 
thinking of another great event which we 
believe to be near at hand, and that is the 
coming of the Lord Jesus Christ. This 
event has long been foretold, and will take 
place so suddenly that there will be no 
time to prepare for it, if we are not ready. 

The One who was here once as the 
meek. and lowly Jesus will one day reign 
as King of kings, for no one has yet been 
found who was able and who was worthy. 
  

WHAT MUST I DO? 

MY Lord, what must I do ? 
Thou alone the way canst shew; 
Thou canst save me in this hour, 
I have neither will nor power ; 

God, if over all Thou art, 
Greater than my sinful heart, 
All Thy power on me be shewn, 
Take away the heart of stone. 

May I see that Christ has died, 
Thee, O God, hast glorified, 
That I might in glory be, 
And eternally with Thee.
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STARTLING NEWS!
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THE TRUE LIGHT. 
LL things glorious ’neath the sun, 

Owe their glory to its rays: 
God, who spoke and it was done, 

Made it glorious to His praise. 

All the flowers, the fields, the trees, 
Brilliant in their colours fine ; 

All the gold on streams and seas 
By the golden sunlight shine. 

But beyond the sun above, 
Brighter than its golden rays, 

Shines my Saviour’s face of love ; 
Jesus—worthy of all praise ! 

He once made the sun in strength, 
Made it in the heavens to be 

Pattern of what He at length 
Would become eternally. 

As the sun dispels the night, 
And from death-like sleep doth make 

Creatures to enjoy the light, 
Makes them all of life partake : 

So the glory of His face, 
Brighter than the sun above 

Sheds within dark hearts God's grace, 
Brings dead souls to life and love. 

He, true Light, reveals our sin, 
But if we our sins do own, 

He can make us clean within 
By the blood that doth atone. 

Jesus still says, “Come to Me”; 
Children still He doth receive. 

He your Sun and Shield will be, 
If on Him you now believe. 

L. 0. L. 
  

LITTLE CELESTE. 
Gwen” as many of you know, 

means ‘‘ heavenly.” 
She was a little French girl, who 

was early led to trust in the Lord Jesus 
Christ as her Saviour. 

But while she had found peace in 
believing, her mother was very much 
opposed to the gospel which the little girl 
had believed to the salvation of her soul. 

Little Celeste fell ill, and to her mother's 
great grief was taken to be with Jesus 
away from her earthly home, where her 
Saviour was refused, to that glorious home 
where He is owned and where He fills all 
things] with His love and glory. But, 

| God’s grace to sinners. 

  

although Celeste’s mother despised the 
good news that her little daughter had 
believed, she had a mother’s heart, and 
the loss of her little girl was a great blow 
to her. A dear christian friend of the 
departed child visited the poor woman, 
and to console her, said that her little 
girl’s name, ‘‘ Celeste,’ was more than ever 
true, because she was in heaven, and, she 
added, ‘‘I am glad to say that I know I 
shall meet her there.” 

“Oh!” exclaimed the sorrowing mother, 
‘cif that could be true of me, 1 should be 
the happiest woman in the world.” 

You may be sure that the christian lady 
spoke to her of the Saviour who alone 
could make her fit to dwell with Him, and 
how that by believing in Him, and in His” 
precious blood, her sins could all be 
cleansed away. 

From that time the mother changed in 
her manner towards the glad tidings of 

And often she 
and her aged mother would be found read- 
ing together the precious book that tells of 
God's great love, the glorious Saviour, and 
the Holy Spirit by whom alone heavenly 
things are made known. 

(Adapted.) L.O.L. 

SECRETS. 

YHERE are two kinds of secrets: 
good ones and bad. We all like to 
have the good secrets, but very few 

boys or girls would care to have bad ones. 
Some one may tell us when our birthday 
is near that we are going to have a very 
nice present. That is a great secret and 
a very good one. 

But I am afraid that all of us at one 
time or another have had bad secrets. I 
mean when we have said or done some- 
thing wrong, and it is like a heavy burden 
to bear. 

Well, I want to tell you what scripture 
says about secrets. The first text I will 
turn to is Psalm xliv. 21, where it says that 

“GoD KNOWETH 

the secrets of the heart.” That is very 
important to remember, that whether it be 
a good secret or a bad one God knoweth it. 
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We may keep our secrets very carefully to 
ourselves, and none of our friends may 
know what it is that is constantly on our 
minds, but however close we may keep it, 
one little text tells us that there is One 
who knoweth it and that is God. The 
next thing I want to remind you is that in 
Luke xii. 3 we find that the things spoken 
in secret 

Gop WILL MAKE KNOWN, 
And if everything is going to be made 

known in a future day or proclaimed on 
the house-top, what a difference it makes 
if our secrets have been good ones. We 
shall not mind if God makes them known, 
we shall not be ashamed if little deeds of 
kindness done in secret are made known, 
or if we have spoken loving words in 
secret to some one in pain or sorrow, it 
would not trouble us if that were published. 
Oh, no, we need not be ashamed of such 
things. But if our secrets have been bad 
ones, we find in Romans ii. 16 that - 

‘©GoD SHALL JUDGE 
the secrets of men by Jesus Christ.” That 
will be a very solemn time, and one reason 
why I am writing these few lines is that our 
many readers may be ready for that time 
and not be afraid to look forward to the mo- 
ment when “‘God shall judge the secrets.” 

Well, if all the wrong things we have 
said and done are atoned for by the Lord 
Jesus Christ and by His finished work, 
why, they will all be taken away from us 
and will not be judged by God. And then 
He says of us that 

‘““THE SECRET OF THE LorpD 
is with them that fear him.” 
XXvV. 14.) 

Oh! how lovely to have all our bad 
secrets taken away, which God could only 
judge, and in place of them to have the 
“Secret of the Lord” and to be known as 
those who love and fear Him. 
How many boys and girls are troubled 

to-day with bad secrets, of things they 
have said and done. If only they would 
trust in Jesus and have them all removed 
by His precious blood, how much happier 
they would be. They would then delight 
to know that the secret of the Lord is 
with them that fear Him. 

(Psa. 
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JAMES CHALMERS, 
The Missionary Martyr of New Guinea. 

CuHaptTer IX. 

BREAKING UP NEW GROUND. 

HE climate of New Guinea was, in more 
ways than one, trying and unhealthy. 
Quite a number of teachers from the 

South Sea Islands had died, in most cases from 
fever; while others, there was only too good 
reason to fear, had been poisoned, by orders of 
an old chief, who, though he had asked for 
teachers, and had promised to treat them kindly, 
really wished to destroy them, that he might 
get a small quantity of hoop-iron, cloth and 
igi that had been given to them to buy food 
with. 

Mr. and Mrs. Chalmers had suffered much 
from repeated attacks of fever, till at last Mrs. 
Chalmers was so weak and ill that, though she 
was by no means willing to leave her husband 
at his lonely post, they both felt a thorough 
change of climate, and a rest of at least six 
months from work, must, if possible, be had. 
In October, 1878, Mr. Chalmers took his wife 
as far as Cooktown. From there she sailed for 
Sidney, where they had many christian friends, 
and where he knew she would not only be 
lovingly cared for, but have proper medical 
advice, a thing it was impossible to get in New 
Guinea, 
How much the parting cost him we may 

judge from his own letters. 
“Suau, October 8th—Your birthday, my 

darling wife! May God grant you many happy 
returns. I do hope you are feeling a little 
stronger. You are now on your way to Sidney. 
‘We had a very rough and unpleasant return 
passage, but, through mercy, all got across safely, 
arriving about one o'clock yesterday. There 
was real sorrow among our people when they 
found that you were not on board. The house 
seems very quiet without you, my ain Jeanie. 
How suitable to us both the scripture fertica 
for to-day. ‘The Lord shall be thy confidence, 
and shall keep lity 2008 from being taken.’ Our 
trust isin Him. May the sorrow of our parting 
draw us closer to Himself, our Lord and Master. 
Rest safe in His keeping, my loved one.” 

“ October 20th._—Ah, Jeanie, it is dull coming 
home when you are away, and I down with 
fever. I do miss the touch of your cool hand 
and the sound of your kind voice. I wanted 
very much to break up new ground, so we set 
off this morning. The first place we called 
at the people, after a little while, seemed quite 
friendly ; so a few of us went ashore, and 
bought hundreds of cocoanuts, taro and yams. 
We spent the night in the hut of an old chief ;
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such a wretched place, eight of us were packed 
together in a space very little larger than our 
bed. It rained hard all night, and the wind 
blew quite a gale. How thankful I was when 
it was morning. I felt ague was coming on, 80 
would not stay, and went on board again. At 
the next place we touched at I was in a high 
fever, but they got me into a much better hut, 
and made a good fire, for which I was grateful. 

“Tt was pleasant to see what a kind interest 
the people take in ‘Tamare’; when they heard 
I was sick they did not crowd the hut, but kept 
coming to ask how I was getting on. 
“November 30th—We have just had our 

Saturday evening prayer meeting, and hope 
to-morrow to remember the Lord’s death. 
There will be eighteen of us altogether. How 
I wish you could be with us! But I am looking 
forward, if the Lord will, to meeting you in a 
few months at most ; then, if the doctor gives 
you leave, we may arrange for our long-delayed 
homeward voyage.” : 

The closing weeks of ’78 were spent in visits 
to coast and inland villages he had not before 
been able to reach. Toa friend in England he 
wrote : “I have no wish to be an explorer, but I 
do want to know all that is to be known about 
New Guinea and its people. But it is only as a 
missionary that I care to travel.” 

A few days later he wrote: “I have just had 
sad news concerning the health of my dear 
wife. She is no better, and the doctor considers 
her in a very weak state.” Early in February 
of the following year Mrs. Chalmers peacefully 
and gently fell “asleep in Jesus.” It was some 
weeks before the sad tidings of his wife’s death 
could reach the sorrowing husband. He then 
learnt that from the very first day of her 
arrival in Sidney the doctors had held out very 
slender hopes of her recovery, as she was, they 
agreed, already in an advanced state of con- 
sumption ; and the friends who nursed her very 
tenderly bad the sorrow of seeing her grow 
thinner and weaker day by day. She was 
herself kept in great peace, grateful for the 
kindness showered upon her, often saying that 
if it were the will of God, she should like to get 
well that she might return to her husband and 
her loved work in New Guinea, but sure that 
His way would be the very best for both. 

As soon as possible after receiving the news 
of his wife’s death Mr. Chalmers paid a short 
visit to Sidney, spent a few weeks with her 
parents, and then returned to New Guinea. 

“T cannot,” he said, when writing to a friend, 
“bear the thought of going to England alone. 
I would much rather remain here, and bury my 
sorrow in work for Christ. We have now 
eighteen stations, and hope soon to have more. 

  

The teachers would lose heart and get dis- 
couraged were I to leave now. They have all 
suffered ; some have died; others have lost 
their wives ; I am one with them in sorrow and 
in service.” 

The death of his wife was a sad blow to the 
lonely missionary ; but there was comfort in 
the thought that she was safe with the Saviour 
she had loved and served. Almost her last 
message to him had been, “On no account 
leave the teachers.” Had she been spared she 
could not, he knew, have been with him, for 
the doctors had said that she must never again 
even visit New Guinea, as she could not stand 
the climate. So, trusting in God, he turned 
afresh to his work of carrying the gospel to 
those who had never heard it. And among the 
many to whom he preached Christ there were 
some who listened and believed the message. 

C.J. L. 
  

Answers to August Questions. 

1. Plowing with twelve yoke of 
oxen. 1 Kings 19. 19. 

2. He cast salt into the waters 2 Kings 2. 19-22, 

3. Naaman. 2 Kings 5. 1-14. 

4. Nineteen times, 2 Kings 4. 5, 6. 

5. She put in a bed, stool, table 
and candlestick. 2 Kings 4. 10. 

6. Gehazi. 2 Kings 8. 5. 

7. Dothan. 2 Kings 6. 13, 14. 

8. Samaria. 2 Kings 6. 24-32, 

g. A dead man put into his grave 
came to life. 2 Kings 13. 21. 
  

