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Memory and Its Might. 

ISERABLE indeed must be the man or woman who cannot 
appreciate the little tot, or older boy or girl, as they recite the 
piece which they have learned with such care, and which may 
be of immense value to them in days to come, for 

MEMORY is a mighty factor in life. Store the memory with precious 
portions of "the Scriptures of Truth," and with incidents, scenes, and 

facts relative to "the Gospel �f God," and you have fixed a potent agent in 
the mind and heart of the young. Try it yourself I Go back ten, twenty, 
thirty, forty, or fifty years to childhood days, and you will recall the verses 
learned, the ditties sung, the ballads recited, with ease; whereas the poems of 
later years are recalled only with great effort, if remembered at all. Plant 
the good seed in the youthful mind and it is bound to bring forth good fruit, 
most likely an hundredfold. 

Another thing will strike you. You will remember the doubtful or peculiar 
more easily than the pure and true pieces ; words of little use more readily 
than the piece truly useful. Hence the importance of seeing that the 
MATTER stored in the young minds should be distinctive in that it 

may be good, not only for "the life that now is," but also for " that 
which is to come" (1 Tim. 4. 8). As the Gospel is " the power of God unto 
salvation" (Rom. 1. 16), it is the only message which can b�g true and 
lasting profit to the whole being-" spirit, and soul, and body" (1 Th•!SS. 5. 23). 
Such alone has been aimed at in the selections for this volume. Originality

and V a,·iety are its leading features. Most of the pieces have been specially 
composed, at the suggestion of the Editor, for the pages of Boys and Girls,

the favourite children's monthly paper. Tired of "Little jiim," 11 The Last 
Hymn," and similar veterans, he desired to introduce a number of pieces which 
would give freshness and variety to the happy gatherings in home and school. 

Next to care in the matter is the importance of the 
METHOD of introduction and repetition. Little children should be 

taught the simpler pieces in early life, and encouraged to repeat same 
at home gatherings, when visiting friends, and other suitable times. Elder 
boys and girls should be trained to take an interest in longer pieces, for 
school use, week-night services, and special occasions. In public gatherings 
the title of the piece should always be clearly given, and the idea of the 
recitation ptated in a sentence, thus greatly helping the intelligent appreciation 
by the audience. 

Great care should be taken to see that the piece suits the reciter, and the 
reciter the piece ; also, that secular and silly selections are substituted by those 
which give a clear ring concerning" the glorious Gospel," and pertain to things 
which are true, pure, lovely, and of good report (Phil. 4. 8). 

May the blessing of the Lord, and the prayers of the 
noble band of workers amongst the young, rest upon this 
effort to enlighten, enliven, and encourage Boys and Girls. 



PRACTICAL POINTS 

For those who desire to derive the utmost benefit from this volume. 

SUGGESTIONS. THE General ludcx, op­
posite, and special ludex, 

are given more as a handy guide than as com­
plete. Encb piece should be selected in view 
of the age, capability, temperament, strength of 
voice, and general adaptability of the boy or 
girl who shall repeat it. A sad piece to a 
rollicking lad, or a stirring piece to a sedate 
girl only means disappointment to all. More 
care should be exercised by parents, teachers, 
and superintendents to select suitable portions 
for those who are able to creditably repeat 
same in public. 

Every freedom should be taken in abridging 
any piece by running a pencil mark through 
one or more verses as desired. 

The longer Pieces, such as "A Mother's 
Love," 11 Eric the Slave," 11 J oho Three Six­
teen," &c., could, with advantage, be equally 
divided between two or three boys or girls, 
placed in the order of the portions. Two or 
three boys or girls will often undertake a long 
piece, whilst one would decline. It would lend 
variety and add interest to the gathering to 
have one or more pieces thus divided. 

SELECTIONS. WHILST avoiding old or 
hackneyed pieces, and ex­

tracts from other collections, the aim bas been to 
give selections to suit all classes and countries. 

The English Pieces can be used wherever the 
English language is spoken or known, therefore 
the largest portion is for the biggest area. 

A few Irish Pieces, such as "The Little 
rrish Boy" and " The Irish Milkman and the 
Parish Priest," will stir emotion in many a 
heart from Erin's Isle. 

The Scotch Pieces will be welcomed wher­
ever Scotsmen are found (and where are they 
not ?). and touch a chord in many a heart "far 
frae hame." Most of the pieces will be fairly 
well understood by most audiences: a few could 
be easily put into plain English if preferred. 

A large number of the Recitations tell of 
God's Wondrotts Love, both in figure and in 
fact. A few remind of comi1igjttdg1mmt, such 
as " Archibald Boyle," "The Clown's Warn­
ing," "The Fall of the Rossberg Peak," &c. 
One of these might well be used as a closing 
piece for any gathering. Remember that 
"Grace and truth came by Jesus Christ" 
(John 1. 17), and, following the Divine 
�xample, fail not to let each have its true 
place. 

The older folks have not been forgotten in 
the collection. For the benefit of the grand­
parents, parents, relatives, and teachers who 

attend in such numbers, 
could be repeated. 
The Stnrless Crown, • I) 

The Old Bible, - • 26 
The Sure Bnnk of Zion, 20 
Give God Your Beat, - 40 
J.lny's First Sta.r, - - 60 
The Grnnd Old Book, - 66 
A Gentle Hint. • 74 

one of the following 

If and Perhaps, . 78 
Wits' End Comer, • 78
Where do you live? • 82
The Dear Old llyrnn11, • 84 
We've alway11 been pro• 

vided for, - - 97 
Dlsconten ted Christian, 102 

New pieces appear regularly in Boys a11d 
Girls, the children's favourite Gospel paper. 

S·CRIPTURE. THIS book is not meant, and 
should never be allowed, to 

take the place of the Book of Books. At e\·ery 
meeting one or more of the precious portions 
of the Word of God should be clearly and dis­
tinctly repeated. What better recitations than : 

Gen. 22. 1-18 Luke 10. 30-42 
Exod. 1�. 1-14 .. 12. 16-32 
Num. 21. 1-9 ,. 15. 1-32 
Joshua 1. 1-9 John 1. 1-36 
1 Sam. 17. 34-50 ,. 3. 1-21 
2 Sam. 9. 1-13 .. 10. 1-16
1 Kings 10. 1-13 .. 14. 1-27
2 Kings 5. 1-15 ,. 15. 1-17
Psalms 1, 23, 24, ,. 17. 1-26

32, 90, 103, 126 .. 21. 1-17
Isa. 9. 1-7 Acts 16. 16-35 
,. 12. 1-6 ,. 26 1-32 
chs. 52, 53, 55 Rom. 3. 1-31 

Jer. 17. 1-14 ,. 8. 22-39
Dan. 1. 1-20 1 Cor. 15. 1-28 
Hosea, 14. 1-9 Eph. 2. 1-13 
Mal. 3. 6-18 Phil. 2. 1·11 
Matt, 7. 13-29 1 Tbess. 4. 7-19 

,. 22. 1-14 2 Tim. 2. 1-19 
.. 27. 11-26 Heb. 1. 1-14 
.. 27. 27-50 Heb. 11. 23-40 

Mark 6, 31-44 Rev. 5. 1-14 
,. 14. 1-9 ,. 7. 9-17 

Luke 7. 11-17 .. 22. 1-21 

SIGNATURES are only fair to authors. 
The most of these will readily 

be distinguished by the following key to the 
initials: 

INs1•11tCTOR AITKEN E. E. FREE 
DAVID ALLAN A. GARDNER
THOMAS BAIRD J. >... W. H.UIILTOl'
DAVID Bil.EOJ< WU. LUJ-'i,'
E. J, OAil.R W. H. LLE\\'E.L.LYN
0. COOPER E. J. MONTGOMERY
ALIOE CROOOl\10 W. T. RAJ� 
LUOY DEAN A. W. P. STRONG 
T. DONALDSON WILLIAM SHAW
N. L. ELEY E. H. TRITrON

The Editor tenders his grateful thnnks {or 
all valued help, nnd will gladly manifest bis 
appreciation by accepting more. HyP. 



uoa 
Archibald Boyle. A.C., - 10 
Baimie's Feet. J.A.W.H., 13 
Brave Eric, the Russian 

Slave. V., - - 27 
Brave Joe Sieg. P.B., - 31
Betty's Quilt. F.C.I., - 47
Bobby's First Bawbee. 

D.A., • 50
Bob, the Cabin Boy. 

W.H.L., - 61 
Boy Martyr of Rome, 

The. J.A.W.H., - - 81 
Books of the Old Testament, 

The. E.J .C., - 88 
Books o{theNewTestament, 

The. E.J .C., - 89 
Beautiful Snow. W.A.S., 92 
BoyofNazareth.A.W.P.S.,103 
City of the Crystal Sea. B.,24 
Critic, The. J .H.B., - 58 
Comforting Mother. M.C., 66 
Clown's Warning. A.G., - 87 
Drummer Boy, The. A.C., 15 
Dear Old Hymns, The. S., 84 
Drunkard's Darling, The. 

E.J.M., • . • 85
Does Your Book Speak of 

Blood ? E.J .M., - - 86 
Do You Wic;hfor theClue? 96 
Don't Begin. J ., 102 
Faithful Unto Death. A.G., 12 
Friend of Africa, The.

Inspector Aitken, - - 17 
Ferryman, The. G.C., - 20 
Fugitive Slave. J.A.W.H., 60 
Fall of the Hossberg Peak, 

The. J.A.W.H., - - 71 
Geordie Roy's Heaven. 

Inspector Aitken, - - 38 
Great Syrian General. L.D. ,39 
Give God Your Best. W.L., 40 
Grand Old Book. T.B., - 65 
Gentle Hint, A, - 74 
Granny's Farewell to the 

Bairos. E.J .M., - - 75

God Wants the Children, - 76 
Give the Christian to Lion, 91 
Greatest Wonder of To-

day, The. E.J.M., 100 
Greatest Wonder Ever 

Known, The. E.J .M., 101 
God is Love, 102 
Happy Lizzie. J.P., - 26 
Homeless Boy, The. J .N., 30 
Her Burden or Her Brother. 

lnspector Aitken, • - 42 
He Took My Place. W.L., 51 
He Died for Me. L.F., 105 
I'm Just a Boy. Inspector 

�tken. - • 11 

GENERAL INDEX. 
l'AOII 

I Want to See Jesus. T.S., 35 
Inquiry, Th�. Js.Fs., • 72 
If and Perhaps. Mrs.G.C.S.,78 
Irish Milkman and the 

Parish Priest, The. T .D., 83 
In Father's Arms. 

J.A.W.H., 107 
Jamie Douglas. S., - - 8 
John Three Sixteen. 

A.W.P.S., - 44 
Jack Homer's Repentance. 

Inspector Aitken, - • 49 
Jesus Can and Jesus Will. 

N.L.E.. - 87
Jesus Paid Her Fare. S., 108 
Little Irish Boy. E.J.M., 48 
Lowly Snowdrop. L.D., 48
Lost Little by Little, • 52

Loss of the " London," 
The. A.C., - - 53

Little Dying Girl. E.H., • 54
·Love of Nyangandia, The.

J .A.W.H., - 55

Little May's First Star. 
A.G., • 59

Liberated Sparrow, The. 
A.W.P.S., - 73

Lowly Man of Sorrows, 
Th�. W.M., - - 82

Little Gracie's Christmas. 
J .A.W.H., - 90

Little Boy from Barrhead, 
• The. A.W.P.S., - - 94
Lay of a Discontented

Christian, The. 102 
Living Bridge. A.W.P.S., 106 
Love One Another, • 109 
Marcella of Rome. E.H.T., 19 
Mother's Love, True Tale of a. 

A.W.P.S.. - 22 
Mite Song. A, - • 40 
Maiden's Love, The. In-

spector Aitken, - 58 
Mary Lost and Found. 

J.A.W.H., - 64 
My; or, The Shepherd 

Laddie. E.A.W., • - 65 
Minnie, the Ministering 

An�el. W .L., - 76 
My Mother's Bible. G.P.M.,78 
Mary: or, Ollt of the Slums. 

J .A.\V.H., - 93 
Muster Roll, The, - 96 
Measure of Love. E.J.M., 105 
Nobody's Son. J.A.W.H., 18 
Noble Neighbour. W.L., 37 
Nothini;: New to Tell. 

E.J .M., • • 69 
Non� of Our Business. S., 84 
Never Quarrel. J .A.W.H .. 90 

PAO■ 
Only a Little Child. 

E.J.M .. - • 7

Open Door, The. E.H., • 16
Old Bible. Inspt. Aitken, - 25

Old and New Theologies, 
The. E.E.F., - 42 

Only a Beggar Lad. 
J.A.W.H., - 56 

Passover in Egypt. L.D., 21 
Parable with a Principle, 109 
Religion of Four Letters, - 52 
Starless Crown, The, - 9 
Sinner's Dream. W.L., - 14
Sure Bank of Zion, The, - 29 
Stranger in the City, The. 

A.H.B., - 32 
Slave Girl's Ransom, The. 

J .A.W.H., - 33 
Statue's Story, The. A.G., 46 
Sawbath School Soiree. 

D.A., - - 72 
Steer Straight for Me. D., 77 
Slave Boy's Prayer, The. 

J.A.W.H., - 94
Trial of a Sinner. D.B., - 14
Two Brave Miners. 

W.L., - - 41 
Through a Stormy Way, - 43 
Toogue, The, - - 46 
To Stop the Train Pull 

Down the Chain. In-
spector Aitken, - 6� 

Two Sweeps. The. E.J .M., 70 
Two Boxes, The, - 75 
Three Bidders, The, - • 80 
Umbrella Faith. Inspector 

Aitken, - - 54 
Who Took Hici In ? 

J .A.W.H., - 34 
Widow and Her Child. 

E.J .M., - - 36 
Willie's Letter. J .A. W .H., 57 
What the Minutes Say. - 66
Worthless Waif. A. - - 67 
What is Courage? lnspt. 

Aitken, - - 74 
Wits' End Comer. A.W., 78 
Where Do You Live 1 - 82
What is the Bible? - - 89 
vVe've Always Been Pro-

vided For. N.B., - - 97 
Wreck of the "Huron." 

J.A.W.H.. - 98 
Who Pulled the Cord? vV .S.,99 
With the Lowestoft Life-

boat. W. L.. 104 
Writing on the Sand. 109 
When I'm a\.Yomnn. l\l.P.,110 
You Never Told �le So. 

W.T.R., - 79 



SPECIAL INDEX. 

Suggestive only. Many other pieces may be used in each class as desired. 
For \Vee Tots. uoR 

rAoe 

Only a Little Child, . 7 Marcella of Rome, - 19
I Want to See Jesus, . 35 A Mother's Love, - 22
A ?-,lite Song, . 40 Brave Joe Sieg, - • 31
Old and New Theologies,42 Widow and Her Child, - 36 
A Little Irish Boy, - 48 The Noble Neighbour, - 37 
Lost Little by Little, - 52 Give God Your Best, - 40
The Critic; . - 58 Two Brave Miners, - 41
The Grand Old Book, - 65 Through a Stormy Way, 43 
What the Minutes Say, 66 John Three Sixteen, - 44
A Gentle Hint, - - 74 He Took My Place, - 51
The Two Boxes, - - 75 Love of Nyangandia, - 55 
JesusCan andJesusWill.87 Bob, the Cabin Boy, - 61 
Never Quarrel, - - 90 The Dear Old Hymns7 - 84 
Do You Wish for the What is the Bible? - 89 

Clue? . 96 Beautiful Snow. - - 92 
Don't Begin, 102 The Muster Roll, - - 96 
Love One Another, 109 We've Always Been 
Writing on the Sand, 109 Provided For, - - 97 

For Little Boys and 
Girls. 

The Bairnie's Feet, - 13
The Drummer Boy, - 15
The Open Door, - - 16 
The Friend of Africa, - 17 
The Ferryman, - - 20 
The Old Bible, - 25 
The Homeless Boy, - 30 
Slave Girl's Ransom, - 33 

Who Took Him In? - 34
Her Burden or Her 

Brother, - - 42 
Betty's Quilt, - 47
Jack Homer's Repent-

ance, - 49
A Religion of Four 

Letters, - - 52
Umbrella Faith, - - 54
Only a Beggar Lad, - 56
Willie's Letter, - - 57 
Little May's First Star, 59 
A Worthless Waif, - 67 
The Liberated Sparrow, 73 
Minnie, the Ministering 

Angel, - 76 
Boy Martyr of Rome, - 81 
Little Gracie's Christ-

mas, - - 90 
He Died for Me, - 105 
The Measure of Love, 105 
A Parable with a Prin-

ciple, 109 
When I'm a Woman, 110 

For Elder Scholars. 
The Starless Crown, - 9

Faithful Unto Death, - 12 

Scotch Pieces. 
Jamie Douglas, - - 8 
I'm Just a Boy, - - 11 
The Bairnie's·Feet, - 13

Geordie Roy's Heaven, 38 
Bobby's First Bawbee, - 50 
Sawbath Schute Soiree, 72 
Granny's· Farewell to 

the Bairns, - 75 
Lowly Man of Sorrows, 82 

Joint Pieces. 
Faithful Unto Death, - 12 
From 2 to 12 companions 

might join in repeating 
italics. 

Passover in Egypt, - 21 
Three children as in­

dicated by dots ... 
Widow and Her Child,- 36 
One child column 1, 

another column 2. 
The Noble Neighbour, - 37 
Get a companion to read 

the small type before 
you repeat. 

Through a Stormy Way, 43 
Friends might join in 

singing the two ver-
ses of hymn. 

John Three Sixteen, - 44 
Might be divided be-

tween four boys. 
Only a Beggar Lad, - 56 
Two reciters divide at •• • 
Bob, the Cabin Boy, - 61 
Divide between three or 

four boys, 

PAOll 

My ; or, The Shepherd 
Laddie, • - - 65 

Three members of one 
family, or different. 

The Inquiry, - 72 
Four boys or four girls, 

as noted. 
God Wan ts the Children, 76 
For a s1irriog boy and girl. 
God is Love, - 102 
Nine little ones with 

cards and letters. 

Pieces with Objects. 
Jamie Douglas, 8 
A Scotch thistle or piece 

of tartan could be 
shown or worn. 

The Bairnie's Feet, - 13 

Text at foot on card­
board could be held 
in hand. 

The Friend of Africa, - 17 
Two little boys could 

bold black map of 
Africa ; one repeat 
column 1, and other 
column 2, both join-
ing in last four lines. 

The Old Bible, - 25 
A good big Bible in hand. 
The Sure Bank of Zion, 29 
Bible with Note sticking 

out. 
Brave Joe Sieg, - - 31 
Place model railway 

engine on tahle. 
A Mite Song, - 40 
Hold up a penny and 

few ribbons. 
Two Bra v'e Miners, - 41
Miner's lamp on table 

or in hand. 
Betty's Quilt, - 47
Pieceofpatchworkquilt. 
A Religion of Four 

Letters, - 52
Card with DO in black 

on one side, and DONE 

in red on tbe other. 
Show words as they 
come. 

Umbrella Faith, - - 54 
A good old-fashioned 

gamp. 
Willie's Letter, • - 57
Envelope with scrawled 

address. 



BOYS AND GIRLS BOOK 
OF-

BALLADS, PQEMS, AND RECITATIONS. 

FOR REPETITION AT HOME AND SCHOOL. 

ONLY A· LITTLE CHILD. 

11 SUFFER LITTLE CHILDREN, AND FORBID THEM NOT, TO COME UNTO ME" (Matt. 19. 14). 

l 'M only a little
child, 

Just six years old 
to-day, 

I don't know very 
much, 

But I ha, e learned 
to pray. 

And I have learned 
to trust 

In Him who died 
for me; 

He put my sins away 
While hanging on 

the tree. 

God says in His own 
Book 

That if I do believe 
In Jesus that I shall 

Eteroallifereceive. 
That I shall go to 

heaven, 
That bright and 

happy place; 
I' 11 never be sick 

there-- [face. 

His arms so kind and 
strong. [head 

And on each little 
He gently laid His 

bands 
And words of bless­

ing said. 
He's just the same 

to-day, [sky, 
He lives above the 

He loves us just the 
same, 

And helps us when 
we try 

To please Him all 
day long. [play, 

At lessons or at 
Heseesall tbatwedo, 

And bears all that 
we say. 

I wish that every one 
Would trust in 

Jesus, too, 
He'd make them, ob, 

so glad, 

I '11 see my Saviour's "llE LOVES ue JTBT 'l'DI>. BAll"E," 

And giv e them 
heartsquite new. 

I'll never sin up there 
As I do of ten here, 

I '11 never cry again, 
Nor ever have a fear. 

When Jesus lived down here, 
He loved the children so, 

He bade them come to Him 
That round them He might throw 

7 

Hearts t11at would love the Lord, 
And bate all sin and wr0ng, 

l·Ie'd save and keep them, too,
For He is wise and strong.

And when He comes ngnin, 
He'Jl take us all away 

To His fair home above, 
Where it is always day. E. J. M. 



JAMIE DOUGLAS-A LITTJ.JE SCOTTISH HERO. 

• TWAS in the days when Claverbouse 
Was scouring moor and glen, 

To shake, with fire and bloody sword, 
The faith of Scottish men ; 

They made a covenant with the Lord, 
Firm in their faith to bide, 

Nor break with Him their plighted troth 
Whatever might betide. 

The sun was nearly setting 
When o'er the heather wild, 

And up a narrow mountain path, 
Alone there walked a child. 

He was a bonny, blithesome lad, 
Lithe, and full strong of limb; 

A father's pride, a mother's love, 
Were fast bound up in him. 

His bright blue eyes glancedfear­
less round, 

His step was firm and light; 
What was it underneath his plaid 

His little hands grasped tight? 
It was the bannocks which that morn 

His mother made with care 
From out her scanty store of meal, 

And now, with many a prayer, 
Had sent Jamie, her only boy, 

A trusty lad and brave, 
To good old Pastor Tam mas Roy, 

Now hiding in yon cave, 
For whom the bloody Claverhouse 

Had hunted long ii:, vain, 
And swore he would not leave that glen 

Till auld Tam Roy was slain. 
So Jamie Douglas went his way 

With heart that knew no fear, 
He turned a great curve in the rock, 

Nor dreamed that death was near ; 
But lurking there were Claver's men, 

Who laughed aloud with glee. 
He turns to flee, but all in vain; 

They drag him back apace 
To where their cruel leader stands, 

And set them face to face. 
The cakes concealed beneath his plaid 

Soon tell the story plain. 
•• 'Tis old Tam Roy the cakes are for,"

Exclaims the angry man.
11 Boy, lead me to his biding place,

And I will let you go."

But Jamie shook his yellow curls, 
And stoutly answered, .. No." 

" I'll drop you down the mountain side, 
And there among the stones 

The old gaunt wolf and carrion crow 
Shall battle for your bones." 

And in his brawny, strong right 
) hand,= He lifted up the child, 

And held him o'er the clefted 
rock, 

A chasm deep and wi Id. 
So deep it was, the trees below 

Like willow wands did seem ; 
The poor boy looked in frightened 

maze-
It seemed some horrid dream. 

He look�d up to the sky above, 
Then at the men near by ; 

Had they no little ones at home, 
And could they let him die? 

But no one spoke, and no one stirred, 
Or lifted hand to save 

From such a fearful, awful death 
The little lad so brave. 

u It's waefu' deep," he shuddering cried,
" But, oh, I canna tell;

Sae drop me doon there if ye will, 
It's nae sae deep as hell." 

A childish scream, a faint, dull sound; 
Oh, Jamie Douglas true! 

Long, long within his lonely cave 
Shall Tam Roy wait for you. 

Long for your welcome coming, too 
Waits the mother on the moor, 

And watches and calls, u Come, Jamie, lad," 
Through the half-open door. 

No more adown the rocky path 
You'll come with fearless tread, 

Or on the moor or mountain take 
The good man's daily bread; 

But up in heaven the shining ones 
A wondrous story tell, 

Of a child snatched up from a rocky gulf 
That's no' sae deep as heU. 

And there with all the saved at last, 
For ever blessed and glad; 

His mother dear and old Tam Roy 
Shall meet their bonny lad. s.



THE STARLESS CROWN. 

W
EARIED and worn with earthly care, 

I yielded to repose, 
And soon before my raptured sight a glorious 

vision rose ; 
I thought, while slumbering on my couch in 

midnight's solemn gloom, 
I heard an angel's silvery voice, and 

radiance filled my room; 
A gentle touch awakened me; a gentle 

whisper said: 

"Arise, 0 sleeper, follow me," and 
through the air we fled; 

\Ve left the earth so far away that like 
a. speck it seemed,

And heavenly glory, 
calm and pure, across 
our pathway streamed. 

Still on we went ; my 
soul was wrapt in 
silent ecstasy i 

I wondered what should 
meet mine eyes, and 
whattheend would be; 

I knew not how we 
journeyed through the 
pathless fields of light, 

When suddenly a change 
waswrought,and I was 
cJothed in white; 

Had gained the object of my hopes-that 
earth at length was past. 

And when in solemn tones He said, 11 \Vhere 
is the diadem 

That ought to sparkle on thy brow-adorned 
with many a gem? 
I know thou bast believed on Me, and 

life through Me is thine; 
But where are all those radiant stars 

that in thy crown should sbine? 
Yonder thou seest a glorious throng, 

and stars on every brow, 
For every soul they led to Me they wear 

a jewel now. 
And such thy bright reward 

had been, if such had 
been thy deed, 

If thou had sought some 
wandering feet in paths 
of peace to lead, 

Thou wert not called that 
thou shouldst tread the 
way of life alone, 

But that the clear and 
shining light that round 
thy footsteps shone 

Should guide some weary 
feet to My bright borne 
of rest, 

\Ve stood before a city's 
wall most glorious to 
behold, 

THE BR1Tl8B CROWN And thus in blessing those 
around, thou hadst thy­
self been blessed." 

will fade loto lnslrnificancc In the ll11ht of the h .. ;iveolv crown 
.. hen" they th.ot rum m3ny to ri�htcou,ueush;,II shine 

as the stars for ever and eYer" l DAn. 12, 31. 

We passed through gates of glistening pearl, 
o'er streets of purest gold ; 

It needed not the sun by day, the silver moon 
by night; 

The glory of the Lord was there; the Lamb 
Himself its light; 

Bright angels paced the shining streets, 
sweet music filled the air, 

And white robed saints with glistening crowns 
from every clime were there, 

And some that I had loved on earth stood 
with them round the throne, 

"All worthy is the Lamb," they sung, the 
glory His alone. 

But fairer far than all else beside, I saw my 
SAVIOUR'S face, 

And as He gazed He smiled on me with 
wondrous love and grace. 

Lowly I bowed before His throne, o'erjoyed 
that I at last 
B 9 

The vision faded from my sight; the voice 
no longer spake; 

A spell seemed brooding o'er my soul which 
long I feared to break; 

And when at last I gazed around in morning's 
glimmering light, 

My spirit felt o'erwhelmed beneath the vision's 
awful might. [ still dwelt below; 

I rose, and wept with chastened joy that I

That yet another hour was mine my faith by 
works to show, [dying love, 

That yet some sinner I might tell of Jesus' 
And help to lead some weary soul to seek a 

home above. 
And now, while here on earth I stay, my 

motto this shall be, [ died for me!' 
cc To live no longer for myself, but HIM who
And graven on my inmost soul I'll wenr His 

truth divine, [the stnrs shall shine. 11 

"They that turn many to the Lord, bright o.s 



ARCH I BALD BOYLE; OR, 11 IN A VEAR AND DAV.'' 
THISsceneoccurred in Glo.sgow 

land-
A thrilling tale, 'tis true­

Ob I ponder ere you turn away 
Its warning voice to you. 

Some met together io o. club; 
It had a dread( ul name: 

'Twas said it wo.s the" Hell Club," 
They seemed to know no shame. 

Butooeoutsbone his(rieodsin vice, 
His name my title bears ; 

Take warning at his'.solemn end­
Be not among the "tares." 
An annual fes[ivaJ they 

held-: 
Ea ch me m b e r  then 

would try 
In e,•ery daring, dreadful 

feat 
His comrade to outvie. 

And when the time came 
round again 

Io slumbers of the 
night. 

'Twas in a dream God 
showed to him 

A very dreadful sight. 
THE DREAM. 

A lii;:bt wo.s in the distance too; 
They saw at once a. flame, 

With groans and yells of agony 
Too terrible to name. 

But let another sound was heard
0 frantic revelry. 

Could mortal man now tell the tale 
How such a thing could be? 

And then there was an archway 
More gorgeous to behold 

Than all the precious things of 
earth-

Its lustre can't be told. 

He thought be rode his 
own black steed 

Towards his country 
seat, 

---

And in the gloom of that 
dread night 

A stranger be did meet. 
Impeding now his onward 

march, 
He took the reins in 

hand, 
And plainly showed that 

be was one 
Accustomed to com­

mand. 
"It is with me that you must go." 

"And who are you?" reply 
From frightened Boyle. The 

answer came, 
"You'll see that by-and-by." 
The horse be urged to s;,eed away, 

Bot vainly forward flew 
Faster than wind the dreadf ul guide 

Was oo before him too. 
And then be lost his seat and fell; 

He fell, and fell, but where? 
Alas I tbat I must also add, 

To regions of despair. 
To bell itself they hurried on 

'Mid darkness black u night, 
And he wu told the dreadful truth, 

And beard in wild affright. 

He saw some whom on earth he 
A lady sojourned there, [knew; 

And for a moment's space alone 
He rose from dark despair. 

He said that he beheld her form, 
To meet her be was glad, 

And something very strange indeed 
His lips were going to add. 

"Now will you rest awhile?" he 
He wanted pleasure too; [said. 

He could not speak to say the last, 
The record tells us true. 

Now mark the answer that shegnve, 
With solemn thoughts I tell­

Said she. "There is n.o restiug­
place, 

No resting-place iu laell." 
10 

He wan tcd from that dreadful place 
At once to get away. [al{ain 

"Go," said the gut1e; "you' re here 
I" j11st a year and day."

He woke; and for a time he seemec. 
His former life to shun, [blood, 

Yet did not trust the cleansing­
So pardon there was none. 

He vowed a thousand thousand 
To quit the scenes of guilt; [times 

The blood of Christ could shelter 
birn, 

That blood so freely spilt. 
He did not take Christ in 

his heart U Jno. J.11-141, 

'Tis therefore sad to 
say. 

He found lhat be was 
back again 

In just a year at1d day. 

• 

He left the scene with 
dark despair 

Writ on bis fevered 
brow; 

0 what availGod's warn­
ing voice, 

Nohelp awaitshimnow. 
A horse stood by the lone 

roadside 
Of rider he was free ; 

Lying a little distance 
off, 

A stiffened corpse was 
he. 

Ob I leave the scenes of 
open guilt 

Or moral deeds alone 
Oobn 6. 2, 7, 29); 

'Tis Jesus and His pre­
cious blood 

That can for all atone 
(1 Peter 1. 18-21). 

Haste you to hide within the 
cleft, 

The Riven Rock so true; 
His love is now the resting -

place, 
The resting-place for yon. 

I say farewell. The Judgment 
Day (Rev. 20. 11-15) 

Is bast'oing on apace ; 
But ere it comes, ob I don't 

delay, 
Accept the proffered grace. 

And then in heaven bright above 
Shall be your happy lot ; 

His love your portion evermore,
The love that changes not. 
Uohn 3. 16; 2 Cor. 6. 2). A. c 



., I'M JUST A BOY." 
I 'M just a boy, a wee bit

be gaun on nine, 
boy, I'll sune I

['ve toddled to the Sunday schule since ever 
I can min'; 

A wee bit steerin' guid-f or nocht, 
a useless, yelpin' thing­

I couldna read, could scarcely 
speak, but, mind ye, I could 
smg. 

For yince I hea.rd my granny say, 
"'Twas God that gave the 
voice, 

And He didna mind the music if 
we made a joyfu' noise." 

So, though I'm but a boy, and wee, 
I'll praise Him while I can­

Wha kens, I michtna ever be an 
auld, auld man. 

['m just a boy, a wee bit boy, and 
yet I brawly ken 

That boys like me have a' got 
souls, the very same as men. 

And when I watch the sky at nicht, 
and a' the stars I see, 

I sometimes think that every yin 
was yince a boy like me; 

But God, to show His licht an� 
love, has hung them up abune, 

And when He mak's His jewels up they'll 
a' be gathered in; 

I wonder what He'll dae wi' me, I wonder 
what's His plan-

Will I be yin, or will I be an auld, auld 
man? 

l'm just a boy, a wee bit boy, but, mind ye, 
though I'm wee, 

('m auld enough to trust in God, and no 
owre young to dee. 

Far younger boys than me are ta'en-last 
summer there were twa 

I often played wi' at the schule, and noo 
they're baith awa'; 

Twa wee roon hillocks up the brae will show 
ye whaur they've gane-

There mony a time I've slipped awa', and 
sat and grat my lane. 

Of a' that class o' twenty-three, wi' which the 
year began, 

I wonder if there's yin will hP. an auld, auld 
man I 

I 
Though just a boy, a wee bit boy, I've no 

been clear o' care-
It's no the stootest back that gets the heaviest

load to bear. 
Tbe're ups and doons in ev'ry lot, 

but, oh, what peace and joy 
To think that Jesus cares for me, 

although I'm but a boy! 
So when at heart I'm dull, and fou 

o' care and weary worn, 
I think o' Him whose hands and 

broo were pierced wi' nail and 
thorn; 

I dinna think I'd care to see life's 
full allotted span-

My Saviour wasna spared to be an 
auld, auld man. 

N oo, though we're boys, rum, 
steerin' boys, wi' a' our stir and 
din, 

God whiles gets something mair 
oot boys than ever man puts in. 

Some auld heids never seem to 
learn, as aft they fl yte and froon; 

A wee thing pits a laddie up, a 
wee thing knocks him doon ; 

A wee thing turns him ony wey, 
so dinna speak him wrang; 

Tho' hale and hearty here the nicht, ye 
michtna hae him lang. 

In kindly love his wee pairt tak\ and lichL 
his failing scan, 

It tak's a crood o' boys to mak' an auld, 
auld man. 