QUESTIONS FOR SEPTEMBER. 
THE LIFE OF PAUL (SAUL OF TARSUS). 

(All the answers will be found in Acts—the first five 
in chapters 8 to 12.) 

1. Who spoke to Saul from heaven ? 

2, How long was he blind, and who opened his 
eyes? 

3. In what town did he first preach Christ ? 

4. How did he escape trom Damascus ? 

5. Who went to Tarsus to seek for Saul ? 

6. In which town was Paul stoned and left for 
dead ? 

Into what woman’s house did Paul and Silas 
enter after they came out of prison ? 

8. In what island did Saul do his first miracle ? 

9. In which of his small epistles does he speak 
of himself as ‘' Paul the aged " ?
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AMONG THE LEPERS. 

\\ \G7E all know the beautiful story of the 
little captive maid who waited on 
Naaman’s wife, and we remember 

that though her master was a great man, 
a brave soldier, and was honoured and 
trusted by his king, ‘‘he was a leper.” 
Lepers and leprosy are mentioned in 
many other passages in the Bible, and per- 
haps nearly all the boys and girls who 
read ‘Gospel Stories” will have heard 
that although this terrible disease very 
seldom makes its appearance in our own 
favoured land, there are great numbers of 
lepers in Syria, China, India and other hot 
countries; some also are to be met with as 
far north as Sweden and Norway. 

“Can nothing be done to help and com- 
fort all these poor, afflicted people?” 
Yes, something has been done, something 
is being done not only to cheer and 
brighten their sad, often lonely lives, but 
to bring them under the sound of the 
gospel. 

Shall we take a peep at Miss Mary Reed, 
as I almost seem to see her surrounded by 
her large family of lepers, who though by 
far the greater number are grown-up men 
and women, she loves to call her little 
ones, but oftener still ‘‘Christ’s little 
ones”? 

Miss Reed was born at Lovell, in the 
State of Maine, U.S.A., and was ‘the first 
girl in a family of eight, four sons and four 
daughters. Her childhood and_ school- 
days were very happy ones, for both 
parents. loved the Lord Jesus, and the 
children early learnt to look upon the 

10-1914. 
  

voice of prayer and the song of praise as 
part of their peaceful home life. 
When Mary was about sixteen her heart 

was won by the love of Christ, and from 
the hour of her conversion she longed to 
be wholly the Lord’s. Not her own, but 
bought with a price, the precious blood 
of Christ, she had, she saw, been saved to 
serve, and soon found suited, happy work 
as a teacher in a public school. For ten 
years she worked faithfully on, then felt 
that the call to ‘‘go”’ and help to tell the 
women of India the sweet story of a 
Saviour’s love had come to her. 

In 1885 Miss Reed was sent to Cawn- 
pore, but soon after reaching India a keen 
disappointment. crossed her path; her 
health broke down and for some weeks 
she was quite unfit for the work she had 
so longed to enter upon. Rest and cooler 
air would, it was thought, do her good, so 
she went to a lovely spot not far from 
the snow-crowned Himalaya mountains. 
While there much of her time was spent 
in prayer, and in the study of the language. 
There too, though at the time she knew it 
not, she was almost within sight of the 
place where the real work of her life was 
to be done. The oool mountain breezes 
did her good. Five years of happy mis- 
sionary service followed, at the close of 
which, with health again failing, she re- 
turned for change and rest to America. 

She was far from well, but what she was 
suffering from the doctors did not seem 
able to say. There was a constant pain 
in the forefinger of her right hand, and a 
spot upon her cheek near the ear. Slowly 
but surely the truth dawned upon her, she 
was a leper! Knowing the pain it would
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give her family, she did not say a word to 
them but told her doctor, whe, while he 
promised to keep her secret, urged her to 
lose no time in going to New York to con- 
sult a physician who had had more experi- 
ence than himself in such cases. The 
New York doctor confirmed her fears but 
advised her to go to London, where she 
would have the best medical advice and 
treatment that could be obtained. She 
went and the disease, though not cured, 
was checked. 

From the first Miss Reed felt that the 
Lord had given her no promise of healing, 
but while she felt the trial keenly, she was 
kept in much peace. She longed, if it were 
the will of God, to return to work in India, 
and her heart went out in loving sympathy, 
the sympathy of a fellow-sufferer, to the 
lepers, of whom she knew there were so 
many in that country. 

Miss Reed offered her services to the 
‘‘Mission to Lepers in India and the 
East,” and they were gladly accepted. 
Many friends wondered if she was right in 
returning to India, but to each and all her 
answer was, ‘‘ My Father knows the way 
He is leading me, so I am sure it is the 
right one.’”” She was appointed to super- 
intend the Leper Asylum at Chandag. 
But her work was very varied and far- 
reaching ; she not only worked for hours 
each day among her leper patients, but 
helped four native Biblewomen in their . 
work, and visited the schools in which two 
hundred boys and girls were taught, often 
having to teach the teachers how to teach. 

Many of the lepers had very sad and 
touching stories. I must give you one. 

Tue Srory or Resxi, 

  
One of the child-wives of India married | 

when she was only eleven years old, For 
about two years after her marriage she 
lived happily with her husband and mother- 
in-law, who was not really unkind to her ; 
but when the first leper spot showed itself 
upon her face they turned her out of the 
house and forced her to sleep and eat her 
food in a corner of the cowshed, but during 
the day she had to work very hard in the 
fields. She was often cruelly beaten, and 

several times they tried to drive her away 
into the woods, but she was afraid of the 
tigers and would not go. After some time 
one of Miss Reed’s helpers visited her 
village and was told of her sad, unhappy 
life. He found her out and told her of the 
many afflicted ones who had found a happy 
home in the asylums, and she was quite 
willing to go. Miss Reed wrote of her, 
“Poor little thing, she seems hardly more 
than a child. From the first she was very 
grateful for the care and kindness she re- 
ceived, often saying, ‘1am so happy here,’ 
and better still, she had not been with us 
long before she gave proof of a real work 
of God in her soul. We believe her to be 
a true Christian. She is a bright, gentle 
girl, loved by all in the home.” 

(Adapted.) C.J.L. 

BOB, THE CABIN-BOY. 
» OME time ago a vessel sailed from 

England with a captain whose 
tyranny so disgusted the crew that 

the most serious consequences might have 
ensued but for his sudden illness. The 
mate took charge of the ship, and the 
captain was left by the crew to perish in 
his cabin. ,He had continued nearly a 
week in this state, when the heart of a 
poor boy on board was touched with his 
sufferings, and he determined to enter the 
cabin and speak to him. So, opening the 
state-room door, he called out : 

“Captain, how are you?” 
A surly voice replied, ‘‘ What’s that to 

you? Be off!” 
Thus repulsed, the boy went on deck; 

but next morning he made another attempt, 
and at the state-room door cried, ‘‘ Cap- 
tain, hope you are better!” 

“Oh, Bob, I'm very bad; been ill all 
night.” 

The boy, encouraged by this answer, 
drew nigh the bed-place, and said, ‘‘ Cap- 
tain, please let me wash your hands and 
face; it will‘refresh you.” The captain 
nodded assent. Having performed this 
kind office, the boy proposed some tea. 
The captain knew he had no mercy to 
expect from his crew, so he would not 
solicitany. ‘‘I’ll perish,” said he, ‘rather 
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than ask one favour of them.” But the 
kindness of the boy found its way to the 
heart of this violent man; and in spite of 
his daring spirit his face displayed the 
starting tear, while his soul seemed to 
sigh, ‘‘O brotherly kindness in the hour 
of need, though from a boy, how amiable 

getting worse, but I should not mind that 
so much were it not for my soul. Oh, 
Bob, what shall I do? I am a great 
sinner ; I’m afraid I shall go to hell. I 
deserve it. Alas, Bob, I’m a lost man!” 

“ Oh no, master,” said the boy, ‘don’t 
be alarmed. God is merciful, and I’m 
  

thouart!’’ How many 
ways the Lord has of /|| 
gaining access to the 
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hearts of His stubborn | === LILY 
creatures ! 

The captain soon 
felt the good effects of 
the boy’s attendance, 
and therefore permit- 
ted him in future to 
do what he pleased for = 
the restoration of his Z 
health. However, his —— 
weakness increased, Z 
and he became con- 
vinced that he should 
not live many weeks 
at most. His mind 
was filled with terror = 
as the prospects of 
death and _ eternity 
drew nearer to his 
view. Brought up 
amongst the worst of 

  

seamen in early life, (iy 
he had imbibed all 
their principles, and a 
long course of suc- 
cessful voyages as 
master of a vessel had 
contributed to harden 
his heart, and not only 
to induce him to say, 
“There is no God,” I 
but to act under that 
persuasion. Alarmed   
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at the thought of THE BOY READ FOR OVER TWO HOURS. 
death, ignorant of the 
way of salvation, and with a conscience 
troubled about his sins, he one morning 
burst into tears, just as Bob opened the 
cabin door, and affectionately inquired, 
‘“ Well, master, how is it with you this 
morning?” 

“‘Ah, Bob, I’m very bad; my body is 

sure you'll not be lost. He knows what 
sailors are, and I dare say He'll save you.” 

‘““No, Bob, no; I cannot see the least 
prospect of being saved. Oh, what a 
sinner I have been! What will become 
of me?” His stony heart was broken, 
and he poured out his complaints before
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the boy, who strove all he could to com- 
fort him, but in vain. 

One morning the captain said, ‘“ Oh, 
Bob, I've been thinking of a Bible! I 
know there is not one in the cabin: go 
forward and see if you can find one in the 
men’s chests." The boy succeeded, and 
it was with tears of joy that the poor 
dying man beheld him return. ‘‘ Where 
shallI read, master?” ‘ Try and pick out 
some places that speak about sinners and 
salvation.” ‘Well, then I'll take the New 
Testament ; for,as my mother used to say, 
there are not so many hard words there.” 
The boy read for more than two hours, 
while the captain listened with the eager- 
ness of a man on the verge of eternity. 
The next morning he exclaimed, ‘‘Oh, Bob, 
I shall never live to reach the land! I’m 
dying fast; you'll soon have to cast me 
overboard; but all this is nothing—my 
soul, my poor soul! Bob, can you pray? 
Go down on your knees, and cry for 
mercy! God will bless you for it.” Over- 
come by compassion, the boy fell on his 
knees, and with heavy sobs cried out, ‘‘O 
Lord, have mercy on my dying captain. 
Don’t let him perish, O Lord. Oh, com- 
fort his troubled mind.” The simplicity 
and sincerity of the lad’s prayer had so 
much impressed his mind that he lay 
groaning inwardly with spiritual anguish, 
and wetted his couch with his tears. 
Next morning, on entering the state-room, 
the boy was struck with the change in 
his master’s features. The whole of his 

  

features wore a pleasant, calm and resigned 
state, that would seem to say, 

“ An heir of grace can find 
Glory begun below.” 

THE HOP PICKERS. 
LARGE party of hop pickers had 

A arrived at a farm one year to help 
the farmer gather his hops, and as 

is usual at such times, not only did the 
men and women come, but also their 
children to help to pick the hops. 

The very first night, when all had gone 
to bed, the farmer heard such a noise 
among the hop pickers who had the use of 
two of his barns to sleep in. 
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He supposed they were all quarrelling 
and taking a stick went to restore order. 
“Why can’t you be quiet and let people 

go to sleep,” shouted the farmer ? 
“Tt is she that won’t be quiet,” cried a 

man, as he let go of a woman’s arm whom 
they had turned out of the barn. “It’s 
old Nanny, master; she will say her 
prayers so loud that no one can go to 
sleep.” 

“Oh, is that it,”’ said the farmer, “ you 
foolish woman, why do you not say them 
to yourself?” 

“T can’t sir, I always say them to the 
Lord, and it never troubles them till I 
begin to pray for them, and they don’t 
want to give up their sinful ways; so when 
I tell the Lord about it before their faces, 
they get angry, and won’t let me go on.” 

Just then a young woman stepped for- 
ward who was staying with the farmer, 
and laying her hand gently on Nanny’s 
arm said, ‘‘ My good friend, if you know 
how to pray for others, it is only needful 
that God should hear. Are we not told 
in the Bible to pray in secret? and our 
Father who seeth in secret will reward 
us openly.” 

“ But it is hard to hear bad words and 
not be allowed to say a few good ones,” 
said Nanny. ; 

“If you really love these people and 
wish to do them good, come to me any 
time you can spare from work and we will 
pray for them together.” 

“T will come gladly,” said Nanny, ‘at 
dinner time to-morrow, so I will, and I 
hope you will teach me how to do them 
good,” 

THE DESERTER. 
} ET me take you, my reader, to visit a 

certain dark room in a strong stone 
building. The only light that enters 

this place is through one small window, 
which is divided up into small squares by 
iron bars. : 

This room contains no furniture except 
a bench, which is used as a seat in the 
daytime and at night as a bed. You will 
say at once, ‘I know what place it is of 
which you are speaking—it is a prison cell.”
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Yes, you are quite right, and in our 
picture you will see a man sitting on the 
bench, and by his dress you can tell he has 
been a soldier. 

He looks as if he had just been awakened 
from sleep and is surprised to find his 
officer standing in his cell. This officer 
holds a paper in his hand, and through we 
cannot read what is on the paper, we may 
conclude that it contains the charge laid 
against the prisoner. 

One of the greatest crimes a soldier can 
commit is when he deserts from his regi- 
ment. He may be absent for twenty-four 
hours, and it is only called absence without 
leave; but if he remains longer away than 
that he is a deserter, and if found anywhere 
he will be arrested and charged with that 
offence. 

A proclamation was recently made to 
deserters from the British army, that if 
they gave themselves up within a certain 
time, they would not be condemned.   What an opportunity that, for any deserter 
to be forgiven and allowed to rejoin the 
force. 

Does not this remind us of the little text, 
* Now is the accepted time; behold, now 
is the day of salvation,” and “him that | 
cometh unto me! willin no wise cast out’’? | 

STAMPS AND THEIR LESSONS. | 

) ANY of the young readers of this 
magazine have been seized with 
the desire for stamp collecting. 

Some may have already gathered a con- 
siderable number, and are not a little 
proud of their collection. Apart from the 
pleasure of collecting stamps, the pastime 
bas a useful side in that it is a help to 
learning geography. But we can learn 
far more useful Jessons from the pictures 
on stamps, and lessons that concern us 
every day. Let us examine one or two 
stamps and see what they have to teach 
us 

  

Here is a Hungarian stamp. In the 
centre we see an envelope and just above 
it a crown. Does this not suggest a 
message from a king? And so the stamp 
of Hungary reminds us of the Bible, 
which contains the message from the   

King of kings. Have you ever thought 
of the word of God as being a message to 
you from the Lord? Those boys and 
girls who have trusted the Saviour, like to 
think of the Bible as their heavenly 
Father's love-letter, full of news about 
His great kindness in giving the Lord 
esus to be their Saviour, and telling them 

Just what they should do to please Him. 
Those of you who collect stamps know 

that the older a stamp is the greater is 
its value, and that certain rare old stamps 
would fetch a great deal of money if sold. 
Well, the Bible is the oldest book in the 
world, and 1500 years passed before it 
was completed, and it is, as King George 
said some time ago, England’s greatest 
treasure; and yet, although it is so old 
and so precious, you can buy a copy for 
a few pence, and you have no doubt got 
more than one copy at home. It is be- 
cause Bibles are so plentiful in our land 
that we lose sight of the value of the word 
of God. If each copy cost us several 
pounds, we would set more store on the 
blessed Book. Now the strange thing 
about the Bible is that although it is so 
old, yet it is the most up-to-date Book in 
the world. It always seems new and 
fresh to those who love it. In fact, it 
seems to talk to them each day. It is 
very far from being like some of those old 
books which are only valuable as curio- 
sities. It is a living, talking Book, warm 
with God's loving thoughts and bright 
with golden promises for those who know 
Him as their Father. 

The stamp of Egypt bears an inter- 
esting design, that of the sphinx and the 
pyramid, which of course reminds us of 
that wonderful land through which the 
Nile flows. It reminds us, too, of the 
cruel bondage of the Israelites, many of 
whom may have been employed in the 
building of those very pyramids. You 
know how God sent them a deliverer and 
they were brought ‘out of the land of 
Egypt, out of the house of bondage.” 
There is another sort of bondage from 
which we all need to be delivered, the 
bondage of sin and self-will, You may 
not fee] this bondage to be very irksome,
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but it is real, and you need a real 
Deliverer, Jesus Himself, to save you 
from it. 

A pretty stamp is that of Western 
Australia; as many of you know, it has 
the picture of a swan upon it. Can there 
be anything more graceful than a swan as 
it glides along the surface of the lake? 
Yes, there is something far more lovely, 
and that is the grace of God that gave 
Jesus to die for us, And have you ever 
thought of the grace of the dear Son of 
God in coming to this poor, sinful world 
of ours? Although He was rich, yet for 
our sakes He became poor, that we 
through His poverty might become rich. 
Have you ever thanked Him for His love 
and mercy and favour to us sinners who 
deserve nothing from Him ? 

The stamp which you are most familiar 
with is, of course, that of our country, 
which bears the image of the head of King 
George. Each stamp bearing the king’s 
head seems to say, ‘I belong to the 
king.” Are you like that stamp? Do 
you belong to King Christ? If not, 
hasten to become His by taking Him as 
your Saviour and Lord, and then you will 
have the joy of being able to say, ‘I am 
a child in the family of God; I am a 
servant of the best Master it is possible 
for any one to have; I am a soldier in the 
army of the Captain who never was 
defeated ; I belong to the King of kings.” 

Those of my readers who belong to 
Jesus will be interested in tracing out 
other things which their stamps can teach 
them about the things of God. For 
instance, there is a French stamp that 
bears the words, “ Droits de l'homme,” 
which means, ‘The rights of man,” 
Well, people think a good deal to-day 
about the rights of man, but, alas, they 
so often forget the rights of God. They 
forget that'God has claims on them, and 
that they have not kept His laws, and so 
deserve to be punished. We must put 
the claims and rights of God before those 
of any one else. ‘‘ First things first.” 

The cross in the centre of some old 
Swiss stamps tells us of our Saviour’s 
work at Calvary from which every blessing   
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flows to us; while the picture of the sun 
on the stamp of Peru speaks of the same 
blessed Saviour who is to the soul what 
the sun is to the body. 

JAMES CHALMERS, 
The Missionary Martyr of New Guinea. 

CuaPTER X. 

THE REGIONS BEYOND. 

PBEPLY as Mr. Chalmers felt the loss of his 
¢@ much-loved and devoted wife, he had, he 

felt, little if any time to indulge in grief. 
He had put his hand to the gospel plough, and 
he would not, dare not, turn or even look back. 
There were, he knew, many tribes in New 
Guinea among whom the gospel had never been 
preached, and many native villages where a 
white man had never been seen. 

“Go, teach all nations,” his absent Lord had 
said, and the faithful messenger went bravely 
on. Only a few months after the death of 
Mrs. Chalmers the “Ellengowan” was again 
ready for sea, and the missionary set out on 
another long and dangerous voyage from Port 
Moresby to Bald Head. After a short stay at 
Thursday Island he visited several Gulf villages. 
“The Gulf natives,” he wrote, “are a dreadful 
lot ; they seem to find their greatest pleasure 
in robbery and murder. They have sent us 
word that they will come next season, rob and 
kill white men and natives alike. In reply I 
sent them word to come, we should be glad to 
see them. How I long to place teachers among 
them! The climate is, I know, trying and 
unhealthy, but I have stood it for seven years, 
and perhaps others might do the same. Among 
those who have been for some time under 
teaching there are, I feel sure, a few who really 
pray, and whose lives are being changed by the 
power of the gospel. God help us to be faithful, 
and by our lives and teaching to more and more 
preach Christ.” 

Chalmers was a great peacemaker. Hearing 
that one strong and very savage tribe were at 
war with all their neighbours, burning their 
villages and killing without mercy men, women 
and children, he set out in very bad weather 
in a boat with a crew of native rowers. Many 
begged them not to go, telling them that even 
if their boat was not swamped before they 
reached their journey’s end, they would be 
killed and eaten as soon as they attempted to 
land. 

But Tamare felt that something must be 
done, and he believed that God intended him 
to do it. The wind was blowing a furious gale 
when they reached the landing-place. ‘I want
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you,” said the chief, “to give me some of that | 
medicine you use to make your boat go.” “T 
use no medicine; only strong men.” “ Your 
boat could never have lived in such a sea without 
medicine,” said the chief. 

Calling the chiefs together, he told them that 
there mvs be no more killing, fighting and 
burning, but that they must live at peace with 
all their neighbours ; and, strange as it may 
seem, so great was the personal influence he had 
gained over those wild, savage men, that they 
all agreed to terms of peace, and, better still, 
kept their word. 

Dark clouds again gathered, and Mr, Chalmers 
sorrowed deeply over the murder of faithful 
and useful teachers, but his faith was kept firm 
and bright. “The gospel,” he said, ‘is still 
‘the power of God unto salvation to every one 
that believeth’; we have seen, and shall yet see, 
its triumphs in New Guinea.” 

After an absence of nearly four years he 
revisited South Cape, and was greatly cheered 
and encouraged by what he saw there. For 
more than two years there had been no cannibal 
feasts, no human flesh eaten ; men who, a short 
time before, would not meet without fighting, 
sat side by side to listen to the story of the love 
of God in the gift of His Son. 

The natives thought at first that the mis- 
sionaries had been forced by hunger to leave 
their own country, and soon after their arrival 
such conversations as the following took place : 
“What is the name of your country?” 
“Britain.” “Is it a large land?” “ Yes.” 
“What is your chief?” “A woman named 
Victoria.” “A woman—how wonderful!” 
“Yes, and she has great power.” ‘“ Why did 
you leave your country?” “To teach you, and 
to tell you of the One true God who loves us 
all.” “Have you cocoanuts in your country ?” 
“No.” “Have you yams?” “No,” “Have 
you taro?” “No.” “Haye you sago?” 
“No.” “Have you bread-fruit?”  ‘“No.,” 
“Have you sweet potatoes?” ‘No.’ “ Have 
you plenty of hoop-iron and knives?” ‘“ Yes, 
we have iron in great plenty.” “Ah, we 
understand now why you have come ; you had 
nothing to eat in Britain, but you had plenty of 
hoop-iron and knives, and you have brought 
them to buy food with.” 

It was of no use telling them that we had 
plenty of food, though not of the same kind as 
theirs, so hunger did not drive us from our own 
land ; but rd could not understand how people 
who had neither bread-fruit, cocoanuts, or sago 
could have anything to eat. 

Soon after their arrival in New Guinea Mr. 
and Mrs. Chalmers had translated two hymns, 
“Come to Jesus” and “TI have a Father in the 
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Promised Land,” into the language of the 
| people, and Tamare taught them the tunes. The 

natives were delighted, and sang with all their 
might ; they sang as they paddled their canoes, 
or worked in their plantations, and though the 
missionaries knew that they did not really 
understand the real meaning of what they were 
singing, they were thankful for the little they 
had learnt in those hymns, and as they listened 
they prayed the day might soon come when 
these poor, ignorant islanders would know the 
Lord Jesus as their trusted Saviour. 

One thing for which Mr. Chalmers had long 
wished and prayed for was that more faithful 
men and women, whose hearts were aglow with 
love to Christ, would join the little band of 
missionaries already at work in New Guinea. 
Writing to a friend, he said, ‘The natives are 
savages, and sometimes very cruel, but once get 
to know them, and you cannot help loving them. 
The climate is trying, and some suffer more 
from it than others, but after a year or two one 
does not think much of a shaking fever attack. 
It is over in a few hours, and the next day one 
is up and at work again.” C.J. L. 

QUESTIONS FOR OCTOBER. 
THE LIFE OF SAMUEL, 

(All the answers will be found in t Samuel—the first 
jive in chapters 1-7.) 

1, What did his mother bring to Samuel every 
year? 