I see a man, an auld, auld man, at life's 
grey gloamin' fa', 

His e•e is dim wi' age, his hair is whiter 
than the snaw; 

He's lookin' for, but canna. see, the boys he 
kent when young, 

He's listenin', but he canna hear the lilts the 
laddies' sung. 

Life's fading light burns out, and then the 
veil aside is rolled, 

1 I 

The sun gleams bright o'er Salem's towers
1 

the pearly gates unfold; 
They're a' thegither yince again, that doon 

the burnside ran-
The wee bit boy, the brave, strong lad the 

auld, auld man. llflncroa AITKEN,



FAITHFUL UNTO DEATH. 

W
HEN th e Emperor

Licinius was persecut­
ing the Christians in Armenia, 
the thundering Legion was 
stationed at Sebaste. Forty 
men in that legion declared 
tnemselves Christians . . 
whose prayer or faith and 
triumphant end are here re­
corded. 
IT was winter, the snow thickly 

covered the ground, 
'Twas so cold that around our 

bright fire scarce was found 
\Varmth enough to banish the 

chill and the cold; 
A keen frost had commenced, 

which o'er all had firm hold. 
'Twas the time when earth's 

power, whose glory was shame 
Did persecute fiercely those 

who loved Jesus' Name. 
'Twas not their's to sail in 

luxury and ease, 
But they journeyed through 

dangerous, boisterous seas. 

But bark I what is that I what sounds reach 
our ears, 

That makes our hearts tremble, arousing our 
fears? 

As we hear from some lips, we can scarce tell 
from where, 

Jn tones of deep anguish, in accents of prayer, 
'Forty wrestlers have come forth to fight/or Thee, 

May forty wrest-le rs receive crowns of victory." 
What mean these sad words? From whence 

do they come ? 
To enquire we leave the shelter of our warm, 

cheerful home. 

We pa,s quickly along, that cold wintry night, 
As the moon's silvery beams put the darkness 

to flight, 
And at length reach the spot from whence 

comes that cry, 
\Vhere a bright fire is burning, the cold to defy. 
A cottage we see, many soldiers are there, 
Hardened men heeding not the cry of that 

prayer; 
Surrounded by comfort, by food, warmth, and 

wine, 
As around the bright fire in ease they recline. 

We can see on that pool, thickly covered with 
Ice, 

From whence co�s those cries in thal prayer­
ful voice, 

There forty men stand, all oakc<l and cold1(bold. 
Though sore is their trial, their faith makes them 
Our hearts move with pity we in sorrow look on: 
For though shivering wilh cold, their voicc11 

blend as one-
11 Forty wrestlers ltave come fortl1 lo fight for Thee, 
May forty wrestlers rteeave crow11s o/ vicfory." 

Brave men I for the cause of their Christ and 
their God, [rod� 

They are feeling the stroke of their grim tyraot't­
From their homes they'd been taken, from their 

children thrust forth, 
'Gainst the faith of these Christians the soldiers 

were wroth. 
Their clothes were torn from them, and gruffly 

spoke the guard, 
" Save yourselves, foolish fellows, you may 

think it hard, 
But in yonder bright cottage there is food, 

warmth, and wine, (decline." 
Enter in and partake, then your faith you 

Still we linger, as we wonder what will the 
end be! 

Then one leaves the ranks of the brave company. 
Benumbed are his senses,nearlyfrozen to death, 

, He's not faithful to Christ, as with faltering 
breath 
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He denies the Lord's name, and accepts oi 
their fare; 

But is God unmindful of that still fervent 
prayer'} 

11 Forty wrestlers have come forth to fight for Thee, 
May forty wnstlers receive crow11s of victory." 

Their prayer rose to heaven, and God answered 
it too, 

By means most unthought of, His will He can do. 
The captain so moved by their courage and 

prayer, 
Cried, 11 I am a Christian," and commenced 

just there 
To strip off his clothes, went and joine<l io 

the cry, 
That cry so triumphant ascending the sky, 
"Forty wrestlers have come forth lo fight for Thee,
May forty wrestlers receive crowns of victory." 

But fainter and feebler becomes their sad cry, 
The frost does its work, but their spirits soar 

high; 
One by one they sink in the cold sleee of death, 
But the victory is theirs, for with dymg breath 
They cried to their God, Who gave strength 

for the fight; (bright, 
And the martyr's crown they will wear shinio,: 
They will carry the palm, they will join in 

the song, 
Their prayer turned to praises eternity long. 

A, GARDNER, 



THE BAIRNIES' FEET. 

T
WAS winter, and a cold east wind

Swept streets, deserted, bare, 
For none who could a refuge find 

The biting blast would dare. 

The constable who paced the street, 
Longed for the hour to come 

When he might leave his dreary "beat" 
And reach his cheerful home. 

The moon shone brilliantly, 
and well 

Each lurking thing revealed, 
Save where the house-top 

shadows fell : 
There one might be con­

cealed. 

And all unwittingly our friend 
Stepped there to break the 

blast, 
To watch the distant tree-tops 

bend, 
And wish bis duty past. 

\\"hen, lo, a figure came in sight, 
A woman thinly clad; 

Her step was slow, her hair was 
white, 

Her features lined and sad. 

So plainly seen in that bright 
light! 

She pauses, glances round, 
Then stooping quickly, some­

thing bright 
She lifted from the ground. 

With trembling hands, a mo­
ment she 

Her sparkling treasure holds, 
Then thinking there are none 

to see, 
Her apron round it folds. 

But ere a dozen steps she takes 
A strong hand grips her arm, 

A voice that's not unkindly 
makes 

Her pause in swift alarm. 

• 

"I mean no harm, nor wish you ill, 
But duty can't be blind, 

I do not mean to scare you. Will 
You let me see your 'find '?" 

The woman in a timid way 
Unfolds the apron bare; 

What think you in its cresses lay? 
\Vhat had she hidden there? 

A feeble voice said tremblingly, 
"It's jest a bit o' glass, 

I saw it lying in the way,

An' couldna think tae pass. 

I thocht 't wid cut the baimies' 
feet, 

The feet sae sma' an' bare; 
Sae mony rm aboot the 

street 
That lack a mither's care.'' 

Oh, beauteous thought! oh, 
nature sweet, 

That for the II baimies" 
cared; 

And for the little ill-shod feet 
The way of life prepared. 

Have we, who long have trod 
the way 

That upwards leads to 
Heaven, 

Done aught to smooth it day 
by day 

Or help to others given? 

Say! do we scatter thorns 
around, 

And things to grieve and pain? 
Or stoop and lift them from the 

ground, 
And make the pathway plain? 

Oh, as we journey day by day 
To reach the golden street, 

God ·grant we leave naught in 
the way

To hurt the "baimie's feet! 0 

J.A.W.H . 

• 

AND the King shall answer and say unto them, Verily I say
unto you, Inasmuch as ye have done it unto one of the

leut of these my brethren, ye have done It unto Me. 
• 

Matthew 25. 40 . 
• 
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THE TRIAL OF A SINNER. 

Court was formed, all was prepared, 
The Judges took their seat ; 
e Criminal was then brought in 
Chained by the hands and feet. 

" Your name?" Lord Justice sternly asked. 
"A Sinner!'' was the cry. 

"If that be so, then, by the Law, 
You surely soon shall die." 

Then turning to his brother Judge, 
,vho sat on his right hand, 

He asked Lord J'ruth what he did think. 
He said : " The Law's demand." 

Lord Justice said, "We'll sentence pass 
Upon this wicked man," 

,Vhen still another Judge cried out, 
"I know another plan." 

Lord Mercy was the other Judge, 
And this he boldly said : 

"I know of ONE who paid the price, 
And judgment must be stayed." 

"The NAME?" Lord Justice wond'ringasked 
"'Tis JESUS l" came reply; 

" 'Twas He Who bled on Calvary 
And came for man to die." 

The Court was bushed and silence reigned, 
Till, with triumphant voice, 

The prisoner cried, " Then I am free, 
For JESUS is my Choice!'' 

Lord Justice then, with smiling face 
And voice which told of glee, 

Gave orders to unlock the chains, 
And set " A Sinner" free. D. s.

THE SINNER'S DREAM. 

•• God speaketh once, yea twice ... In a dream, in a vision of the night, when cleep sleep falleth

on men" (Job 33. 14, 15). 
HE Church bells were hushed, for 

the night-cloud had lowered, 
And the sentinel stars set their 

watch in the sky; 
The worshippers slept on their 

beds, overpower'd 
Bytbe Sabbath's long weariness, 

joyless, and dry. 
When reposing that night on my 

pallet of ease, 
By the fear-scaring faggots of hopes brigb t 

but vain ; 
At the dead of the gloom came a vision to 

please, 
And thr�ce ere the morning I dreamed it 

agam. 
Methought from life's battle-field's dreadful 

array, [track; 
Far, far I bad roamed on a heavenly 

'Twas peaceful, and sunshine arose on the 
Wijy, 

To the home of the blessed they welcomed 
m·e back. 

I flew to the pleasant fields traversed so 
oft [ was young ; 

In thought and in song when my bosom 
1 heard my own little ones singing aloft, 

And knew the sweet strains that the 
glorified sung. 
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Then drank we the joy-cup, and fondly I 
vowed 

From that home and my gathered ones 
never to part ; 

My little ones kissed me-a blest happy 
crowd, 

And Heaven was mine in my fulness 
of heart. 

"Stay! stay with us-. rest, thou art weary 
and worn," (stay ; 

And fain was the joy-dreaming spirit to 
But sorrow returned with the dawning of 

morn, [away. 
As the voice in my wakened ear melted 

Alas ! for the dream of the sleeping pro­
fessor, 

For the dream through a lifetime of 
heaven and joy; 

0 dreamer, awake I be of grace a possessor>

Ere the waking of death ·shall thy vision 
destroy. 

Awake I and the Christ of the blest resur­
rection, 

The Christ of the Cross, where He died 
for man's sin, 

Will give thee a title that knows no re­
jection-

No dream I but blood-saved thou shalt 
surely pass in. w. L. 



THE DRUMMER BOY. 

C
OME, listen all, both great and small,

Please ponder while I tell 
The story of a drummer boy 

\Vho loved his Saviour well. 
He served for home and country too, 

Till wounded sore he lay, 
Upon the Field of Gettysburg, 

After a dreadful fray. 
He opened wide his bright, blue eyes, 

Ah ! what could others do? 
Perhaps he had a mother 

·whose love was deep and true.
His arms and legs were shattered 

Amid the battle's strife, 

I 

f /J, 

• ' # � 

They must be amputated 
To try and save his life. 

The chloroform they now would give, 
But, no! he did demur; 

The surgeon's knife he must endure, 
For such he would prefer. 

Then would he have some brandy? No! 
He promised long ago 

That he would never taste a drop, 
'Twould grieve his mother so. 

He said, I may be called away, 
\Vould you have drink i� me? 

When summoned straight to meet my God, 
His glorious face to see. 

God will strengthen me I know, 
Was Charlie's Coulson's cry, 

\Vhen in that dire extremity 
He trusted God on high. 

And he was strengthened at the 
time, 

The agony to bear; 
Oh ! blessed Jesus help me now, 

·was the uplifted prayer.
And five days after that, I learo

1 

His spirit took its flight, 
To dwell with God above the 

skies, 
In realms of love and light. 

He prayed, and asked his God 
to bless 

And save the surgeon Jew; 
The God wco answered his 

� 
request 

� Became his Saviour too.
- �,,,, - • I now appeal to all who read 

Or hear this touching tale ; 
Will you take Jesus as your 

Friend, 
tc�.� And through His blood prevail? 

• -=- __ He made your peace with God- -
alone, 

\\'hen on the Cross He bled ; 
Such was His love, His boundless 

love, 
He suffered in your stead. 

Then come at once without delay, 
Take Christ into your heart : 

OIUJU,J"e OOULION', Jl'Otl'N'D ON TBJll JlATT"L!:FTl:LD 01' OE'ITTIB17'80, 

For He will never tum away-­
His love will never part. A.C.
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"THE OPEN DOOH." 

U know the Johrmnry po.vement, with its 
broad cxp..nse of stone, 

With the cupolo. clock overheo.d, nnd the 
stntues CTim nnd lone, 

Crowded and hustling nt mid-dny, bright in thf' 
evening's glare, 

But on this winter midnight, roin-swept, gloomy ar.d 
bare. 

Twelve from the cupola clo1.k, twelve from the clocks 
all round, 

And the lingering boom from Albert Square, with its 
sad, far-reaching sound, 

Not a soul left in the lonely streets, all away to 
shelter and bed, 

And the living, throbbing city, seems like a city dead. 

Tramp I 'tis the prying policeman, searching with 
eatient look-

Turnmg the glare of his lamp on each secret corner 
and nook, 

As if on this winter midnight, with the rain-rush 
teeming <lown, 

nught with the life left in it, would stop on the Bags 
and drown. 

Ha! what is that, then, yonder,-crouched on the 
1teps of stone ? 

A lone child, ragged and foot bare, drenched to the 
. very bone, 

Grasping a pulpy parcel, smeared with the road-way 
mire, 

Every thing cold about him, save two little eyes of fire. 

" Nooe o' your tricks now, youngster I Why arc 
you lurking here? 

fell us your tale straightforward I" (A 1Gb, and a 
glance of fear.) 

I"he child hold■ out the parcel; the hand is covered 
with blood; 

•• Slipped from th�Lon�iihl car 1ir;-p•papen fell
lD the mud." 
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"Father?"-"Aln't got nunc."-"Muther?"-" 1 
reckon ns mother's dead." 

(Policcmo.n thinks of /,is nestling•, safe with .heir 
mother in bed.) 

11 Nothing to get me a lodging "-(he shivered where 
he stood.) 

'' Pnid all my coppers for • specials,' and papers fell
in the mud.' 

" Come I" says the sturdy policeman, and takes the 
child by the arm, 

"Oh, please don't run me in sir; I hasn't done :my 
harm; 

'Tis Gospel truth I have told you; I isn't a thief or 
a liar I'' 

"Nay, come with me my laddie, I'll get thee some 
food and a fire I " 

"Past the hotel oer yonder, and just a street before, 
There s a place where I'll find thee a lodging; they 

call it 'The Opm Door:' 
There's a few good folks who keep it, for just such 

lads as thee,-
Look-there it is, right before thee; go in for thyself 

and see." 

Bliss for the poor starved orphan! the door stands 
open wide, 

It leads to a cheerful welcome, the glow of a bright 
fireside ; 

The wounded hand washed gently, and bound with 
a tender care; 

Dry clothes, and a touch like mother's, to part the 
curly hair. 

Supper that seems like nectar, a verse from the Holy 
Word, 

Ten words of a prayer, as welcome THERE; as the 
grandest Litany beard; 

A snug little berth and pillow, to rest the weary head, 
And God's sweet gift of slumber £.ills on that lowly bed . 

• • • • 

Policeman's wife next morning told me this simple tale; 
(Glanced at her own two youngsters, mother-clad, 

ruddy, and hale), 
Made my hand go to my pocket, to find in ilJ 

scanty store, 
Some little wedge of silver, to help with "The Open 

Door." 
• • • • 

Ohl type of the door of mercy, for ever open and free, 
Of the dear Lord's word of welcome, the loving 

'' Come unto me I" 
For even the vilest sinner, desolate, guilt-stained, poor, 
May come to the God of mercy, a.nd pass through 

" The Open Door." 

Oh I type of the heo.venly city, that stands in the land 
of light, 

Where the pain can never enter, llnd the wrong it 
all set right; 

For the gates of that blest city arc shut not, night or day, 
And the ransomed people enter, and they that cntCJ 

1Lay. E. ff.



THE FRIEND OF AFRICA. 

D
AVID L1v1NGSTONE, African explorer and m1ss10nary, wa� 

born at Blantyre, Scotland, in 1813. From the age of ten 
he worked in a cotton factory; at the same time teaching himself 
Latin and studying natural history. Converted to God in 18 33. 
In 1840 he set sail for the Cape as a missionary. Settling in 
Bechuanaland, he married the daughter of Dr. Moffat in 1844. 
In 1849 he began his explorations by a journey to Lake Ngami; 
in 1856 he discovered the now famed Victoria Falls; in 1859 
Lak� Nyassa; in 1869 Lake Bangweolo, on the shores of which 
he died in 1873. The 29th of April was the last day of his travels. 
At Chitambo's village they laid him on a rough bed, and watched 
over him till at four in the morning of May I st he was found 
kneeling at his bedside cold in death. His followers carried his 
remains to the coast, whence his body was transhipped to Eng­
land and laid to rest in Westminster Abbey in 1874. One of the 

DAVID LIVINosToNE. noblest of Scotia's sons, he did a mighty work for God and man 
in opening up the continent of Africa, preparing the way for mission stations, exposing 
the slave traffic, and carrying the Word of God to the sons and daughters of II darkest 
Africa." 11 Lo, I am with you alway, even unto the end" (Matt. 28. 20). Hy P. 

W
HEN little David Livingstone Farewell to nearest, dearest; 

Was just a boy like me, Farewell to kith and kin; 
Hisyoungheartburnedwithloveforthose The opened door is entered, 

In dark lands o'er the sea. Jehovah shuts him in. 
And many a time he vowed and prayed, Away to gloom and darkness, 

If God should will it so, Away from life and light, 
To take the light of life to them Away into the silence, 

A pilgrim he would go. Away into the night. 

God heard the little factory lad, Away through swamp and jungle, 
A few short summers sped, By foot of man untrod, 

The call came clear as morning, Away through toil and danger 
And this is what it said- To cross, and crown, and God. 

"Go ye to every nation, Alone ! Ah, no, he is not, 
The Gospel light extend, His never failing Friend 

And, lo! I am with you alway, Says, 11 Lo! I am with you alway, 
Even unto the end." Even unto the end." 

He longed to serve the Master What sheaves from that lone furrow! 
With heart and voice and limb- What fields from that lone plough! 

That meek and lowly Saviour, Stand whitening in the sunshine, 
vVho gave His life for him. And ripe for reaping now. 

Not his the paths of pleasure, Up, then, let's claim the blessing, 
Not his the joy of home, The Father's blest II well done." 

Not his the place of honour There are lands for our possessing, 
From far across the foam. There are cities yet unwon. 

That cry from Macedonia Though his pilgrimage is ended, 
He heard; his life, his all Though his voice is still'd for aye, 

He laid upon the altar, That trumpet call for service, 
Obedient to the call- Sounds clear for us to-day-

·• Go ye to every nation, 11 Go ye to every nation, 
The gladsome tidings send, My kin�dom still extend, 

And, lo I I am with you alway, And, lo I I am with you alway, 
Even unto the end." Even unto the end." 

l111pector £.ITKJlN, 



"NOBODY'S SON·'' 
, 

OR, now .. NODODY'S SON .. DEOAME A CHILD OF TUE JUNO.

I
N a prairie home ot the dis, Prayed for God•s care o'er her- Now I'm a wanderer cared for

tant \Vest, self and her babe, by none; 
Where tbe glorious sun bad She claimed both His power Lady, pray God for me-

sunk to rest, and His promise to save: 'N onoov's SoN.'" 
A young mother rocks her baby Theo rising, sat down, with He is gone. Oh,joy, she kis11es 

to sleep, face bright as day, her babe, While the twinkling stars Though death,perbaps, lay but And glad, happy tears its sweet 
seem a watch to keep. a few feet away, features lave; 

The warm, ruddy glow of Then strong in her faith 
the pine tree's blaze she pleads once again 

Falls soft, red, and bright For the sinning soul-nor 
on the infant's face; pleads she in vain. 

And the mother smiles as
she sweetly sin�s, 

And with tireless foot still
the cradle swings. 

Far from his dear ones, in
yon distant town, 

The husband and father
to rest lies down; 

Dreams he of home? see,
he smiles in his sleep; 

He prayed ere be slept: 
"Almighty will keep." 

Now, softly at last the
fringed curtains droop 

O'er baby's bright eyes, 
and mother must stoop 

To tuck in once more her
treasure so weak, 

When I what is the sight that
blanches her cheek? 

Scarce hid from view by the
drapery spread, 

A hob-nailed boot in the light
gleaming red ; 

Ab I well may she start, tremble,
and turn pale. 

Well may her young heart in 
wild terror quail. 

But just for a space: her eyes 
glaociog wild 

Read this oa the wall- 11 As a
father doth .. :child, 

So God pities those who fear
Him and love"-

She is calm: GOD cares, HE
looks rlown from above. 

Then k�eeTing r1ght th�re by
that httle bed, 

She prayed with sort voice that
many be fed 

To Christ, and that they who
medltate crime· 

Would torn aod repent while
yet there w�s time. 

A. SETTLEn's RO)fE DI THE WEST, 

A movement I She turos her 
eyes from the sight, 

The robber comes forth, and
stands in the light; 

His eyes shine· like coals, his
rough fists are clenched : 

Ab! hope now for life and 
mercy is quenched. 

He speaks, and his voice is
husky and low, 

" I beard you," he said, " a
moment ago, 

Pray for protection from vil­
lains like me; 

That prayer is answered
already you see. 

"Ah, do not look scared, by
God, whom I've spurned, 

You nor your baby by me 

Some years pass away,'tis
a crowded place, 

A great preacher tells ot 
God's matchless grace 

In sa viag a sinner covered
with sin, 

And using a prayer this 
wanderer to win. 

And one who is there, in
that buildin� vast, 

Is listening gladly, with
heart beating fast; 

"A wonderful tale, this, I
have to tell," 

He says, but she knows
each word of it well. 

And when all is over, with haste 
she doth seek 

To interview him-he turned
round to speak: 

One look, one glad look of joy
and delight, 

He holds both her hands­
" Yo" heard me to-night. 

"God bless you," he cried,
" your prayers, heard in
heaven, 

Are answered-I am a soul 
now forgiven; 

You led me to Jesus, to God
you did brio� 

Poor • Nobody's Son,' I'm the
child of a King. 

shall be harmed i " God bless you for aye, yoo 
But, lady, ob, pray each day led me to Light, 

while you've breath, Darkness and horror were o'er 
For one who to-night was me that ni1?ht, 

planning your death. But thou in God's bands, thou 
11 Ooce I was pure a1 tlie babe noble and good, 

by your side, I Stood 'twixt me and bell, aod 
My_ mother prayed too, but my led me to God." 

mother died; I BL100. J, A. w. HUHLTON. 
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MARCELLA OF ROME. 

'TWAS morn on Roma's seven hills, 
Where the marble city shone, 

The dewy grape and golden fig 
Bedecked the Cresar's throne; 

And in a dark and gloomy cell 
A maiden lay alone. 

She had seen the last bright sun arise 
On the mountain snow at dawn, 

She had looked her last upon the hills, 
Where the peasant bound the corn; 

She was to die, for her Saviour's sake, 
That fair Italian morn. 

The lions, fettered with iron chains, 
Were struggling to loose their bands, 

And thousands were thronging to the hill 
,-vhere the Coliseum stands; 

And Italy wore her summer garb, 
The queen of the southern lands. 

So they led the death-doomed maiden forth, 
In the burning heat of day ; 

She passed the silent forum down, 
And saw the boys at play, 

She watched again the rainbow hues 
In the fountain's crystal spray. 

It seemed as though that drear walk's end 
Would never, never come; 

But they reached the shouting crowd at last, 
And pass the arch's dome, 

And Marcella knows her weary soul 
\Vill soon be safe at home. 

" Let them come!" the emperor gave com­
mand, 

From his costly marble stair, 
"Let loose the lions' chains, and bring 

The Christians to their lair." 
"Let them come," resounded the angel host, 

"There are palms for them to bear!" 
The maiden fixed her glorious eyes 

Upon the blue, blue sky; 
She saw the jasper walls, and heard 

The angel song sweep by, 
And in a holy, fearless calm, 

Marcella stood to die ! 
Ah, hush ! a roar of thunder wild­

The kings of Nubia's -plain' 
Rush all across the shining sand, 

With loosened band and chain: 
Martyrs, sing pn; they come, they come, 

To raise a heap of slain I 

Proudly the victor lions stood, 
When the cruel fight was striven, 

Proudly the emperor walked the sand, 
\Vhere the martyr's blood was given; 

And Marcella bore her olive branch 
Through the golden streets of Heaven. 

Now stand the Coliseum's walls, 
Silent, and cold, and drear; 

The vine adorns its moss grown stones, 
And the lowly maiden-hair. 

All is so calm, that who would deem 
Thousands had suffered there? 

Still stands the grated cell, wherein 
The Nubian lions lay; 

The seats of senators and chiefs 
Are crumbling with decay, 

But the music of the martyr's song 
Shall never die away! E. H. TRITTON. 

"TN 4 'ROLT P'BAnLKl!I ou.w . .i,ntct.e.A ITOOD TO or•" 



THE FERRYMAN. 

LITTLE river was running 
along, 

i--_.�
.,.. At the foot of some rugg-ed 
, hills, 

� Its shallowy bed soon deepen'd 
and spread, 

From streamlets and runnels 
and rills. 

But it sped, and it sped, o'er its gravelly bed, 
And was very soon lost to sight, 

Till torrents and tides, from the mountain sides, 
Added strength and increasing might. 

The modest rivulet now became 
A river both wide and deep ; 

Sometimes it would be like an angry sea, 
And then like a babe asleep. 

A cottager, with his thrifty wife, 
And Mary, h1:) fair-hair'd child 

{Save a ferryman old in the neighbouring wold), 
Were the only ones in the wild. 

But Jesus within the cottar's walls, 
Was honour'd and loved and known; 

And there they were blest, and had sweeter rest 
Than those who possess a throne. 

And their little Mary was early taught 
In that wondrous tale of grace, 

\¥hat Jesus has done-and the triumph He won, 
When He stood in the sinner's place. 

The father each morn at early dawn, 
The river was ferried o'er ; 

Ascending the hills to the distant mills. 
Where he toil'd for his daily store. 

One night the wind in its fitful gusts 
The river was blowing o'er-

From mountain and plain came the pelting rain, 
Besieging the cottage d�or. 

"Over I oh, ferryman I over, ho I"

(Two sorrowful hearts rejoice i) 
"' Oh I ferryman, ho I" "The wind doth blow, 

Ilut I know /Ital is father's voice." 

They stood at the door with straining eyes, 
And poor little Mary cried-

,., For my father dear, I am full of fear, 
For 'tis dark on ti� ollter side." 

And so they stand, and they watch, and pray, 
Till they hear there's a lull in the blast ; 

Ah I what is that sound? 'tis the boat aground, 
And father is home at last. 

Soon after this strange and eventful night, 
In the crib with its little bed, 

The fair-hair'd girl, with a strange wild whirl, 
Was rollin11 hf'r aching bead. 
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In vam the Doctor attempts to stay

The fever now running high ; 
Wilh a shake of the head, to the mother he said, 

"Your dear little girl will die I"

One night as they sat by her little crib, 
Hope's earliest glimmer to trace ; 

From her slumbers she woke, and a faint smilo 
broke 

O'er the poor little pallid face, 

As she stretch'd her white and wasted arms, 
" Dear father and mother," she cried, 

"Oh I lend me your hand, for see where I stand, 
I'm come to the river side." 

"You are not by the river, de::i. r child," said they, 
As they felt her fever'd head ; 

"You're at home in the cot, in the much-loved 
spot, 

You're safe in your own little bed." 

"The Ferryman's there in His beautiful boat, 
How swiftly He's coming along ; 

And such songs I hear, so sweet and so clear, 
They come from a heavenly throng." 

The father and mother began to see 
The drift of their little one-

That she lean'd on the love of the S�viour above, 
God's well-beloved Son. 

"And isn't it dark on the other side, 
As it frequently is down here?" 

"No, father; the light is so pure and bright, 
And the river is calm and clear." 

"And can my Mary see right across, 
With never a cloud between?" 

"Yes, father, yes ; and the river seems less, 
And yonder's a beautiful scene." 

"And whom does my Mary, my darling, see, 
Stand there on the opposite shore?" 

"A beautiful One, who shines like the sun ; 
I never saw such before." 

They silently gaze on the dear little one, 
Upon whom they so lovingly dote; 

" He comes 1 mother dear, He's coming so near, 
l'm ready lo step in Hi's boat /11 

A smile, and a movement-a raising of hands, 
"The Ferryman's Jesus I 11 she cried ;

They raise up her head, but her spirit has fled, 
Site ltas pass'd lo tire oilier .sid4. 

The Lord knew the trust of that dear little heart, 
That of trouble she fear'd not a wave; 

And why should she fear, with her Saviour s, 
near, 

So willing-so mighty to save t 
c. c.



THE PASSOVER IN EGYPT. 

A
W AKE l arise I ye Israel• Deliverance is near; [ites! "'- .The time appointed of the Lord, �

II For Exodus is here. �!11 l�\1 j , 

r
,. - ,....,.--

.c-;--7.J. �:,, &'� -� 
I ' � ' 

In vain the plagues on Egypt �\111./J �j [i\lj fell, I /1 hill �1 ( The tyrant's grip grew fierce, 111 1,' ,,,, I' , =---��Till astheJudgeJehovahcame, t).� '�'� 
Moved by His people's tears \i\' If, . tBut judgment calls for justice • �i'�1l1 stern, r,(, JAnd Israel's sins abound; How shall this guilty host beplaced Upon redemption ground? 

The everlasting covenant Revealed at Adam's fall- �._.:;_
11 In Christ all nations shall .--be blessed," Tkis shall secure them all. 

Ye fathers, haste ye to the flock,Draw out a spotless lamb; And till the fourth sweet eventideIts fate to all proclaim. 
Tell them the Just and Holy GodRequireth death for sin, The Promised Land shall those defiledIn no wise enter in. 
Then point them to the Lamb, and say," Ere long the Lamb of God Shall for our sins atonement makeBy shedding sinless blood." 
Then slay the Lamb, and stain with bloodThe posts around each door-
11 Where'er I see the blood,'' saith God,"E'en there will I pass o'er." 
Hark ! on the silent midnight air,Loud wails of terror burst ; The proud, disdain{ ul tyrant wakesTo find his gods accursed. 
There lies his firstborn stiff and cold,The light of Pharaoh's eyes; In every house the firstborn's slain,And cries of anguish rise. 

But moonlit homes on Goshen's plain,In peace and safety stood; Justice was satisfied to see Them sheltered by the blood.
21 
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Arise ! go forth ! yeIsraelites ! Jehovah leads the way; Your ransom price is paid, go forth,And ne'er forget this day!
Another storm ol judgment hastesOn Time's swift wing to all; When sinful men, to cover them,On hills and rocks will call. 
Atoning blood from holiest veinsRedeems us from that curse; Believe it I Christ our PassoverIs sacrificed for us. Behold ! behold the Lamb of God,\Vho takes our sins away ; He bore the curse, and died the death,Our ransom price to pay ! 
Nor gold nor silver could redeem,And save from wrath to come God's spotless and unblemished LambMust with His blood atone. O haste thee to the Lamb once slain INow set at God's right hand; Then in His spotless righteousness,Accepted thou shalt stand. 
And in the day of Judgment, whenThe Lamb in wrath will come, Through faith in Him thou shalt escape TheChrist-rejector'sdoom. LCCY ou:is

I 



A TRUE TALE OF A MOTHER'S LOVE. 

N aged woman, with wen.ry feet, 
Was seen to wander from street to street; 
Her travel-stamed garments, sadly worn 
In many a part to rags were torn. 

"IN WARDS, WHIUI.E Tlt.B SICK AND THE SUFFERING LAV, 
HER ,.ALTERING FOOTSTEl'S A'r TIMES WOULD STRAY." 

7T POOR old woman, with rai;ged and travel-slllined gar­
c/1 menu, had been frequently ob,crved in the poorest p:iru 

of Boston in quest of some object. Now �he lingers at 
Lhc •• aaloou" doors. Again she is seen in the hospital wards 
by t.he aide of the patients' beds, eac:crly sc:rnnin� their features. 
She has been noticed in the police couns edging her �:lY as 
close to the railings as she could get, shading her eyes w11b her 
wrinkled hands, amdously g:uing at each prisoner as he was 
brought in for trw. When the culprits had come and gone, �he 
was at times overheard saying," He ain't tbc:re; well, I'm gl:id 
of 1b.aL •• 

One evening she took an ho�pitaJ nurse into her confidence, 
\)n beinc a.�ked 1o1·hom 1hc had been so dilii.cntly seeking, the 
old lady lowcn:d her voice and sa.id, "I'll tc:11 Jl(IU. I don't 
,ell.en Le.II any one, but I'll tell J'""· I'm looking for my 10n, 
but he ain't here." 

W,pinc the tean from her eye111 1be proceeded : "I ain't seen 
him for ao yean, but I'd know him. l'm bis own mo1hcr, you 
11'-e. Ob I I'd know him, if I could t11tly ace him. No; it 
ain't no use to rive his name; it ain't the same one wl11:o be 
•u m1 baby a.lid innoo,nL • 

'2'2 

When summer, with brilliant blazing gleam, 
Dissolved all strength in the noontide ln.am, 
Unheeding the sultriness and glare, 
She travelled her daily rounds with care 

When bitterly winds of winter blew, 
And most to their cosy fireside drew, 
She still was seen pursuing her way, 
Howe'er inclement might be the day. 

She haunted each alley, court, and street, 
As if expecting sohm ONE to meet; 
Her searching eye and attentive ear 
Was keen to notice, was quick to hear. 

Oft lingered she by the gay saloon, 
Where feet kept time with the lively tune, 
To scan each face as they came or went, 
With earnest glance and with grave intent. 

She mingled in every busy crowd, 
And often was heard to say aloud-
" Ah ! me, it is not THE ONE I seek," 
While crystal drops stole adown her cheek. 

Sometimes in the court of law she took 
Her mournful stand, and with eager look 
\Vould gaze till at last the dock was clear, 
Then murmur, "I'm glad HE is not here." 

In wards, where the sick and suffering lay, 
Her faltering footsteps at times would stray; 
From bed to bed she would softly pace, 
And carefully scrutinize each face. 

One day, a kind nurse said, "May I ask, 
My friend, why you still pursue this task, 
Whom do you expect to find in here, 
For whom do you now let fall that tear?" 

She paused a moment, and deeply sighed, 
Then to the query at length replied-
" I seek MV SON, and for twenty years, 
Sometimes in hopes, and sometimes in fears, 

"Unceasing have tried his steps to trace, 
Have hungered in heart to see his face. 
He once was my pride, my hope, my joy, 
And still 1s my loved, though wander-

ing, boy. 