2. What is said about Samuel that is like what 
is said about Jesus in Luke 2. 52? 

3. What seems to have been little Samuel's first 
morning duty? (Chap. 3.) 

4. At what place did God use a thunderstorm to 
deliver the Israelites from the Palestines ? 

5. What special towns did Samuel visit every 
ear ? 

u 6, When Samuel was old, what did the elders of 
Israel ask him to do ? 

7. Why did he, on one oceasion, call upon God 
to send thunder and rain in harvest time? 

8. On what occasion did Samuel spend a night 
praying for King Saul ? 

9. In what remarkable place was Samuel 
buried ? 

  

  

Answers to September Questions. 

    1, The Lord Jesus. Acts 9. 4, 5. 
2. Three days ; Acts 9. 9. 

(0) Anantas. Acts 9. 17, 18. 
3. Damascus, Acts 9. 19, 20. 
4. The disciples let him down by 

the wall in a basket at night. Acts 9. 25. 
5. Barnabas. Acts 11. 25. 
6. Lystra. Acts 14, 8, Ig. 
7. The house of Lydia. Acts 16, 40. 
8, Cyprus, Acts 13, 4-11, 
g. Philemon, Philemon 9.
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OLD MAN'S STORY. and while my hands were engaged in try- 
ail oR ing the strength of a rope I had hidden 

N old man, whose every limb seemed | earlier in the day, the words, ‘ THOU SHALT 
fi strangely bent and distorted by | nor kit,’ seemed to be flashed into my 

rheumatism, was in the almost daily | very soul. I did not know at the time 
habit of passing our window. I had often | that they were Bible words, but afterwards 
noticed him, and wondered if he knew the | I remembered having heard themata school 
Lord Jesus as his own trusted Saviour, | I had been sent to when a very small boy ; 
but some weeks passed before I had the | at the same moment, such a sense, not only 
opportunity of getting a quiet talk with | of the Being but of the power and presence 
him. He had a strange story to tell, | of God came over me as I cannot describe. 
which, as nearly as I can remember, I will | The rope fell from my hands, and falling 
repeat in his own words. upon my knees, I cried out, ‘O God, for 
‘Am I saved? did you say, Miss. Do | Thou art God, have mercy upon my soul, 

I know the Lord Jesus as my very own | for I havea soul.’ All through that night 
Saviour? Yes, I can indeed thank and | I wept and prayed, but I got no peace; 
praise God that I do. I am ‘a brand | only a deeper sense of sin, and a terrible 
plucked from the burning,’ and if you | certainty that if I died as I was hell would 
would care to hear an old man’s story’ | be my portion. 
will tell you how it all came about. You “But from that night all was changed. 
may have heard of Tom Payne. You | I no longer cared for my old companions, 
would not remember him, for he lived and | but the very next day I borrowed a Bible, 
died, aye, ‘as the fool dieth,’ before you | read it and began to seek the company of 
were born. My father was what he called | Christians; they pointed me to Christ, 
his right-hand man, ard my only brother | and I saw that the work I could not do-had 
and myself were early taught to deny the | been done by Another, and that One, Son 
very being of the God who created us. of God. I found that He had said, ‘ Him 

“T grew up a wild and wicked youth, | that cometh to me I will in no wise cast 
and while still a young man I had brought | out’ (John vi. 37), and as a poor, lost sin- 
my wife and two young children to such | ner I trusted His word and rested upon 
poverty that the only refuge seemed to be | His finished work. Peace and joy filled 
the workhouse. I could not bear to look | my soul. I am turned seventy, and know 
upon the misery I had caused, and made | that my time on earth cannot be very long, 
up my mind to take my own life. I pressed | but I shall see my Saviour, the One Who 
my wife to take the children to visit a | loved me and gave Himself for me, and 
relation. She was not willing to leave me | even this poor, crippled body will one day 
alone, but I insisted upon their going. I | be made like His body of glory, and I 
waited with almost feverish impatience for | shall spend eternity in praising Him.” 
twilight, the time I had fixed for carrying Many of the dear boys and girls, for 
out my dreadful purpose. It came at last, ' whom I am writing, have the great bless- 

11-1914. 
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ing of Christian parents. 
childhood they have heard ‘‘the old, old 
story of Jesus and His love.” But know- 
ing about the Lord Jesus is not exactly 
the same as knowing Him as a personal 
Saviour. Many, even young children have 
known and loved the precious Saviour. 
Mr. J. G. Paton, of whose devoted labours 
as a missionary in the New Hebrides, all 
or nearly all of us have heard, or read, 
once told a touching story of a little Scotch 
boy he often visited during the time that 
he was a town missionary in Glasgow. 

John Sim was a very poor little boy; 
his home was in one of the poorest parts 
of the city; his parents were not Chris- 
tians, but from his Sunday school teacher 
John had heard of the Saviour who had 
said, ‘‘ Suffer the little children to come 
unto me, and forbid them not” (Mark x. 
14), and he came, believed and was saved. 
Before he was quite eight years'old it was 
plain to all his friends that he was in an 
advanced stage of consumption, and had 
not long to live. He asked the doctor if 
he should get better, and when the answer 
was, “I’m afraid not, my dear boy,” he 
said, ‘‘ I won’t be afraid to die, for I know 
Jesus loves me.” As day by day he grew 
weaker, his young heart often seemed to 
overflow with joy at the thought of soon 
seeing his Saviour. He was very fond of 
singing, and even when unable to speak 
above a whisper, his weak voice might 
often be heard singing, or trying to sing: 

*« My sins were laid on Jesus, 
The spotless Lamb of God.” 

Shortly before his death he said to his 
parents, ‘I am soon going to be with 
Jesus, but I sometimes fear I shall not see 
you there.” ‘‘ Why not, my child,” said 
his weeping mother. ‘ Because,” he 
answered, ‘“‘if you loved the Lord and 
very much wanted to see Him, you would 
pray about it, and talk about it, and you 
would have told me about Him. It was 
my dear Sunday school teacher who taught 
me to love Him, and I know she will be 
there.” Their tears fell fast ovér their 
dying child, and there was reason to be- 
lieve that his words were not forgotten. 

From early | 

  

One day an aunt from the country 
visited his mother, and they talked of 
many things in which the dying boy no 
longer felt any interest. Later in the day 
Mr. Paton called to see him, and was 
welcomed with, ‘Sit you down and talk 
with me about Jesus; I am tired of hear- 
ing so much talk about everything else. 
You know I am going soon to be with 
Him. Oh do tell me everything you 
know, or have heard about Jesus, ‘the 
spotless Lamb of God.’” 

At last the child longed to be away, not 
for rest, though his cough was very 
trying, or to be free from pain; but as he 
himself put it, “to see Jesus.” He fell 
asleep, full of joy in the Lord. C.J. L. 
  

Girts of odds and ends of wool, &c., 
suitable for making into mufflers, cuffs, 
&c. for soldier and sailor boys, who are 
away from their homes and all home com- 
forts and will need to be warmly clad during 
the cold days that cannot be far off, will 
be gratefully received by C.J.L. Parcels 
should be sent direct to C. J.L., 8, St. 
Andrews Road, S. Croydon, Surrey. 
  

A TRUE STORY OF LUCKNOW. 

N the station of ——, in the upper 
provinces of India, I was one morning 
visiting the hospitals as usual. As I 

entered the General Hospital I was told 
by one of the men that a young man of 
-—— regiment was anxious to speak to me. 

In the inner ward I found, lying on his 
charpoy or small native bed, in a corner, 
a new face, and walking up to him said, 
“T am told you wish to see me; I do not 
recollect the pleasure of having seen you 
before.” 

“No,” he said, “‘ I have never seen you, 
yet you seem no stranger, for I have often 
heard speak of you.” 

I asked him if he was ill or wounded. 
“T am ill,” he replied. He went on to 
say that he had just come down from 
Cawnpore. 

“Perhaps you would like me to tell 
you my history. It may be you remember
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a long time since some of our men going 
into the hospital opposite, as you sat 
reading to one of the Highlanders. There 
were some half-dozen or more of them ; 
they went to see a sick comrade. You 
went up presently to them, and told them | 
how grateful you and all your country 
people were to your noble 
soldiers for so readily 
coming to protect you /. 
all, and how deeply you J° 
sympathised with them |" 
in the noble cause in 
which they were now 
going to take a share. 
Then you talked to them 
of the danger which 
would attendthem. You 
reminded them that life |_ 
is a battlefield to all, |~— 
and asked them if they 
were soldiers of Christ, 7 
and if they had thought 
of the probability of their 
falling in battle. 

“T have heard all about 
that long talk you had 
withthe men. Then you 
gave your Bible to one, 
and asked him to read [i 
a passage. He chose } 
Psalm xxiii, and you f 
prayed. Theyasked you 
for a book or tract to re- 
mind them of what had fi 
been said, and you gave 
all you had in your bag. 

“But for one man 
there was none. They 
were to start that after- 
noon, so that you had not 
time to get one. But 

  

   

  

“For we know that if our earthly house 
of this tabernacle were dissolved, we have 
a building of God, an house not made 
with hands, eternal in the heavens. For 
we walk by faith, not by sight. For we 
must all appear before the judgment seat 
of Christ; that every one may receive the 
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    you went to the apothe- ’ 
cary, and got pen and 
paper from him. When you came back 
you gave this paper to him, telling him 
you should look for him in heaven.” As 
he said this the poor fellow pulled out 
from the bréast of his shirt half a sheet of 
note-paper, on which I recognised my 
writing, though nearly illegible from wear. 
On it was written : 

THE POOR FELLOW PULLED OUT HALF A SHEET OF NOTE PAPER. 

things done in his body, according to that 
he hath done, whether it be good or bad.” 

“For the love of Christ constraineth us ; 
because we thus judge, that if one died for 
all, then were all dead: and that he died 
for all, that they which live should not 
henceforth live unto themselves, but unto 
him which died for them, and rose again.
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Therefore, if any man be in Christ, he is 
a new creature: old things are passed 
away; behold, all things are become 
new.” 

“That man,” he continued, “and I were 
in the same company, but he was a day’s 
march ahead of me. We met in Cawn- 
pore, then marched on with the rest to 
Lucknow. Whenever we halted, the first 
thing Walter did was to take out his paper 
and read it aloud to those who cared to 
hear ; then he prayed with us. 

«« As we marched, he spoke much of his 
old father and mother, and only brother, 
and wished he could see them once more. 
But he was very, very happy, and ready to 
‘go home,’ if God saw fit. 

«As we neared Lucknow, he dwelt much 
on eternity, and said to me, ‘It is very 
solemn to be walking into death. I shall 
never leave this ill-fated city.’ We had 
many fights, standing always side by side. 
I am an orphan; I lost my parents when 
a child, and was brought up at school. I 
never had one to love me, and life was 
indeed a weary burden, yet beyond all 
was darker still, for I knew nothing of a 
Saviour. 

“Walter's reading and words came to 
my heart—he was so kind to me, and 
always called me brother. I never loved 
till I had him. He had found Jesus, and 
led me to love Him too. I cannot find 
words to say how I joyed when at last I 
felt I had a Friend above! Oh, I never 
shall forget my joy when I first understood 
and believed! We had no book, only the 
paper. We knew it off by heart, and I 
don’t know which of us loved it best, 

“ At Jast, in a dreadful fight in one of 
the gardens, a ball struck Walter in the 
chest. Words cannot tell my grief when 
he fell, the only one I had to love me. I 
knelt by him till the garden was left in 
our hands, and then bore him to the 
doctor. But it was too late—life was 
almost gone. ‘Dear Willie,’ he said to 
me, ‘I am only going home first. We 
have loved to talk of home together— don’t 
be sorry for me, for I’m so happy. 

‘ How sweet the name of Jesus sounds,’ 

GOSPEL STORIES FOR THE YOUNG. 

  

Readme the words she’wrote.’ I pulled 
them out from his bosom all stained with 
his blood, as you see, and repeated them. 
‘Yes,’ he said, ‘the love of Christ has 
constrained us. I am almost home. I'll 
be there to welcome you and her; good- 
bye, dear Willie.’ And he was gone, but 

I was left. 
“Oh, it was so very bitter! I knelt by 

him, and prayed that I might soon follow 
him. Then I took his paper, and put it 
in my bosom, where it has been since. 
Some of our men buried him in the 
garden. I have gone through much 
fighting since, and came down here on 
duty with a detachment yesterday. They 
think me only worn with exposure, and 
tell me I shall be soon well, but I shall 
never see the sky again. I would like to 
lie by his side, but it cannot be.” 

Poor fellow ! he cried long and bitterly. 
I could not speak, but pressed his hand. 
At length he said, ‘‘So you'll forgive me 
making so bold in speaking to you. He 
often spoke of you, and blessed you for 
leading him to Jesus. And he it was who 
led me to Jesus. We shall soon be 
together again, and won’t we welcome you 
when you come home.” We read and 
prayed together. He was quite calm when 
I rose from my knees. 

He was too weak to raise his head even 
from the pillow, but was quite peaceful 
and happy. ‘‘I feel,” he said, “that I 
shall not be able to think much longer; I 
have seen such frightful things. Thank 
God, I have a sure and blessed hope in my 
death,” 

READING A BOOK FOR THREE 
DAYS. 

HEN missionaries leave their own 
country and their own happy 
homes to go abroad to carry glad 

tidings to distant lands, where the know- 
ledge of God and His salvation is not 
known, they often meet with many dis- 
couragements and difficulties in their path 

They have first to convince their hearers 
that they have something good to impart, 
and people that have lived in darkness are 
often satisfied to remain so; it takes a



GOSPEL STORIES FOR THE YOUNG. 85 
  

long time to prove to them that the gospel 
of Christ will bring such a blessing to them 
that they can receive in no other way. 

Oni the other hand, if the servants of 
Christ have faith in God, and are not 
afraid of hard work and patient labours, 
they often get encouragement to go on 
telling the old, old story of Jesus and His 
love. 

Do you see this curious looking boat in 
our picture? I call it a boat, but it is   

given him by a missionary, and as he had 
never seen one before he was so interested 
in what he read, that he kept reading it 
straight off for three whole days. 

What an encouragement this must have 
been to the worker who had given the 
book, and we cannot doubt but that he 
would profit by the reading, because it is 
God’s book and we know it says ‘‘ The 
entrance of thy word giveth light, it 
giveth understanding to the simple.” 

  

ON A RIVER IN BRAZIL. 

really more like a raft made of strips of 
wood fastened together firmly, and then 
to keep off the scorching rays of the sun 
they have made a kind of canvas awning 
st-etched upon poles, so that they can sit 
under it while floating down the river. 

The friend who gave me this picture 
tells me that it was taken on a lonely river 
in Brazil, and that the man who is sitting 
down is reading a Bible. This had been 

GODS OWN PROVISION. 
OD always provides for Himself as 

G well as for man. He works for 
His own glory, in which is included 

the blessing of man. We may be very 
much concerned about our blessing, but 
God is intent on satisfying His own heart 
in blessing us. 

Man cannot provide anything for him-
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self, and it is certain he cannot provide 
anything for the pleasure of God. 

Abraham was not able to provide a 
substitute to take the place of Isaac. He 
was quite prepared to offer up his son at 
God's bidding, but at the same time he 
recognised that God was able to make His 
own provision. Watch his faithful feet 
traversing the slopes of. Mount Moriah, 
with his son at his side. Isaac asks where 
the lamb is. Abraham says, ‘“ My son, 
God will provide himself a lamb.” (Gen. 
xxii. 8.) They reach the top of the moun- 
tain. Everything is in order upon the 
altar, even to the binding of Isaac, and 
Abraham is about to slay him (his faith 
tested right up to the last), when suddenly 
the angel. bids him do him no harm. 
Abraham looks up and sees a ram caught 
in a thicket by his horns. God's pro- 
vision, God’s substitute. 

Did you ever notice, dear boys and 
girls, that the first mention of love in the 
scriptures is in connection with the love 
that a father had for his onlyson? ‘“ Take 
now thy son, thine only son Isaac, whom 
thou lovest.” Did you ever think that 
God has made provision for your sins. He 
has given His only Son—the Lord Jesus 
Christ. He has died in your stead. The 
punishment due to your sins has been 
borne by Jesus, and God is satisfied. Are 
you? Do you find your satisfaction in 
God’s provision? God presents Him as 
Saviour to you. Nothing short of the 
One who so satisfies Him would He pre- 
sent to your young heart. So that you 
may have for your heart’s delight the same 
blessed Person who fills and satisfies the 
heart of God. 

There was no one so dear to the heart 
of God as His Son, and yet He gave Him. 
Can you say there is no one so dear to 
your heart as Jesus? A. H.C. 
  

@)H! what has Jesus done for me? 
He pitied me—my Saviour. 

My sins were great : His love was free, 
He died for me—my Saviour. 

Exalted to His Father’s side, 
He prays for me—my Saviour. 

A heavenly mansion He'll provide 
For all who love my Saviour.   

FOR THE YOUNG. 

THE IRISH BOY. 

YOUNG Irish lad who had been 
A taught in one of the schools in the 

y county of Roscommon was one day 
taken ill and kept to his bed. 

After a few days his friends saw that his 
end was drawing near, and the parents of 
the boy being Catholics, sent for the priest 
that the last rites of the church might be 
attended to. 

On the arrival of the priest the boy 
seemed surprised and sorry to see him and 
said, “ Your visit, sir, is quite unnecessary, 
I have no need of your help; I have a 
great High Priest at the right hand of 
God, and He is able to save to the utter- 
most all that come unto God by Him. 
He lives for ever to make intercession, 
and He is the kind of-priest I want.” 

The priest, seeing it would be in vain to 
reason with him at such a time, and, know- 
ing that the boy had been taught Bible 
truths, went away. 

The boy then asked his father to send 
for his school master, from whom he had 
learned all he knew of the scriptures. 
The master was surprised to find that his 
scholar was a truly converted boy. He 
had always been an attentive scholar to 
the instructions given at school, but he 
had not said that he had learned to love 
the Lord, hence the surprise and joy of the 
master to learn the happy change that had 
taken place in his heart. 
  

A FATHER DISCOVERED. 
§KX3F FLICTED with the loss of sight 

From childhood's early days, 
A girl ne’er hoped to see the light, 

Nor on her father gaze. 

In darkness thus, her only cheer, 
Companion and her friend, 

Was her belovéd father dear 
Who hours with her would spend. 

Her mother had long since been dead, 
So all her love was spent 

On him, who, it may well be said 
Was on her welfare bent. 

With gentle touch, how well she knew 
The outline of his face, 

His shapely hands she daily grew 
Accustomed thus to trace!



  

She knew his care, she heard his voice, 
She knew what work he did ; 

But oh ! his face with looks so choice, 

From sightless eyes was hid. 

He loved the child, and often sought 
For her to bring relief ; 

Until an oculist he brought, 
Who tried to soothe her grief. 

Judge then her joy and glad surprise, 
When operation proved 

Successful, and to opened eyes, 
She saw the one she loved ! 

Tears tilled her eyes, and joy her heart, 
As lovingly she gazed ; 

Long years of darkness did depart, 
As she exclaimed, amazed ; 

“To think I such a father had 
While slowly years did go ; 

And yet, with eyes thus sealed, and sad, 
Himself I did not know!” 

So, when God’s Spirit gives us sight, 
We see our God revealed 

In Jesus, in God's glory bright, 
Once to our blind eyes sealed. 

For no one ever God has seen, 
Since all are blind through sin ; 

But Jesus here on earth has been, 
And God is seen in Him. 

To Moses He ne’er shewed His face, 
But shewed His ways of old ; 

Who trust in Jesus now can trace, 
God’s love and light unfold. 

For though the heavens, the earth and sea 
His wondrous power proclaim ; 

Yet Jesus made them all, and He 
Alone can tell God’s name. 

And when you know your sins forgiven 
Through faith in Jesus’ blood, 

Yours is a home prepared in heaven, 
You are a child of God, 

And as you learn the wondrous love 
To you by God’s Son shewn, 

You’ll praise the Father, who, above, 
Was once to you unknown. 

How blessed then to know the Lord, 
God’s own beloved Son! 

He is the Door, so speaks His word, 
Besides Him there is none. 

L.O. L. 

“ Jesus saith .... 1 am the way, the truth, 
and the life: no man cometh unto ¢he Father, 
but by me.” (John xiv. 6.) 
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| college days. 
old affection had lost none of its warmth, and, 
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JAMES CHALMERS, 

The Missionary Martyr of New Guinea. 

Cuarrer XI—BUSY YEARS. 

WAY,ANT of space will oblige me to give only 
: a brief outline of much that happened 

during the closing years of Mr. Chalmers’s 
work in New Guinea. His first home visit, so 
long talked of and so long delayed, was paid in 
1886, though even then he went to please 
others rather than himself. His whole heart 
was in his work; he had lived so long among 
the wild, savage people of New Guinea that he 
should, he felt, feel himself almost a stranger 
in the homeland. 

After living for twenty years in the tropics 
the fogs and damps of an English winter would, 
he knew, be trying, but he went bravely on. 
The welcome, not only from old friends, but 
from many who, though they had never seen 
his face, or heard his voice, loved him for his 
work’s sake, was a very warm one. Among 
other pleasant things that occurred before the 
end of his first week in London was the meeting 
with an old and much valued friend of his 

It was twenty-one years, but the 

Re 

one in Christ, they were still brothers in heart. 
Rest during his stay in England seemed 

further away from Tamare than it had done 
through all those busy years in the Harvey 
Islands and New Guinea. Preaching every 
Lord’s day, speaking to large gatherings of 
young people and children, and giving addresses 
at public meetings three or four times each 
week, with long journeys by train and steam- 
boat, and short visits to relations and old 
friends in Scotland gave little, if any, time for 
the rest the tired missionary so sorely needed. 

To a friend he wrote ; “I have just received 
a note from Lady H——, who is kind enough 
to invite me to dinner to-morrow. .She asks 
me to arrive early, as a missionary working 
party is to meet at her house, and the ladies 
would like me to tell them about New Guinea. 
Just think of it, a bronzed savage liky myself, 
giving an address in a lady's drawing-room! 1 
shall feel like a fish out of water, but I expect 
T had better go.” 

James Ohalmers was not a man who cared to 
talk much about himself or the work he had 
done, but now and then he indulged the crowds 
who flocked to listen to his addresses with a 
vivid word-picture of what life among savages 
really was. A story he told at one such meeting 
is worth being retold here. 
“How do we begin to preach the gospel to 

heathen? is a question I am very often asked. 
Please don’t think that we go in black coats
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and white neckties, and with Bibles in our | 
hands, to start preaching to people who really 
want to hear what we have to say. . . No, we go 
to them as man to man. Shall I tell you what 
happened once when, in breaking up new 
ground, I had been travelling for some time 
among the mountains many miles from the 
coast of New Guinea? I had been away on 
this trip for nearly three months. We had run 
short of food, and were each carrying our own 
kits : mine was pretty heavy, but not so heavy 
as the others. We had very little to eat on 
Monday ; Tuesday, Wednesday and Thursday 
all we could find was about two bananas each. 
It came to Friday, not a single banana could we 
find, and on Saturday I was dead beat, and at 
three o'clock in the afternoon I threw down my 
kit and sat upon it. I was sore pressed. What 
was to be done? We never travelled on the 
Lord’s day, but we could not starve. We were 
travelling through an unknown country, and 
for days we had not met a native, and did not 
know where to look for a village. At last I 
said to my men, ‘Give one long, loud shout, as 
loud as you possibly can. I cannot help you, 
for my voice is gone.’ Then there was one 
great, long yell ; almost before it died away it 
was answered by another, and then another 
yell, and a man and a lad came out of the 
bush, followed by a woman carrying a baby. 
My look of sorrow and hunger seemed to touch 
her heart. We could not speak to each other, 
for they all belonged to a tribe whose language 
we did not understand. She signed to me that 
I was to get up; she then took my kit. I 
wanted to carry the baby, it was light compared 
to my kit; but she objected to that, and, 
putting the baby on the top of my kit, made 
me understand that I was to follow her. I 
followed, and the others came along. After 
passing through the bush, we came to a few 
huts ; she motioned me to sit down, which I 
was glad enough to do, and then she went 
away, but soon returned, and, placing food 
before me, signed to me to eat. A small 
beginning, you will say. Well, so it was ; but 
we often have to begin to preach the gospel in 
some such way. Her kind act was a gospel to 
me. Touch the heart of a man, even if he is 
a cannibal, savage ; give him a look of sympathy 
and kindness, and you will get one in return. 