A TRUE TALE OF A MOTHER'S Lovr::. 

11 You ask for his name? he bears not now 
The one he bore when I kissed his brow, 
When sitting an infant on my knee, 
Or gathering wildflowers o'er the lea. 

11 He is not now what he used to be, 
But that does not change my love, you see; 
Though prisons may brand n1c; brow with 

shame, 
My heart still beats for him all the same." 

Then whispering the name by which he went, 
Her tottering steps once more she bent 
To wander again, for her v.o rest, 
Till she clasps her lost one to her breast. 

E'er next morning dawned, the bell was rung, 
And back the �::ic;pital door wa:; swung; 
The old woman had that night been found 
Alone and ill on the cold damp ground. 

A few hours more and life's tale was told, 
But e'er her thin lips in death were cold, 
She said to the nurse, "Tell him from me 
That for twenty years I've seached to see 

" His face: that I could not forget my boy, 
Without him could know no rest or joy; 
And tell him of God's great love divine, 
A love that is tenderer far than mine." 

�he ceased, and her spirit passed away 
From its feeble and worn-out house of clay. 
God grant that mother and son may meet, 
And mingle their praises at Jesus' feet; 

Whose love once made Him a wanderer here, 
And caused Him many a sigh and tear, 
And led Him at last to Calvary's tree-
What love, lost sinner, besto\\'ed on thee. 

No mother's love can with His compare, 
But faintly it shews His tender care; 
A life was required, His own He gave, 
That guilty and lost ones He might save. 

He once was dead, but He lives again, 
And soon will return o'er earth to reign 
With kingly gl(?ry, and star crowned brow, 
While every knee before Him shall bow. 

Claim Jesus, that Saviour, now as thine, 
Make sure of thy part in love divine; 
Then patiently wait the coming day, 
When He will summon His c;aints away. 

WORKINGTON. /\. W. P. S. 

11 VOU ASK FOR HIS NAME! Hit BEARS NOT NOW 

TIIE ON& IHt DORE WHEN I KISSBD HIS BRUW.� 

71 GAIN 1he lean ran down her wnnklcd c:hcck.s. 
cN "Yes, he got into lruuble. He w:wi't b:ld .i.t heart: 

but he g_ot led away, o.ud-and-and into Stales prison. 
i Jidn't know 1t until lntely. But it don't make :io difTcn:nc:e 
wit11 i..t:1 'c:nu.� l'm his own mother; and ir I could only ,in<I
him, lltltl lell him he's 1:01 two friends left-me and God; we'll 
1tMd right by llim." 

" Uut you haven't told me his name,� s:1id the nurse. 
"Oh I so I bnven'L I s'pose I mu�t. \Veil, he C\lls himself 

--- ; " she whi�pered a name in 1he nurse's c.:ir and :addeci 
'' Tell him tha1 me and God was bis oot friends st iii." 

Af1er 1.hc had unburdened her mind, she went out into the 
1tr1:cts to 5eArch for her prodii;al 50n. Ucfore momin&: ..tu: ,...., 
brouJhl back by two policemen

\ 
who hnd found her sick and

delirious She lived l,u1 ll rew 1oun, and just lie.foni she diN 
,he slowly llllJ sadly 1aid, "Well, I didn't find him, not in I l 
rc1u-.; but rou 11:II him i( he cvm•• be� 1ha1 I lriril IY.Jd to 
lind him, and-nnd tell him th:.t I couldn't forget m:, boy, tnd 
that God hu not foriottcn bim " 



THE CITY OF THE CRYSTAL SE/\. 

·•
1

0ME, rather, mother, .Elsie dear, I like ynu 
near me now, 

For I feel the icy finger laid already oo my 
brow; 

Come near and sit beside me, as my strength is 
failin� fn:.t ; 

Could l only lake you with me, then Death's anguish 
would be past ; 

My Saviour-God is calling me-I know it is IIis voice, 
For you I grieve, but for myself I only can rejoice: 
Ob, do oot weep-forshort the time our parting i:1 to be: 

JV, sluul mu, ,,, tlu Citv of tlu Crystal Sea. 

=•=--s11i..;:;;� 
"I hoped to ttve ror lon�er years, and even now I seem 
At times lo think this death-hed is but a passing dream: 
I gladly would have lengthened out my childhood's 

sunny years, 
I never Irked to heanhi,; earth miscalled a Vale of Tears. 

As winter came and winter went, I never seemed to tire, 
As merrily our voice;; rang around the parlour fire; 
But round that winterhearih now, a vacant seat must be: 

For /'111 K''"'K lo the City 1Jjllu Crystal Sea. 

"I had hoped that, as in years gone by, so still would 
I have been 

A happy joyous playmate upon the village green: 
I had hoped to go in spring-time with my basket and 

my hood, 
To search for yellow primrnses with Elsie in the wood. 
Yes, when spring and early summer came, to pluc:k 

the hawthorn spray, 
And roam o'er banks of wild Rowers throughout the 

livelong day: 
To U.ten to the sin�nfl hirds and humming of the bee; 

For distant u.•r,ud 1/u (.,'1ty of tlu (.,'rystal S,a. 

'' When first upon a couch of pain my throbo1ng bead
WOS laid, 

Thot God might raise me up again, how fervently 1 
prnyed; 

But lie, perhaps, foresaw too well the briar and th< 
thorn, 

Whiclt might, like other wand'ring sheep, my atraytn� 
feet have torn ; 

Too surely would His wisdom know, that with a 
longer life 

I might have proved unequal fortbe battle and the strife 
And therefore the unanswered prayer was all in )av.­

to me, 
So He took me to the City of th, Crystal Jea. 

"And when all this is over, and time has onward 
rolled : 

0 father, mother, Elsie, never think of me as old. 
Never think of me but as I am, without an earthly care. 
No wrinkle on rny forehead-no white-lock in my hair: 
Never think of me as d ymg-never thmk of me as dead, 
But think of me only as by guardian angels led: 

' Yes, think of me, I pray you, as young as now I be, 
A child still in the City of the Crystal Sea. 

"And if at any future time should sorrow be in store, 
Should poverty and sickness come across your cottage 

door; 
Accept of every trial as God's messenger of love 
To raise your hearts' affections tom y better home a bow .. 
A lew short years at farthest, and beyond this scene­

of woe 
We shall meet where partings are unknown, an� 

sorrow cannot go: 
From all temptations' clean escaped '-fro:n all afflic­

tions free, 
Safa for ever in the City of the Crystal Sta 

.. Yes, I'm going to a region which is ever fair and 
bright, 

Where all the blessed angels walk in fields of golden 
light, 

Where the cherubim and seraphim surround the grear 
I AM, 

And the armies of the ransomed sing the praises of 
the Lamb; 

Oh, wondrous thought l this feeble tongue shall soon 
take up the strain, 

And join in 'Worthy is the Lamb-the Lamb for 
sinners slain ; ' 

My dearly loved Redeemer in His beauty I shall see, 
1'/u glory of tht City of the Crystal Sta. 

"Come nearer. come yet nearer, I like you nearmeoow, 
For I feel Death's icy linger slill colder on my brow; 
The angels are all waiting round, I hear my Saviour'! 

voice, 
The gates of glory stand ajar, I cannot but rejoice . 
.My eye-sight fast is dimming- the lengtheoinr 

shadowis fall, 
I dare not longer tarry and resist the Master's call ; 
Farewell I-I may'nt return to you: but you car. 

come to me"--
. 

S/re en/end /lam IIY City if tlu Cr�Jlol Sr.,. 
B, 



THE OLD BIBLE. 

D
EAR treH.:iure mine, with love divine on

every line and page, [age, 
A shining light for little feet, a lamp for hoary 
A. fiery pillar through the night, a guiding

cloud by day,
A heaven-sent manna, fresh and white, to feed 

on by the way, 
A table spread with heavenly bread, a free and 

full supply, [streams are dry; 
Ao ever-cool, refreshing spring, when earthly 
Ab, yes I its riches far outshine the wealth of 

earth's domains-
Tbat'ssometbing for theaulder folks, and some­

thing for the weans. 
She's not a goody, giddy 

girl that lifts her heart 
and says, 

I want to follow Jesus in 
the morning of my days; 

The world has joys and 
pleasures, they may 
seek for them who will, 

The scenes of earth are 
fair and sweet, but He 
is fairer still. 

Ah, yes! though Sharon's 
dewy rose and lily fair 
may be, 

The Chief among ten 
thousand, He is every• 
thing to me, 

For He is mine, and I am 
His - His love my 
heart enchains­

That's something for the 
aulder folks, and some 
thing for the weans. 

He's not a simple, softy 
lad that turns to God 
when young, L defile his tongue, 

And shuns the cup, and never lets an oath 
That gives his first and best for God, the boy 

that dares to know [will not let it go. 
The truth with simple child-like faith, and 
Ah, no I he's not a softy lad, thrice noble is 

the boy [ofbope and joy; 
Who makes his loving mother weep with tears 
What precious, precious promises, for him 

the Book contains-
Tbat's something for the aulder folks, and 

something for the weans. 
God gave not woman grace and charm that 

she might dance and sing, 
And lead the throng that circles round in 

fashion's mazy ring; 
Her angel voice that thrills with song was 

never tuned and framed [never named. 
To captivate the giddy throng where Christ is 
Ab, no I 'twas meant, a gift divine, to tell a 

Saviour'• love, 
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The soul that sings for Him on earth, will sing 
with Him above 

Songs sweet as those the angels sang on 
Bethlehem's starry plains-

That's something for the aulder folks, and 
something for the weans. 

Though sightless are her eyes and dim, 
though earth has Joys no more, 

That dear old pilgrim trusting Christ can 6ee 
the shining shore; 

What circling years have sped since first its 
grand old truths she knew, 

The light that's lit her path so long will guicle 
her safely through. 

. Life's little lamp will soon 
give out, its flickering 
flame burn down, 

Then gloom and night 
will change to light, 
and cross be changed 
for crown; 

Ab, yes ! she knows for 
those in Him a blessed 
rest remains-

That's something for the 
aulder folks, and some­
thing for the weans. 

He is not poor that dear 
old man though short 
bis step and slow, 

Bowed down with age 
and hair made white by 
many a winter's snow; 

He is not blind that aged 
one, ab, no, he still can 
see 

The time-worn page that 
open lies upon bis 
trembling knee. 

His thoughts are not of earthly things, be 
dreams of treasures far [the farthest star, 

Beyond the reach of moth and rust, beyond 
One hour with Christ will far outweigh earth's 

cares and toils and pains-
That's something for the aulder folks, and 

something for the weans. 
'Twas not in mansion made with bands, nor 

palace, tower, or keep, [went to sleep, 
'Twas not on pillows soft as down that Jesus 
'Twas not for praise and gifts from man His 

healing deeds were wrought, 
'Twas not before applauding throngs He lived 

the truths He taught, 
'Twas not where gentle women watched, like 

angels by His side, 
With every comfort earth could give, that 

Christ the Saviour died i 
Ab, no I 'twas on a cruel cross, aa tbla old 

Book explalna- [and the wean1. 
He gave Himself a Ransom £or the uld £olk1 
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T
HERE was a little maid,
And Liizie was her name, 

A bright and happy girl, 
\Vho to her Saviour came. 

5he wasn't happy Lizzie 
When first I did her see ; 

Because she knew not Him 
\Vho saves and sets us free. 

Like most of little girls, 
Her pleasures she did love, 

Which lures them on to death, 
When far from God they rove. 

Her little mind did think, 
Improperly you see, 

That melancholy ones, 
The Saviour's people be. 

A great mistake it was 
For her to think like this, 

For who can happy be 
Like those who have found 

peace. 

Like happy little lambs, 
For whom the Shepherd 

came, 
And brought them to His fold, 

To ever praise His name· 

l often spoke to her
About her precious soul,

O'er which at any time 
The surge of death might roll 

And told her of the way 
That she could rescued be: 

I spoke of Him who died 
On dark Mount Calvary. 

But for a long time she 
Apparently did pay 

But little heed to me, 
And all that I did say. 

dne ev'ning as she passed 
Out from a room, where came 

A lot of little folks, 
To hear of Jesus' name. 

I-I APPY LIZZIE. 

And there they sang and heard 
Of Jesus' wondrous love, 

In coming from on high, 
Our sins here to remove. 

I saw the tear drop then 
Upon her pretty face : 

(0 children to Him come, 
And share His love and 

grace). 

So did aside her take, 
And asked her if that she 

Desired to be saved, 
And "yes/' she answered me. 

And then and there she did 
On Jesus Christ believe, 

As her own Saviour dear, 
Who never will deceive. 

That night Lizzie began 
A happy child to be

1

Because she knew the love 
Of Him who set her free.

And then, till she went home 
To Bliss, "without alloy," 

To speak and sing to all, 
Of Him was her great joy. 

One day she came from school: 
And being very ill, 

They helped her to the bed 
She was destined to fill. 

For many weeks she lay; 
Much sutr-ring was her lot, 

But still amidst it all, 
Bright Lizzie murmured not. 

For, oh I she longed to be 
With Jesus in that home, 

Where pain and suffering cease, 
And death can never come. 

One day when racked with 
pain, 

As on her bed she lay, 
She prayed, "O, Jesus, come ; 

Come quick: take me away. 
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Another day there cam� 
A playmate her to see, 

Who sorry was for her 
Suffering so much to be. 

But Lizzie answered plain, 
Her little surT'ring here 

Was nought beside the pain 
Which Christ did for her bea 

And then sht: told her friend, 
In words of sweet pure faith, 

That she was soon to be 
With Him who conquered 

death. 

And thus she daily sought 
Her old playmates to tell 

To come to Christ, the Lord, 
Who saves our souls from hell 

As Christmas-time came round, 
And boys and girls did spentl 

Their holidays, her soul 
Did from it earth-cage wend 

Yes, wend its way to Him 
Who conquered death and 

hell, 
And takes us safely home, 

With Him for aye to dwell 

They did her body lay: 
On New Year's morning fail, 

Down in a snowy gra,·e: 
Her spirit was not there. 

For surely it was gone, 
A bright New Year lo spend.. 

\Vith Jesus up above, 
Where sin and sorrow end 

Dear children, if you wish 
Happy in life to bf'.., 

In death to be the same, 
And through eternity. 

Then now to Jesus come, 
And trust His precious blood. 

And rest in Him alone, 
As Happy Lizzie did. 

J. P. 



BRAVE ERIC. THE RUSSIAN SLAVE. 

ce: 

'· E.RIC,U the Russian baron cried, 
\Vatching the fading light, 

11 Put to the horses instantly,­
We travel far to-night." 

The carriage brought, he seats himself 
Beside his wife and child; 

Eric leaps up, and dashes out, 
O'er the lone desert wild. 

On, on they sped that starry nigr. ., 
Afar from man's abode, 

\Vhen, to their joy, they reach'd at length 
A post-house on the road. 

-� . 
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"Stay, baron," cried the anxious host, 
"And rest till daybreak here, 

For bitter is the cold to-night, 
Nor plain the road, I fear. 

-

( ' 

'! 

"And, worse than all, the wolves are out, 
Madden'd for want of food : 

This very evening they were heard 
Howling in yonder wood. 

"'Tis only a few nights ago 
They pass'd this very way, 

And yell'd around this house of mine 
All furious for their prey." 
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The baron mused : not for himself 
Had he a single fear; 

But, ah ! his wife and only child 
Above all else were dear. 

'Twas but a momentary paus,:­
The host's advice was sage, 

But any danger he would brave 
To reach another stage. 

Again brave Eric mounts his seat, 
And, grasping firm each rein, 

Swings his long heavy whip aloft, 
And off they start again. 

The wood of Rustoff, dark and drear, 
Lay right beside their track, 

Swarming with fiercest wolves, 'twas said, 
In many a hungry pack. 

'Twas light no longer now; tall pines 
Shut out the starry sky, 

And, starting at each rustling sound, 
They listen'd breathlessly. 

Hark ! Eric bent his practised ear,­
That sound he knew full well : 

It was the pack, afar as yet, 
With their discordant yell. 

Tapping the window from his seat, 
(For now 'twas life or death), 

He told his lord the dreadful truth, 
With quick and 'bated breath. 

The baron bade his anxious wife 
Trust in God's guardian care ; 

She closer clasp'd their little child, 
With many a fervent prayer. 

On came the pack with louder yell, 
On, on the horses strain ; 

But the gaunt wolves are swift of foot, 
And on the travellers gain. 

11 Here, Eric, fire ! " the baron cried, 
11 Aim steadily and low ; " 

And straight the foremost, fiercest wolf 
Lay dying in the snow. 

Their leader dead, the frighted pack 
A moment pa.using stood, 

Then, scared, they sudden darted off 
Into the shadowy wood. 



BRAVE ERIC, THE RUSSIAN SLAVE. 
Ag::un tlley rally, fiercer now, 

A desperate madden'd band ; 
Again another leader falls 

By faithful Eric's hand. 

They pause again, but now no more 
Slink back with sullen scowl, 

But on they come with vengeful teeth, 
And an intenser howl. 

" Haste," to his fell ow Eric cried, 
" One only chance I see ; " 

And straight the trace was cut in twain, 
And the fore-horse set free. 

Poor fated beast ! He scarce had sprung 
One moment frorri the track, 

When into atoms he was torn 
By the infuriate pack. 

But short the respite proved, alas I 
And vain the offering too ; 

The hungry wolves the carcase leave, 
The travellers to pursue. 

After the carriage yet they come, 
Like a resistless flood, 

More madly hunger'd than before, 
Their jaws besmear'd with blood. 

11 Let free the other horse in front," 
Cried Eric, as before :-

The wolves straight tore him to the ground, 
And he was seen no more. 

But better, nobler prey than this 
The wolves now seem'd to crave; 

Was it naught less than human blood 
They were resolved to have? 

He in the distance saw the light 
Of the next post-house plain, 

But how could they the shelter reach, 
If the poor beasts were slain ? 

A thought arose-a horrid thought­
He would, to save his lord, 

Off er himself a sacrifice, 
To satisfy the horde. 

Tapping again the window pane, 
He made his purpose known, 

Commending to his master1s care, 
His wife and little one. 

And !itraight from off his seat he sprung, 
\Vith pistols, to the ground : 

Once, twice, he fired-and from him more 
Escaped no single sound. 

Soothed by their meal of human flesh, 
The pack no more pursued, 

And safe the travel1ers reach'd the inn 
They sighted from the wood. 

There thankfully they pass'd the night, 
But sleep their eyelids fled, 

For Eric's fate inspired their mind 
\Vith less of hope than dread. 

Morn dawn'd at length, and, hurrying back_ 
They soon the proof espied, 

How bravely he had fought for life, 
How certainly had died. 

There, a few paces from the road, 
His pistols, blood-stain'd, lay, 

And marks where he had struggled hard 
To keep his foes at bay. 

His mangled body, limb from limb, 
Had by the wolves been torn, 

And into the black pathl-ess wood, 
By the gaunt creatures borne. 

Thus died poor Eric! and his lord, 
,vhom he had served so well, 

Rear'd a stone cross to mark the spot 
Where he so nobly fell. 

And here, to read this Bible text, 
Still many tearful bend :-

" No man can greater love display 
Than die to serve his friend." 

Sucli love as this, so deep and pure, 
Tl1e world dot/i seldom see; 

But, alz I Cltrist's love was greater far, 
Who died for sinful me. 

For tlue, 0 luedless sinner, llzee, 
He suffer d, bled, and died; 

For tlue He lived a toilsome life, 
For tlzee was crucified I 

For t/ree He drank 1/,e mp of wot, 
; Fi/I'd to tl,e fiery brim,-

Pa11se, and ask solemnly 1/,yself, 
\VHAT DOEST THOU WITH HI IP' 

" 



THE SURE BANK OF ZION. 
1.lnea written on the oover or an old Dible, Written by o. Poor :r.ran llvlnir o.t Dunl1y, OloucutenbJre, 

at Lhe Lime 10 many Bank1 flLlled, November, 1826, 

T
HIS is my never-failing A tbousaod ransomed sinners And if 'twas Moses kept the 

bank, They have no note at all, [fear bank, 
My more than golden store; Because they feel the plague of I'm sure I'd be condemned. 

No earthly bank is half so rich, Are beggared by the fall. [sin, 
How then can I be poor? Though thousand notes Jay 

'Tis when my stock is spent scattered round, [free, 
and gone, AH signed, and sealed, and 

And I not worth a groat, Full many a doubting soul 
I'm glad to hasten to my bank, would say, 

And beg a little note. I fear they're not for me. 
S o m et i m e s  

my Banker 
s m ili n g
says, 

Why don't 
youoften­
er come? 

An d w h en 
you draw a 
little note, 

\Vhy not a 
l a r g e r
sum ?

Why live so 
n i g g a r dl y
and poor, 

Thy bank contains such 
plenty; [pound note, 

Why come and take a one 
When you may have a twenty? 

Nay, twenty thousand, ten 
times told, 

Is but a trifling sum, [me, 
To what my b1nk contains for 

Secure in God the Son, 
Since then my Bankerisso rich, 

No need have I to borrow, 
But live upon my notes to-day, 

And draw again to-morrow. 
I've been a thousand times be­
Andneverwasrejected-[fore, 

Those notes can never be 
refused 

That are by grace accepted. 
Theo let me ask, Have you 

put faith 
In this most precious Word, 

Have you "committed" your 
"own soul" 

To Jesus Christ the Lorcl. 
'Tis only tbose beloved or God, 

Redeemed by precious blood, 
Tbi1.t ever bad a note to bring­

Thev are the gift of God. 

Base unbelief will lead the soul 
To say what is not true; 

I tell the poor self-emptied man 
These notes belong to you. 

Should all the banks in Britain 
break, 

The Bank of England smash, 
Bring in your notes to Zion's 

bank, 
You're sure to get your casq.. 

Nay, if you have but one small 
note, 

Fear not to bring it in; 
Come boldly to this bank of 

grace, 
Tbe Banker is within. 

I'll go a�ain, I need not fear, 
No notes will be rejected; 

Sometimes my Banker gives 
me more 

Than asked for or expected. 
Sometimes l felt a little proud, 

I did things just so clever i 
Perhaps before the day wa■ 

gone 
I felt as poor as ever. 

Sometimes with blushes In my 
face, 

Just at the door I stand, 
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But, ab I my bank can never 
break, 

My bank can never fail; 
The firm-tbree Persons in one 

God, 
J ebovab, Lord of all. 

Sh ould a l l  
the bankers 
close their 
doors, 

My bank 
s t a n d s

� open wide
{ To all the 

c h o s e n  of 
the Lord, 

For whom 
the Sav­
iour died. 

\Ve read of 
one young 
man indeed, 

Whose riches did abound, 
But in the Banker's Book or 

Life 
His name was never found. 

The leper bad a little note, 
"Lord, link up 'will' with 

'can';" 
The Banker paid in ready 

cash, 
And healed the dying man. 

Behold, and see the dying 
thief, 

Hang by bis Banker's side, 
He cried," Dear Lord, remem­

ber me I" 
He got bis cash, and died. 

The heavenly Banker took him
home, 

To everlasting glory, 
For aye to shout His Banker's 

praise, 
And tell his wondrous story. 

With millions more, will you 
be there? 

Redeemed by precious blood 
1 

With Peter, Paul, and Mag• 
dalene, 

And all the saver1 :>f God 



THE HOMELESS BOY. 

1,HE night was dark, the wind
was cold, 

The sleet was falling fast; 
As Tommy Jones, the homeless boy, 

Slow through the snow-storm 
passed. 

A homeless boy he was indeed, 
As one could easy see ; 

Who watched his wistful eager 
gaze, 

Which seemed so void of glee. 

The house be just had left behind 
Could not he called a home ; 

There, wretchedness ancl misery 
dwelt, 

Which caused his steps to roam. 

His neart is sad, as well it might, 
For he had grief to bear, 

And worst of all he had no friend 
Wherewith his grief to share. 

His troubled spirit yearned for rest, 
And yet he could not find 

<\. place in which he could repose 
Or calm bis troubled mind. 

His weary footsteps led him on 
Through lanes and streets un­

known, 
He knew not where to pass the 

night, 
A11-l hope seemed well nigh gone. 

When lot a lighted window met 
His weary languid eye ; 

The door half opened, seemed to say 
Come in, boy, don't go by. 

And what was that he heard within, 
A sound, and oh so sweet ; 

It thrilled all through his little 
frame, 

And made his heart to beat. 

'• I will believe, I do believe, 
That Jesus died for me, 

Andon the cross He shed His blood, 
From sin to set me free." 

V e.s; that was what the people 
sung, 

,There could be little doubt ; 
The words were plain to understand, 

And he could make them out, 

"He died for me," can that be true, 
Can it be really so; 

Who can it be that died for me 
I would 10 like to know? 

Agnin the chorus sounded forth, 
The same sweet words again, 

But living power was in them still, 
That reached his inward pain. 

I'll try and venture in unseen, 
He to himself exclaimed, 

I'll likely hear a little more 
Regarding these strange themes. 

But, just as he had entered in 
The closing words were sung, 

But,ah; thewords that he had heard 
Still in his memory rung. 

'' I will believe, I do believe, 
That Jesus died for me, 

And on the cross He shed His blood, 
From sin to set me free." 

The congregation then dispersed, 
And he was left alone ; 

But Tommy Jones stood pond'ring 
o'er 

These words ot sweetest tone. 

A smile at last breaks o'er his face, 
His heart o'erflows with joy, 

The truth had dawned upon his soul, 
He's now a happy boy. 

His willing heart soon made his feet 
Retrace the road he'd come, 

He's anxious now to tell the news 
To those he left at home. 

His willing feet soon brought him 
thence, 

For though the road was long, 
He cared not now for cold or sleet, 

Since he had learned that song. 

•' I will believe, I, do believe, 
That Jesus died for me, 

And on the cross He shed His blood, 
From sin to set me free." 

These words he kept repeating o'er 
Until he reached the door; 

Then, gently lifting up the lo.tch, 
He glides across the floor. 

Aloud once more the words were 
heard, 

He could not now restrain 
The pent-up feelings of bis heo.rt, 

For silence gave him pain. 

" I will believe, I do believe, 
That Jesus died for me, 

And on the cross He shed His blood, 
From sin to set me free." 
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But what was that he heard outside, 
His drunken father's voice, 

With oaths and curses on his lips, 
Dare he still yet rejoice? 

Rejoice he"would, though dreading 
much 

His angry father's hand, 
He sang it out with trembling voice, 

For oh I the words were grand. 

"What's this?" the angry father 
bawls, 

As staggering in he came, 
"You mean to mock me with a song. 

And one so very lame. 

Get out of this, you starving scamp,•• 
He gruffly to him said, 

And in his rage he lifts his hand, 
And strikes him on the bead. 

Poor Tommy falls upon the floor, 
Stunned by the cruel blow, 

What did the angry father care 
To see his child brought low. 

Poor Tommy sobbed upon the 
ground, 

His strength at best was weak, 
Starvation, suffering, hunger, pain,. 

Had told upon his cheek. 

His quivering lips and trembling 
frame 

Told out their tale of woe, 
He'd never known what kindness was 

Till half-an-hour ago. 
That Friend he'd found is near him 

now, 
The Friend that's ever nigh ; 

To troubled hearts and seeking souls
,. 

Or those about to die. 

But hush, the voice is getting weak,. 

His days will soon be o'er, 
He soon shall see his Saviour's face. 

On that bright happy shore. 
A lonesome weary night or two 

Of tossin� to and fro, 
And then bis spirit took its flight 

From that dark scene of woe. 
" I will believe, I do believe," 

He faintly tried to say, 
But e'er he could his verse repeat. 

His spirit winged its way. 
Ancinowhesingshis Saviour's praise,. 

Where a.II is/lad o.nd bright,
Who whispere comfort to his soul. 

That cold cl.o..rk winter's night. 
J. N. 



BRAVE JOE SIEG. 

I
OT many months ago, dear boys, Joe Sieg 

obtained hi.s chance, 
To do a deed of daring never read of in 

romance. 
He could not bonst of high degree, he only drove a 

train 
From t_own to town, day after day, in sunshine or in 

ram. 
Monotonous you think it ?-yes, a humdrum sort of 

work, 
But yet 'twas just the very kind 'twas dangerous to 

!-hirk. 

Swift ran the train from town to town on this event­
ful day; 

The passengers in laugh and chat beguiled the hours 
away, 

Till one by one the people who were near the win­
dows thought 

A scent of some 
thing burning 
by the passing 
airwas brought. 

'Twa s e n g i n e 
s m o k e  t h ey 
fancied, so the 
windows were 
fast shut; 

Then a glare lit 
up each carriage 
as they entered 
Ber�en Cut. 

From every win­
dow heads were 
thrust to learn 
w h a t  m i g ht 
transpire; 

What is that fearful, piercing cry? "We're Jost 1-
1/u /rain's on fire/ 11 

Six hundred pr,eciou.s .soulr were there, closed in a 
cage of flame, 

A Bame which grew more deadly as it near and 
nearer came. 

"We're lost! can no one save us?" wastheuniversalcry; 
Then Joseph Sieg stepped forward with the simple 

words, "I'll try! 11 

He pulled his oilskin cap well down, and with a long­
drawn breath 

He started on his journey for a stand-up tight with 
death . 

Each eye beheld the hero as he crawled into the 
1moke, 

Which wrapped itaeU around him like a monstrous 
fuoeral cloak ; 
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It shut him from their anxiou1 gaze, ooti1 a burst ot 
flame 

Revealed him creeping oo and on, atill faithfol to hia 
aim. 

But onward still the engine rushed, o.s though 'twoold 
never tire, 

And farther spread the thickening smoke and fiercer 
ran the fire. 

" He'll never do it I we are lost ! " and cries of deep 
despair 

Rose once again upon the breeze, mingled with 
frenzied prayer. 

IC He's bum't to death I " the cry goes op as diea 
their one last hope ; 

How could one feeble man expect with such a foe to 
cope? 

weep. 

But what is this 7 
Hope l i g h ts 
each eye, and 
han d s  a rc 
warmly press'd, 

The fearful speed 
grows slower­
still more slow 
-the train's at
rest.

From out their 
dreadful prison­
house the res­
c u e d  p e o p l e  
leap. 

Wi t h  f e v e r e d  
t h r o a t s  t h e y  
gladly shout, or 
in their frenzy 

No longer do the angry flames their ghastly terror 
spread, 

When •' Where's Joe Sieg?" cried every one ; IC is 
he alive or dead? 11 

Upon the tender's burning mass he Jies in fearful 
throes, 

Strong hands uplift his tortured limbs, how !ortured 
no one knows. 

The red-hot bars have seared his flesh, bis limbs are 
bumt and black, 

Too late bas come the rescue, for his manly head 
falls back; 

Too strong for him hns been King Death, who• 
terrors he has braved, 

He lies Leyond all enrthly 11.id-be dud-and the) 
were SAV&D I ( R,ad Roma,u S· 8.) P B. 



THE STRANGER IN THE CITY. 
(Tbe lncident related In the lollow1n1t vene■ occurred In this city a fow weelu a10, and la well known la detail amons a c1rc11 

of Christian workers. The younit man who IO nobly befriended the orphan In life and in hi■ lut boura, ia one who,.wbile 
1ervin, tho Master in 1eekin& aoul1, earn, hi, bread by the 1weat of hi■ brow.J 

@HERE came to our 
� city a stranger,

And on through the 
crowded street, 

In midst of its peril and 
danger, 

He wandered \Vith weary 
feet. 

av THI PREACHING 011' THI: woao. 

For 'mong these crowds there are none 
to care, 

For this gentle youth so meek, 
The sun aglow in his golden hair, 

The roses yet on his cheek. 

His innocent eyes, so bright, so blue, 
Looking around him all agaze, 

Are wonder-charmed with the scenes so 
new 

He meets in the town's highways. 

For he landed here but yester morn 
From a beautiful island so green, 

An orphan boy-a lamb newly born­
Ah I but '' the Shepherd" has seen 

How he walks our town, and seeks in vain 
For the means to earn his bread; 

With no friend to soothe his fevered brain, 
Or shelter his fair young head. 

A few such days, and his last coin gone, 
How quickly it slipped away! 

Now desolate, hungry, sad, and lone 
He stands among us to-day. 

[ cannot beg; oh I my God, I die, 
He thinks in his dumb despair I 

But He who hearcth before we cry 
Answers that unsaid prayer. 

And guides his feet, though he knows it 
not, 

Through the turmoil and the din, 
ro a ha'len blest-a sacred spot, 

Where many are gathering in. 

And nere, in this dark and direful hour, 
His soul baa awoke to hear 
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The still small voice that comes with power, 
For the Lord Himself was near. 

His eye had followed him all the day 
Through the weary, wet, and cold, 

And now, in His own, His wondrous way, 
He leads him into the fold. 

He had borne our griefs, and wept our 
tears, 

\Vith no place to lay His head; 
But hark I hmv the orphan now He cheers, 

And gives him a home, and bread. 

By the hand of one who there that night 
Is watching the flock with care. 

He sends His message of love and light 
Beyond all thought or prayer. 

And this brother takes him ho!!le with love, 
And succours his every need ; 

While full well, I wot, with songs above 
The angels record this deed. 

This work for the Master he has done; 
That help so freely given 

With Christ-like love, to a suffering one 
On earth, is a bit of heaven. 

So great the gladness that came from this; 
To the worker's heart it seemed 

That he felt, amid it:, wealth of bliss, 
As if he had only dreamed. 

When, lo I a messenger quickly came 
As he sang his song of joy; 

And up in a glow of love's white flame 
He has borne the orphan boy. 

Then what his mission to this our town, 
Thou angel of death, oh say I 

Who came so soon with the starry crown, 
And bore him from earth away. 

Was he sent by Christ that winter night, 
As one of His golden keys, 

To unlock our hearts to know His might 
Of love for "the least of these ? 11 

GLASGOW. A. H. li. 



THE SLAVE-GIRL'S RANSOM. 

S
O beautiful, and yet a slave;

Her dark eye tlusbed with shame; 
Her usual soft and gentle eyes 

Flashed at the cruel name. 

So beautiful, so timid, wild, 
Like a frightened fawn she seemed ; 

And 'neath her lashes, long and dark, 
Her eyes with terror gleamed. 