“A year ago I visited South Cape ; there I 
met quite a large company of Christians, and 
as I joined in prayer and praise, and remembered 
the Lord’s death, with some who only a very 
few years before were cannibals, and had never 
even heard of the true God, I could not help 
shedding tears of joy. It is still the old story 
of the gospel of Christ.” 
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During his stay in the homeland Mr. Chalmers 
was often told by his friends that he had left a 
large portion of his heart in New Guinea. He 
would answer with one of his broad, bright 
smiles, that perhaps he had, for he really longed 
to be off again ; his life there, after the death 
of bis much-loved wife, must often have been 
a lonely one ; and though he returned alone, 
before sailing, he was engaged to be married to 
a lady whose friendship for the first Mrs. 
Chalmers dated back to their school days. 
Mrs. Harrison was at that time a widow, but 
when they parted it was with the understanding 
that in about a year she was to follow him, and 
as his wife share his labours. Mrs. H-— was 
an earnest, whole-hearted Christian, and for 
many years had greatly wished to help to tell 
the story of the glad tidings to those who had 
never heard it. C. J. L. 

QUESTIONS FOR NOVEMBER. 
THE LIFE OF DAVID. 

CALI the answers will be found in the two Bouks of 
Samuel—the first five in 1 Samuel 17-23. The rest 
jollow in order. ) 

1. Who was the first great enemy of Israel 
killed by David ? 

2. Who loved David as his own soul ? 
3. Why was king Saul afraid of David ? 
4. What was the name of the cave in which 

David lived for some time ? 
5. What town (a town which had gates and 

bars) did David deliver from the Philistines ? 
6. When David fied to the land of the Philis- 

tines, what town was given him by Achish, king 
of Gath ? 

7. Where was David anointed king over Israel ? 
8. Was there a famine in the days of David ? 
g. Give the chapter and verse in which David 

is called ‘* the sweet psalmist of Israel.” 

  

  

Answers to October Questions. 

LIFE OF SAMUEL. 
1, A little coat, 1 Sam. 2. 19 
2. And the child Samuel grew 

on, and was in favour both 
with the Lord, and also 
with men. 1 Sam. 2. 26. 

3. To open the doors of the 
house of the Lord. 1 Sam, 3. 15. 

1 Sam. 7. 7, 10. 4. At Mizpeh. 
5. Bethel, Gilgaland Mizpeh. 1 Sam. 7. 15. 16. 
6. To make them a king to 

judge them like all the 
nations. 1 Sam. 8. 4, 5. 

7. That the people might see 
that their wickedness was 
great in asking for a king. 

8. When the Lord rejected 
Saul from being king, be- 
cause of his disobedience. 

6. In his house, at Ramah. 

1 Sam, 12, 17, 18. 

t Sam. 15. Ir. 
ISam 25.1.
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HOW A MOTHER’S PRAYERS 
WERE ANSWERED. 

MONG the many homes into which 
A GosPgeL SrorizEs month by month 

finds its way, it is not too much to 
believe that some among its young readers 
have not very long ago been called to part 
with loved ones—fathers or elder brothers 
who, during the terrible war now raging, 
may have been called to active service in 
the Army or Navy. The absent ones are 
not, cannot be forgotten in prayer, anda 
sweet, true story of the remarkable way 
in which a mother’s prayers for the con- 
version of her soldier son were answered, 
during the Boer War, will not have been 
retold in vain, if by reading it any are 
encouraged to ‘‘ keep on praying.” 

Many brave men had fallen; amongst 
those who had been severely wounded was 
one whom I will call Private B——. The 
Ambulance Corps found him on the field 
and carried him to the hospital tent, where 
the doctor, while doing the little that could 
be done for his relief, saw from the nature 
of his wounds that he had only a very 
short time to live. On leaving the tent 
the doctor met an army scripture reader, 
and said to him, ‘I have just left a poor 
fellow who can hardly have more than an 
hour or two to live. Go in.and see if you 
can do anything for him; but he may be 
too far gone to understand a word you 
say.” 

The scripture reader went and found the 
dying soldier, quite conscious, and able to 
speak, though only in a whisper, but in 
great distress of soul. ‘ My sins, oh my 
sins!” he moaned. ‘The blood of Jesus 

12-1914. 
  

Christ his Son cleanseth us from all sin” 
(1 John i. 7) was the message that fell upon 
his ear. ‘‘ But it’s too late, too late; I’ve 
left it too long,” he faintly whispered. 

‘““No, it is not too late, for ‘ Now is the 
accepted time ; behold, now is the day of 
salvation” (2 Cor. vi. 2), and the Lord 
Jesus Himself said, ‘Him that cometh 
to me I will in no wise cast out’ (John vi. 
37+) Just tell him -you are a poor, lost 
sinner; needing a Saviour.” 

“T used to pray when I was a lad, but 
I cannot think of a single word now,” was 
the reply in a voice so low that the scrip- 
ture reader had to bend over him to catch 
the faintly spoken words. ‘ Will you say 
with me, 

«Just as I am, without one plea, 
But that Thy blood was shed for me, 
And that Thou bid’st me come to Thee, 

O Lamb of God, I come!’"” 

Slowly and with deep earnestness the 
words were repeated. As they came to 
the last line a light broke over the face of 
the dying man, as he said, ‘' Yes, I see it 
now. The Lord Jesus dies for me, a poor, 
lost sinner!" He lived till the following 
morning, and then peacefully fell asleep 
with the name of his Saviour the last upon 
his lips, 

Meeting the scripture reader a few hours 
later, the doctor said, ‘‘I was greatly 
surprised at finding that Private B—— 
lived till this morning ; from the nature of 
his wounds it seemed hardly possible that 
he could survive more than a couple of 
hours, Can you in any way account for 
it? I cannot.” 
“No, I cannot, except——. “ Except
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what?" ‘Perhaps he had a mother or 
some one praying for him.” 

tr te a id 

Eight years later the same scripture 
reader was in a training camp on Salisbury 
Plain, when a soldier he had known during 
the war in Africa came up to him, saying, 
“Do you remember Private B——, who 
was killed while we were out with the 
Boers?” ‘Yes, I remember him quite 
well,” was the reply. ‘His brother is 
here; I'll send him at once to speak to 
you.”” He came, and was asked, ‘‘ Had 
you a brother killed in the Boer War?” 
“Yes, we wrote up to the War Office, but 
all the reply we got was just one word, 
‘Kitiep.’” ‘May I ask you another 
question: Have you a praying mother?” 
‘Indeed, we had a real, good praying 
mother. . She is living yet; not very far 
from here; you had better go and see her, 
and if you can tell her any good news 
about my brother’s death her heart will 
sing for joy. She has been confined to 
her bed these eight years, but she is 
praying still. I can never forget how she 
prayed for her soldier boy. I was at 
home then, too young to enlist, but I 
know she spent hours, sometimes whole 
nights, in prayer for him.” 

The scripture reader went, and as he 
told the widow, the story of how at the 
eleventh hour her soldier boy had been 
sought and found by the good Shepherd, 
the Lord Jesus, her tears fell fast, but they 
were tears of joy as well as sorrow as they 
praised the Lord together. 

(Abridged and adapted.) C.J. L. 
  

TRIUMPH. 

@AVED one of God, before thee 
Lies no uncertain end, 

Christ died, thus to secure thee, 
Thy never-changing Friend. 

He by His blood redeemed thee 
At a tremendous cost ; 

Worth all the price He deemed thee, 
Never shalt thou be lost. 

Thou’rt part of that great guerdon 
He shall for ever gain, 

  

For the great work and burden, 
He did for God sustain. 

As loved Rebecca speeded 
Over the desert wide ; 

As she the story heeded 
Told by her faithful guide. 

So while God’s power thee beareth 
As o’er a desert broad ; 

His Spirit now declareth 
All things of Christ and God, 

All that Christ now possesses, 
He with His loved ones shares ; 

Richly the Saviour blesses, 
Maketh them His co-heirs. 

His is the joy of victory, 
His was the shameful cross ; 

He shed His blood to save thee, 
He cannot suffer loss. 

Where Christ's great praise is swelling, 
Soon shalt thou?ushered be, 

Into God’s glorious dwelling 
For all eternity. 

L.O.L. 
  

THE MEASURED GRAVE. 

LADY and a little boy were one day 
fi walking in a country churchyard. 

The little boy was an orphan and 
the lady was his Sunday school teacher. 

They had come to visit the grave of the 
boy’s mother and his little brother. It 
was a lovely summer’s day, and as they 
sat by the graves they were in silence, as 
neither of them cared to speak. 

The fact was, this little boy had begun 
to fail in health, and as the lady looked at 
his pale face she felt sure he had not long 
to live. He also returned her loving gaze 
with an eye that seemed to say, ‘‘I shall 
not long enjoy your company.” 

Then, without saying a word, he got 
up, and, having cut a stick from the 
hedge, he measured with it his little 
brother’s grave. Again seating himself 
by the lady he said, ‘You see, Miss 
Smith, this little grave is shorter than 
mine will be.” 

She pressed the boy’s hand in her own, 
and he continued : ‘‘ You know how much 
I love you, and how much I have to thank 
you for. I knew nothing of death, of
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heaven and God’s love till you taught 
me. I love you very much, but I would 
say something else, I love the Saviour, 
who can save such a sinful boy as I was. 
I think I shall soon meet my dear mother 
and little brother, and be in happiness with 
Jesus, and you will be there too.” 

M. 

ON THE ROCK OF 

cause, was in a state of deep anxiety, 
being under strong conviction of sin, and 
earnestly seeking deliverance from the 
load of guilt that was pressing upon his 
conscience. 

On the evening alluded to one of the 
officers, who had been out dining, was 
returning to the garrison at a late hour, 

  

GIBRALTAR. 

» OME years ago two 
S soldiers belonging 

to one of the regi- 
ments of the British 
Army, stationed at Gib- 
raltar, were, by the grace 
of God, brought to a 
saving knowledge of the 
Lord Jesus Christ. 
Though living on this 

secluded spot and with 
few opportunities of hear- 
ing the glad tidings of 
the gospel, yet they were 
led to read the sacred 
scriptures together; and 
the voice of God, speak- 
ing in His own blessed 
word to the heart of one 
of these men, enabled 
him to rejoice in the love 
of God. 

The conversion of the 
other followed soon after- 
wards, and under circum- 
stances so deeply inter- 
esting, that the narrative 
may serve to interest 
many dear children, and 
at the same time lead 
some anxious soul to that 
fountain which has been 

      
  

    

opened for sin and for un- 
cleanness. (Zech. xiii. 2.) 

One evening these two soldiers were 
placed as sentries at the opposite ends of 
a long passage leading from the Rock of 
Gibraltar to the Spanish territory. One’ 
of them, as we have said, from the reading 
of the scriptures, was rejoicing in his 
Saviour ; while the other, from the same 

AN UNUSUAL CHALLENGE, 

and as he came near the sentry posted 
outside the long passage, and who was 
the soldier recently converted, he received, 
instead of the usual challenge, the words, 
uttered in a loud voice, “ The precious blood 
of Chvist.” The man was absorbed in 
meditation on the glorious things that had
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recently been unfolded to him, and filled 
with devout gratitude and love. 

He soon recovered his self-possession, 
and gave the correct challenge; but his 
comrade, who was anxiously seeking the 
Lord, and who was stationed as sentry at 
the other or inner end of the passage, 
which was specially adapted for the con- 
veyance of sound, heard the words, “‘ The 
precious blood of Christ,”’ mysteriously borne 
upon the breeze of the solemn hour of 
midnight. 