"Who bids?" the auction­
eer's coarse voice 

Rang through the mar• 
ket-place: 

\Vhat shame, what terror 
filled her breast [face. 

And dyed her downcast 

They bid, their voices rise 
and fall 

On her unheeding ear, 
Unconsciously she bears 

it all, [bear. 
Yet does not seem to 

At last 'tis o'er, an English-
man, (grave, 

With features kind and 
Has paid a wondrous price 

to buy [slave. 
The beautiful, young 

Advancing with an eager 
step [cealed, 

And pleasure ill-con­
He speaks-the slave-girl 

stands erect; [ vealed. 

I 
11 Yes, I have bought you, but 'lis not 

To make you slave to me, 
I paid tbe price that I might have 

Tbe power to set you free." 

The fiery light died from her eyes, 
The flush died from her cheek, 

And silently she stood, too much 
Dismayed to move or spea.k. 

"Here is your freedom.'' 
and he placed 

The giftwithinherhand, 
"Go where you will, the 

ransom's paid, 
'Tis all they can demand." 

Amomentmore,theproud,
young slave, Lfears, 

'With mingled hopes and 
Was kneeling contrite at 

his feet [tears. 
'With sobs andgladsome 

"Oh, let me be your slaYe," 
she cried, 

"I'dgivemy lifeforthee; 
You gave me freedom, now 

I feel 
I never can be free. 

"You bind me notwithiron 
chains, [alone, 

They bind my limbs 
But now the stronger 

cords of love 

His voice bis race re-
"HERE IS YOUR PREEDCM.'' 

Around my heart are 
thrown." 

"You, and an Englishman? " she cried, 
Her proud lips curl with scorn; 

11 Unfettered by dark slavery's chain 
lo Britain's freedom born. 

''You I whose own people come to teach 
Of freedom for the soul, 

And bid us live a Christ-like life, 
With heaven for our goal. 

"You preach of freedom, life, and love, 
And yet you make us slaves ; 

You tell us of a perfect peace-
We find it in our graves." 

She paused, her fierce and fiery eyes 
Fixed on his face the while, 

And, heedless of her bitter score, 
He answered with a smile : 
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The fair young slave found liberty, 
Yet still remained a slave, 

And served with true, unfaltering love 
He who her ransom gave. 

So Jesus, who with greater love 
And greater ransom still, 

Has bought you with His own life-blood, 
Poured out on Calvary's Hill, 

\Vould seek to break the chains of sin 
That bind you as a slave, 

And with His tender lo\'e would w10 
The soul He longs to save. 

Give Him, who died, your love and faith. 
And like tbe slave-girl be-

To serve Him, 11 faithful unto death" 
Who died to set you free. J.A.W.H. 



WHO TOOK HIM IN? 

I
NTO a cold and cheerless room

The lengthening shadows creep, 
And half conceal a child's small form 

Upon a bed doth sleep. 
Poor little chap ! exhausted 

DOW 

\Vith all his tears he lies ; 
But even in his slumbers yet, 

Amid his dreams he sighs. 
Well may he weep. See! 

near him there 
His only friend on earth, 

No longer with a smile to 
cheer, 

But cold and still in death. 
His mother, aye, but yester­

day 
He saw her pass away, 

And on the morrow they 
will leave 

Her body 'neath the clay. 
This widow and her crippled 

son-
A gentle, tiny boy­

Had lived for years within this room, 
Each one the other's joy. 
Now, mother's gone! well may he weep! 

His one hope quenched at last­
All weakness and infirmities 

Upon the world he's cast. 
The dreaded morning dawns at last, 

The funeral poor is o'er, 
And friends and neighbours stand about, 

And crowd the tiny floor. 
11Who'lltakethe child? "thequestioncomes, 

11 So frail, so small and weak. 
He'll never make his way alone, 

Nor e'er a living seek." 
"I'd take him.'' said a gruff voiced man, 

11 If he were not so lame? " 
And turned a lo6k upon the child­

A look that seemed to blame. 
Another said: 11 I'm very poor, 

And though I have the will 
To take him it would only bring 

A doctor's heavy bill." 
The child in silence heard it all, 

With quivering lip and chin ; 
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And every one had some excuse. 
They would not take him in. 

At last all slipped away, and left 
The helpless child alone, 

And each with s�lfish, thoughtless 
• heart I I Went to his own glad home. 

I \1/hat of the boy? If anyone 
i 

Thought of him in the night 
I .I None ventured near until the 
\ 

I 
sun 

, Shone forth in glory bright.
'Twas then a woman, some less 

hard, 
\.Vent in with bread and meat, 

Thinking at least the lonely 
child 

Perhaps might try to eat. 
What did she see? Oh ! God tn 

heaven! 
'Twould make an angel weep, 

"" To think that such a scene shouldic-,�� be 
When others calmly sleep. 

Squeezed closely to the rugged wall, 
As if he foared the night, 

With tears still wet upon his check 
And glistening in the light. 

He lies-what matters now, bis tears, 
His dark and lonesome bed ; 

\iVhat though he had been frail and lame. 
The little child was dead I

And when they lifted his poor form, 
So crooked, small, and thin, 

The women wept, and men bewailed, 
Too late to take him in. 

And so he died! alone, poor child, 
With none to soothe his fears, 

Or take his wasted hand in theirs, 
Or dry his childish tears. 

No place for him in this cold world, 
No crust for him to spare; 

But in the Home where want ne'er comes
He found a welcome there. 

And He who loved this little one 
Saw 1111 his cruel pnin, 

And angels sent to bring him wl11:1e

He'd never weep o.g11in. 1 ,, w.H. 



"I \VANT TO SEE JESUS." 

A
LITTLE girl was stricken down

When scarcely four years old, 
Her molher's pet, her father's joy, 

\Vorth more than gems or gold. 

Her little playful� winsome ways, 
Had made her very dear, 

And when they saw her taken ill, 
It filled their hearts with fear. 

Yes J 
Lilian, dear, had taken croup, 

Although of late so well, 
A few brief hours and she was gone, 

Their grief, oh, who can tell ? 

But God, who never errs, ju�t 
knows1

The time to call away 
His little lamb up to His home, 

\Vhere it is always day. 

"I want-I want to see Jesus," 
\Vas her expectant cry, 

The last words from her dar­
ling lips 

Brought tears to every eye. 

Again, again, the precious 
words, 

She said them o'er and o'er, 
Till she could only say " I 

want--!'' 

And reached the shining 
shore. 

Her dying words like heavenly 
chimes 

Still linger in the ears 
Of mother, father, comfort 

sweet, 
Though often flow their tears. 

Let this bright thought engage 
our souls, 

And be our deep desire, 
And in our lives while we are 

here, 
Our acts and ways inspire. 

"\Ve would see Jesus,"Grecks 
of old, 

Just the same words bad 
said; 

Plhilip and Andrew, message 
new, (tread. 

They brought with joyful 
1, LI.om. 8. Z8. 2, John 12. 21. !I, Joh11 12. 21. 4, l Oor. 16, 3, 4. 
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He heard-'' Excrpt a corn or wheat 
Fall to the ground and die,"3 

No fruit can come-no Gentile lost 
Can to the Saviour fly. 

But He has died, and lives again, 
Triumphant o'er the grave,◄ 

Almighty, glorious Christ of God, 
He died and lives to save. 

"l want to see Jesus-I want!" 
Will you these words repeat, 

For if they are your real desire, 
You shall the Saviour meet. r.s.



T H E W I D O W A N D H E R CH I L D. 
A well-known lnolden� relo.ted by the lo.te Dr. Normo.n llo.oleod. 

A
WIDOW left her Highland home

One morning bleak and wild, 
�nd in her arm, she closely clasped 

A babe, her only child. 
The sky grew black, great gloomy clouds 

Hid every speck of blue, 
A snowy covering soon would hide 

The brown, bare :fields from view. 
The wind was followed soon by rain, 

And then came sleet and snow, 
The snowflakes whirled before the wind, 

And filled the valleys low. 
It was the "Great May Storm," and none 

Ere saw in winter day 
Such flakes a, whirled through mountain pass, 

Soon deep and cold they lay. 
Weary and wet the widow came 

To the cold pass with her child, 
She knew that one mile further on, 

Along the mountain wild, 
There was a little hut that might 

Give shelter from the storm, 
Where she could rest, and where her child 

Could sleep secure and warm. 
She tried to face the wind and snow 

That through the gorge still swept, 
But failed, poor soul; and well we know, 

Despairing tears she wept. 
Beneath an overhanging rock 

She crouched, while to her breast 
She clasped her precious child, and tried 

To get a little rest. 
She knew to stay there meant but death, 

And she resolved to try 
To reach her home and there get help, 

Or in the attempt to die. 
She stripP.ed off almost all her clothes, 

Her child she wrapped them round, 
And in the crevice of a rock 

She laid him safe and sound. 
AJ?ain she faced the raging storm, 

Bat in a drift of snow 
She sank exhausted. ne'er to rise, 

Or ever further go. 
Next morn the searchers found her there, 

Her arms stretched forth for aid ; 
No more she Celt the biting blast, 

Her form was cold and dead. 
The searchers found the little child 

By noon of that same day. 
Hid in the crevice of the rock, 

The Infant safely lay. 
That night into the empty borne 

The pastor called his flock, 
And told them of the widow's love, 

And of the sheltering Rock. 
fbe Rock which smitten was for us, 

That we may sa(ely hide 
In Him from all tho coming storms, 

J esu,11, "'qe Crucified. 

When hall a century had passed, 
The pastor long since gone 

To rest, had been succeeded by 
His earnest, faithful son. 

One Sabbath nicht to crowds he preached 
0£ God's unbounded love, 

And as illustration used 
The story told above. 

He said, what would you think, my friends. 
If that son still should live 

And cherish not the memory 
Of her who thus did give 

Her life for him, the child she loved, 
With all a mother's love? 

No nobler deed could e'er be done 
Love genuine to prove. 

What hearts have you, my hearers, got, 
When you remain unmoved ? 

Though told so often of God's love, 
Which Calvary has proved. 

The love that caused the Son of God 
To give Himself for you; 

Trust now in Him, He'll give you life, 
Pardon and cleansing, too. 

Soon afterward a message came 
From one who dying Jay; 

He wished the minister to see 
Befoi:e he passed away. 

He went at once to his bedside, 
His hand the sick man seized, 

And earnestly into his face 
The dying soldier gazed. 

He said, you do not know me, sir, 
Bat I know you quite well, 

I heard you as you preached that night, 
The widow's story tell. 

I am that son, my mother's love 
I never could forget, 

She died for me, her memory 
ls precious to me yet. 

But, sir, what erieves me most of all, 
And covers me with shame, 

Is this, that I have ne'er before 
Loved Him who for me came 

To this sad world of sin and pain 
To die for such as me. 

I see it, I believe it now, 
My soul He has set free. 

I've found a shelter in old age. 
Where as a child I did; 

In the "cleft Rock" I know T am 
For ever safely hid. 

The "Rock of Ages" which was cleft 
At Calvary for me, 

His precious blood bas made me mete 
His blessed face to see. 

Ob, friends, a storm Is coming soon, 
I warn you to beware; 

Flee to "the Rock, Christ Jesus," now, 
And find II shelter there. s. J. ?J.



THE NOBLE NEIGHBOUR. 

11 

H
E saved others, Himself He cannot

save" (Matt. 2 7. 42 ), though said 
in scorn, was strangely true; and was illus­
trated by an act at the terrible fire in 
December, 1909 1 near Clapham Junction­
an act thus described by an eye-witness: 

"Just o.s the Ore wtu1 nbout. at. It.a worat I eaw a herolo act 
which I believe coat the hero hia own lire. I 1111.w him at a. 
window on the top floor Just as the fire escape bad been run 
U{I t.o take him down. Aa he "'a.a a.bout to acramble out or the 
wrndow he went back, nnd then reappeared with two women, 
shop assist.ant&. He placc,I one or the assistants on the escape, 
and sent her down, but u she neared the bottom she fell, and 
'KU pick� up by the firemen. The young man then put the 
second girl on the escape, nnd she also fell before she reached 
the bottom. They were both carried away. Then, to my 
horror, the young man suddenly threw up his nrma nnd fell 
backwa.rds, out of eight. I did not see him again, and so I 
auppose be perished." His name waa Geoq;c Naber. 

It was Christmas week, and the merchants 
Were showing their Christmas stores: 

And the greatest in all South London 
Had opened its festive doors. 

Outside there were festooned garlands, 
And children and passing feet; 

And within five hundred buyers 
Were m1king the sale complete. 

,___ 

B01£N� AJlTElt TIii!: ,uu,: AT AIIOIJW Ila nouns. 

Ol•vbam Junction, London, on Deoumuor 20Lh, 1000. 
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Just then, in an evil second, 
A globe in the window smashed, 

And the streak of electric fury 
Round the window in anger flashed. 

The shop was ablaze in a moment, 
As the crowd rushed wildly out; 

The flames leaped onward and upward­
" Fire! fire! "-the awful shout. 

It seemed but a few brief minutes, 
And the place was aglow right through 

When aloft at an upper window 
A figure stood forth to view. 

He came at the proper moment, 
As a ladder-escape was raised-

" Step out and be saved!,. But backing, 
With a courage that all men praised, 

He lifted a frail young woman 
Aloft on the ladder there, 

And hurried her down to safety, 
Where she fell in a dread despair. 

The flames were around the ladder, 
And firemen, scorched, stepped back; 

But our hero lifted a second 
To that narrow, red life­

track. 
And then, ere his foot could 

follow, prey ; 
The fire had claimed its 

He had helped the two from 
the burning, 

But his own life bad to pay. 
They were terribly bruised 

and broken, (killed ; 
And one by the fall was 

But George Naber-a noble 
neighbour-

Had a noble task fulfilled. 
He might have escaped-and 

Jesus, [ mas tells
>

\Vhose comingeachChrist­
He might have escaped the 

burning (hells. 
Of sin, and its thousand 

But He wanted to save the 
people, [ and so 

The young and the old, 
He suffered Himself that 

others 
Might life and salvation 

know. w. LUFF.



GEORDIE ROY'S HEAVEN. 

WEE Geordie Roy was daft, ye ken, 
A queer, bauf-witted boy, 

And yet I've of ten wished some men 
\Vere e'en like Geordie Roy. 

A lee frae him ye never beard, 
An aith be wadna say; 

And when we played at kirk, my word, 
I wish ye'd heard him pray. 

Then oat his wee bit book he'd 
draw, 

\1/hile we sat listenin' roan, 
And tell us mairo' heaven than a' 

The parsons in the toun. 
"A'weans,"he said, "that lo'ed 

the Lord, 
And aye said what was true, 

A' that's cleansed in His pre­
cious blood 

\¥ere up there noo." [wbae, 
\ Vhen dai th that tak' s, be cares na 

Wi' scarce a day between, 
Took, then, wee Jim at mornin' grey, 

And then wee Kate at e'en. 
That nicht when a' was quait 

He to0k us in beside their bed, 
And gettin' oot his wee bit book 

He like a parson read : 
�• Yea, though I walk in death's dark vale, 

Yet will I fear none ill ; 
For Thou art with me; and Thy rod 

And staff me comfort still, 
1\Iy table Thou bast furnished," 

Aboon the sky so blue, 
Then pointin' wi' his haun, he said, 

"They're baith there noo." 
Again, when to the kirkyaird maul' 

His faither's corpse was gaun, 
His teacher in the Sabbath schule 

Took Geordie by the haun; 
Wi' glowerin' een and neck ootstretched, 

He walki t like a man, 
Until the kirkyard gate was reached, 

And then be turned and ran. 
My, when his mitber met him, then, 

He had a tale to tell ; 
He'd no gang back yon road again 

Unless she gaed hersel'. 
The coach has sbair cam' doun frae God, 

It took bis faither through 
Twa big gates-yoc's to heaven the road, 

He's up there noo. 

She gaed hersel', and that fu' sune,

His last, bis a', his best; 
Before the last corn stook was in 

She left him like the rest. 
He took his place among the lave, 

The auld black coach behin'; 
He even ventured to the grave, 

And wonderingly looked in. 
\i'\/hen a' was o'er, and frae the 

place 
His form was gently led, 

He looked up in the teacher's 
face, 

And smilin' quaitly said, 
"'Twas nae grave yon, 'twas 

but the door 
Shegaed tae heaven through; 

No deid ava, jist gane before, 
She's up there noo." [dream 

Wee Geordie bad a bonnie 
Before a week gaed by-

A white-robed angel came for him, 
An<l took him to the sky. 

His mither met him at the gate, 
His faitber, too, was there, 

His brither Jim, bis sister Kate, 
And mony a dizen mair 

O' weans he kent when at the schule, 
To greet him roun' they press'd, 

And everything was beautiful, 
And every yin was blest. 

Her airms bis mither roon him cast, 
And praised the Lord anew ; 

Her ain wee Geordie bame at last, 
vVe're a' here noo. 

Next day when Geordie creepit out, 
A strange licht filled his een, 

As solemnly he told aboot 
The wonders be bad seen. 

We laughed and said 'twas but a dream, 
Wee Geordie did'na care, [him, 

Oor " no's" and "ay's" were nocbt to 
He kent, for he was there. 

He tried to draw the pearly gates 
And golden streets abune; 

But though we got the biggest slates 
He couldna get them in. [hill, 

That nicht, when snaw wreathed vale and 
Wee Geordie's dream cam' true, 

Next morn they got him cauld and still­
They're a' there noo. lnncTo• -''TKBN.



THE GREAT SYRIAN GENERAL. 

O
VER the hills of LebanonA cavalcade escorts A heathen prince from Syria To Israel's royal courts. The splendid retinue draws up Before Saruaria's gates, 

To Jordan dragged his leprous frame, And sank beneath its flood. Six times he sank and rose again, As leprous as before The seventh time he sank, and rose A leprous man no more. And a leprous man in costly robes 
0 K. 

. '.t ' "' n mg Jehoram waits. ,. 
He bears a letter running thus: • -� f;1, t(;

" Benhadad, Syria's king, �""'�---=:::::::::--::::::::===----� � Prays that J ehoram's healing powers ,l � May health to N aaman bring." ,,., ,._.o ,..,�£'{� - '""-r- c' In angry mien J ehoram cries : f..i '.t\J):,} � ;, ) .r{"v..-,. C. cc The king a quarrel seeks, • n' -;;c A f,,. ,. \ I I.. :..I"') � In asking what no human power �� 1\y(.; (J8()):!,wt;'�J /�.;��"' Or skill e'er undertakes." Y)-. -.:) l •�
f
•.,.) 1...-_-.J ,'-'CJ,(l_,j�

"\. ' ��
I

/,;-,...,_ ��, rr {' "'The news from Syria swept the land � '�~..J""'\,.r�, :;-,•.j) . .,..J.J ·':'l _,,.;_. fAnd reached Elisha's ear : l�Wi;) :, 0r. •'--')....., ,__ r, .. , � Cv!, "Gehazi, 1
1 said he, "tell the king ,....,....�j),.. ; rr- • • l._,,,... ;.,-• - ....._,. 1 ·-� "*✓ "'- 'f. . ."'r . -._ _..., To send the leper here." '"'�<' J ::f J <"<..:"-1-\',.,)i(� (8.1"-..i.l;'"\ In gorgeous pomp his chariot stood J J�\3.,.:l Ji»}JJ(fj-�). J�J -"�� Before the prophet's door ; ..J -���UJl�J�� = ""-'C The leper's hopes ran high that soon ... � -�--_-___ ,.J::_,. His pl.ague would be no more. 1 ...... =---s= -:,\,..0But 'neath the leprous skin there beat A proud and leprous heart, [sore � -·- ,,.��"'

And the prophet first must heal Iha/ •--=- .,� • .Af'Jtl..,.� By using humbling art. -=� -� Nor flattery, nor due respect, ---
Nor lust of curious eyes, Could make Elisha see the man, Or from his knees arise. He sent Gehazi to the door With message clear and1plain:"Go wash in Jordan seven times, Thy flesh shall come again. 11 

Enraged, despairing, Naaman bade His charioteer drive home; 
11 Was it to be insulted thus That he so far had come? 11 

Could Jordan's stream effect a cure 
"00 AND WABB IN JORDAN' BltVEN 'l'n!EB" (2 JO.NOB 5- 1-14). Speechless with gratitude and joy, He viewed his body o'er; His flesh was like a little child's­No leprous spot it bore. If Pharpar's waters fail ? The means are humbling, Naaman thinks; Shall pride or need prevail ? Ho I ye whose pride with blindness veils Your leprosy of sin, The chariot stops; his servant speaks : 

11 My father,, why not try The means the prophet bid thee use? See, Jordan's flowing by," The broken-hearted man obeyed, Put off his costly hood, 39 

Repent, repent, and tum to God, His grace through faith to win. So shall ye prove the cleansing power Or Jesus' precious blood, And share His Resurrection Life, 'Who in your place once stood. L. DltAN.



A MITE SONG. 

QNLYa drop in the bucket I 
But every drop will 

tell: 
The bucket would soon be 

empty 
\Vitbout the drops in the 

well. 

Only a poor little penny, 
It was all I had to give! 

But as pennies make the shillings, 
It may help some one to live. 

A few little bits of ribbon, 
And some toys, they were not new ! 

But they made the sick children happy, 
Which has made me happy, too. 

Only some outgrown garments, 
They were all I had to spare I 

But they'll help to clothe the 
needy, 

And the poor, are e\·ery­
where. 

A word now and then of com­
fort, 

That cost me nothing to say ! 
But the poor old man died happy, 

And it helped him on the way. 

God loveth the cheerful giver, 
Though the gift be poor and small; 

What doth He think of His children 
When they never give at all ? 

GIVE GOD YOUR BEST. 
After Dr. To1Tey had related the following, he was told Ed. Spencer was in the meetioi:. and calling him to the plat­

form, be said," It is just forty-eii;ht years and two months to-day since it happened." Although a burst of applause, all bowed 
in prayer that God would make Mr. Spencer's last days his best days,and those near heard his whispered response." He bas. 

ED. SPENCER was a farmer's son 
At college, bold and strong ; 

A swimmer of no common grade 
Among the swimming throng. 

One day the " Lady Elgin " failed­
A wreck upon the shore; 

The tidings reached the college lads, 
And to the beach they tore. 

Ed. stripped, and with a rope swam out 
To save the clinging crew ; 

And one by one brought six ashore, 
Though how, men scarcely knew. 

Again, and yet again, he swam, 
Till ten were safely brought; 

And then before a kindled fire 
A moment's rest he sought. 

And glancing o'er the awful scene 
Of anguish, terror, pain, 

He saw the dying ones, and cried, 
" Boys, I must go again ! " 

And from restraining hands he broke, 
And in the sea once more 

Swam to and fro, until fifteen 
Were safely brought ashore. 

'Twas done as if with dying strength I 
Then tottering to the fire, 

It seemed as if in saving life 
His own life must expire. 

But looking back he saw a spar­
A man's hand clinging there­

And by the man a woman's head, 
Known by her wave-swept hair. 

"Boys, it's a husband trying hard 
To save his wife, I'll go 

And help him," but they held him back, 
And brother Wi II said, cc No ! " 

"I'll try I" and bursting through the crowd, 
He reached the exhausted pair ; 

And steered the spar to land and friends, 
Then dropped exhausted there. 

They bore him to his bed, he slept ! 
His brother watched his rest, 

Till waking, his first sentence was, 
"Will, did I do my best ? " 

"You saved seventeen," his brother said; 
"I know it," Ed. replied, 

"But might perhaps have saved 011e more,

If I had only tried." 
The world's a wreck I and Jesus came 

The perishing to save; 
And gave Himself, and even life, 

To pluck us from the grave. 
And now He calls for strong young soul� 

Upon redemption's shore. 
Arise I Attempt I Give God your best! 

And save to-clay one more! w. L. 



TvVO BRA VE MINERS. 
An Incident or the Llanerch Pit e�nlosion, Pontypool. in which tnrcc hundrcli miners were cn1oml>Ctl, and ne:irly 

1wo hnnrlre,I were killed, 6th February, 1890. 

With only a glimmer of light, Two miners set out for the light : '

WO miners, deep down in the darkness, Pwo miners, deep down in the darkness; 

Were plying their perilous labour, Two miners together had struggled 
Their day a perpetual night. To fly from �hose regions of night. 

A blast I and a burst I and a breaking ! 
"Fly, miners! and fly for your lives!" 

And they fled through the dark, gloomy wind­
With visions of heartbroken wives. [ings, 

For scores they were leavin� behind them, 
The battered, the bleeding, the dead. 

On, on, through the poisonous vapours; 
On, on, for life's safety they fled I 

., I cannot go farther," said Bennet, 
"The fire-damp lies on my chest; 

I feel I am fainting and choking"-
Then sank to what seemed his last rest 

--

-

But only one came to the surface, 
The weaker at first of the two: 

The strong one had fainted and fallen, 
To brotherly ki_ndness proved true. 

Brave Thomas I he might have come safely 
Alone to the air and the day; 

But he lingered to rouse his weak brother, 
And died through that moment's delay. 

• • • 

The Lord of the day and the sunlight, 
Once laboured below in our night, 

Where the hot blast of judgment was sweeping 
Where we were too weak for swift flight 
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CARRVINC HOME THE MORTAL REMAINS OP' THE POOR •t1NBRS. 

" I'll shake him," said Thomas, and did it. 
"Come, pull to the front, my brave lad." 

So, again, with a struggle he conquered; 
'Twas the last little strength that he had. 

Sirs, but for that shake and that counsel, 
His slumber had ended in death; 

His comrade had roused him and saved him, 
And given tbe body new breath. 

Together they pressed for the shaftway, 
The weak one now seemed the more strong; 

And, thinking that Thomas was with him, 
With hurrying steps pushed along. 
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He might have forsaken and left us, 
But lingered to rouse to new power; 

Then fell in the death and the darkness, 
O'ercome in the last fatal hour. 

Tims we /1ave been sa11ed by His dying, 
To live while the many have died; 

Escaped from the pit and the danger, 
Through Jesus, who fell at our sirie. 

Oh sing of His glorious praises 
With every out-going breath I 

Our Saviour, who would not forsake '-'S, 
Our Saviour, proved faithful to death. 

W. Lr-,s,



HER BURDEN OR HER BROTHER. 

__.-.;;·,::-i.,_.., .. A 
KIND-HEARTED

rr· � �:--r, merchant was- 1 POSif f • walking along
To his place in the 

city one day, 
When, in turning a 

corner, he came on a throng 
Of little street urchins at 

play. 
One poor girl he noticed scarce 

able to crawl, 
A wee, unwashed, hair-• 

,..,.J matted elf; 
�L-;.__:r_ Firmly tied on her back with an 

� old tattered shawl 
'vVas a boy near as big as herself. 

His kindly eyes filled, and his great, soft 
heart bled, 

As he watched her, then sadly he smiled, 
And giving a c.oin to the wee mite, he said: 

"You've a terrible burden, my child." 
A moment she paused, he had touched her 

wee pride, 
For fixing her large eyes on him, 

"He is not my burden, sir," sharp she 
replied, 

"But my brither, oor wee, cripple Jim." 
"Her brother," great Father of all, what 

a thought! 

Though low, mean, and wretched her lot, 
That poor little mud-begri::ned creature 

had taught 
Him a lesson he never forgot. 

And time and again as life's journey he 
trod, 

In the midst of its turmoil and whirl, 
He was strengthened and stirred to new 

efforts for God, 
By the words of that poor gutter girl. 

Are they less in God's sight, if less finely 
arrayed, 

And life's dainties to them are denied? 
Do we really count burdens the creatures 

God made, 
And forwhom the dearSaviour once died? 

Ah, no, praise His name, though by Satan 
and sin 

Sore burdened and hindered are they, 
Sisters, brothers, they are who have souls 

we can wm, 
If we walk in His footsteps to-day. 

Yes, the furthest from God can by love be 
brought nigh, 

His grace can the vilest renew. 
There is life in a word, will you speak it, 

and try 
What a little real kindness can do ? 

INIIP&CfOR AITKEN. 

THE OLD AND NEW TI-fEOLOGIES. 

THE sea I the ever-restless sea 
Was dashing up its spray ; 

And far as ever eye could reach, 
Those heaving billows lay. 

And so it's ever rolled and tossed 
From earth's remotest days, 

And always done its Maker's will, 
Obedient to His ways. 

One day a little terrier pup 
Of six months old or more, 

When out upon his ramblings 
Came running to the shore. 

He stopped, and with his loudest voice 
He barked, and barked again, 

As if those great majestic waves 
Would cease should he complain. 

Then louder grew that puppy's bark, 
As if he wished to say, 

"I'm tired of your old-fashioned roar, 
Now do be quiet, pray." 

But many a little puppy dog 
Had barked like that before ; 

Yet still those grand and mighty wave� 
Are thundering on the shore. 

Alas I his barks were all in vain, 
For still the waves rolled on, 

And still they'll roll, while God permits, 
After that puppy's gone. 

And so the good old Gospel waves, 
Undaunted, onward roll; 

Swamping all II New Theologies," 
But cleansing many a soul. E. E. FREE.



THROUGH A STORMY WAY. 

OFF the stormy coast or Cornwall,
On the last day or the year, 

'While on shore the bells were ringing, 
And the good folk made good cheer, 

There was wrecked a noble vessel 
In a wild and angry sea-

'Twas the Galloway or London, 
With a crew or twenty-three. 

"Launch the boats!" the captain shouted, 
Two were quickly got away, 

But the third was dashed to pieces­
Of the angry waves the prey. 

And the men, some half-a-dozen, 
Left aboard the Galloway,

Scrambled up among the rigging 
'Where their only safety lay. 

There the stern and rugged captain, 
As they hung among the shrouds, 

Shouted, "Boys, we look like going 
To a port beyond the clouds. 

-
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Pipe a stave, and let's go singing­
Something Sunday-like and slow; 

Bos'n, start us up a chorus-
You're a gospeller, I know." 

Theo the grizzled, bearded bos'n, 
In his rich voice and robust, 

High above the howling tempest, 
Lifted up a song of trust: 

11 Simply trusting every day, 
Trusting through a stormy way; 
Even when my faith is small, 
Trusting Jesus, that is all." 

"Through a stormy way" he'd trusted, 
And of death he had no fear; 

"Sing it, mates," he urged, "we're going 
With the going of the year:" 

11 Trusting Him while ·life shall la.st, 
Trusting Him till earth is past, 
Till within the jasper wall, 
Trusting Jesus, that is all.'' 

Though the vessel pitched and 
-,..�--- stumbled, 

While the storm grew wilder 
still, 

And the men were nigh ex­
hausted, 

Yet they sang it with a will, 
Till, "A light!" the bos'n 

shouted, 
As a steamer hove in sight, 

And the helpless men were 
rescued 

From the perils of that ni{{ht . 

Aye, and some of them were 
rescued 

From the perils that befall 
Mort�l �an, for they went 

smgmg 
11 Trusting Jesus, that is all," 

Through their lives, as they 
had sung it 

When for death they waited 
there; 

And the New Year dawned 
upl"ln them 

With a new life, rich and fair. 

II BEHOLD, 
AND 

Goo 1s MY SALVATION; I WlLL TRUST.. 
NOT DE AFRAID" (Isn. 12. 2). 
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JOI-IN THREE SIXTEEN. 
H ROUG II Duhlin's streets the bitter blast 
In chilling gusts went sweeping past ; 

And cheerless wns the night. 
Most to their cosy homes hncl gon,:, 
When n young vngrnnt, nil nlonc, 

Stood in n wretched plight. 
A homeless, houseless, friendless I.Joy, 
No mother's cnre, no father's joy 

Was he-poor little lad I 
There, shivering in the cold, dnmp strett, 
That wintry night, with shoeless feet, 

And face so pale and sad. 

But men hnd taught him in their school, 
And meant to use him as a tool 

That night in some dark deed. 
They had arranged with him to meet 
fhem at the corner of that street, 

When, lo, a friend in need 

'1 THP:RE, SHIVRRING IN THE COI.D1 DA Mr STREET, 
TIIAT WINTKY NIGHT, WITH SHOELESS l'El!T," 

Came up and touched him on ll � arm. 
He started, and with some alarm 

Looked up into his face-
A glance it was that banished fear. 
"Hoy," said the friend, "why are you here 

So late in this cold pince? 

"This is the time," he gently s:iicl, 
"When boys like you should be in I.Jed, 

Tucked in and fast asleep. 
Go home at once without delay, 
Nor longer here in danger stay­

Nay, wherefore do you weep?" 
11 Ob, 1,i_r, for me there is ,io l,ome ,• 
I have no bed, so just must roam, 

And 1leep where I.Jest I ma.y. 
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No one there is to care for me ; 
To none it matters where I be, 

Or where my footsteps stray." 
"Now list, my lad," the .;tranger sai�. 
"Suppose I find you now a be<l, 

Would you go with good will?" 
"Ay, that I would, and sharply too, 
\Vhate'er you say I'll gladly do." 

"Well, stand one moment sli!l. 
" Go straight where this address will lead ; 
Dut stay, there's something more you l"eed 

E'er you can enter thl!re : 
The password is-• John three sixteen,' 
lly which alone you can get in ; 

Remember this with care." 
With beating heart and footstep ileet 
The lad ran S\vift along the street, 

Repeating o'er and o'er 
The words to him so strange and new, 
Which, if his friend had spoken true, 

\¥ould open wide the <loor 
Of that grand house, which now he gained, 
But paused awhile, for courage waned ; 

At last he rung the bell. 
"\¥ho's there?" the porter gruffiy cried. 
"John three sixteen," the boy replied. 

" Come in then, all is well." 
\Vhen morning o'er the city broke, 
Refreshed, the little waif awoke . 

. Most gladly he partook 
Of the nice bread and milk so hot, 
Then left that bright and home-like 1pot 

With many a wistful look. 
He wandered on, afraid to meet 
I lis old companions of the street, 

Still pondering his new name. 
So much absorbed in thought was he 
That vehicles he did not see, 

llut walked in al,sent frame; 
Till crossing, as one in a dream, 
Where traffic rolled on like a stream, 

He suddenly was thrown 
With violence on the stony ground, 
A car went o'er him-he was found 

Too faint to cry or moan. 
They carried him with every care 
Straight lo an hospital, and thcrr 

He to his senses came. 
"Now what may your religion be? 
Address in full please give Lo me, 

And also state your name." 
Such were the queries put to him 
While yet his eyes with pain were di1n.. 

For so the rules required. 
But quickly his returning mind 
Was nble n reply to fincl, 

As he hnd been desired. 
"My nnme is John three an.J c.i>..tcen 
The only home that I lu\\'e seen 

Bears nlso that address. 
As for religion, I don't know 
Sure whnt I nm to-dny, nnd SQ 

Mu1t lenve you, sir, to guesL 



jOHN THREE SIXTEEN. 
'"I was ll Cntholic yesterday,
But now, indeed, I can but say, 

I'm John three and sixteen." 
A laugh nt his expense went round ; 
They thought his head was not quilt ,ound, 

And ye� he looked serene. 

orttimes by ni�ht as well as dny 
He would in his delirium say-

" Whatever I have been 
l t  was to do me good, antl so
l t ha:. done, and by this I know

I'm John three and sixteen. 11 

The patients wondered all around 
Where he that curious namP. had found I 

And many turned their eyes 
Fron\ him to God's most Holy Book, 
And on that gracious verse "1011ld look 

With interest and surprise. 

Some of them for themselves believed 
Those words of life, and Christ recei\led­

Great then the joy in heaven 
O'er sinners that repenting came 
To God, through Jesus' precious name, 

And knew their sins forgiven. 
In time the fever and the pain 
Both vanished, reason once again 

Resumed her wonted sway. 
\Vhile gazing round with conscious stare, 
And wondering how he had come there, 

The boy heard some one say-

" John three sixteen, how are you? say.' 
"A little better, thanks, to-day; 

But who told you my name?" 
"Why, you have never ceased to shout 
And tell it to all round about, 

Since to this ward you came. 

"And blest be John three and sixteen, 
To me it has salvation been ; 

But how surprised you look ! 
Do you not know that holy word, 
,Vhich often from your lips we've heard, 

Is taken from God's Book-
The Bible?" "\Vhat is that?•• he said. 
Soon in his ear its words were read ; 

" How beautiful," he cried; 
" It tells of home, and love, and light, 
For ever, not for one brief night­

Where I may still abide." 
John three sixteen he quickly learned, 
Each word into his spirit burned ; 

Then with a happy heart 
\�ould say, "I've more than a new name 
I know Him now who bore my shame, 

I in His love have part.'' 
Weeks piwed away, but still the boy 
Was happy in his new-found joy, 

No weariness he knew. 
As bees suck honey from the flower, 
So fed his spirit hour by hour 

Upon God's menage Lrue. 
In that same ward an old mnn lay-
., Well, Patrick, how are you to-day 1 11 

He beard a nun inquuc. 
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" Oh, very bad," was hi:s reply ;
" I fear indeed I soon shall <lie, 

Sooner than I desire. 
"For, oh, I am not fit to die I 
What shall I do? where shnl 1 [ fly? ' 

He said in deep despair. 
"Patrick," said she, "it gives me pain 
To hear one such as you complain ; 

I'll give you this to wear : 
This by the Pope himself was blessed"­
So saying, round his neck she pressed 

A string of paltry bea<ls. 
ll did not bring old Patrick peace, 
His groans were loud, and did not cease, 

For all his sinful deeds 
Came up before his troubled mind, 
No rest or comfort could he find. 

"Poor man, he wants a pass," 
Thought our young friend, and whispered !ow, 
" Patrick, there's something that I know 

Would take you through first-class. 
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" I'll read you John three and sixteen, 
To me it life and joy has been." 

"Reali on," the old mnn cried. 
He drnrtk the glorious Gospel in­
God's only remedy for sin-

Then pencefulty he died. 
The boy recovered, and wns sent 
To school, where lhnokfully he went ; 

And now he may be seeo-
A Christian lad, who spends much time 
Procla.iming 'mid the haunts of crime

John tlan, and wru si.nttn. 1.,.w.,., 



THE STATUE'S STORY. 

A M:I D the ruins of Pompeii 
.1.1-\. Some brave explorers worked; 
With pick and axe they laboured on, 

Where hidden mysteries lurked. 
They of ten paused, for oft they found 

An upright cavity. 
The puzzled men each other asked, 

Whatever could it be? 
The thoughtful manager at last 

Determined on a plan, [men, 
And gave instructions to his 

And forthwith they began. 
The ash-crust was removed 

with care 
When next a hole they found, 

\Vherein they poured some 
plaster soft, 

As numbers gathered round. 
vVhat would they see ? A 

statue rare 
Of centuries ago ? 

They waited till the plaster set, 
Then they would see and know. 

A woman's figure! Yes, it was. 
'But was that all ? Ah, no, 

A mother's heart, a mother's love 
That plaster-form did show. 

The arms were both extended high 
Above her noble bead, 

In which she held a darling babe­
A statue of the dead. 

It only had one tale to tell, 
That as Vesuvius bailed 

She fled in haste to save their lives. 
Alas ! she tried but failed. 

The burning ashes raining down 
O'ertook her in her baste; 
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Down, down they fell, incessantly, 
Until they reached her waist . 

But would the awful down-pour cease ? 
It might do even yet. 

So higher still she raised her babe, 
Death's dews around her set. 

But down the blinding ashes came, 
Higher the child was raised. 

If haply though she lost her 
own, [saved. 

Her babe's life might be 
But, no; with greater fury still 

The awful ashes fell; Lchild, 
She perished, but she loved her 

The plaster form did tell. 
Brave woman! she had done 

her best 
To save her darling child. 

That monument the story told, 
A mother's passion wild. 

But what her love compared 
to that 

Of God, the God of grace? 
Who loved this guilty, fallen world, 

This wild, rebellious race. 
He gave His Son, although He knew 

What lay before Him here-
That cross, those nails, that thorny crown, 

The mocking and the spear. 
He died for sin that through His death 

The sinner lost might live ; 
In death the penalty he paid, 

His blood now cries, "Forgive!" 
Resist no longer God's great love, 

But trust its saving power, 
That you may know a pardon free, 

Now, in salvation's hour. A. G. 

T ONGUE. 
0

THE boneless tongue, so small and "The tonguecansrceaka wordwhosespeed,' .. 
weak, Say the Chinese, 'outstrips the steed." 

Can crush and kill," declares the Greek. While Arab sages this impart, 
"The tongue destroys a greater horde," "The tongue's great storebouseis the heart.'► 

The Turk asserts, "than does the sword." From Hebrew wit the maxim sprung, 
The Persian proverb wisely saith, "Though feet would slip, ne'er let the 
" A lengthy toague--an early death." tongue.'' 
Or sometimes takes this form instead, The sacred writer crowns the whole, 
"Don't let your tongue cut off your head.'' "Who keeps his tongue, doth keep his soul."' • 

(Pro•. 11. 11). 46 



BETTY'S QUILT. 

B
ETTY was old and crippled;

Her work was none of tbe best, 
For the week of her life was nearing 

Its Sabbath of peaceful rest. 

Betty had heard them preaching 
Of the nations sunk in night, 

And the duty of every Christian 
To spread the Gospel Light. 

Often she planned 
and plotted 

To save from her 
slender store, 

And she gave her 
mite with earnest 
prayer 

That the Lord 
would make it 
more. 

Far in the sultry 
tropics 

A mission bad 
made its stand ; 

But it had no plac� 
of meeting, 

For it could not 
buy the land. 

No place to tell out 
the Gospel 

Io the haunts of 
heathen vice ! 

Yet the negro mon­
arch was friendly, 

Though he haggled 
over the price. 

So the word came back to Britain, 
Something yet more must be done 

To tickle the royal fancy 
And finish the work begun. 

And the preacher said in his sermon 
'Twas a chance for great and small 

To give their time and their money­
Tho' their prayers were best of all. 

Betty went home and pondered 
On what was wilhin her power; 

A farthing in every shilling, 
A minute in every hour. 

But shillings were scarce, and her fingers 
Were knotted, and old, and weak ; 

Not hers were the feet to travel, 
Not hers was the tongue to speak. 

She begged some old scraps and pieces­
No two of them made a match; 

She sewed them together in patience ; 
A prayer was in every patch. 

--· 
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When the work came in for the mission, 
There was laughter loud and long 

At the sight of the cra.zy patchwork, 
For it was not worth a song. 

The stuff was so thin and flimsy, 
The colours so harsh and bad, 

The stitches so long and cobbled, 
The waste of time seemed sad. 

Some thought it was 
useless trouble 

To let the counter­
pane go, 

It were best to say no­
thing and leave it; 

But the preacher 
looked up and 
said, "No. 

"She hathdo,,ewhat 
she could, what 
matter? 

The quilt shall go 
with the rest ; 

It may be old Betty's 
labour 

Shall somehow or 
other be blest." 

There was joy at the 
mission station 

At sight of the 
packing case ; 

The king awaited his 
tribute, 

A smile on bis 
dusky face. 

But be found no guns or revolvers, 
• '1hicb were what bis soul desired;

Onty triGkcts, and beads, and mirrors­
Of these his fancy had tired. 

They showed him the dainty garments, 
He thought them Brummagem stuff, 

And they counted him out the money­
He said it was not enough. 

So he turned on his heel in anger, 
But as he was going he spied 

A treasure of unknown value 
They bad carelessly thrown aside. 

He held it aloft in triumph, 
That ugly, old, patchwork quilt ; . 

And the hearts around him beat b,igh 
As they saw the meeting-place built. 

"Now ye may rear your temple, 
The praise of your God to 5ing; 

Now ye have paid your tribute, 
For this is the robe of a king I" F.c.1. 



A LITTLE IRISI-1 BOY. 

• 'T\V AS in a gnrret cold
r .. ...,.'-..,. and bare, 

That little Michael lay; 
He wns a humble Irish lad, 

Who suffered night and 
day. 

Noearthly comforts had poor 
Mick, 

Yet not one murmuring 
word 

Escaped his lips, no sad 
complaints 

From him wereeverheard. 
In summer time his room was hot, 

In winter, bitter cold ; 
It was a little frightening, too, 

\Vhen thunder o'er him rolled. 
But Mick had heard at Sunday school, 

Of One who for him died; 
The One who put all sin away, 

\Vhen He was crucified. 
He trusted Him who loved him so, 

Without one doubt or fear; 
And in bis lonely garret home, 

He knew the Lord was near. 
One day a Christian lady called, 

To see the little lad ; 
His sufferings, and surroundings, too, 

Made her feel very sad. 
"You're very ill,• dear boy," she said, 

"And may be you will die; 

If this should happen, would you go 
To mansions in the sky ? " 

"Yes, I am sure I would," said Mick, 
11 For Jesus died for me, 

My many sins on Him were laid, 
When hanging on the tree. 

11 'I verily, verily say to you, 
He that My Word doth hear, 

And in the One who sent Me trusts, 
Hath life, and need not fear. 

"No condemnation shall he know, 
From death to life he's passed,' 

Th us Jesus spoke, and I believed­
The death-line I have crossed. 

My Saviour never told a lie, 
And never, never will; 

And every promise He has made 
He'll faithfully fulfil.'' 

I wonder if you can truly say 
What little Michael said ; 

If God should call you from this world, 
Oh, would you be afraid? 

Or could you say, "I fear no ill, 
For Jesus Christ, my Lord, 

Has borne sin's punishment for me, 
I'm trusting in His Word? 

"No condemnation do I fear, 
The ' Blood ' is all my plea; 

If Jesus comes, or if I die, 
His home, my home shall be." E. J. 1\1 

THE LOWLY SNOvVDROP. 

Reciter should have a bunch of snowdrops in hand and look at them when speaking. 

L
OVELY harbinger of Spring, 

Early greet our eager eyes ; 
All thy latent lessons bring, 

From thy earthy tomb arise. 
Fain we would thy sojourn make 

Free from stain and uncurtailed ; 
But, alas! for Adam's sake, 

Earth's perfections all have failed. 
Well we know thou soon wilt come 

\Vhence we laid thy cradle low; 
Though corruption's now thy gown, 

Thou shalt be like purest snow. 
So may each immortal soul, 

Shrouded now in flesh so frail, 

Reach its resurrection goal-
Through one death o'er death prevail. 

Purest snowdrop ! modest flower! 
Teach us true humility; 

Show us, in the quiet hour, 
Beauty in simplicity. 

May we in the storms of life 
Oft recall thy yielding grace; 

Bowing, bending to the wind, 
Showing not an arurry face. 

Thus thy life shall not be vain, 
Though it spring to quick decay; 

All thy lessons live agnin 
When thy beauty's passed o.wn.y. L D. 



JACK HORNER'S REPENTANCE. 
11 LEARN young and learn fair," was the

old-fashioned rule, 
Jack was sure by his mother the oird had 

been sent, 
"'hen Jack Homer's mother first sent him 

to school. 
So, like a good boy, he repented n11d wen/. 
11 Learn young," as with goodness, the same 

Now Jack was just six, and his notion was 
then 

'tis with sin, [begin. 
Every step gets more easy when once you 

No boy should get lessons until he was ten. 
Jack sung like a bird as he trotted along, 
Right glad he had turned from the path that 

was wrong. 
Though older and bigger, Dick Dunce he 

could see [he. 
Just went when he fancied, and why shouldn't 
So one morn as he crept along sleepy and 

When the lessons were started 'twas easy to 
tell [ well. 

slow, [go. 
He resolved he'd play truant, and bird-nesting 

The bird must have been to the teacher as 

Of two boys in the old Bible story he read, 
But, alas! ere he found out a nest or a thing, "Go, work in my vineyard," their father had 
A bird started near him to whistle and sing. said. 
And the song as it trilled it forth plainly The one said, '' I will, sir, 11 but then did not 

and full, [school." go ; 
\Vas" B.ick to the school, Jack, go back to th,e _ The other one went, after first saying "no." 

Now, boys, said the teacher, can any one say 
Which of them did the will of the father 

that day? 
Jack knowing right well what the parable 

,: meant, [ and went." 
! Answered, promptly, "The one who repented

... ) 

.. : "Learn young and learn fair" was the old-
� fashioned plan, [ man. 

• ""· 1 'Tis the diligent boy makes the prosperous
/ - ' From the little bird Jack learned a lesson
r: that day: [then play. 
· J First business then pleasure; first wor� and

-., ,Step by step, like these steps, without st um hie
;_
l 

or stop;
dlfLMtl'�'i 

• Step by step, like these steps, he soon climbed 
to the top. 

", { When his school days were done, he'd a record 
--��K unique, [Greek. 

.. 1DI 11.&I0LVKD na'o PLAT TBOI.NT, I.NJ) DJJlD•NP'STDi0 oo." 

He was first Mathematics, first Latin and 

_ First and foremost in boyhood, in manhood 
the same, 

Not a man in bis time had a more honoured 
name . 

., "Not slothful in business," straightforward 
and true, 
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A lo,er of God, and his fellow-man, too. 
A man whose whole life has for others been

spent. 
And all 'co.use one do.y he rtpented and wt,rl. 

lnra:iroa AITK&N, 



BOBBY'S FIRST BA WBEE. 

Suitnblc for repetition by n little boy who can speak out clearly. A halfpenny should be held up 
now nod again. Tnke en.re to emphasise the Scripture portions. 

A HALE bawbee, mind-and a' tae
masel', 

Wi' joy I'm like chokin', if truth I maun 
tel1

1

How best I micht spend it I canna ricbt 
say, 

I'm fair in a muddle to 
ken whit to dae. 

Whaur to gang to get 
value is the ques­
tion for solvin' 

For nearly an hour ma 
brain's been r e­
volvin'. 

Ma mitber advised me, 
11 

Bobby," said she, 
11 

Tak' heed whit ye 
buy wi' yer first bawbee." 

I tbocbt ance o' savin' it until 
ma1r

1

I got 

And then I micht buy a carriage and 
pair, 

Or a fine sailin' yacht, then gang wbaur ye 
please-

There's lots ye micht buy if ye saved yer 
bawbees. 

But I tbocbt ance mair it wad tak' sic a 
while 

To save up sic' siller, 'twad need sic' a pile, 
To buy a fine yacht to sail in the sea 
I wad need mair to start than a single 

bawbee. 

So before you'd say winkie I bad come to 
a shop, 

At the sichts in the winda ma hert filled wi' 
hope, 

There wis sweeties o' a' kinds, and oranges, 
oh, my[ 

A tboosand and ane things a bawbee could 
buy-

Lucky bags by the dizzen, and black­
stripet balls, 

Sweetie pigs, sweetie pipes, and polismen's 
calls. 

Their worth wis extraordnar, 'twas plain, I 
could sec 

Here best I could spend ma first bawbee. 

For the door o' the sboppie I made a bee· 
line, 

To buy some burnt candy I bad made up 
ma mind. 

But jist at this 

Sae that w1s the 

meenit-ob I the thocht 
mak's me greet­

The coin slipt frae ma 
haun and fell on 
the street. 

It rintlet and trintlet 
till it cam' to the 
gutter, 

And then ere a word 
frae  ma  lips I 
could utter 

It fell <loon a gratin' 
in front o' ma ee', 

last o' ma first haw bee. 

I grat ma hert sair, ma grief was sae 
great, 

I toddled on hamewards ma tale to 
relate, 

I was clapped on the back wi' my kind­
herted mi tber, 

Wha telt me tae fret nane, she'd gie me 
anither. 

Then advice she prescribed I'll never 
despise-

" Gie Jesus your bert and your life if you 're 
wise, 

If ye hinna a Saviour when the time comes 
tae dee 

Y e'll lose a heap mair than your first 
• bawbee.

Of the love o' much siller, says the Bible, 
beware, 

Wi' wealth there's temptation, wi' money 
a snare, 

If we mak' Christ oor portion oor fortune's 
secure, 

Oar pleasures are lasting, oar henven is 
sure. 

And hasna the Maister dedarea to us plain, 
Has a man ony profit, or what is his gain 
If he had a' the riches this world could 

control 
And then, after n' 

1 wis to lose bis own soul 1
50 D.A.



·• HE TOOK MY PLACE."

AN lNOIDENT AT THE WRKOK OF THE "DIRICENIIEAD," FEBRUARY !!C, 1862. 

"The SoD 0£ God, who loved me, and gave Himself for me" (Galatian■ 2. 20). 

F
IVE hundred troops were on the ship,

The ship was on the rock, 
And every heart like every plank 

\Vas shaken by that shock. 

For little ones and wives beside 
\Vere in that awful wreck, 

While orderly the men fell in, 
Paraded on the deck. 

The boats swung 
o u t-"T h e
women first!'' 

The order all 
obeyed; 

Andcalmlylooked 
death in the face 

As silently they 
stayed. 

Around that ship 
t h e  h u n g r y
sharks 

Had gathered for 
their feast ; 

Fou r  hundred 
men and thirty­
eight 

\V e r e  drowned 
that  hour at  
least. 

Ooeboatfullladen 
lingered near­

One man behind 
it called, 

But at thethought 
of saving him, 

The saved one! 
looked appalled 

And the officer said, " It cannot be I 
We must leave him there to sink! 11 

But a woman spake, "Oh I save that man 
On destruction's awful brink!" 

"Why save that one?" and the woman 
11 My husband, sir, is he, [ wept-

And I cannot bear to have him swept 
Away in that angry sea." 

The officer looked in the woman's face, 
And then at lhe sinking man; 

There was no room in the laden boat, 
But bis heart had devised a plan. 

He leaped himself from the full boat's side, 
Where the failing hands were weak, 

And lifted him from the fatal tide, 
\Vith a love that could not speak. 

He lifted him to 
the v a c a nt 
place, 

Just left at the 
loved one's side, 

And he was saved 
by that act of 
grace, 

While hissaviour 
sank and died. 

The loving Christ 
in the heavens 
sat, 

And I was sink­
ing here; 

T h er e  was no 
room for a sin• 
ner there, 

In that holy sin­
less sphere. 

But He in grace 
had a saving 
plan, 

And He left that

goodly place, 
To come to me, a 

sinful man, 
And die in His 
wondrous grace. 

He took my place in the sea of death, 
And tbe waves went over Him; 

But He lifted me with His dying breath 
To the side of the Seraphim. 

He took my death, and my curse, that I 
Might take His blessing and grace; 

Exchanged with me, giving me His life, 
And died in love in my place. w. L. 



A RELIGION OF FOUR LETTERS. 

"BETWEEN your religion and mine, my 
friend, 

Tbe difference is great indeed," 
Thus spoke a kind lady who wanted to show 

A sinner his awful need. 
11 Indeed," said the gentle­

man cc how is that? " 
, 

11 Your religion.'' she 
replied, 

11 Has only two letters, 
while mine has four­

The difference is very 
wide.'' 

He was one of that 
numerous class who 
think 

They can work their 
way to heaven� 

They do not bel:eve that 
they need the blood, 

Ere their sins can be 
forgiven. 

The lady was going away from home, 
And had called to say farewell [ words, 

To her friend, and had spoken the mystic 
Their meaning he could not tell. 

·"What do you mean by two letters andfourf 11 

He asked in an anxious tone; 
£he replied, "Your religion is d-o, do,

Mine is d-o-n-e, done."

She then took her leave, but her word!'!

remained, 
And did their work in his soul; 

His thoughts were all changed, and his dead 
works left-

Christ and His Blood 
was all. 

He rested his soul on that 
finished work, 

He trusted in Christ 
alone, 

No more his religion was 
d-o, no,

It was d-o-n-e, DONE.

Sweet word, oh, the joy to 
a burdened soul 

This one little word can 
bring; 

It i5 done, it is done, I 
have nought to do, 

Let ransomed sinners 
smg. 

To Him who finished the mighty work 
Hundreds of years ago, [tree 

The blood that then flowed on the cruel 
Makes sinners white as snow. 

Satan is vanquished, sin all put away,
And the sting of death is gone; 

Oh, who would not change the word d-o, oo, 
For d-o-n-e, DONE? (John 19. Sl.) E. J.M.

LOST LITTLE BY LITTLE. 

A
H! woe is me, undone, undone­

Alas ! I'm lost, my race is run; 
\Vhen first my precious time began 

I lost A MINUTE.

:Still I pursued some glittering toys, 
Was fully bent on earthly joys, 
·Whilst wisdom's ways I did despise

I lost AN HOUR.

f did not stop, but on I went, 
For which I now have to lament; 
Those moments all in sin I spent-

I lost A DAY.

Unthinking mortal, Satan still 
Me captive led at his own will. 
,Of pride and mirth I took my fill-

I lost A WEEK.
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Well it had been if here I'd stayed, 
And Jesus Christ my portion made ; 
But I my endless peace delayed-

I lost A MONTH.

The minutes, hours, and days, and weeks

In quick succession fled away;
The month likewise refused to stay-

I lost A YKAR,

But did the evil stop? Oh, no, 
The year did unimproved go; 
For which I feel the sting of woe; 

I lost A LIFE.

I've lost a life, I've lost all peace, 
I've lost all hope and happiness; 
This thought my misery cloth increase­

I'm lost FOR I.VER.



THE LOSS OF THE "LONDON.'· 
The .. London." a fine new steamer, bound for Austr.11ia, foundered In 1bc Dar nf Biscay on I Ith January, 1866. As tbe 

last boat was leavini: the doo111e<l shio, n lady nppcared at the side of the vessel and excitedly cried," A thou•a.nd pounda for 
1 seat In the ho.ii." Alas I she was too lnle. and with two hundred and twenty 111en, ,vomen, and children. she was•· LOST I" 

t\. WORD that is spelt with four letters,
• 

But, oh l what they mean to hearts 
they bleed. 

To hundreds, yes, hundreds, the word of 
despa;r 

Was given by one the truth to declare. 
Yet calmly they met the fate that was 

nigh 
\Vhen told by the captain their lot was to 

die; 
For husbands, and wives, and children em­

braced, 
Awaitiug the death they were quickly to 

taste. 
\Ve trust there were some who safely 

had known 
TbeBloodof the Lamb which 

for sin did atone ; 
For God has declared, and 

His Word still is true: 
"\Vhen I see the Blood I 

will pass over you." 

For this was the tidings, now 
quickly afloat, 

That only a few could be 
saved in a boat. 

A lady then shouted, " If you 
take me in 

One thousand bright pounds 
it is your lot to win." 

The boat was quite full, so 
left to her fate, 

The words were re-echoed, 
"Too late, 'tis too late!" 

For a seat in the boat it was 
useless to try; 

She was left on the wreck, 
so surely to die. 

But pause now a moment I 
we know not the whole, 

We grasp not the thought of 
the loss of a soul. 

BeUeve in Christ Jesus, then if summoned 
to die, 

Your portion is fixed with the blessed on 
high, 

And not with the lost, in the gulf of 
despair; 

Oh! where is your portion, I ask you, oh, 
where? 

Receive Him at once, ere He closes the 
door, 

And His offer of grace is made never 
more. 

Let not this sad word, so solemn, be 
true: 

You're lost, you are lost, with safety in 
view. A.C.

The price has been paid by 
the gift of God's Son, 

The home He has purchased 
for us has been won. •• O!lll 'tCIOtJBAN'D POtJNDII J'OD J. lllLU' IN Ttlll 110il " 
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U�1BRELLA FAITH. 

N EVER since be first cnme to the 
church till that hour 

Had the preacher held forth with such 
vigour o.nd power, 

As with well-chosen words, and a wealth 
of detail, 

He told how Elijah had triumpbedo'er Baal. 
How on Carmel, God-sent, he had taken 

his stand; 
Till the cloud from the sea 

rose, the size of a band, 
Till he said," Go, tell Ahab 

go down to the plain, 
And make haste-thereare ,, 

sounds of abundance of 
• II ram.

Long and learnedly he 
dwelt on man's guilt 
since the fall, 

Want of faith, unbelief,
chief and blackest of all; 

Had not Christ made it 
plain we are sure to 
receive 

All the blessings we ask if 
we "only believe." 

Then the grand choir sung out in its most 
approved style, 

u Every prospect is pleasing, man only is
vile; 11 

Then the preacher's still voice hushed the 
tumult again, 

As he earnestly prayed that the land might 
have rain. 

But it came not; a day was appointed for 
prayer 

In the church : all the good folks were 
hastening there. 

The sun glared down 
bad run dry, 

And there was not a 

red, brook and burn 
[the sky. 

wisp of a cloud in 

Unnoticed, if seen, by that church-(:oing 
throng 

A wee hunchback lassie walked briskly 
along, 

While others bad sunshades, the day was 
so warm, 

She'd a big umbrella tucked under her arm. 
The preacher and wife passed the girl on 

the way, 
He with gold-beaded cane, 

she with parasol gay; 
"Poor girl," the good lady 

was heard to declare, 
"How silly," but then she 

is scarcely all there. 
" Oh, you never can tell 

what these creatures 
will do," 

Thought the little hunch­
back gazing up at the 
two; 

With a look half of pity, 
half sorrow, and pain, 

"My, but these two will 
catch it when God sends 
the rain." 

God sent it that day, in full measure it fell, 
As the wee hunchback's big umbrella could 

tell. 
The preacher, his lady, and all who were 

there, [something to spare. 
Got as much as they prayed for, with 
The pulpit did all that a pulpit might do, 
There were choice thoughts expressed, 

earnest, solemn, and true; 
But I question if any but God ever knew 
Of that one prayer in faith that rose up 

from the pew. 
Take your big umbrella, the lesson is plain, 
Like the wee hunchback girl, when you're 

praying for rain. INsHCTOlt AITKBN. 
THE LITTLE DYING GIRL. 

p UT your arm around me, mother, 
Draw your chair beside my bed; 

Let me lean upon your bosom 
This poor, weary, aching head. 

Once I thought I could not leave you, 
Once I was afraid to die ; 
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Now, I feel 'tis Jesus calls me 
To His mansions in the sky. 

Why should you be grieving, mother. 
That your child is going borne 

To that land where sin o.nd sorrow, 
Pain and weakness, never come 1 E.U. 



THE LOVE OF NYANGANDIA. 

HARK, children, I've a tale to tell, 
A simple tale and true, 

Of what a dark-skinned African 
To hear of Christ would do. 

Her name is Nyfmgandia, 
She near a river dwells, 

And clusters of bananas she 
To make a living sells. 

And on the river broad and 
wide, 

Amid its waters blue, 
The practised eye may daily 

note 
Somewhere the girl's canoe. 

In stormy days or sunny calm 
The brave girl might be 

seen-
The sky above, the waves 

beneath, 
The shallow skiff between. 

Poor African, her soul more 
dark 

Than e•enherswarthyskin; 
She nothing knows of Cal­

vary, 
Or remedy for sin. 

The Name of Jesus is to her, 
A strange unmeaningword, 

• 

For of His marvellous love and grace 
She had not even heard. 

One Saturday her steps by God 
Were to our mission led 

To sell bananas, and she heard 
The life of Jesus read. 

Her heart was awed in grief and love, 
To learn His Cross, His shame, 

And trembling, she with tears and sighs 
Repeats the Saviour's name. 

"May I come here again?" she pleads, 
With eager, questioning eyes. 

" Yes, come to-morrow to my class," 
The lady there replies. 

"Yes, I will come," she gladly says, 
And pointing to her home, 

"I live across the waters there, 
If I'm alive I'Jl come." 
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Next day the little children came 
To sing His praises sweet, 

The lady's heart leapt up with joy, 
N yangandia to meet. 

The lesson o'er, the teacher bids 
The little ones good-bye, 

Then to the earnest seeker turns 
With loving smile and eye. 

Then, ob, a wondrous tale she 
beard, 

Of how, that very day 
Some unknown enemy had 

borne 
Thedearchild's craftaway. 

What could she do? the river 
broad, 

With current strong and 
deep, 

The mission on the other side, 
Could she her promise 

keep? 
One moment only on the 

brink 
She standsin grimdismay, 

The next she's in the waters 
deep, 

And battling with the spray. 
How well she swims! the brave dark bead 

Above each wave is seen, 
And slow, but sure, the distance now 

Is lessening between. 
Still on she comes a few more strokes, 

The journey now is o'er, 
Exhausted, but triumphant now, 

She rests upon the shore. 
This is the tale as it was told 

Some time ago to me, 
And of ten yet I wonder at 

That dear girl's bravery. 
She risked her life that she might learn I 

But on that river deep 
The One who read her heart's desire, 

The darling child did keep. 
Let N yA.ngllndia's great love 

Speak to your heart to-day, 
Malce Jesus Christ, God's only Son, 

Your Saviour while you may. J.A.W.11. 



ONLY A BEGGAR LAD. 
ISlmplo vnnes concerning ll l>c!111111r hul. who, Wilnderlng Into tho rntlw11y 1totlon o( • country town, w111 cm111h1 hy II nlaht

train and killed.) 
ITHIN a busy stnlion, lbe crowds run to 'Tis gettini; late, it's ten o'clock, the trains keep 

llll<l fro; rushing in, 
And somehow don't seem cert11in1 which And hurrying reet, and clo.shinc doon, keep up • 

way they ou&hl to go. constant din. 
In spite of a.II their questions, nnd all lhe And many a weary, care-worn face-, rdaxc. to a. 

gu:irds' replies, smile:, 
('heir puuled, anxious voices, are full :,f "where's?" As thoughts of home and pleasure come, thc:ir joun.ey 

and " wby's? 11 to beguile. 

"Yes, sir," shouts out the porter, "'tis platform No. 
one. 

See I there the train is moving I look sharp I you'll 
have lo run 11" 

Then turning rather quickly, he nearly stumbled 
o'er, 

A little, ragged, homeless boy, of some six years or 
more. 

The time is up, the whistle blows, the flag waves to 
and fro-

A jerk, a. shriek-a shriek I oh, no-the engine 
whistles so. 

The train is off, and rushing on, leaves l'Jiles and 
miles behind, 

And bears a hundred weary hearts to rest and peace 
or miqd. 

• • • 

7 The gray, pale dawn is breaking, with its dulI and
cheerless light, 

• 

And struggling thro' the heavy clouds, dispels the 
dreary night. 

But, what is this? it's first keen gleams, reveal to 
heaven's view-

A CHILD !-a poor, dead, frozen child, with limbs alt 
stiff and blue. 

Fair, flaxen ringlets, tossing wild, back from :L 

stiffened brow ; 
Sweet, boyish lips are parted, but the smile is frozeD 

now. 
Two tiny hands are clasped in prayer-God beard 

that prayer alone, 
And stooped to bear a beggar child to the glories of 

His home. 

' They gathered round-these rugged men, :ind many 

I 
an eye was dim ; 

The porter groaned, with choking voice, " poor little 
;:;;; 

I 

lad, it's him 

l \ I l
I spoke so gruffly to Inst night." But other.; only said, 

1 - " Come, take it not so ill,
� He's but a little beggar-lad-a nameless grave te>

fill. 

;:' Only a little beggar-lad, anc! God had cal!ed him 
home, 

"THE FLAG WAVES TO AND FkO." 

•• \Vhy I bless me, chHd ; " he hotly said, " what
keeps you standing here ? 

Get out the way," the porter cried, "and keep the 
passace clear." 

Then turning, quickly, off he strode, and did not hear 
the 1i�h1, 

Or Jt'e the bitter, acalding lean, that filled the 
urchin'• eves. 

And gathered in His loving arms, the lamb destined 
to roam-• 

Homeless and roor-this cold, cold world, without II 
single friend ; 

And Jesus called the little wair, to pleasures without 
end. 

J. A. W. H. 

Such ir.ciclents ns these carry home to our minds 
the Scripture injunction-" .id )'d also �aJy." The 
bravest boy may 10011 be lnid low, the chccrie�l girl 

I 
may 10011 be called away, Death may come slllldtnh

. to vou I Are you re1uly II Read Jvhn v, '"' 
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'T'VAS Christmas time, o.nd all 
day long, 

From morn to setting sun, 
Up stairs, down lanes and dim, 

dark courts, 
The postman's feet did run, 

\.Vitb packages of e,·ery shape, 
Some short, some long, some 

round, 
The children listened for his knock, 

And shouted at the sound. 
Bright boxes for the 

little ones, 
And toys for 

babies dear. 
Big hampers filled 

w i t h  d a in t y  
things, 

And Christmas fare ana cueer. 
What though the frost, with icy 

touch, 
Had frozen o'er the pane, 

The ruddy fire upon the hearth 
\Vould thaw the ice again. 

\Vithin an attic dark and bare 
A boy sat lone and still, 

Resting bis pale, thin face upon 
A small hand blue and chill. 