The words came home to his heart as a 
voice from heaven: the load of guilt was 
removed, and the precious blood of Christ 
spoke peace to the soul of the sin-burdened 
soldier. He was afterwards, with others 
of his regiment, drafted for service in 
India, and proceeded to the island of 
Ceylon, where a long career of usefulness 
opened up before him, and where he 
became the instrument, in the hands of 
the Lord, for the completion of a great 
and important work. 

Soon after arriving in Ceylon, however, 
his discharge was procured from his regi- 
ment, that he might fill the office of 
master of the principal school in Colombo, 
for which he was well qualified by a good 
education in early life. 

He soon acquired an intimate know- 
ledge of the Cingalese language, and as a 
translation of the Bible into that tongue 
was lying in an unfinished state, owing to 
the death of the individual who com- 
menced the work, he set himself to the task 
and completed the Cingalese version of the 
scriptures, which was afterwards printed 
by the British and Foreign Bible Society. 

The remainder of his life was spent in 
India, devoted to the service of his Lord 
and Master; and ere he was called to his 
rest, the converted soldier became pos- 
sessed of an intimate acquaintance with 
no less than thirteen languages. 

While the latter part of this interesting 
narrative is a striking illustration of the 
wonderful way in which God provides 
instruments for carrying on His own work, 
how much of comfort and instruction does 
the former portion of it convey to every 
poor heavy-laden soul.   

Dear reader, are you, like the soldier 
on the Rock of Gibraltar, in anxiety about 
your soui’s eternal peace and _ safety? 
Then remember the words which the 
midnight breeze wafted to his ear—‘ The 
precious blood of Christ.” Yes, it is 
indeed precious; for it is the blood of 
God’s own dear Son, which cleanses from 
all sin. Peace comes to the souls of all 
those who have faith in the blood of 
Christ. (Rom. iii. 25.) 

Think of the dignity of Him who 
suffered as a victim, and then will you 
not say that His blood is precious? Re- 
member that in the blood only is safety. 
Read Exodus xii. and there you will see 
that when the angel of death was march- 
ing through the land of Egypt every 
Israelite was safe; but his safety was 
secured by the blood sprinkled on the 
lintels. 
  

NOBLE DEEDS. 

E are always ready to praise a noble 
deed, especially when it is done at 
the risk of some one’s life, and 

such deeds have been done again and 
again during the last few months. 

But our picture goes back to a time 
when there were no iron-clad vessels, and 
our ships were then called the wooden walls 
of England. 

A man was wanted who was a good 
swimmer, and when the admiral of the 
flag-ship ‘‘ Royal Oak” in the West Indies 
called for one to volunteer, many of his 
men came forward, willing to carry out 
the dangerous task of carrying dispatches 
from the ‘ Royal Oak” to the ship 
‘“« Renown,” 

The admiral cast his eye over his men 
and at last chose one, whom he thought 
would answer his purpose. Some say his 
name was Guy Somers, but of that I am 
not sure, 

However, the small box of dispatches 
was tied firmly round his waist and quietly 
he entered the water, and began his 

dangerous mission. 
But the enemy was on the alert and 

very-watchful, and the man had not gone
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A DARING FEAT.
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far from the flag-ship before shots began 
to fall near him in the water. 

However, he had counted the cost, he 

was risking his life, and he swam on as 
fast as he could and at length got beyond 
the range of the guns. Then in a short 
time he reached the ‘‘ Renown” and de- 
livered the metal box, much to the delight 
of the captain. 

Other men we hear and read of go one 
step further, and not only risk their lives 
but lay down their lives for their friends 
or their country, but did you ever hear of 
One who laid down His life for His 
enemies ! 

Yes, there was One and He was the 
Son of God who gave His life for His 
enemies, and ere He died He prayed, 
‘“‘ Father, forgive them; for they know not 

what they do.” 
  

HEAVENLY STARS. 

y ANY boys and girls are very familiar 
with the positions of towns known 
to them and can readily point 

them out on a map. This is only right 
and useful, but how many could direct his 
little sister or brother to the space in the 
sky where bright groups of stars appear, 
and know their names? 

Well, when it is sufficiently dark in the 
evening, find an open space, turn your 
backs to where the sun was shining at 
twelve o’clock this morning, and look up. 
There above are seven bright stars known 
by various names—The Plough, Ursa 
Major or Great Bear, Charles’ Wain, &c, 
This group is named the Plough, because 
five stars form the shape of a plough, and 
the two bright stars at its side are the 
pointers. 

From the highest of the pointers draw 
an imaginary straight line onwards until 
the first bright star is found. This is the 
Pole Star, which always indicates the 
north, and around which the Great Bear 
revolves. The North or Pole Star forms 
part of Ursa Minor or the Little Bear. 

Imagine another straight line for about 
the same distance onwards as the Pole 
Star is from the Pointers. Here are five 

  

bright it which, at some seasons, form 
the letter “m,” and at others “ w. TH 

This constellation is known as Cas. 
siopeia. 

The Plough, the Pole Star and Cassio- 
peia are visible every night when the 
atmosphere is clear enough. They are 
with us all the year round, but there are 
constellations and single stars also which 
tell us that winter has come. 

The largest and most beautiful of this 
order is Orion. Rising in the east in 
November he gradually climbs the heavens, 
reaches meridian, and slowly sinks into 
the west, as the sun does every day, but 
taking all the wiriter months to accomplish 
his orbit--instead of one day. 

Turn your backs to the Pole Star, and 
a little to the left you will see four bright 
stars forming an uneven square—or trape- 
zium as it is properly called. Across the 

| centre, sloping to the east, are three stars 
less bright, but unmistakable. These 
form Orion’s belt. 

The lowest star at your right hand is 
| Rigel, and the highest star at your left 

  

hand is Betelguese. These are stars of 
the first magnitude and are specially 
beautiful when viewed by the naked eye, 
but when seen through a powerful tele- 
scope two colours may be distinguished, 
but these blend into one glittering ray of 
light to our eyes. 

Higher still in the heavens is a most 
beautiful group of stars. They are clustered 
together, and only by careful gazing can it 
be distinguished that they are seven in 
number. These are the Pleiades, and the 

bright, centre star is Aleyone. On frosty 
nights they glitter most beautifully, and 
you should try to find them whilst they 
are with us. Lower in the east is Sirius, 
the brightest single star in the heavens. 
This also gives us light in winter only, 
and with Orion and the Pleiades, is lost 
to our view in England in March. 

Thus we see these are a few of the stars 
appointed by God for seasons. (Gen. i. 14.) 
It is supposed that Sirius was the star that 
guided the wise men of the east to the 
stable where Jesus lay; but of this we 
are very doubtful, for we are only told that
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when they saw the star “they rejoiced 
with exceeding great joy.’’ (Matt. ii. ro.) 

As we think of the exceeding greatness 
of the One who made these beautiful stars, 
the sun and moon, can it be said of us 
that we rejoice with exceeding joy, know- 
ing Him as our Saviour God? Or are 
there some who tremble for fear, not 
having found Him? We are told that 
the heavens shall be folded as a vesture 
by that same Hand, and as one star 
differeth from another star in glory, so 
also is the resurrection of the just. (1 Cor. 
xv. 41, 42.) Only those who know their 
sins forgiven by the death and resurrection 
of Jesus will be safe in that day. 

Many hundreds of years ago God ques- 
tioned a servant of His and said: ‘* Canst 
thou bind the sweet influences of the 
Pleiades, or loose the bands of Orion?” 
When daylight comes the stars are not 
visible because of the appearance of 
stronger light, yet they are always in the 
sky. 
i people in this world are now 

looking for the return of their Lord from 
heaven. He is the bright and morning 
Star who will herald the approach of the 
unending day of God. Those who have 
this bright hope are willing to lose earth’s 
pleasures, and are anxious that every boy 
and girl should also possess Christ’s love. 

«* As by the light of opening day 
The stars are all concealed ; 

So earthly pleasures fade away, 
When Jesus is revealed.” 

‘“‘ Seek him that maketh the seven stars 
and Orion . . . The Lord is his name” |! 
(Amos v. 8.) M.J.S. 

JAMES CHALMERS, 
The Missionary Martyr of New Guinea. 

CuapTeR XI.—CLOSING DAYS. 
S Mrs. Chalmers put her whole heart into 

the work to which her husband was 
devoting his life, and tried in every possible 
way to be a true helpmeet to him, his second 
marriage was not less happy than his first had 
been. Her path was far from being an easy 
one, but she faced the difficulties in a brave, 
trustful spirit. It was always a real trial to 
her to be left for days, or even weeks, as she 
often was, when, as was very often the case. 
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Mr. Chalmers felt that his presence and help 
were sorely needed by the native teachers at 
some far-distant mission station or visits to 
inland tribes. The people, though still savages, 
treated her kindly, and though at first she could 
only speak a few words of their language, by 
nods, signs and in other ways they seemed to 
understand each other and got on very well 
together. 

A visit to Rarotonga, where Mr. Chalmers 
had so long lived and laboured, was full of 
interest. The warmth of their reception and 
the affection shewn by many of the natives for 
the missionary who had been the God-honoured 
instrument of bringing them out of heathen 
darkness into gospel light touched Mrs. Chalmers 
deeply. She wrote: “Never can I forget our 
welcome. The Consul came on board, and 
kindly lent his boat to take us and our luggage 
to the island. One of the rowers shouted to 
some one on shore, ‘Tamare, Tamare Vaine.’ 
The news of our arrival spread like wildfire, 
and by the time we landed a great crowd of 
men, women and children had gathered on the 
beach. Many of the old people threw their 
arms round my husband, while others kissed 
his hands, and even his feet ; the young people 
who had been boys and girls in his schools were 
delighted to see him, and as in almost every 
instance he remembered their names, and often 
some incident of their schooldays, gave them 
great pleasure.” 

After a stay of about ten days at Rarotonga 
Mr. and Mrs. Chalmers returned to their loved 
work among the savage tribes of New Guinea. 
A leaf from an old note-book tells of days filled 
with patient, steady work. 

CLASSES AND SERVICES. 

6 a.m. sharp, bell rings for morning prayers. 
6.30 to 8 a.m., Bible Class. 9 to 12, Boys’ 
Class. 3 to 5, Men’s Class for arithmetic 
and writing, Mrs. Chalmers taking the 
women and girls for reading and sewing. 
5.30, evening prayers. 7, evening service, 
in house. 

Again long journeys to distant parts of the 
wonderful island of New Guinea made it a 
needs-be that the whole weight of school and 
general mission work should for weeks together 
rest upon Mrs. Chalmers. She was often down 
with fever, and her house-boys and native 
workmen employed in various ways about the 
mission were frequently self-willed and difficult 
to manage ; still, with a heart filled with love 
to her Saviour, her husband, and the natives, 
she kept bravely on. Failing health at last 
compelled Mrs. Chalmers to return to England. 
Both husband and wife felt the parting keenly,
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but Mr. Chalmers felt quite sure that it was 
the will of God that for some time longer he 
should remain in New Guinea and carry on the 
work he had so well begun. He paid another 
and longer visit to the Fly River, and placed 
teachers at several newly-opened places. It 
was not until 1894, after having been repeatedly 
urged to do so by the directors of the London 
Missionary Society, that he again set his face 
homewards. In the early autumn of that year 
he reached London, and began at once to 
address large meetings. Old friends gave him 
a loving welcome, and wherever he went he 
made new ones. Fogs and damp, however, 
tried him greatly : many wished him to remain 
in England and take a long and well-earned 
rest. But his heart was still with his beloved 
New Guineans, and he longed to be again to 
them a messenger of glad tidings. 

While in England he had more than one 
severe illness, but would say in his old cheery 
way to the friends who pressed him to stay for 
at least two years, ‘‘No, I have, I believe, a 
little more work to do for my Master in New 
Guinea. Here the fogs are killing me. I shall 
be well when I get to the tropics.” 

Early in 1896 he was again in New Guinea, 
where soon after his arrival he was joined by 
Mrs. Chalmers. School work was full of 
interest and encouragement; six of Mrs. 
Chalmers’s scholars had in a short time made 
such good progress that to their great delight 
they were appointed pupil teachers. When the 
schools were first opened it had been no easy 
matter to get the boys and girls to attend at 
all; but great changes had taken place, the 
attendance was good and regular, the greatest 
punishment being to be sent away for a day or 
more, and that was not often needed. 