The meagre fire burned feebly, 
With faint and flickering blaze, 

And on the fitful tongues of flame 
The pale boy fixed bis gaze. 

"My father said," the poor child 
mused, 

"Before be went away 
To live in heaven ; that God would 

give 
Us all we need each day. 

And now poor mother feels the cold, 
She needs a dress and shawl ; 

If I knew where to find the Lord 
I'd go and tell Him all." 

He thought awhile, and then his 
face 

With sudden joy grew bright, 
" I'll write a letter to the Lord, 

I will, this very night." 
With eager face and trembling 

hands, 
Pen, paper, ink he found, 

And kneeling down, began to write, 
In letters big and round. 

"Dear Jesus, we are very J,oor, 
And mother works al.l day 

To get me food, and fire to keep 
Me warm while she's away. 

My father said wlum fo dittress
I was to tell Thee all; 

Aud mother feels the cold, dear
Lort:J, 

Plea.e .end a dreu and sl,awl." 

• 

\VILLIE'S LETTER. 

With hurrying feet into the street 
Dear Willie ran witiJ haste, 

And in the ne!!.rest pillar-box 
His little note he placed. 

Then back with smiling face he 
sped, 

Up to the attic bare, 
To wait with simple, child-like 

trust 
The answer to his prayer. 

What piles of letters wait that day 
\.Vitbin the sorting-room, 

And well that Willie did not know 
His tiny letter's doom. 

Cast out with many others that 
Had no correct address, 

Neglected lay the letter which 
Told God the boy's distress. 

But He who seetb all things saw 
The letter lying there, 

And He who loves the children 
watched 

That note with tender care. 
The Post-Master himself came in, 

And, pausing at the door, 
With careless band began to turn 

The pile of letters o'er. 

Then whistled with surprise to see 
A letter thus addressed 

(In childish hand and reverently), 
·• To dear Lord Jesus Christ."

He picked it up and read it o'er, 
\Vith wonder and surprise, 

Then placed the slip within his 
vest, 

With slowly moistening eyes. 

That night a brilliant comp;i.ny met, 
A merry crowd and gay, 

Within a noble west-end house, 
To celebrate the day. 

But while they feasted, ate, and 
drank, 

The host's kind face was grave, 
And after dinner, called to speak, 

Strange was the speech he gave. 

He from his pocket drew a note, 
And slowly read each word 

Of that strange message from the 
boy 

"To Jesus Christ the Lord." 
And one among them beard with 

tears, 
And earnestly did plead 

That she might have the honour or 
Supplying all their need. 

So speedily the answer co.me, 
God bears the children's cnll, 
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Next day, to Willie's joy, He sent 
Tbe needed dress and shawl. 

So, children, put your trust in God, 
Let Him your footsteps lead. 

He'll be your Saviour, Guard, and 
Guide, 

Your truest Friend in need. 

Trust Him for your salvation first,
He's worthy of your love, 

For you he left His Father's home, 
His glorious throne above. 

Then trust Him daily, you will find 
His promise grand and true, 

That He will never you forsake, 
But bear you safely through. 

J. A. W. H.

"For ye know the grace of our 
Lord] esus Christ, that, t/1011gh He 
was rich, yet for your sakes He 
became poor, that ye through 
His poverty 
mi.l!lit be
rich.''

• CM 8. 9-



THE 

A LITTLE seed lay in the ground, 
And soon began to sprout; 

" Now, which of all the flowers around," 
It mused," shall I come out?" 

.. The lily's face is fair and proud, 
But just a trifle cold; 

The rose, I think, is rather loud, 
And, then, its fashion's old. 

CRITIC. 

I 
"The violet, it is very well, 

But not a flower I'd choose, 
Nor yet the Canterbury bell, 

I never cared for blues." 
And so it criticised each flower, 

This super-cilious seed, 
Until it woke one summer hour, 

And found itself a weed. J. H. B.

THE MAIDEN'S LOVE. 
In honour of the telegraph maid who.stuck to her post, flashed the warning message, and saved the town 

Illustrating the text, " Greater love bath no man than this" Qobn 15. 13). 

'TWAS that dark year, we all know well, And near it, hanging on the wall, 
Of shower, and blight, and blow, The text her teacher gave-

\Vhen the great dam burst and flooded all Blest words, "He saved others, but 
The fertile vale below. Himself He could not save." 

Away down midst the woods and trees What! could she leave those thousands i1� The little railway lay, [screamed The crowded towns below \Vhere wheels went round, and engines Without one word of warning? No; And smoked the livelong day. She could not, dare not go. 
And there within her office neat, She faltered just one moment, 

Half hid by plants and flowers, Shorter far than thought or breath-
A fair young telegraphist sat A feeble little maid between 

And sung away the hours. Ten thousand souls and death, 
To every little song she sung, The angels up in glory paused And every little rhyme, A moment in their song, The little ticking needle in As swift the dots and dashes sped The corner beat the time. The words of life along. 
Then burst the storm a,s flash and crash 'Twas done all in a moment, but 

In quick succession came Alas! ah! where was she? 
Her trembling heart beat quicker than For swifter than the moments rolled 

The needle in the frame. That towering wall of sea. 
What wonder if her thoughts went back The old bridge rocked beneath her as 

To Him of Galilee, [wrath, She sped for safety o'er; 
\Vhose soft word hushed the temrest's The tempest beat above her fierce 

And stilled the raging sea. And wilder than before. 
Loud and more loud till, lo I a crash- The flood closed in around her high, 

The little cabin reeled- And higher, wave on wave-
As if in one wild roll and rush She gave her life for others, but 

A thousand thunders pealed. Herself she could not save. 
And louder still than all a cry Her grave? All vain the question is. 

Rung like a death-knell then- God knows where it may be; 
The dam had burst, and woe betide It may be in the river-bed, 

The dwellers down the glen. It may be in the sea ; 
Up from her Ii ttle place she sprang It may be 'neath the meadow sweet, 

In eager haste for flight, Where wild flowers fragrant grow. 
\Vheo, Jo I the little needle in God buried her like Moses-this 

The corner caught her sight•, Is all that man may know. 
hrancroa A.ITKKN. 
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LITTLE MA Y'S FIRST ST Alt 

·• H O\V pretty you are," sa.id Jittle May,
Looking up in her sister's face, 

\Vho was dressing for a dance that night, 
In tinsel and in lace. 

She placed on her head a brilliant crown, 
The centre of which was a star, 
\Vhich dazzled the eyes of the wondering child 

As it scattered its rays afar. 
May greatly admired that jeweJled crown, 
But she heaved a heart-felt sigh [Lord, 
As she thought of the crown on the bead of the 

\1/heo men passed scoffing by. 
And she seemed to see that crown of thorns 
As He hung upon the tree, 
Till the darkness veiled the most awful sight 

That eyes could ever see. 
Then she thought of a crown, not a crown of 

thorns, 
But the crown of glory bright, 
\Vhich adorns His brow, who for sinners died, 

Midst heaven's eternal light. 
. .\nd her mind recalled the oft-told truths, 
Of those who win the lost, 
Having crowns to cast at His pierced feet, 

Who redeemed at tremendous cost. 
In wistful tones she murmured low: 
"I wish I some soul could win 
To the Saviour who for sinners died, 

To wash away their sin." 
The simple words of a little child, 
'\N ere winged as an arrow's dart, 
And her conscience reached: they were 

sent by God, 
And they pierced that sister's heart. 

She went to the ball in her grand attire, 
But the words of the Uttle child 
\Vere re-echoed again and yet again, 

In that heart by sin defiled. 
She vainly tried to focget the words, 
And enjoy the dance as before, 
But no; the Saviour was standing there, 

And knocking at her heart's door. 
And a vision rose of that eager face, 
And those eyes so full of love, 
It seemed like a heavenly finger-post, 

To direct her gaze above. 
And again she heard that murmur low: 
"I wish I some soul could win 
To the Saviour who for sinners died, 

To wash away their sin." 
She thought of the time so vainly spent 
In gaiety, sin, and show ; 
She thought of the life she was wasting away,

Leading downwards to death and woe. 59

She thought of the Saviour's boundless grace, 
In dying for her on the tree ; 
She thought of the times she had slighted Him. 

And longed to His side to flee. 
She hurriedly left that ball-room gay, 
Went home in her soul despair, 
And pardon found, through a Saviour's love, 

For she sought it in earnest prayer. 
Then she went and kissed the sleeping child 
As the silvery moon shone bright, 
And softly said, "She has won her star, 

I am saved by grace to-night." 
How good of God to give His Son, 
How good of Christ to die, 
That sinners young and sinners old, 

Should know eternal joy. 
This love is boundless, full, and free, 
And you its power may prove, 
So turn to Him through Jesus Christ, 

No longer from Him rove. A. G,



THE FUGITIVE SLAVE. 

0 N\VAr<.D with firm yet buoynnt tread,
Swift oo his way the tra veil er sp�d, 

Humming a tune to bis swinging pace, 
Keeping time with an easy grace; 
Bronz:ed and brown was bis forehead fair. 
Broad and clear 'neath his curling hair. 
His a face you could trust and love, 
Knowing, a friend be'd always prove. 
Lo I in fear from the forest springs 
A figure as on eagle's wings; [torn 
Bleeding the feet, and bruised and 
With prickly boughs the swarthy 

form, [flight, 
Marking with blood his path in 
His dread pursuers just in sight. 
Terror gleams from his rolling eyes, 
Straight to the Englishman be flies, 
And, cowering helpless at bis feet, 
Pleads the mercy be hopes to meet. 
The owner and bis band appear, 
And with menacing forms draw near, 
With lances bright and full-drawn bows, 
And round the slave and traveller close. 
Tbe Englishman now stands erect, 
Prepares the helpless to protect, 
Aod, filled with pity, would have bought 
The hunted slave, and so besought 
The owner what his price would be, 
Tbat be might give him liberty. 
The master's face grew dark and cold : 
"I ask not, sir, bis price in gold, 
And naught mv purpose from will keep­
Not gold, but blood alone, I seek." 
The master made some rapid signs­
The Englishman his thought divines. 
He saw one near him aim the dart­
'Twas meant to pierce the negro's heart. 
Nothing escaped his eagle sight, 
And when the arrow winged its flight 
He raised his arm, and, to their dread, 
It pierced the white man's flesh instead. 
The owner now filled with alarm, 
Gazed at the traveller's bleeding arm, 
And, filled witb fear and trem b1iog, stood 
And wa tcbed the freeman's flowing blood. 
The Eoglisbman now felt empowered, 
As 'neath bis gaze the owner cowered. 
He bares bis arm, and sternly said, 

11 The deed is done-blood has been shed.'' 
The owner now would fain be friends, 
And for tbe wounding make amends; 
Expresaed bis sorrow that the dart 
Meant for the wretched negro's heart 
Had missed its aim and pierced his arm, 
But that he had not meant him harm. 

11 Apologies," be says, 1
1 are just, 

But give me retribution first. 
Eye for an eye. tooth for a tooth: 
The ancient Jaw of ll�bt and truth, 
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Proclalme<l as just; blood has becu 11pilt, 
And blood alone atooes for guilt." 
His eyes fall on the trembling slave, 
\Vhose pleading lips bis mercy crave. 
"You sought the life of this man here; 
Blood bas been spilt-more precious, dear, 
Blood of a/ ruma11-witbout cause, 
And thus outraged the country's laws. 

'Twas blood you sought, blood bas 
been shed ; [stead. 

My blood bas flowed in this mao's 
The arrow meant for him I got-
1 claim him mine, by blood he's 

bought; 
Do you agree?" To end it so 
The man consents and turns to go;
While overcome with joy complete, 
The poor slave at the traveller's feet 
Sobs out bis thanks, and, weeping, 

says, 
11 I'll serve you, rnassa, aJI my days." 
When once the owner's word was given, 
Away all thought of death was driven. 
The fugitive need fear no more­
Redeemed by blood, the terror's o'er. 
Oh, think of it, by blood redeemed; 
Ob, what a wondrous price it seemed. 
A wretched, hunted, wounded slave, 
A freeman gives his t-lood to save. 
vVhat wonder that bis heart was won, 
And life-long gratitude begun. 
What think ye, then, of Christ, who gaYe 
His precious blood thy soul to save? 
Who is He? God's eternal Son. 
With Him ere Time its race begun, 
All things existing He hath made-
The night and day, the light and shade, 
The beauteous earth, the bouodless sea, 
And sky's unmeasured canopy. 
Planets and comets, moon and sun, 
He made and bade them onward run, 
Revolving through the trackless space, 
And by His power still guides their race. 
The brightness of God's glory, He, 
Equal in power and majesty. 
Yet when the appointed time was due, 
He proved His meek obedience, too, 
When He, whom countless angels laud, 
Comes forth to do the will o( God, 
Aod lays His power and honour by, 
Then takes the form of man to die. 
Go, �aze upon His cross of shame, 
And count ench dying throb of pain, 
And measuring l-11s depths of woe, 
Sin's awful power more fully know. 
Then come nnd take the sinner's pince, 
,vhile lingers yet God's clay of grace. 
Come, trust the risen Son of God, 
And ever be "redeemed by blood." J,A. W.lL 



BOB, TI-IE CABIN BOY. 
An Origin1l Ballad founded 

S taut a craft was the Nancy, 

{tl-�ii'f,� As ever the wild waves bore ; 
And a goodly sight were her sails 

of white, 

---

As the winds they swept before. 
And as gallant a crew she had 

on board 
As ever sailed the sea ; 

But the captain of the Nancy, 
Such a godless man was he. 

--�� 

"A GOODLY SICIIT "ERE Hl?R SAILS 01' \VHITII. • 

An angry frown was on his brow, 
A curse on his sinful lip; 

And he was loved by ne'er a one 
Of all that manned that ship. 

And let the winds blow high or low, 
The night be foul or fair, 

The voice of their commander 
\Vas never raised in prayer. 

Not long had the Nancy been to sea, 
When the captain he iell ill, 

God laid His hand on the sinful man, 
A.nd his wicked tongue was still. 

In his hammock below, a wreck he lay, 
Had lain for a week or more, 

Yet never a man from the Nancy's crew 
l I ad opened his cal,in door.

on this well known .Narrative. 

Not a man had stooped with a kindly word 
T,:, soothe his aching head; 

Not a man had moistened his burning lips, 
Or brought him a crumb of bread. 

But God looked down from His throne on high, 
Looked down on the dying man ;

He had waited His time and chosen His hour 
To work out His own wise plan. 

Yet He chose no voice from the yawning deep, 
No angel form from above, 

But the meanest of all on board that ship, 
He chose for His work of love. 

T'was watch below on a Sunday night, 
And the winds were whistling soft, 

Along the face of the mighty deep, 
And up in the shrouds alofl 

When a soft step paused at the cabin door, 
Where the dying captain lay; 

And, "Are you better my master, dear?" 
A gentle voice did say. 

The captain he raised his weary head, 
And he glanced with his bloodshot eye, 

But his heart was hard, oh I his heart was hard, 
For a curse was his reply. 

But again at the dawning of the day 
Came that step to the cabin door, 

And, "A re you better my master, dear?" 
Said the gentle voice once more. 

Now the captain of all that sailed that ship 
Was the wickedst man by far, 

And he had spent the prime of his life 
On board a man-of-war. 

But the gentle voice of his cabin boy, 
It knocked at his stony heart, 

And it bade the mis-spent years to rise, 
And the briny tears to start. 

And they trickled down his brawny face, 
Down his cheeks so brown and tanned, 

And he wept as he gazed in the boy's blue eyea; 
And hid his face in his hand. 

"Ah I Bob, my lad, I am very ill, 
Ill, 111, ns I well can be, 

No sleep last night for the sn.dstrange thought� 
And the moanings of the sea. 

No rest, no rest, for the wind and the wave� 
Hark, hark, how they cry and �b: 

I'm lost, I'm lost, no hope for me, 
No rest for your captain, Bob." 
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Boa, THE CABIN Bov. 

·' The Lord is good," replied the boy;
He knows what poor sailors are ; 

And He'll he:ir you, master, though high His 
Above sun, moon, and star." [home, 

And with many a gentle word he strove, 
While the captain groaned with pain; 

To comfort the heart of the dying man, 
Ere he hurried on deck again. 

Next morning the captain said with a moan, 
\Vhile a tear stood in his eye ; 

11 I've been thinking all night of the Bible, Bob, 
I want you to get one-try. 

'\ � I \_, IL.111 
� 

I• I ,-·1r 1 1 � 
I 

I I 

"Boe RllAD 01' OUR nLl;:.SSII.D LORD.• 

--

Go forward and look in some chest, my lad, 
'Tis no use your looking here, 

I have'nt had one in my cabin, alas l 
This many a long, long year. 

Then search and get me a Bible-do, 
Go forward and look, my boy." 

Soon the captain beheld the lad's return, 
Beheld him with tears of joy. 

14 Ah I that will do, he said with a smile," 
As he saw Bob's cheerful look, 

• Now sit on my chest and read to me,
From out of that blessed Boole.

Pick out some bit about sinners, Bob, 
Some piece that will suit me now, 

, And soon I'll know whether such as I 
Can be saved, my boy, and how." 

With the eager ear of a dying man, 
He listened to every word, 

As with anxious heart and trembling voice, 
Bob read of our blessed Lord. 

Next morning the captain said with a sigh, 
"Ob! Bob, I shall never get whole, 

You'll soon have to cast me overboard, 
But what will become of my soul? 

Oh ! what will become of my soul? dear lad, 
God sees and He can't forget. 

I'm lost ! I'm lost ! " "No captain, no, 
I think you'll be saved yet ! 

Oh ! captain, remember the many fine things 
I read to you yesterday." 

The captain he groaned, but he said ere long, 
" My good boy, can you pray?" 

"No, captain, I never prayed in my life, 

I But the one prayer taught to me, 
I Which I said every night when a little child, 

I knelt at my mother's knee. 

"Oh! pray for me, Bob, pray earnestly, 
Get down on your bended knees, 

And cry to the Lord for mercy, Bob, 
For my soul is ill at ease." 

Then Bob knelt down by the captain's side, 
And folded his hands in prayer, 

And sore he besought the Lord to take, 
The dying man into His care. 

Still weaker and weaker the captain grew, 
But none ever heard him complain, 

His hope was in God and His Holy \Vord, 
Bob prayed with him oft again. 

One morning the captain said with a smile, 
"I'm glad you have come, my lad. 

For my heart is burning to tell you, Bob. 
What a glorious night I've had. 

I lay last night in a sort of a dose, 
Still thinking of what you read, 

When all of a sudden I thought I sa\Y 
A vision beside my bed. 

I thought I saw in the corner there, 
As plain as I see you now, 

Christ hnnging on the cross-aye, Bob, 
With the thorn crown on His brow 



Bon, THE CABIN Bov. 

Struck with the sight-I fell at His feet­
In the greatest of agony, 

And •Jesus, Thou Son of David.' I cried, 
Hn.ve mercy no\v on me. 

At length I thought He looked on me, 
Th:it look I'll ne'er forget; 

It made the blood to my heart to rush, 
And high my pulse to beat. 

I waited, Bob, for Him to speak, 
And then I saw Him smile, 

My boy, He smiled on me, yes, Bob, 
On me, though sinful and vile. 

And then those words I heard Him speak, 
Oh ! Bob, He said to me, 

• Son, be of good cheer, thy many sins
Are all forgiven thee.'

I'm not afraid to die now, Bob, 
My sins are forgiven I know ; 

I want no more this side the grave, 
I'm ready, my boy, to go. 

I know that Jesus died for me, 
I know my sins forgiven; 

I know He has prepared for me, 
A mansion up in heavtn. 

And now, dear Bob, don't weep and fret, 
For oh I I long to flee 

To yon blest home where free from sin, 
And pain I e'er shall be. 

God bless you, lad, may you be kept, 
From Satan's subtle power, 

And oh I I pray thaL God on thee, 
His richest gifts may shower. 

And tell my crew I them forgive, 
As I have heen forgiven, 

And that I long to meet them all, 
Around the throne in Heaven." 

Then, as the day passed swiftly on, 
Oft' was the Bible read, 

Until at night poor Bob retired 
To rest his weary head. 

Next morn at daybreak, Bob arose, 
And op'ed Lhe cabin door, 

And there he saw upon his knees, 
His master on the •floor 

There, in the corner, where he saw 
The vision as he slept ; 

The captain knelt as if in prayer, 
The boy stood by and wepL

Poor Bob, he paused as if afraid 
His captain to disturb; 

At length he cried-11 My master, dear I" 
No answering voice was heard. 

"Captain I" he cried, but silenced r�igned, 
The boy was filled with dread ; 

He touched his master, but alas I 
The touch told he was dead. 

No doubt he saw again that night 
His Saviour on the tree ; 

And as he rose to thank Him for, 
The gift oflife so free. 

The captain's spirit took its flight 
To realms of bliss and love I 

Where free from pain and sorrow there,
He dwells with Christ above. 

How grand to know that Christ receives 
ALL who to Hirn will come, 

And never will He cast away 
Though they in sin did roam. 

But life eternal He will give 
To all who will believe; 

And those who seek Him here below, 
A crown of life receive. W. H. L 



MARY LOST AND FOUND. 

M
ARY lived with her foad

mother 
lo her little Highland borne 

'Mid the hills and blooming 
heather, 

Over which she loved to roam. 
So she bloomed the sweetest Bower 

On the verdant mountain side, 
But she often wondered vaguely 

What tbe world held broad and 
wide. [mountain, 

Once she climbed the highest 
Straining her bright eyes to see 

Far beyond the dim horizon, 
Wondering wbere the town 

could be. 
"I mun gang," she whispered, 

toSlidng 
From her brow the sunny curls; 

"I mun hae my bit o' pleasure, 
Whit mair me than it her girls?" 

All went well, until one evening 
Mary, looking strangely bright, 

Crept into the little kitchen 
Io the dim, uncertain light. 

Just one parting look she ventured, 
Theo she sped upon her way, 

And her home was far behind her 
At the early break of day. 

Morning dawned. The careful 
mother 

Early bad the firewood lit, 
Wondering as she filled the kettle 

Wby her girl was sleeping yet. 
Ooe more hour and still no Mary, 

So she called her cheerfully-
'• Are ye sleeping? Mary I Mary I 

Dae ye ken the time o' day? '' 
Still no answer, and the mother 

Went into the tiny room, 
But her look, so kind and gentle, 

Changed to fear and sudden 
gloom. 

Mary gone ! A little Jetter 
Written carefully and neat 

Told her mother all the story [feet. 
Whence had turned her weary 

Then the mother, strangely aged, 
With the sudden bitter grief, 

Carried all her woes to Jesus, 
And He gave her sweet relief. 

Days, and weeks, and months 
rolled onward, 

Dav by day the mother prayed­
" Father, bring ma lassie hame-

ward, [strayed. 
For Ye ken where ahe baa

"Grant that I may see her, Father, 
£re Ye call me up above; 

Let me ken ma wandering lassie 
Sought and found a Saviour s 

love " 

And each evening lo the window 
Patiently she placed a light, 

Snylng, " She micht come this 
e'ening, 

And 'twill keep her steps aright." 
Never once since Mary left her 

Had she barred the door within, 
''For," she thought, "she micht 

be coming, 
And the latch wid let her in. 0 

Winter passed, and gentle summer 
Clad the hills and valea with 

flowers, 
But the mother's watch was 

faithful [hours. 
Through the long aod sunny 

" Father, lead ma lassie hame­
ward," 

\II/as the burden of her prayer, 
·• Yet I ken that I can trust her

Tae Your ever-loving care."
Then at last one wintry evening

When tbelightwas burning low,
And the dreary clouds were

threatening 
Soon a heavy fall of snow. 

Up the glen a weary figure 
Toils along with faltering pace. 

Pausing now and then to gather 
Strength the biting wind to face. 

Onward, upward to the cottage 
Where the widow trims the 

light. 
That it may be burning brightly 

Through the dreary hours of 
night. 

And the weary wanderer bears her 
Saying, " She micbt come the 

nlcht, 
And the snaw '11 come directly, 

l mun hae a cheery llcbt."
"I bae come, 0 mitber I mlther I 

Will ye ever tak me In ? 
But I'm weary o' this wnnd'rlog, 

Weary o' a life o' sin." 
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"Maryl" and her mother clasped 
her 

To her heart with joyful tears, 
" He has answered ma petition, 

Praise the Lord I who ever 
bears." 

Then she gazed with deepest 
sorrow 

On the face once sweetly fair. 
Now so weary, wan and wistful, 

Lined with sorrow, pain, and 
care. 

"Ye hae suffered, but, ma dearie, 
N oo ye're hame tae me again ; 

Ye will sine be bricbt and rosy, 
All your health and strength 

regain." 
But as days and months Bed 

onward, 
Mary only weaker grew, 

And that she would ne'er be better 
In this world her mother knew, 

One day sitting in the sunshine 
Mary called her mother near, 

11 When I came to ye yon eveniug 
Had I ony need for fear?" 

'' No, ma Mary, for I lo'ed ye 
Faur ower mucb tae sayyenay." 

"Mitber, if I come tae Jesus 
Will He turn Himsel' away? " 

"No, ma Mary, if I lo'e ye 
Jesus lo'es ye dearer still, 

He is waitin' to receive ye 
If ye come wi' broken will.'' 

Next day Mary's face was radiant 
With a new-bore heavenly light, 

As she whispered to her mother, 
•'Jesus took me in last night. 

"I just came and Jesus showed me 
How He bung upon the Tree, 

When I saw HiswoundsHetoldme 
That He died for love tae me. 

"And I saw that I, the sinner, 
Coulddae nouch t m vsel' taesave, 

Bit when Jesus suffered for me, 
He a perfect ransom gave. 

''Noo I mean tae serve this Jesus 
Till be tak's me tae His home, 

Whar I'll rest, and never yonder 
Seek again frae Him tae roam." 

And when in theearlySpring•time, 
Ere the snow was off' the glen, 

Mary heard the Saviour calling, 
Glad she answered back again.

"Yes, I'm coming! "and her Sa vi our 
Soft Iv loosed the sll ver cord, 

And the ransomed soul aped 
Homeward, 

To be ever with the Lord. 
JAW 8, 



I( MY; II OR, TI-IE SI-IEPHERD LADDIE. 
PART I. 

O
H, freshly blow the breezes 

Upon our Scottish hills I
Ob, bri�htly shine the sunbeams 

Upon our sparkling rills I 
Ob, purple glows the heather 

Upon our moorlands wild I 
Oh, deep green grow the grasses 

Upon each broad hillside I
'Twas in this b o n n i e  

country 
The shepherd laddie 

grew; 
Of all the sheep he tended 

The face, the bleat, he 
knew. 

Oh, loudly broke their 
baaing 

Upon the summer air! 
Each varied tone resound­

ing 
Here, there, and every­

where I
His collie bounded past 

him 
The stragglers to recall, 

And from each copse or 
quarry 

Would s a f e l y bring 
them all. 

Blithe was the shepherd 
laddie, 

His step was firm and 
light I

And all the country knew 
hho, 

So active and so brigb t I
PART II. 

Fierce is the nort hero 
winter: 

Stern is the Scottish blast : 
Long, long the cold winds blowing, 

The thick snow falling fast. 
Hard is the shepherd's duty 

To seek the straying sheep, 
Lest in the heavy snowdrifts 

In death they chance to sleep I 
Was it the biting breezes 

That made our laddie ill? 
And did some driving tempest 

Too soon his life-blood chill? 
No more will he, delighted, 

On rosy rowans look ; 

No more rush down the hillsides, 
And leap the mountain lop. 

He lies in pain and weakness 
Upon bis lowly bed; 

Gone the fresh hue of vigour­
Come hectic flush instead I 

PART Ill. 
A man of God comes to him; 

He knows that he must die, 

And on the blest Redeemer, 
Desires to fix his eye. 

"A sheep you minded, laddie, 
Could it but speak would say, 

'Yon is my shepherd! kindly 
He led me every day.' 

! "So you may say, believing,
' The Lord my Shepherd is I

My very own I and truly
I know that I am His.' 

'' See here," and on his fingers
Tho kind man marked each word: 

"THE· Lonn- 1s-my-(remember) 
My Shepherd, and my Lord. 

"Now place your right forefinger 
On the fourth of your left hand; 

Let it rest there, my laddie, 
To help you understand." 

The sick boy beard intently, 
Then did as be was told. 

And of the left fourth 
finger 

With the first right he 
took bold. 

And then he murmured 
softly, 

"TbeLordismr-ismy, 
My Shepherd," and so 

saying 
A bright smile lithiseye. 

PART IV. 
In a few �ays that good 

:nan 
Came to the cot once 

more, 
.. How is your laddie, 

mitber?" 
He asked herattbedoor. 

"Oh, bonnie I he's richt 
bonnie!'' 

She earnestly replied; 
But a tear • was on her 

lashes, 
For her darling boy had 

died I
She took him to his bed­

side: 
There, crossed upon his 

breast, 
The right f o r efi n ge r

closely 
left fourth finger pressed. 

Unseen came the Good Shepherd, 
And took His lamb away; 

With Him in His sweet pastures 
For evermore to stay I

Oh, happy are the humble 
Who in the Lord believe I 

Who Him and His salvation 
With simple trust receive I

They say and mean it truly, 
inspired with faith divine I 

"I am the Lord's for ever, 
And He, I know, is mine I " &.A. w.

THE GRAND OLD BOOI{. (Wllb opolo11le1 to the Author or\
"·1 be Old Arm Cbnlr.'' /

l LOVE it, I love it, who dare me rebuke 
For loving, still loving the grand old Book?

I've treasured it long as a sainted prize, 
I've bedewed it with tears, and embalmed 

it with sighs. 

IOLDIIO WO RO 
IORTII o, 
lHf lift: 

'Tis bound by n thousaod bo.nds to my he3.rt ; 
Not n tie will break, not o. link will start. 
Would you know the spell? For a SM•iour I look, 
And Him I have found through the grand 

old Book. T.R 



COMFORTING MOTHER. 
IC 1 OTHER,'1 a little girlie snid,

As she stroked her mother's low­
bent head, 

0 Mother, darling, why do you cry? 
Ho.s somebody hurt you? Tell me why." 

YOU R.t.VJ!: UELl'J::D TOO 

The scene was in China, the mother dear, 
One who had toiled for many a year, 
And now was feeling a little spent, 
Though still on the Master's work intent. 

She had striven to tell of His boundless grace 
To the women and girls of that ancient race, 
But felt how little 'twas she could do, 
With husband and children to care for, too. 

A while ago she had written home, 
Praying sorne other friend migbt come 
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To help undertake the work she knew 
\Vould more than fi)) the hands of two. 

The reply was just to hand, and (ell 
On her heart as might a tolling bell 
Recording the passing of one beloved­
For a while she neither spoke or moved. 

Her little daughter, running that way, 
Stopped in the midst of her merry play, 
Astonished at the unwonted sight, 
For" Mother" was always cheery and bright. 

The childish voice brought some relief, 
For part of the weight of that speecliless griet 
Lay m the fact that those who should care 
Were all unwilling her burden to share. 

The little voice said, "What can I do? 
Do let me help you, or I'll cry, too; 
'Where is Father? I'm sure he'd try 
To do anything, so you shouldn't cry." 

It made her remember-she knew not why­
That love was enthroned above the sky; 
And love would always help. She knew 
Somehow that love would see her through. 

And, turning from those who so l ittle knew 
Him that they cared not His work to do, 
She directed her prayer in Jesus' name, 
To the Lord of the harvest, and caught the 

flame 
Of His love-light shining in that dark place; 
And holding her daughter in close embrace, 
She whispered, "God has helped me, dear, 
And you have helped, too, there is naught 

to fear." M. c. 

\VHAT THE MINUTES SAY. 

W
E are but minutes: little things;

Each one f urnisbed with sixty wings 
With which we fly on our unseen track, 
And not a minute ever comes back. 

\Ve are but minutes when we bear 
A burden of sorrow, pain, and care; 
We are but minutes when we bring 
Dewdrops sweet from pleasure's spring. 

\Ve are but minutes: use us well; 
For sure our use we must one day tell. 
\Vho uses minutes, has hours to use; 
Who loses minutes, years must lose. 



A WORTHLESS WAIF. 

A STORY which I read in prose
I give to you in verse; 

Nor will the truth it shall disclose 
Be liked one bit the worse. 

No tragic deed by pirates done 
My story shall relate; 

No battle fought nor victory won 
By slaying small or great. 

But of a little nine-year-old 
\i\lho bad been taught to pray; 

Of truth his liP.s bad taken hold,
He walked 'the narrow way." 

Of earthly comforts he had few, 
Kind words he seldom heard; 

No loving father's care be knew, 
His hope was in the Lord. 

A worthless waif just in the way, 
So his step-father thought, 

Forthwith I'll send him far away, 
Nor shall it cost me aught. 

A vessel lying in the dock 
For Halifax is bound, 

I'll bide him underneath the deck, 
Nor care if he gets drowned. 

When four days out the bo� ,vas found, 
And brought before the mate ; 

Then he, to those who gathered round, 
His story did relate. 

The mate would not believe his tale, 
And very angry grew : 

11\iVho brought you here? say without fail, 
Which of this vessel's crew?" 

Tbese stern demands were of ten made 
Upon the friendless youth ; 

"I know not one on board," he said, 
11 

I've told you all the truth."
At length the angry mate resolved 

He'd know the real truth; 
The mystery str-ange, it should be solved, 

Or he would hang the youth. 
\Vith iron grip he seized him firm, 

The crew bis orders wait 
To hang him to the ship's yard-arm, 

And thus to seal ,his fate. 
Once more the stern demand was made, 

"Who brought you here, my boy ? " 
11 I've told the truth,'' be calmly said, 

., I dare not tell a lie. " 

With watch in hand the mate stood forth. 
And thus addressed the you th : 

11 Ten minutes respite you shall have, 
Be wise, and speak the truth." 

All eyes were turned upon the lad 
To hear what he would say, 

In simple, touching words he said, 
11 Please, will you let me pray ? " 

The mate consented with a nod, 
Then, kneeling on the deck, 

The boy prayed fervently to God 
That He his soul might take. 

In simple, earnest words he prayed 
(His cry reached up to heaven) 

That God would grant, for Jesus' sake, 
The mate might be forgiven. 

The mate broke down, he seized the lad. 
And clasped him in his arms; 

He owns the truth of all he said, 
The prayer of faith disarms. 

Now may our little hero's God 
Pour grace into our hearts; 

Implant within each girl and lad
' Truth in the inward parts." 

The full results of steadfast faith, 
Nourished by grace divine, 

As in this story true set forth, 
'fhrough endless years will shine. 



11 

TO STOP THE TRAIN, PULL DOWN TI-IE CI-IAIN." 
.. TO stop tho train, pull down the chain."

We road It as we go; 
But what the little mesuge means, 

\Ve scarcely care to know. 
Out from tho crowded platform slowly 

Moved the long night train, 
And friends waved food adieus to friends 

They ne'er might see again. 
Another year, a long farewell 

To sea-breeze, sand, and shore; 
Sun-browned and tanned, back f,om the land, 

To city smoke once more. 
Farewell to bill.

and glen and
vale, 

Farewell to field
and foam; 

Tho u gh but a 
crowded city
court, 

Home still was 
"home.sweet 
home." 

"T o s t o p  t h e  
trai n, p u l l  
d o w n  t h e  
chain," 

Sung out a little 
child, 

And eve r y b o d y  
l o o k e d  a n d  
laughed, 

And everybody 
smiled. 

lt climbed the 
seats, pulled 
d o w n t h e  
blinds, 

That strange, 110ft, dreamy nothingness, 
That o'er the 1en11ea creep 

Touched all, save that wee, wilful thing 
That would not go to sleep. 

And weary lids dropped one by one, 
Till all seemed in the power 

Of slumber's sweet and soothing chain 
When, lo I at midnight hour, 

Unseen, unknown by any one 
In all that slumbering train, 

That same, wee, wilful, wayward hand 
Reached up and pulled the chain. 

And aye from
time to time, GLASGOW A'lfl BOUTU-Wl!Srt-:1\N RAILWAY EXPRESS TRA.1:,., 

·• To stop the train, pull down the chain.'' Quick rasped the brakes, but quicker still 
It sung its little rhyme. Broke through the startled air 

Ab, little dreamt they as they laughed- The deep-toned whistle's eerie scream, 
It never crossed their brain- And roused each slumberer there 

Wh::1.t that same child that night would do, Off went the steam, down came the smoke 
By pulling down the chain. Till train and engine stood 

{)own came the rain, no star-gleam pierced Right on the first end crossbeam where 
The dark sky overhead, The great bridge spanned the flood. 

As through th, air, with smoke and glare, "Who pulled the chain?" the question vain 
The night train onward sped. Was asked by one and all; 

Fed by the showers that ceaseless fell, But none thought of that childish baad, 
Far up among the bills, So feeble and so small. 

Broad rivers grew from little brooks, No drawhook broke, no buffer lock, 
And brooks from little rills. No fault al all they see. 

On sped the lon1t train throuib the night, Lamps all alight, connections right, 
With jolt, and clank, a!!d din. Doors shut, as doors should be. 

Thoagb wet and cold was all without, Nor front, nor back, nor wheel, nor track, 
'Twas warm aod dry within. Nor valve, nor gearing wrong. 

The buzz of coover11atloo ceased, When sudden, through 11 broken cloud, 
The lut old tale was told; The moon shone clear and strong. 

The night'■ ■till calm brought peace and balm That moon-streak, bright aa r.oooday's light. 
Alike to yoaog and old. Lit up the black unseen, 

6t1 



"To STOP THE TRAIN, PULL DowN THE CHAIN." 
And showed a yawning chasm wide, 

Where once the bridge bad been. 
A moment more, five hundred souls 

Had plunged where help was vain, 
Had not that feeble childish band 

Reached up and pulled the chain. 
And many a year bas passed away, 

And times have changed, and men ; 
And many a heart is cold to-day 

That beat wilb vigour then; 
And many a moon bas come and gone, 

With changing ebb and flow; 
And many a summer's sun and rain; 

And many a winter's snow. 
That huge grey pile or logs and beams 

Has long since passed away, 
And great steel arms stretch, each to each, 

Across the flood to-day. 
How often, io the rush of life, 

Some trifle brings os to-
Some little word, or look, or deed 

A little child may do; 
Some little empty cradle cot, 

Some little vacant chair, 
Some sort spot in our stony heart 

We never knew was there. 
On goes life's brakes ; we slow, we stop, 

Our wakened souls respond ; 
Then streams the lie-ht from God that shows 

The yawning" gutr" beyond 

Man cannot tell, God only knows, 
Some day He'll make It plain 

Who moved that feeble, childish band 
That night to pull the chain. 

There are little bands up yonder 
In the Glory-land to-day, 

There are little fingers pulling, 
Though long gone from earth away. 

Ab I I would not give one sparkle 
From yon baby girl's blue eye• 

For all the lights that ever shone 
In all those starry skies. 

In Rama still the voice is beard, 
The young, the bright, the fair 

Is not, and many a Rachael weeps 
Because they are not there. 

Ob I mother do not yet give up 
That wild and wayward son, 

Though hope bas fled, and life seems dead. 
God still is God ; pray on. 

He sees your tears, He hears your prayers. 
He makes your grief His own ; 

There never failed a harvest yet 
Where seed in tears was sown. 

There is a chain that never breaks, 
'Twas forged through blood and love, 

To draw the lost from death and sin 
To life and God above. 

When earthquakes rock and tempests shock. 
And fire and wind are vain, 

Your still, small voice thou,1?b hushed in death 
Will draw bi m like a chain. 

"NOTHING NE\tV TO TELL." 
"Ood forbid t,hnt I should (:'Jory, llll.VO in the Oross ot our Lord Jesus Chri�t," (Go.I. 0. H). 

W
HEN summer comes, the leaves we see

Are just tbe same old colour 
As they have been, as they will be; 

l'm sure we want no other. 
Tbe flowers and birds are juc;t the same, 

And yet we love them dearly; 
The sun is just the same old sun 

That bas been shining clearly 
For years and years, and we are glad 

To hall him in the morning; 
The sky in bis old way he palats, 

His glowlog path adoroing. 
So we have nothing new lo tell, 

It's just the ■ame old story: 
How Jesus died to save tbe lost, 

And take them home to glory. 
It is our theme, it is our song­

No other we desire; 
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We'd listen to it all day long, 
And never, never tire. 

'Twill be our song in heaven above, 
This same old Gospel story ; 

The story of God's wondrous love 
Will be our theme in glory. 

Now, boys and drls, tell me the truth, 
Do you love Christ the Saviour? 

'Tis good to love Him now in youth, 
Aod show by your behaviour 

That you are His, bought with His blood. 
To please and serve Him ever; 

With disobedient, sinful ways, 
To grieve Him never, never. 

The old, old story of the Cross, 
Received will bring you gladness; 

Rejection means eternal loss, 
And eve a lasting sadneu. aJ.M. 



THE TWO SWEEPS. 

I
N Yeovil towo a fair was held

Each year as it came round, 
And there the folk from far and near 

lo hundreds could be found 
Revelling in drunkenness aod sic, 

And vice of 9very kind, 
So that some godly people near, 

Were troubled much in mind. 
They talked Hover, and resolved 

To preach the Gospel there; 
And tbey a known converted S\\eep 

Invited to the fair. 
There lived in Yeovil at that time 

Another sweep, named Bill, 
A man whom Satan led about, 

A captive, at bis will. 
One night when boon companions 

In a favourite haunt were met, 
!n swaggered Bill, in sweep's attire,

A sight few could forget-
All black with soot, from curly head

To hob-nailed boots was be. 
A bill about the preaching sweep 

His comrades let him see. 
"Converted sweep I I'll soon sweep him, 

Disgracio' thus our trade; 
Our honourable profession 

I can't let him degrade." 
The fair arriYed, the preacher went 

To an adjoining field, 
Trusting that some poor, weary souls 

To Christ that day would yield. 
The preacher bad not long commenced, 

When he observed some men 
Come sauntering up outside the crowd­

They halted, looked, and then 
One wbo appeared their leader came 

Right op to where be stood, 
Hi11 angry look quite plainly showed 

His presence meant no good. 
God's servant turned his thoughts to heaven, 

And quickly asked for aid ; 
Asked God to give a message clear 

To guide each word he said. 
They thought some fiery thunderbolt 

From God's Word be would give­
Bot no, 'twas just that sweet, old word, 

"Believe, and thou shalt live. 
"For God so loved this sinful world, 

Hi, only Son He gave, 
That whosoever will believe, 

Eternal 1i fe should have." 
He shouted out this wondrous truth; 

Bill faltered, stopped, looked round; 
The preacher saw this, and again 

Gave forth the joyful sound. 

And there stood Bill, subdurd and mrek, 
An enemy no more. 

Th• preacher kindly &aid, "Well, Bill, 
Tell me now what is wrong." 

Bill's eyes could only fill with tears, 
While sobs came deep and strong. 

He oo his shoulder laid his hand, 
And said, "Bill, don't despair, 

There's mercy for the likes of you, 
For Christ your sins did bear." 

He shrank back sobbing still, a1 d said, 
"Ob, sir, you'd not touch me 

jl'I"'� !lilll ,.., f CL u [3 ... •. • .., • l ' I I 
I ..:::::... • ..::,, •• ·. ) ' 
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'' BE CALLS BDISELF A SWEEP," 

If you but knew just who I am, 
And what a wretch I be. 

"I to the preachio' went that night 
To throw you from the cart; 

But, ob, those words, those words you spoke, 
Have touched my hardened heart. 

"Those words that told how Gcd loved me 
So much that He could give 

His only Son-all that He had-
That such as I might Jive. 

"Rough as I am, I dearly love 
My children, and depend 

I'd never part with one of them, 
Not e'en to save a friend. 

Bill turned and walked out through the crowd, 
And disappeared Crom view ; 

"I would have laughed defiance, sir, 
If you had told of hell; 

But, oh, His love quite broke my h�art, 
His praises I would tell." 

Ob, what is equal to God's love 
The wildest to subdue. 

On Friday morn at breakfast-time, 
A knock came to the door, 

And now Bill Catchpole, who once served 
Tbe devil well and loo5t 

Lives wltb the One who loved him so, 
Aod sings the sweet new song. I. J.M.



'TI-IE FALL OF TI-IE ROSSBERG PEAK. 
•TIS years nJ:-> since Goldau

stood 
'l\lid gardens broad and wide, 

Protected from tue tempests rude 
That swept th� country side. 

On Rigbi's sloping side it lay, 
Free from all fear or dread ; 

Beneath, the sweet lake sleeping lay, 
The Rossber� peak o'erhead. 

The glorious azure sky above 
The lake reflects below ; 

The sunshine tips with silver gleams 
The Rossberg !s cap of snow. 

They watched him climb the sunny 
slope, 

Like one in study deep, 
And, passing thro' the village, climb 

Toward the Rossberg peak. 

'Twas sunset ere he could return : 
The news like wildfire flew, 

Till round him pressed an eager
To bear the tidings new. [crowd

He told them that the towering crag, 
That seemed so safe and strong, 

No rest tbat night the people 
knew, 

They spent the nigl1t in teara, 
Until the morning dawned and 

chased 
Away their night of fears.. 

The brilliant sun shone forth again, 
The Rossberg frowned no more; 

The women smiled, and children 
played 

Around each chalet door. 

Must yield at last to heavy rains- The sun shone joyously on all, 
Their village crush ere long. I O'er mountain, lake, and hill; ------------------------------7 The night was past, the terror gone, 

The warning voice was still. 
I 
I Nigh twenty years bad passed away 

Since that dark night of woe, 
And still the Rossberg calmly stood, 

Capped with eternal snow. 

And many who the warning heard 
Had gone from earthly care ; 

The children now to manhood
grown, 

Laughed at the "Rossberg Scare."

Till one dark night when all seem'd 
well, 

And heaven and earth were still, 
A distant thund 'ring broke their rest, 

And shook the Righi hill. 

The stranger's warning then came 
The Rossberg peak did fall, [true, 

And crashing from its giddy height,
In death o'erwhelmed them all. 

- Not one escaped. Death was too

�..,,,,,,,..,iliifil��I 
swift

Its victims to o'ertake: 
Sweet Goldau now lies buried deep, 

And choked the deep blue lake. 

They laughed at warning, scoffed at 
fear, 

No thought of danger nigh, 
Till death itself forced them to bear, 

�-- Nor gave them time to fly. 
'.v�,v 

!����r.f.r\'... And do you thus despise the call
�-'" "; _J That Christ Himself doth give,

.... -.•�• And heedless of n deathless soul, 
___ .=....:.£..:.=-__:,-=. T"'"u..e-=-..:n;:;.0_11_11n_E_n..:o=:;P .... B:::AX=-o-•E:..:1:=;1DE-=-AD-=-.

-.. -..;._---- In careless folly live? 

The people loved their simple home, I He told them that the stones and soil 
And watched with glad delight Were surely loosening fast, 

The sun rise o'er the mountain peak And bidding tbem escape for life, 
With shafts of rosy light. The stranger onwa.rd passed. 

No dark foreboding filled the breast, 
No thought of danger near, 

Tlll one bright day o. stranger co.mo, 
And filled their boa.rta with fear. 

What consternation fills encb heart, 
The strong mo.n 'scheekgrows pale, 

While little children sob nnd weop, 
And women mourn and wo.U. 
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Escape, •• escape tJ,o,. for tb}' life, .. 
A do.nger yet more dread 

Than tbo.t which hung o'er Goldau 
Unheeded o'er thy head. (b&.Dp 

Let Goldo.u's C le a \\:uuin be, 
And censo our sinful tt,t : 

To Jesu Cbn t for rcfug ft 
"Escnpetboufor tbyliC .''J.A,\\ M. 



TI-IE SA vVBATI-I SCI-JULE SOIREE. 
A MONG the joys o' early days 

\ Vhen we are young and 
s1na', 

There's nne o' them we'll no forget, 
I think it beats them a'; 

It made us gey an' prood indeed, 
And filled oor herts wi' glee, 

- \Vhen the teacher said," On Fri­
day nicbt 

Is the Sawbath Schule Soiree." 
'Twas then we had the visions 

Of the sweeties, nuts, and buns; 
'Twas then we dreamt we saw them 

Bringing oranges by the tons ; 
And teachers rinnin' up and doon 

\i\Ti' kettles fu' o' tea 
To try and serve us a' at ance 

At the Sawbath Schule Soiree. 
Before I left the hoose this nicht 

Here's whit ma mither says: 
"Noo mind, ma boy, behave yersel' 

And watch your Sunday claes; 
I'm gaun to keep ma e'e on you, 

So dinaa let me see 
You moving, passing hauf-an-inch, 

At the Sa,vbath Schule Soiree." 
Then frae the platform, 'mang the resl, 

The speaker he'll stand forth 
To tell us o' the love of God, 

And speak the Saviour's worth. 
Salvation gives us peace and joy, 

From sin Christ sets us free, 
And helps us to enjoy oorsel's 

At the Sawbath Schule Soiree. 
Behold the prizes 1 see the lot I 

There's books o' every kind; 
I'm telt I've got to get ane tae 

For, as Jang as I can mind, 
I never missed a single day, 

But tried my best to be 
The laddie that would tap the pole 

At the Sawbath School Soiree. D.A.

THE INQUIRY. 
For four boys or four girls, or two of each. ,ALL uniting in the replies; emphasising ''NO'' and•• YES;" 

or one could say verses, two others join im response, or one could say whole piece. 

1st. TELL me, ye winged winds, 
That round my pathway roar, 

Do ye not know some spot 
vVhere mortals weep no more ? 

Some lone and pleasant dell, 
Some valley in the west, 

\\There free from toil and pain 
The weary soul may rest ? 

ALL. 

The loud wind dwindled to a whisper 
low, 

And sighed for pity as it answered-· NO! 
2nd. Tell me, lhou mighty deep, 

Whose billows round me play, 
I<nowest thou some favoured spot, 

Some island far away 
Where weary man may find 

The bliss for which he sighs; 
Where sorrow never lives, 

And friendship never dies ? 
ALL. 

The loud waves, rolling in perpetual flow, 
Stopped for a while and sighed to answer 

-NOi
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3rd. And thou, serenest moon, 
That with such holy face 

Doth look upon the earth 
Asleep in night's embrace; 

Tell me, in all thy round, 
Hast thou not seen some spot 

\i\There miserable man 
Might find a happier lot? 

ALL. 

Behind a cloud the moon withdrew in woe, 
And a voice, sweet but sad, responded-NO I 
4th. Tell me, my secret soul, 

Oh, tell me, hope and faith, 
Is there no resting place 

From sorrow, sin, and death? 
Is there no happy spot 

Where mortals may be blest, 
Where grief may find a balm 

And weariness a rest? 
ALL. 

Faith, hope, and love, best boon to mortals 
given, 

Waved their bright wings and whispered 
-YES, IN HEAVENloopledb1J1.Fa.



THE LIBERATED SPARROW. 

A BOY, within his hand secure, 
A struggling sparrow held; 

His prize, it was caught by his lure 
In trap by leaves concealed. 

He and bis comrade talked how best 
The bird to feed and tame; 

While in his grasp, so tightly pressed, 
More frightened it became. 

A tradesman, standing at his door, 
Beheld the scene awhile, 

Then beckoning the couple o'er 
The street, with winning smile, 

The little prisoner was transferred 
Into the tradesman's hand, 

Who stroked awhile the fluttered bird, 
And freedom for it planned. 

One moment on his friendly palm 
It stood, then swiftly flew, 

Seeming to chirp, in joyful psalm, 
"A thousand thanks to you." 

Dear children, have you ever thought 
Your souls are like that bird, 

In Satan's trap securely caught, 
Bound by the law's strong cord. 

He said, "My lads, what have 
you there ? " 

"A sparrow," they replied. !lj I' I � 

- ----=e-

1111 ill " How did you catch it?" " In 
my snare, " 

The youtbf ul captor cried. 
cc \i\That will you do with the poor 

bird ? " 
Inquired the tradesman, kind; 

Deeming the question quite 
absurd, 

"A cage," said he, '' I'lJ find 
To put it in." "But will it 

live?" 
"Ob, yes, no fear of that; 

For food in plenty I will give, 
And keep it from the cat." 

I II 11 I 

jl I� 1, 11 , 
I 

I 

l1 

I 

I I "But," said the friend, "just 
listen now, 

And counsel from me take ; 
By past experience well I know 

Your plan is a mistake. 

I I 
P1,11I

"The sparrow never will survive 
The loss of liberty, 

'Twould only live four days or five, 
So let it fly away." 

"No, sir, I will not let it fly, 
Much trouble it bas cost; 

Were I to do your bidding, why 
My skill would all be lost." 

The friend then from his pocket drew 
Three pennies, and proposed 

To buy the bird; the boy said, 11 Whew," 
And with the bargain closed. 
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11 BOW DID YOO CATOII IT?" 

As helpless as its struggles were, 
As impotent are yours ; 

\�bile caught and held in sin's dark snare 
God's law your death ensures. 

But Jesus came the captive soul 
To liberate and save; 

He paid the awful price in full, 
HIMSELF the ransom gave. 

Believe in Jesus Christ the Lord; 
Think thus, "HE DIED FOR ME;"

Loosed then will be tbe lnw's slrong cord, 
This truth shall set thee free. A.W.P.s. 



\.iVI-IAT IS COURAGE? 

J 'M but a small boy,slim
and slight, you don't 
know much about me, 

And yet it seems as if to­
night you could not do 

without me; 
You ask me what is 

courage? Well,j ust 
let me think a 
minute; 

Its very name its 
worth may tell, 
there's something 
noble in it. 

It's bravely doing all 
you can, whate'er 
your duty may be­

A boy that's not a 
little man is still a 
little baby; 

Courage is just a thing, 
indeed, without more 
explanation, 

I must have had when I 
agreed to give this 
recitation. 

It is not fighting, not a 
bit; a dog can fight, 
and does it-

The coward is oft the first to hit, and 
everybody knows it. 

It is not brave words high and loud, when 
once the fight is started ; 

The biggest boaster in the crowd is oft the 
faintest hearted. [flash and rattle ; 

It is not on the field alone where weapons 
The home has many a hero known who 

never saw a battle. 
The giant still may boast his skill, and 

David's might disparage ; 
With sling the stone can still be thrown by 

boys of grit and courage. 
That boy has naught of courage, no, who 

will persist in flinging 

His hymn andl text books to and fro the 
time be should be singing; 

Nor is there aught heroic shown, 'tis just 
a silly show-off 

To tamper with the super's bell as some 
boys do we know of. 

Beware the lad with smirk and smile, who, 
more inclined for playing, 

Makes mirth, and giggles all the while tho 
superintendent's praying; 

That boy is just a little fool, whose only 
aim and work is [it was a circus. 

To act the clown and treat the school as if 
Have courage then to stand up straight, act 

straight, speak straight, for, mind you, 
Your actions now will fix the fate of many 

a boy behind you; [another did it 
The boy that says I did this wrong because 
Will never rise above the throng or ever 

come to credit. 
From all that's good, and wise, and great, 

his soul will soon be sundered, 
He'll never. reach to man's estate though 

living to a hundred. 
He'll be a nothing all life through, not 

worth his morning's porridge-
A void all such, trust God, and you will be 

a boy of courage. 
They are the brave whose shields are bright 

they are the heroes truly, 
Who "trust in God and do the right" in 

spite of sneer and bully; 
From those who evil do and say, God in 

His goodness free them, 
There still are lions in the way for those 

that want to see them. 
Have courage, then, press on like men. 

yield not when evil doers 
Entice and plot, regard them not, th, 

prize will soon be yours ; 
Though schoolmates sneer and scoff and jeer, 

though friend may frown and foe rage, 
Stand fast, be bold like Paul of old, who 

thank'd God and took courage. 
1N8PBCJ'OR AITKEN. 

A GENTLE HINT. 

IT is not so much what we say,
As the manner in which we say it; 

It is not so much the language we use, 
As the tone in which we convey it. 
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The words may be mild and fair, 
And the tones may pierce like a dart ; 

The words may be soft as the summer air, 
And the tones may break the heart. 



GRANNY'S FAREWELL TO THE BAIRNS. 

I 
CANN A' bide lang noJ, my bairns,

For I mnun gang awa' 
Tae my ain ha.me, whaur everything 

Is pure an' white an' braw.
There's streets o'gowd, thcre'scroonso'gowd, 

There's harps o' gowd an' ,:.

No muckle o't I 
had, bairns, 

Though I hae 
lang been here; 

Yet a' my needs 
hae been aye 
met 

This three an' 
eich ty year. 

O' want or poverty, 
thank God, 

I never hae a 
fear. 

Lang syne, when I 
was young, 
bairns, 

I learned tae trust 
the Lord; 

An' I hae proved
the promises 

He's gi'en �us in 
His Word. 

Tae lose the riches 
o' this warl' 

Rael weel I could afford. 

I hae had joy an' peace, bairns,
That this warl' canna' gie ; 

The Lord has been my guide an' help, 
My comfort, an' my stay; 

He's n�ver, never failed me yet 
Up till this verra day. 

I've had my sorrows lae, bairns 
An' mony a bitter lear 

Has trickled slowly doon my cheek 
When naebody was near. 

But aye the Lord gied timely help 
My droopin' hert tae cheer. 

He saved my soul 
when young, 
bairns, 

H e  gied His 
grace tae me ; 

An'He has kept me 
till this day­

I'm noo near 
eichty-three. 

I ken He'll keep me 
safe an' soun' 

Until His face I 
see. 

Oh! come tae Him 
while young, 
bairns, 

Tae Him wha 
lo'es ye best; 

He'll save ye, an' 
preserve ye aye, 

An' ye'll be truly 
blest. 

An' when he comes 
He'll tak' ye 

(bame Tae His eternal rest. 

Guid-bye ! an' don't forget, bairns, 
What I hae tae ye said : 

It's through the blood 0
1 Jesus 

That peace wi' God wis made. 
Trust in the Lord at a' tin.es,

An' never be afraid. E.J.M. 

THE TWO BOXES. 

J F I knew a �ox where. the SMILES were 
kept, 

No matter how· Jarg� the key, 
Or strong the lock, I would try so bard­

'Twould open, I know, for me. 
Then over the land and sea, broadcast, 

I'd scatter tbe smiles to play, 
That children's faces might bold them fast

Throughout the livelong day. 
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If I knew a box that was large enough 
To bold all the FROWNS I meet, 

I should like to gather them one, by one, 
From nursery, school, and street; 

Then folding and holding I'd pack them 
m, 

And, turning the monster key, 
I'd hire a giant to drop the box 

In the depths of the deep, deep sea. 



�11 N N I E, T 1-1 E 1\11 N I STE R I NG J\ NG EL. 

H
ER mother haJ sung nt her cradle

Sweet s011gs of the heavenly shore ; 
Now mother had passed to its glory, 

Returning to �linnic no more. 
But Minnie had beautiful fancies, 

And dreamed of the angci::i in white; 
And read in her mother's worn Bible 

Christ's story with childish delight. 
Then father forbade her its 

pages, [faith, 
And laughed at her innocent 

Till Minnie would silently 
wonder [at death. 

\Vhere mother had gone to 
She thought how her mother 

had whispered (bed ; 
To Someone unseen at her 

Had sung about "going to 
Jesus ; " [ing," she said. 

He called her-" I'm com-

You told me such things were but fanry, 
That mother was in the cold toml,. 

" I wish it was true what she whisperec..l, 
For then I should sec her some day; 

Sim.II I, too, have to die and be buried 
In that dark, drcadf ul hole in the clay? ,. 

Could father now scoff at his darling, 
And say it was fable or dream? 

Would he not rejoice in uc-
Jicving [stream ? 

In glory beyond the dark 
"And f athcr," the talker con-

tinued, [tear, 
Encouraged to see a bright 

.. She said it was all in her 
Bible : [hear." 

Minnie sometimes �vould sing ����--�� 
about heaven, [had sung, 

Sweet songs that her mother 

Do read it, while I sit and 
He took the old family 

. treasure, [plac.e, 
The lesson-string still in its 

And read of the mansion in 
heaven, [hard face. 

Till father would bid ber be silent, 
And hold her wild, wandering tongue. 

She heard father swear, and she shuddered, 
'Twas mother's best Friend that he named; 

She looked at him, silent and saddened, 
And the scoffer felt cowed and.asl]amed. 

Did he really believe that her mother 
Had died like her own little bird? 

She knew that he loved her and missed her, 
Perhaps she might venture a word. 

"Dear father, you will not be angry, 
Oh, tell me where mother bas gone; 

Can we never find her, or see her ? 
I wonder so oft as I mourn. 

11 She said she was going to Jesus, 
Where sorrow and sin never come; 

Till clouds gathered o'er his 
, " And is it all false, father? tell me, 

Was mother deceived when she died? •• 
And Minnie's heart nestled up nearer, 

Pressed close to her dear father's side. 
She waited with trustful uplooking, 

He felt his dead conscience astir ; 
·" No, darling, your mother's in heaven,"

He could not deny it to her.
" And shall we not both seek to join her ? ,.

He answered her not; but that night
He knelt by the bed of his loved one,

And angels rejoiced at the sight.
And Minnie might read mother's Bible,

And Minnie might sing mother's song ; 
For Minnie and father were going 

To meet her in heaven's bright thron�. 
W. LUFI-. 

GOD. WANTS THE CHILDREN. 

G
OD wants the boys, the merry, merry
The noisy boys, the romping boys,[boys, 

The thoughtless boys; 
God wants the boys, with all their joys, 

That He as gold may make them pure, 
And teach them trials to endure ; 

His heroes brave He'll have them be, 
Fighting for truth and purity. 

Goo WANTS THE BOYS. 

God wants the happy-hearted girls, 
The loving girls, the best of girls, 

The worst of girls ; 
God wants to make the girls His pearls, 

And so ·reflect His holy face, 
And bring to mind His wondrous grace.

That beautiful the world may be,· 
And ·filled. with lov� nnd purity. 

·Cioo WANTS THE GIRLS.



"STEER STRAIGHT FOR ME." 

(, HE night was dark, the sea was wildly
\ dashing, 

� Till every billow wore a crest of 
foam, 

So dense the fog, no light of heaven could 
penetrate, 

To guide a lonely fisherman in safety home. 

In vain he strove to pierce the gloom before
him, 

To find a waymark that should guide 
aright ; 

The objects that he knew so well by daylight 
Were hidden in _the fog of such a night. 

He thought of home, and loved ones fondly 
cherished, 

Perhaps he ne'er might see them any more; 
And something like a sob escaped his bosom, 

As once again he tried to steer for shore. 

His little son, who loved his father dearly, 
And knew 'twas getting time for him to 

come-
Ran to the beach, and patiently he waited 

To catch the sound of "father coming 
home." 

But hark I What 's that? He holds his 
breath to listen ; 

He could not see a yard before his face. 
"Is that you, father? " sounded o'er the 

waters. 
11 It is, my �on; but where 's the landing­

place?" 
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The boy held fast the rock to keep from falling, 
His voice rose high above the stormy sea, 

.. Father, I'm on the rock, and waiting for you, 
Steer straight for me, dear father, straight 

for me." 

The father knew his troubles now were over, 
Although his little guide he could not see, 

Yet he couldhearthechildish voice repeating­
" Father, steer straight for me, steer straight 

for me." 

And soon the boat was safely brought to 
anchor, 

The father clasped his darling to his heart. 
"You've saved my life, dear boy,'' he whis­

pered, sobbing, 
"From this day forward we will never part." 

Alas I poor father, soon will come the parting, 
The loving Jesus wants your little boy, 

And so He gently laid him on His bosom, 
And took him to His home of light and joy. 

He caught a cold whilst waiting for his father, 
And though they nursed him with hearts 

full of love, 
Yet they could see the little flower was fading. 

Until it went to bloom in heaven above. 

"TIii: LITTLK l'LOWBR WAS l'AOING." 

But still the broken-hearted father fancies 
He he�rs a voice come to him o'er the sen, 

" I 'm on the Rock Christ Jesus w:titing fo1 
you, 

Steer straight for me, dear father, strnighl 
for me." D 



IF AND PERI-IAPS. 
Can be repe.tted by one, or bo)• might IA)' Rr,t versa and �lrl 1ccond, both uniting In tho Italic lines,

J F every one were wise and sweet, And if, perhaps, we both should try 
And every one were jolly; That glorious time to hurry; 

If every heart with gladness bent, If you and I-just you and I-
And none were melnncholy; Should laugh instead of worry; 

If none should grumble or complain, If we should grow-just you and I-
And nobody should labour Kinder and sweeter-hearted-

In evil work, but each were fain Perhaps in some near by-and-by 
To love and help his neighbour- That good time might get started; 

01,, what a l,appy ·world 'twould be Then what a happy world 'twould be 
For yo,, and 111.e-for you and me I For you atzd me-for you and me I 

MY MOTHER'S BIBLE. 
lira. OEOROE 0. STEBBINS. 

A fairly lari:c old Bible should be held in hand whilst repeating. 

THIS book is all that's left me now! 
Tears_ will unbidden start-

,Nith faltering lip and throbbing brow, 
1 pr�s it to my heart. 

For many generations past, 
Here is our family tree; 

My mother's hands this Bible clasped; 
She, dying, gave it me. 

Ah I well do I remember those 
\\Those names these records bear, 

\Vho round the hearth-stone used to close 
After the evening prayer, 

And speak of what these pages said, 
In tones my heart would thrill ! 

Though they are with the silent dead, 
Here are they living still. 

"WITS' END 

A 
RE youstandiagat"Wits'EndCorner," 

Pilgrim, with troubled brow? 
Are you thinking of what is before you, 

And all you are bearing now ? 
Does all the world seem against you, 

And you in the battle alone ? 
Remember-at "Wits' End Corner " 

Is where God's power is shown. 
Are you standing at "Wits• End Corner," 

Blinded with wearying pain, 
Feeling you cannot endure it, 

You cannot bear the strain, 
Bruised through the constant suffering, 

Dizzy, and dazed, and numb ? 
Remember-to" Wits' End Corner" 

Is where Jesus loves to come I 
Are you standing at" Wits' End Corner," 

Your work before you spread, 
All lying begun, unfinished, 

And pressing on heart and head, 

My father read this Holy Book 
To brothers, sisters, dear; 

How calm was my poor mother's lookr 

Who loved God's Word to hear! 
Her angel face-I see it yet! 

What thronging memories come ; 
Again that little group is met 

Within the walls of home! 
Thou truest friend man ever knew, 

Thy constancy I've tried; 
Where all was false I found thee truer 

My counsellor and guide. 
The mines of earth no treasure give 

That could this volume buy ; 
In teaching me the way to live, 

It taught me how to die. G.P. M.

CORNER." 

Longing for strength to do it, 
Stretching out trembling hands ? 

Remember-at " Wits' End Corner " 
The Burden-Bearer stands. 

Are you standing at "Wits• End Corner,'" 
Yearning for those you love, 

Longing, and praying, and watching, 
Pleading their cause above ? 

Trying to bring them to Jesus, 
Wond'ring if you've been true? 

He whispers, at " Wits' End Corner," 
" I'll win them, as I won you ! " 

Are you standing at" Wits' End Corner? " 
Then you're just in the very spot 

To learn the wondrous resources 
Of Him who faileth not I 

No doubt to a brighter pathway 
Your footsteps will soon be moved, 

But only at II Wits' End Corner" 
Is I

I the God who is able" proved. A.W. 



"YOU NEVER TOLD ME SO." 
TRUE STORY OF THE OONVERSION OF AN INFIDEL IN WALTHAllSTOW, LONDO�. 

A
MAN who was an infidel went for a walk

one day, 
And took with him his little boy as company 

by the way; 
They hadn't gone so very far before thus 

spoke the child : 
" Here, daddy, Jesus died for us I " in tones so 

meek and mild. 

Not four years old the little chap, yet unto 
him was given 

The words that made his father think of God, 
of Christ, and heaven ; 

The man was startled at the words, and 
roughly answered, " What ! " 

His boy had often said strange things, but 
never words like that. 

Then answered right the little chap, in measured 
tones and slow, 

"Yes, daddy, Jesus died for us, but you never 
told nie so I''

The anxious parent then inquired, " Who has 
been speaking thus?" 

"Why, teacher in the Sunday school said 
Jesus died for us." 