Four years after Mrs, Chalmers had rejoined 
her husband the home-call came to her, and in 
perfect peace she fel] asleep in Christ. And 
for the faithful missionary home and rest were 
nearer than he perhaps expected, and though to 
us the end of his brave and useful life seems a 
sad one, still we are sure that the Lord makes no 
mistakes, so in faith we can look up and say, 

“ Allis right that seems most wrong, 
If it be His sweet will.” 

But little is known of Tamare’s last voyage 
in the mission-boat, ‘The Nine.” On the 4th 
of April, 1901, the missionary party, consisting 
of Tamare, Mr. Tomkins, a young missionary, 
who not long before had joined him as a fellow- 
labourer, a native teacher, and ten schoolboys, 
set out to visit distant villages, and, if they 
could, make friends with the natives. On the 
7th they reached a part. of the coast that had a   

very bad name. The natives came out in great 
numbers, and begged the whole party to go on 
shore. Finding he could not get them to go 
away, Mr. Chalmers promised to go the next 
morning. As he wished Mr. Tomkins to stay 
ou board, he may have thought there was 
danger, but the latter would not leave him, and 
all but the native teacher, who remained on 
board to help the captain, went on shore. A 
great crowd of natives had gathered upon the 
beach, all fighting men, dressed and armed for 
war. Tamare and Mr. Tomkins seem to have 
been struck at almost the same moment, and fell 
senseless to the ground ; their heads were then 
cut off, and their bodies, it is believed, eaten. 
The boys shared the same fate. Mr. Chalmers 
had often said that he should like to die In and 
ror New Guinea. And we cannot, will not, 
believe that he died in vain. The gospel is still 
spreading among the wild, savage people of New 
Guinea, for 

“ From drear, dark places of the earth, 
From depths of sin and shame, 

God takes the vessels of His grace ; 
A people for His name.’’ c. L. 

THE END. 

QUESTIONS FOR DECEMBER. 
THE LIFE OF JOSEPH. 

(The answers will be found, in their correct order, in 
Genesis—chapters 35 to 50.) 

  

De- Post EARLY THIS MONTH—I5TH DECEMBER 
AT THE VERY LATEST. 

1. Why did Joseph's brethren hate him ? 
2. How many times was Joseph sold ? 
3. On what special day was the chief butler 

restored to his place? 
4. How old was Joseph when he was made ruler 

of Egypt? 
5. What were the names of Joseph's sons ? 
6. How many of Joseph's brethren came down 

to buy corn in Egypt the first time ? 
7. Which brother was kept a prisoner ? 
8. What part of the land of Egypt did Joseph 

give to his brethren to dwell in ? 
9. Did Joseph ever visit the land of Canaan 

again? If so, on what occasion ? 
  

Answers to November Questions. 
1, Goliath. xr Sam. 17. 23, 51. 
2. ea r Sam. 18. 1. 
3. Because the Lord was with 

him. r Sam. 18. 12. 
4. Adullam 1 Sam, 22. 1. 
5. Keilah, 1 Sam, 23. 5-7. 
6. Ziklag. 1 Sam. 27. 6. 
7. Hebron, 2 Sam, 5. 3. 
8. Yes, for three years. 2 Sam. 21. 1. 
g. Sweet psalmist of Israel. 2 Sam, 23. 1.



    

  

Yolumes at f\inepenca Each, 
As follows .— 

Wonderful, but True: or, Talks with the Wee Ones. 

TALKS ABOUT BIRDS & TREIR WAYS. 
By ©. J. Le 

WALKS AND TALKS WITH COUSIN EDITH. 
Contents—A Bible Story , Hebrew Rolls; The Vaudois Valleys; Our English Bible: A Faithful 

Witness. 16mo., 96 pages. Bound in cloth, price 9d. postage free. 

  

  
THRAHMPHNNY VOLUMES. 

As follows :— 

PLEASSNT TALES FOR THE YOUNG, Vol. 1. 
Contents— Who loves you? Why not open the Door? The Way Home. Whose Child 
are You? Must my Soul Die? Are-you Cured or not? Heis Coming! Glory! Glory! 

Bound in neat limp cloth, price 8d. Four copies sent post free for 1s. 

PLEASANT TALES FOR THE YOUNG. Vol. 2. 
Contents—Jesus Loves You. Ready toGo. ‘Pity the Poor Blind!” You may Come— 
Will you? Saved from Death. Are you Safe and Happy? ‘The Perfect One. The Spotless 

Robe, Bound in neat limp cloth, price 8d, Four copies sent post free for 1s. 

TRUE STORIES FOR THE LITTLE ONES, First series. 
Contents of Vol.—Lost in London, The Old Mill Stream, Bible Scenes—Babylon. Miss 

Goodenongh. Straight on—no Turning. The Horrible Dungeon. Price 3d. 

TRUE STORIES FOR THE LITTLE ONES, Second series. 
Contents of Vol.—Out at Sea, The Fisherman's Boy. The King and the Stable Boy. The 
Little Telegraph Boy. Justice with her Sword and Scales, The Little Cripple. Price 3d. 

TRUE STORIES FOR THE LITTLE ONES, Third series. 
Contents of Vol—Abraham and leaac. Nosh and the Flood. Joseph and His Brethren. 

Moses and His Sister. Cain and Abel. Ruth and Orpah. Price 8d. 

TRUE STORIES FOR THE LITTLE ONES, Fourth series. 
Contents of Vol.—Absalom. The Prodigal Sun. Gideon and the Pitchers. Both Sides of 

the World. Jacob and the Ladder. David and Goliath. Price 3d. 

    
 



  

Yolumes at Sixpence each, with Illustrations, 

As follows :— 

The Stolen Treasure, and other Stories 

The Story of Little Louise and her brother Eugene. By L. T. 

Love Stronger than Death, and other Stories. 
An Incident of the Penistone Railway Accident. 

Make Haste and Come Down, and other Stories. 

The Story of a Shipwreck. In cloth boards. 

The Captain’s Wife, and other Stories. 

The Story of a Summer Holiday. In neat cloth boards. 

The Story of Jonas Ellers. A new edition. 

The Jew and his Daughter. A Story in Verse. 

The Little Shepherd, and other Stories. 

Nearly Home, and other Stories. 
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OPHNING BUDS. 

PRICE SIXPENCE PER PACKET, 

  
12 sixteen-page books in glazed covers (6 different sorts), with pictures, interesting tales, 

2 packets post free 1s. 

  

 



  

  

Just Published. Price 1s. Illustrated. 

A WEEK AT TE MANOR FARM, | 
128 pages. In cloth boards. 

  

By S. E. L. 0. Price 1s. 6d. Illustrated. 

Louies Counsellors: or, Clouds and Sunshine. 
Contents—The Rising of the Cloud. Everyday Life. The Cloud Darkens. The 
Sunny side of the Road. Louie’s Shelter. How the Shelter was Upset. A Sad 
Message. Shady Places. New Scenes, Things that would not do. The Door of 
Hope. Shining without Shadow. 

  

MEMORIES OF NIAGARA. 
Contents—The Surrounding Country. The People on Niagara’s Banks in former days. The 
Upper Course of the River and Rapids. Islands amid the Rapids. American side of the 
Niagara. The Middle of the Falls. Below the Falls, etc. With full page illustrations. 
Bound in cloth boards, 1s, 6d. 

  

Still on Sale. By C.J. L. Price 1s. 

S¥GRIZS ABOUT SENBEL GIRLS 
Containing twelve chapters, with Illustrations, 

  

Just Published. Price ls. By 0. J. L 

WALERIO GRAMS THAT BOUL. 
  

BRIGHT THOUGHTS FOR LITTLE PEOPLE. 
Bound in Ornamental Cloth, price 1s, By W. J. W. With several Llustrations. 
  

  Foolscap 8vo., 92pp., with full-page Ilustrations, price 1s, 

flome ron tHe louipays. 
A BOOK FOR BOYS. 

Uniform with “Sparks of Light.”   
 



  

  

PLEASANT TALES FOR THE YOUNG. 
In Assorted Packets containing 24 Books with Illustrations 

  

4 Mh 

SERIES PRICE 

FIRST, SECOND, SIXPENCE 

AND PER 

THIRD. PACKET. 

  

Price Gd. per packet. Illustrated. 

MESSAGES TG CHILBREN, 
BEING SIMPLE GOSPEL TRACTS. 

LITTLE VOLUMES FOR THE YOUNG. 
Bound in neat cloth boards, price 4d. each, 

Ten kinds as follows : 

The Little Boy who was Lost and Found. 
He did if for Me, op the Young Cricketer. 
Giants and Giant Killers. And other Stories. 
The Bible Sweetmeatthe Riddle, 
Little lsie and Her Brother dem. 
Mu Orey Pair of Boots. And other Stories, 
The Two Pictures. And other Stories. 
The Wrong Road. And ofher Stories. 

9, Nellie’s Dream. And other Stories, 
10. Story of indian Missionary Life. 
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HE story of Rahab is brought back to our 
memories as we look at this picture. She 
is here seen hiding the spies on the roof 
of her house. Some might think that she 
was betraying her country in giving shelter 
to the spies. But she had heard how 
God had acted in the past and knew that 
He had given the land to the Israelites, 
and faith led her to be in the line of God's 
thoughts and that path was a path of 
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THE SUNDAY SCHOOL PACKET. 
PRICE SIXPENCE. 

  

(Specimen of Engravings,) 

A series of sixteen-page books, large size, printed on toned paper, and illustrated. 

BEING 

TALES FOR THE YOUNG IN VERSE. 
2 packets post free 1s. 

  

By 8. E. L. O. Price 3s, 6d, Illustrated. 

Contents—Introduction ; Moses; Samuel; Joash; Josiah ; The Children of Bethel ; Ishmael ; 
Timothy ; Abijah ; The Little Maid ; The Widow’s Son; The “Lad Here”; The Child of the 

Shunammite ; The Little Children ; The Child of Bethlehom. 
  

Just Published. By E. W. Price Qs, 

THE JEWISH CONVERTS 
With Many Illustrations, 

The Story of an Old Watch; and the Lessons of its Life. 
With illustrations, In cloth boards, price 1s, 6d., postage free. 

  

      

      
 



  

  

OR 

SIMPLE SCRIPTURE LESSONS 

FROM THE OLD TESTAMENT. 

VOLS. I. TO VII. 1s. 6d. EACH. 

  

  

  

  

Now Ready. By E. W. Price 1s, 

little Emmie, The Mountain Prisoner; or, 

fi Father's Care, 
  

Still on Sale, By A. Y, Price 1s, 

Winnie and May: 
OR, THE BEAUTIFUL GARMENTS OF SALVATION. 
  

In cloth boards. By A. E, K. Price 1s. 6d. 

PICLURES PROM EASTERN LANDS. 
WITH ILLUSTRATIONS.   
 



  

  

“My LitTLe Frigno” Packer or Story Booxs. 
Containing 12 hooks. with a picture in each. 

FIRST SERIES.) 

PER 

PACKET, 

PRICE 

THREEPENCE     (Specinen of 1eings.) 

The stories are written by a Sunday-School Worker, each book has 12 pages, with coloured 
cover, and is illustrated with picture size of specimen. ‘I'he little packet has been well 
received by Teachers and Scholars, They can be obtained through any Bookseller in town 
or country, or direct from the Publisher, 20, Paternoster Square. Asample packet will be 

sent post free on receipt of 34d. in stamps. 
  

“My LITTLE Frieno" Packet oF StToRY BOooKs. 
Containing 12 books, with a picture in each. 
SECOND AND THIRD SERIES. 

_ Price 

Threepence 

  
ly, 

(Specimen of Buyrevings) 

Written by a Sunday-School Worker, each book has 12 pages, with coloured cover, and is 
illustrated with pictures. They can be obtained through uny Bookseller in town or country, 
or direct from the Publisher, 20, Paternoster Square. A sumple packet will be sent post free 

on receipt of 3}d. in stamps. 
  

 