So came the speedy answer from his little 
fair-haired boy, 

The one whose prattle pleased his ears, and 
filled his heart with joy: 

The words had fallen into ground by God 
Himself prepared, 

For up till now for all such things the man had 
never cared. 

But the words, " You never told nie so ! " 
were ringing in bis ears, 

And there arose before bis mind the sins of 
bygone years ; 

He thought of Sunday afternoons, alas! so oft 
misspent-

His child sent off to Sunday school, and be on 
pleasure bent. 

He realised as ne'er before a sinner vile was he, 
And through the boy's remarks was led from 

coming wrath to flee; 
He went into the Gospel hall; beard more 

about the One 
Who died that he might be forgiven, e'en God's 

beloved Son. 

One night the preacher spoke of wrath, that 
awful place of woe, 
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Where hope is never known to come, where 
Christ-rejecters go ; 

But he spoke as well of precious Blood, God's 
remedy for sin ; 

That night our unbelieving friend through faith 
had peace within. 

He "came to Jesus as he was, quite weary, 
worn, and sad, 

He found in Him a resting place, and he was 
made so glad ; " 

Now, day by day he seeks to spread the blessed 
news around, 

That others may be led to know the Saviour 
he has found. 

Encouraging it is to know God's Word is true 
to-day; 

"A little child shall lead them," doth the 
blessed Scripture say ; 

But for bis child, who knows, that man might 
probably have been 

A Christ-rejecter to this day, and living still 
in sin. 

But for the faithful teacher, too, the child 
might not have known 

Of Calvary and Jesus' love, such grace to 
sinner's shown; 

Then, teachers, tell to children all, again and 
yet again, 

That "Jestis died for 1,s," and know your 
work is tiot in vain. W.T.R.



THE THREE BIDDERS. 

AN INCIDRN1' IN THE LIFE OF ROWLAND HILL, THE FAMOUS PREACHER, 

W
ILL you listen, kind friends, for n moment,

While a story I unfold ; 
A marvellous tale of a wonderful snle 

Of a noble lady o( old: 
How hand and benrt, at an auction mart.

And soul and body she sold I 
'Twas in the king's broad 

highway, 
Near a century ago, 

That a preacher stood, 
though of no b le 
blood, 

Telling the fallen and 
low 

Of a Saviour's love, and 
a home above, 

And a peace that they all 
might know. 

.\II crowded around to 
listen; 

And they wept at the 
wondrous love 

That could wash theirsin, 
and receive them in 

His spotless mansions 
above; 

While slow, through the 
crowd, a lady proud 

Her gilded c h a r i o t  
dro,·e. 

"Then out spoke the Devil, boldly: 
'The kingdoms of earth are mine. 

Fair lady, thy name, with an envied fame 
On their brightest tablets shall shine; 

Only give me thy soul, and I give thee the w bole. 
Their glory and wealtb,to be thine.' 

--

- ,-

"And pray what bast 
Thou to offer, 

Thou Man of Sorrows, 
unknown? 

And He gently said, 'My 
blood l have shed, 

To purchase Her for 
Mine own. 

To conquer the grave, 
and her soul to save, 

I trod the winepress 
alone 

" 'I will give her my 
cross of suffering. 

My cup of sorrow to 
share; 

But with endless love, in 
My home above 

All shall be righted 
there: 

She shall walk in light, 
in a robe of white, 

And a radiant crown 
shall wear.' 

� � 
·' Make room l " cried the :...--::...-.... -<.;- _:;; '' Thou hast heard the 

haughty outrider, �---� terms, fafr lady, 
"You are closing the �. That each bath offered 

king's highway ; for thee . 
.=,. 

-

My lady is late, and their � lVhich wilt thou choose, 
Majesties wait, ,_____ ,r;.:.;...;.:;.:..;.;: ___________ -J and which wilt thou 

Give way there, good "The preacher heard, and his soul was stirred, lose, [to be? 
people, I pray I" And he cried 10 the rider, ·Nay!"' This life, or the life 

The preacher heard, and bis soul was stirred, The offer was mine, but the choice is yet thine, 
And be cried to the rider, "Nay I" Sweet lady, which of the three?" 

His eye like the lightning Bashes; Nearer the stand of the preacher 
His voice like a trumpet rings; The gilded chariot stole; 

"Your grand fl;te days, and your fashion and ways, And each head was bowed, as over the crowd 
Are aJI but perishing things. The thundering accents roll; 

'Tis the king's highway, but I hold it to-day And every word, as the lady heard. 
In the name of the King of kings." Burned in her very soul. 

Theo, bending his gaze on the lady, "Pardon, good people," she whispered, 
And marking her soft eye fall, As she rose from her cushioned seat; 

"And now in His name, a sale I proclaim, Full well, they say, as the crowd made way. 
And bids for this fair lady call. You could bear her pulses beat ; 

Who will purchase the whole-berbody and soul, And each head was bare, as the lady fair 
Coronet, jewels, and all ? Knelt at the preacher's feet. 

"I see already three bidders: She took from her hand the jewels, 
The World steps up as the first- The coronet from her brow ; 

' I will give her my treasures, and all the pleasures " Lord Jesus," she said, ns she bowed her bend, 
For which my votaries thirst; [gay, "The highest bidder art Thou: 

She shall da.ncetbrougb each day, more joyous and Thou gav'st, for my snke, Thy life, a.nd I take 
With a quiet grav111 At the worst.' Thy orre�an<t take it NOW. 

Bo 



THE THREE BIDDERS. 

"I know the World and her pleasures­
At best they but weary and cloy; 

Around that altar who bowed. 
Lady and throng have been swept along 

0:, the wind, like a morning cloud. And the tempter is bold, but his honours and gold 
Prove ever a fatal decoy; But the Saviour has claimed His purchase, 

And around His radiant seat I long for Tby rest-Thy bid is the best; 
Oh, Lord, I accept it with joy I A mightier throng, a.nd an endless song, 

The wondrous story repeat ; "Give me Thy cup of su.ffering; 
\Velcome, earth's sorrow and loss; And a Corm more fair is bending there, 

Laying her crown at His feet. Let mv portion be to win souls to Thee, 
Perish her glittering dross I So now, in eternal glory, 

I �ladly lay down her coveted crown, 
Saviour, to take Thy cross I " 

She rests from her cross and care; 
But her spirit above, with a longing love, 

Seems calling on you to share "Amen J." said the holy preacher; 
And the people wept aloud. 

Years have rolled on-and they all have gone, 
Her endless reward, in the joy of her Lord, 

Oh I will you not answer her-there? 

O
'ER Rome's fair city

long ago [morn, 
There dawned a dreaded 

\Vben many Christians from 
the mines [torn. 

\Vould limb from limb be 
Come back with me through 

all those years, 
And gaze with bated breath 

Upon the noble ones who 
loved 

Their Saviour unto death. 

Bright banners wave trium-
phantly, (gay 

Each arch and door are 
\Vith garlands of the sweet­

est flowers-
It is a gala day i 

Bright groups of peoplecrowd 
the streets, 

Sweet music fills the air, 
And children with their 

chubby feet [bare. 
Dance on the flagstones 

The time wears on, 'tis noonday 
The Colosseum grand [now, 

ls filled from floor to ceiling, till 
There's scarcely room to stand. 

The Emperor and all bis court, 
There ladies fair and gay, 

Have come to see the Roman sport 
And patronise the play. 

The minstrels with a flourish 
cease, 

The ladies smile no more, 
As from the cages far below 

The hungry lions roar. 
For one brief moment all is still, 

When, lo I a song is heard 
Rise ■weet and clear upon Lhe air 

Like note of singi.og bird. 

BOY MARTYR OF ROME. 

� :; 

A short, sharp struggle, and 
these souls 

In happy Canaan sing. 

AERIOAN LJO�, 
Then into the arena file 

l\ilen, women, children, too, 
With footsteps firm and eyes 

serene, 
Upraised to heaven's blue. 

And singing still their grand, sweet 
Of Jesus and His love, [song 

They do not hear the lions roar, 
Or see them nearer move. 

The ladies hold their breath to 
gaze 

And watch f be beasts of prey, 
The Emperor smiles excitedly, 

And beads to note tbe play. 
Then, crouching low, the hungry 

beasts 

Upon the mn.rlyrs spring; 

8r 

The crowd now draws its 
breath and smiles, 

The splendid sight is o'er, 
When, lo I a boy steps in the 

ring 
Of fourteen.years or more. 

Of noble birth, as all could 
see, 

His robes are rich and rare, 
A handsome boy with fore­

head high, 
And dark, Italian hair. 

Io vain the Emperor has tried 
To shake the brave boy's 

faith; [iog steps 
And now with firm, uofalter­

He goes fo meet bis death. 
He sings, his noble bead 

thrown back, 
His bright face to the sky, 

Alas I that one like he, so 
young, 

So bright, and brave, should die. 
A tiger creeps with stealthy steps 

Towards him as he sings, 
Then with an angry glare and 

growl 
Full at hls throat it springs. 

His rich blood dies the sanded 
floor, 

The dark eyes close in pain ; 
His sweet song will be beard no 

more 
On tbis dark earth again. 

But far above that cruel scene, 
Beyond the pain nod blood, 

The martyr boy is welcomed 
home 

To Paradise:i.nd God. J.A.W.H. 



WHERE DO YOU LIVE? 

KNEW a man, and his name 
was Horner, 

' Who used to live on Grumble 
Corner; LTown, 

���-�- Grumble Corner in Cross-Patch 
And he never was seen without a 
frown. [at that; 

He grumbled at this ; he grumbled 
He growled at the dog; he growled at the 

cat i [night; 
He grumbled at morning; he grumbled at 
And to grumble and growl was his chief 

delight. 
He grumbled so much at his wife that she 
Began to grumble as well as he; 
And all the children, wherever they went, 
Reflected their parents' discontent. 
If the sky was dark and betokened rain, 
Then Mr. Horner was sure to complain; 
And if there was never a cloud about 
He'd grumble because of a threatened 

drought. 
His meals were never to suit his taste; 
He grumbled at having to eat in haste; 
The bread was poor or the meat was tough, 
Or else be hadn't bad half enough. 
No matter how hard his wife might try 
To please her husband, with scornful eye 
He'd look round, and then, with a scowl 
At something or other, begin to growl. 
One day as I loitered along the street, 
My old acquaintance I chanced to meet, 
\¥hose face was without the look of care 
And the ugly frown that it used to wear. 

"I may be mistaken, perhaps," I said, 
As, after saluting, I turned my head ; 
11 But it is, and it isn't, the Mr. Horner 
Who lived so Jong on Grumble Corner!" 
I met him next day; and I met him again, 
In melting weather, in pouring rain, 
When stocks were up, and when stocks 

were down; 
But a smile somehow bad replaced the 

frown. 
It puzzled me much; and so, one day 
I seized his hand in a friendly way, 
And said: "Mr. Horner, I'd like to know 
What can have happened to change you so?, .. 
He laughed a laugh that was good to hear­
For it told of conscience calm and clear­
And he said, with none of the old-time drawl: 
"Why, I've changed my residence, that is 

all ! J• 
" Changed your residence ? " " Yes," said 

Horner, 
"It wasn't healthy on Grumble Comer, 
And so I moved; 'twas a change complete; 
And you'll find me now on THANKSGIVING 

STREET.'' 

Now, every day as I move along 
The streets so filled with the busy throng.,

I watch each face, and can always tell 
Where men and women and children dwell; 
And many a discontented mourner 
Is spending his days· on Grumble Corner, 
Sour and sad, whom I long to entreat 
To take a house on THANKSGIVING 

STREET. 

THE LOWLY MAN OF SORROWS. 
For little boy or girl who can speak Scotch clear and plain. 

THE Lord laid doon his golden croon, In Him nae sin e'er entered in, 
And left His nice bricht hame, His he'rt was fu' o' grace; 

\Vhaur pain an' sin ne'er gangs therein, He was a freen tae a' He seen, 
Whaur rich and puir's the same. When gauo frae place tae place. 

He cam' tae earth in lowly birth, He healed the sick, and made the weak 
He in a manger lay; Anes strong tae rin again; 

Nae room for Him was in the inn, He raised the deid, and aften freed 
His bed was made o' strae. The suff'rer frae his pain. 

He grew a boy, His mitber's joy, In sinners' stead His bluid was shed 
A winsome, bricht, young lad; That a' micht be set free, 

For He aye did what he was bid, An' saved frae sin, an' tn'en abune, 
An' never did ocht bad For ave wi' Him tne be. w. M.

da 



THE IRISH MILI{MAN AND TI-IE PARISH PRIEST. 

T
HERE was once an Irish milkman,

Whose name was Mick M1Gill, 
Who came across a Bible, 

Which shows to man God's will. 
He read, and read, and read again, 

Until the light he saw, 
Then bade farewell to pope and priest, 

And all the Romish law. 
The parish priest soon 

beard of this, 
And down to Mick 

he sped; 
" I hear you read the 

Bible, surr ! 11 

Was what his re­
verence said. 

" And shure it's true," 
then Mick re­
plied; 

" I'll tell the truth 
to thee: 

I've found the pre­
cious Christ of 
God, 

His blood has made 
me free." 

The priest, with angry 
mien, replied, 

And you, an ignorant man, yea, babe, 
On the Church true should rely, 

And suck the milk she gives to you, 
That you may grow thereby.'' 

.. Be aisy, now," then Mick replied, 
As high he raised his brows. 

"I once took ill, and a neighbour got 
To watch and milk 

my cows. 
Mavourneen, what do 

you think he did? 
As sure as the 

queen wears silk, 
If be didn't steal half 

the 'sincere,' 
And water up my 

milk. 
"From that I learned 

a lesson. 
As the Book's upon 

my shelf, 
I keep and read it 

daily, 
And I get the milk 

myself-
Lest you do as my 

neighbour did, 
And t h e  Word 

should  wa t er '' Ob, thou pre­
sumptuous fool ; .. 01vK :u� T11� nooK. No ."liowe 1T nE..n." down, 

Thou hast a heretic become 
Of hated Protestant school. 

Give me the Book, no more it read; 
No ignorant man can know, 

Nor even we, who are the guides, 
Can tell where we shall go." 

"But your riverence now must reason give 
Why I give up the Book, 

And why in such a volume good 
I never more must look ; 

For as I read the Book alone, 
Tbe Book itself reads me; 

And in its pages comfort find, 
If I in trouble be." 

The priest replied, "The Book itself 
Has placed it on record: 

1 Like as young babes we should desire 
Sincere milk of the Word.' 
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And keep the cream unto yourself, 
And never make a sound.'' 

"You're not so ignorant after all," 
The parish priest replied. 

"But listen to my last advice," 
As Mick he fully eyed: 

"Just keep the Book, and read yourself, 
But let none living know, 

Lest they might learn, as you have done, 
And from the Church should go." 

"Ah, naw, asthore," brave Mick replied, 
" That same would selfish be ; 

I know the way of truth and life, 
And must let it go free. 

I, through the Book, salvation found, 
And, no matter when nor where, 

I'll to my neighbours all around, 
The Grace of God declare." T.1>. 



NONE OF OUR BUSINESS. 
Su1.:uted by the atory or o llltle 11lrl who. heneH never havlnll known whot It wna to 1ulT11r from cold and bunlff, offe,,.'1 

this pn.)-er In regard to one lest fortunate than 1h11: "0 Lord, I uw a poor llrtle tilrl on tho ttreet to-day, an!I ber feet "'ere 111 
bare, and sho looked awfully cold: but It'• none or our bu1lne11: 11 It, dear Lord 1" 

.... 

' 

� 

THERE are thousands and 
thousands, so thought­
less and gay, 

Going farther aud farther in 
sin every day, 

Who will never return to 
the straight narrow way; 

"But it's none of 
, . our business ; is 

h�

--

:r' 

it, dear Lord? II 

I•-·- .. 1�r·1 • There are unnum-

·'r�\ JI bered hosts that
ft, I/ I have never yet 
, 11 beard 

\� 1
1
1 

Of a Saviour from sin 

� \\\ J 
-no, not even a
word;

And their hearts by 

'
1 But it's none of 

dear Lord ? " 

His love will 
never be stirred; 

our business; is it, 

Ah I those unnumbered hosts of the dark, 
heathen lands, [stands, 

Know nothing of Jesus, who, waiting there, 
Seem piteously stretching towards us their 

bands; 
"But it's none of our business; is it, 

dear Lord ? '' 
There are some who are patiently doing 

their best 
To spread the glad tidings north, south, 

east, and west, 
And of ten for help they are most sorely 

pressed; 
"But it's none of our business; is it, 

dear Lord ? '' 
But bark! 'tis to us that Master says, "Go, 
Sound the good news o'er earth, that all 

men shall know, 
May obey, and be saved from their sins;" 

and so 
This business is really our business, dear 

Lord. s. 

THE DEAR OLD HYMNS. 

AN AGED PILGRIM'S LAMENT FOR DAYS LONG GONE BY. 

THERE'S lots of music in them, the 
hymns of long ago, 

A.nd when some grey-haired brother sings 
the one I used to know, 

I often want to take a hand-I think of 
days gone by, 

On Jordan's stormy banks I stand, and 
cast a wisf/11,l e;,e. 

There's lots of music in them-those dear, 
sweet hymns of old, 

\ Vi th visions bright of lands of light and 
shining streets of gold; 

And I bear them ringing-singing where 
memory dreaming stands, 

From Gree11land's icy mountains a11d 
India's coral strands. 

They seem to sing for ever of holier, 
sweeter days, 

\ Vhen the lilies of the love of God bloomed 
white in all the waY.s i 

And I want to hear their music from the 
old-time meetings rise, 

Till I ca11, read tny title clear to ma11.sio11s 
i11, the sllies. 

We never needed fancy choirs in those old 
days; we knew 

The words, the tunes, of every one the dear 
old hymn-book through! 

Vve didn't have loud trumpets then, nor 
organs built for show; 

We only sang to praise the Lord, from
whom all blessings flow. 

And so I love the dear old hymns, and 
when my time shall come-

Before the light bas left me, and my singing 
lips are dumb-

If I can only hear them then, I'll pass with­
out a sigh, 

To Ca,,aa,i's fair a11d happy la11d1 u:htro 
my possesst'o11s l,'e I s.



THE DRUNI{ARD'S DARLING. 

I 
HAVE had a deal of trouble,

Aud the most of it, I know, 
\Vas brought on by my folly: 

Sin had brought me very low. 
And what grieves me most is knowing, 

Should my life be e'er so long, 
I can never, never, never, 

Put right what I've put wrong. 
I was once a clever work-

man, f 
And I got good work � 

to do; I 
When we first went up to ! 1

London 11 
Everything looked bright 

and new. 
tn the workshop drink 

was plenty, 
Soon I took it like the 

rest, 
I became to all around me 

N otbing but a drunken 
pest. 

Though I never, never 1 
meant it, ' ) 

Yet a drunkard I became. 
\Vife and children were 

neglected, 
Trembling at my very 

name. 
My dear wife, with 

tears, oft pleaded 
·with me, but 'twas

all in vain; 
Oh, the madness of the drunkard, 

Sowing seeds of grief and pain. 
For his reaping in the future, 

In this world, and that to come, 
If be turn not to the Saviour, 

Heaven can never be his home. 
Trouble came, my children sickened, 

One by one they passed away, 
Only one was left, poor darling, 

Just a little while to stay. 
In the home by me made wretched, 

I had killed them, this I knew, 
Soon my dear wife, broken-hearted, 

Sickened, died, and left me, too. 
Left alone with one wee maiden, 

I began my ways to mead, 
For I loved her very dearly, 

But I loved a jovial friend. 
For a time I came home early, 

But the II tap-room " I missed sore; 
Soon I was as bad as ever, 

If not worse tbap e'er before. 
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Then my darling also sickened, 
Sickness caused by want of care; 

Soon I saw that I must lose her, 
How was I my grief to bear? 

Ab 1 I never can forget her 
Sweet and loving little face, 

As in bed she sat up, gasping, 
On her features I could trace 

Marks of my neglect so 
cruel. [ing then, 

Ob, my heart was break­
Would I ever hear my 

darling [again? 
Speak one word to me 

Soon she whisp ered ,_ 
"Good-bye, father, 

I will never see you more p 
G.:>d's Book says no  

drunkard ever [shore.•� 
Reaches heaven's happy 

Then she closed her weary 
eyelids, [sleep, 

And she gently went to 
She, the only one who 

loved me, [ weep_
Now bad left me 'Jone to 

0, themiseryofthosebours 
As I sat beside her bed; 

I can't tell how I bore 
them, (dead. 

How I wished that I was­
But we can't die when we 

wish it, 
So I lived, enduring pain ,.

Hearing always "Good-bye, father, 
I will ne'er see you again." 

Often at my work I heard it, 
That faint voice repeating o'er, 

11 You can't come to heaven, father, 
I will never see you more." 

Never more the drio k I tasted, 
And her words did more for me; 

They have led me to my Saviour, 
And His �race has made me free. 

As a guilty one 1 repenting, 
To Him I have truly come; 

He baa welcomed and received me, 
Heaven is my eternal home. 

I rejoice that each day brings me 
Nearer to my loved ones there; 

I shall soon be with them yondt>r, 
Free from sorrow, sin, and cnre. 

Ob, the joy to get a welcome 
When this life on earth is paet, 

And to bear my darlint eo.ylog, 
u Father, you have come a.t last.'' .J.v



.. DOES YOUR BOO!{ SPEAI{ OF BLOOD?" 

A VISITOR in London slums,
Among the very poor, 

One day climbed up a broken stair, 
Stopped at a garret door; 

His interest was arrested by 
A ruffian strong and tall, 

\Vho stood with folded arms right there, 
Against the broken wall. 

Ferocious and repulsive, both, 
His gloomy countenance ; 

The Christian worker shuddered 'neath 
His furtive, angry glance. 

He first thought of re­
treating quick, 

Instead, his ground 
he stood, 

And told him kindlv 
that he bad 

Come there to do 
him good. 

He told him that 1 l�:; 
Book he held 

Contained the secret 
grand 

Of happiness - 'twas 
there so plain, 

That all aught under­
stand. 

The ruffian only shook 
his fist, 

And bade him to 
be gone, 

Or he would fling him dow .1 the stair ; 
He wished to be alone. 

Just at this point the visitor 
Was startled much to hear 

A feeble voice speak soft and low 
Behind a door quite near. 

The feeble voice said: "Tell me, sir, 
Does your Book speak of blood

That cleanses sinners from all sin, 
And brings them nigh to God?" 

Again the voice more loudly spoke, 
In thrilling, anxious tone: 

"Tell me, oh, tell me, does your Book 
Speak of the work that's done?"

The Christian opened then the door, 
And walked into the room-

A place of misery and filth, 
Of wretchedness and gloom 

For there, upon a bed of straw, 
An aged woman lay, 

\Vitb wrinkled face, and wasted form­
Lile fading fast away. 
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He sat down on a broken stool, 
And said, 11 My dear old friend, 

What do you want to know of Blood, 
That makes of sin an end?" 

With enerb"}' she raised herself. 
And said, "Man, can't you see 

I'm dying, and my soul must pass 
Into Eternity I 

Before God's throne I soon must stand, 
Naked, all covering gone; 

I'll have to answer there to Him, 
For all that I have done. 

" I've been a wicked 
woman, sir, 

But once, long, long 
ago, 

I heard of Blood that 
cleanseth souls, 

And makes them white 
as snow. 

If I could hear those 
words once more," 

She cried, with an­
guished look, 

"Oh, is there ought 
about that blood

Within your little 
Book?" 

The Christian opened 
God's own Word, 

And read a portion 
there, 

That told of God's great love to man, 
How Christ our sins did bear; 

And when he paused she cried, "Read on, 
I want to learn still more." 

Just then a movement made him look, 
And there, inside the door, 

Stood quietly the savage man, 
While down his cheeks there rolled 

Great tears, that told of feelings moved, 
Which could not be controlled. 

The aged one his mother was, 
And he had listened too 

To that sweet story, which has power 
All rebels to subdue. 

Goo SAVEl) THEM BOTH. The aged one 
Is now in heaven above i 

The son still lives, and seeks to tell 
Poor sinners of God's love. 

He seeks to spend his life down here, 
In leading souls to Goel i 

Ho longs for every ono to know 
Of Jesus' precious Blood. .6.J.w. 



41 JESUS CAN" AND "JESUS WILL." 

I CANNOT make this black heart white, 
But Jesus can. 

I cannot make my life a light, 
But Jesus can. 

J cannot beat back every foe, 
Nor make my naughty temper go, 
Nor wash my robes" whiter than snow," 

But Jesus can. 

Not only "Jesus can," we say, 
But "Jesus will." 

Jesus ca,z wash my sins away, 
And Jesus will. 

This heart I ask Him to renew, 
And fill with all that's good and true.

Mon than I ask Jesus can do, 
And Jesus will! N. L. ELEV.

THE CLOWN'S WARNING. 

By foolish jokes amused they sat, 
Intent on the words of a clown, 

One moment his face was wreathed in smiles, 
The next with a solemn frown. 

They were all well pleased with .his empty jest, 
Their minds were filled with fun, 

And when the time was fleeting past, 
They thought it scarce begun. 

But suddenly, another change, 
The jester's face stole o'er; 

They thought his actions very quaint, 
And did with laughter roar. 

u Fire ! fire ! " he said, but one and all
Clapped hands in great delight,

They thought him performing part of the play, 
To be acted before them that night. 

" Fire ! fire ! " re echoed again, again, 
Through that densely-crowded place, 

But they laughed once more in their foolish 
At the solemn look on his face. [glee, 

They heeded not his warning words, 
Thrice sounded in their ears ; 

The curtain then was pulled aside, 
Their laughter turned to fears. 

Behind the stage was all in flames, 
They saw with looks of awe; 

Every one thought of their own escape, 
And made a rush for the door. 

Ob ! that awful rush ! that terrible crush ! 
\i\1hat num hers came to harm I 

fhey were crushed, and b1.1rnt, and all who 
Had laughed at the warning alarm. [ died, 

What a change I but a few brief moments 
They sported in folly and glee, (before, 

Tneir only care for the pleasure of sin, 
And thought nought of eternity. 

0 sinners ! be warned, while yet there 1s

time, 
Believe what the Scripture saith, 

Oh ! laugh not at its warning notes, 
Before you lies endless death! 

But God in His love, calls to sinners now, 
From coming wrath to flee, 

To trust to the One who in boundless love, 
Gave His life on Mount Calvary. 

Oh I come to Him now, then from all your sins 
For ever you will be free, 

No judgment, sorrow, curse, nor wrath. 
Will ever your portion be. A.Cl. 



THE BOOKS OF THE OLD TESTA1\1ENT. 

�UN Genesis the world began; 
� 'Twas then that God created man. 
In Exodus the law was given, 
As Israel's guide from earth to Heaven. 
Leviticus, from Levi's name, 
The tribe from which the priesthood came. 
Then Numbers teaches to obey, 
And walk in God's most holy way. 
Deuteronomy, which means "twice told," 
The truth, once learned, must ne'er grow old. 
Then Joslzua came, in Moses' place, 
When law had failed, God brought in grace. 
He next by .fudges Israel ruled ; 
His love toward them never cooled. 
And then, the story sweet of Ruth,
Foreshadows very precious truth. 
In Samuel Ft'rst we read of Saul­
The people's king-his rise and fall 
In Second Samuel then we hear 
Of David-man to God so dear. 
In First oj Kings the glory filled 
The temple Solomon did build. 
And Second Kings records the lives 
Of prophets, kings, their sons and wives. 
Ir: First of Chronicles we're shown 
The house of David and his throne. 
And Second Clzronicles records 
King Solomon's good deeds and words. 
Then Ezra builds God's house again, 
Which nad for long in ruins lain. 
And lVthemiah builds the wall 
Round Judah's city, great and tall. 
Then Esther, Jewish maid and wife, 
kaised up to save her people's life. 

And Job-his patience sorely tried­
At last r.od's dealings justified. 
Then come the Psalms, whose sacred page 
Is full of truth lor every age. 
The Proverbs, which the wise man spake, 
For all who will their teaching take. 
Ecclesiastes shows how vain 
The very best of earthly gain. 
The SonK the Spirit has applied 
To Christ, and to His chosen Bride. 
Isaiah, first of prophets, who 
Foretells the future of the Jew. 
Then Jeremiah, scorned by foes, 
Yet weeps for faithless Israel's woes 
The Lamentations tell, in part, 
The sadness of this prophet's heart. 
Ezekiel shows, in mystic story, 
Departing and returning glory. 
Then Daniel, from the lions' den, 
By power divine, is raised again. 
Hosea shows the Father's heart 
So grieved for sin on Ephraim's part.

And Joel tells of judgment near; 
The wicked nations quake and fear. 
Then Amos, from the herdmen sent, 
Calls hardened sinners to repent. 
In Obadiale, Edom's fall 
Contains a warning word to all. 

.fona/1, though prophet of the Lord, 
Yet fled to Tarshish from His word. 
Then Micah sings in sweetest lays 
The glory of millennial days. 
And .Nalzum tells the fear and gloom 
Of Nineveh and of her doom. 
Habakkuk-though the fig-tree fail, 
His faith and trust in God prevail. 
Then Zepl1amal, tells of grace, 
And love that comes in judgment's plaC('. 
And Haggai in the latter days, 
Repeats: Consider well your ways I 
In Zecl,ariali's wondrous book, 
We find eight visions, if we look. 
Then M aladu� the last of all, 

1 Speaks sadly still or Isrllel's fall. E.J .c. 
QQ 



THE BOOI(S OF THE NEW TESTAMENT. 

F IRST Matthew tells of Jesus' birth­
As King of Jews He came to earth. 

And Mark, how patiently He bore 
The yoke of service which He wore. 
Physician Lu.ke then sounds His praise, 
In all His human act$ and ways. 
And J olrn, the one whom Jesus loved, 
His heavenly birth and being proved. 
The Acts record the Spirit given, 
And Christ ascended into heaven. 
The Romans, written by Saint Paul, 
Shows all have sinned-Christ died for all. 

Cori,ithia,is First, the Church with gifts 
Forgets its grace, and pride uplifts. 
Corinthians Second, where the Lord 
Had dealt in judgment, grace restored. 
Galatians, when the law had failed, [ vailed. 
Tells how that faith, through Christ, pre-
EJ,hesians-Christ our Head above: 
His members here must walk in love. 
Philippians-joy and oneness, too, 
\Vill make poor sinners know 'tis true. 
Colossians-we, Christ's members here, 
Must show His love to us so dear. 
The First of Thessalonians paints 
The hope of dead and living saints. 
And Second Thessalonians, when 
The judgment falls on sinful men. 

,.._ 

0 

Ubts JBooh contains-
The mind 

of God, the &tllle o( man, the 
way of Salvation, the doom 
of Sinners, and the happines.s 
of Delieven. lu doctrines are 
holy, iu precepts are binding, 
iu historic, are true, and iu . 
decisions are immutable. 

Read it to be wise, believe 
It to be aafe, and practise it 
to be holy. It contain, light • 

to direct you, food to aupport 
,ou, aod comfort to cheer 
,ou. It i.t tbo Ira veller'a map, 
tbe pilgrim'• 1tafT. th• pilot'• 
comp ... , tho 1oltlier'1 ,word, 
and the Chrbtlan • charter, 

Hero too, Heaven ls opo11ed1 

uul ab• 1•'"" of H-11 dlacloaed. 

First Timothy, young, good, and just, 
Had much committed to his trust. 

In Second Timothy Paul writes: 
The soldier never flees, but fights 

To Titus then : Be sound in speech, 
Hold fast the faithful Word, and teach. 

Philemon, to his erring slave, 
At Paul's entreaty all forgave. 

Next, Hebrews shows the shadows flecl, 
And Christ, the Substance, come instead. 

Then James in order next succeeds, 
Now show your faith is real by deeds. 

And Peter, in experience versed, 
Says, Glory then., but suffering first. 

In Peter's Second letter see 
What holy persons we should be. 

The First of John we read therein, 
The blood of Jesus cleanseth sin. 

Second, a lady is addressed, 
\Vho, with her children, Christ confessed. 

And Third, he writes to Gaius then, 
And longs for more than "ink and pen." 

Next Jude in his epistle tells 
Of raging waves and empty wells. 

Last, Revelation judgment shows, 
But Christ comes quickly at the close. 

E. J. 0. 

ts ns {mm� 

subject, our i;ood i,�aes1i;1o, 

and the glory of God its end. 

l•. should fill the memory, 

rule the heart, and guide the 

feet. R�d it slowly, fre• 

quently, prayerfully. It is 
a mine of weahb, a paradise 

of elory, and a river of 

plea.sure. It u riven you 
In life, will be opened at 

the Judemcnt, and be re-

111embered for ever. h 
Involves the blg: hut rcsponal. 

bility, will niward the arutest 

labour, a.nd contlemn all 

wbo trlOe with lu lllCNd 

CIODIUll&. 



LITTLE GRACIE'S CHRISTMAS. 

J T was a peaceful Christmas eve 
A few short years ngo, 

And all the city•s dirt and filth 

" Do come and hear how Jesus died ; 
Come in, you need not fear." 

Five little fingers clasped her own 
Was hid in spotless snow. 

Bright from each cheerful 
And gently drew her in, . 

.--��-----. Where holly gleamed and ga..Ja 
window streamed 

A flow of glowing light, 
And on the frosted casements 

gleamed 
Like thousand diamonds 

bright. 
From each glad home the sounds 

of mirth 
With sweetness filled the air; , 

And children sang of Jesus' birth, 
Who came our sins to bear. 

A little, weary, pale-faced child 
Crept sadly o'er the snow, 

And gazed with shadowy, wistful 
eyes 

On joys she ne'er could know. __ _............,...._ 
She wondered what the children sang, 

And why they seemed so glad ; 
And as their voices clearer rang, 

The child became more sad. 
She wandered on, and then once more 

Sweet music made her stand, 
For round a lighted, open door 

Stood children in a band. 
A pretty carol rose and fell 

U pan the frosty air ; 
But what they sang she could not tell­

Oh, how she longed to share I 
The singing o'er, the children flocked 

In through the open door; 
One little look, and then 'twas closed. 

And Gracie saw no more. 
" Will you come in?" a sweet, young voice 

Is whispering in her ear; 

shone, 
Amid the children's din. 

��t• And then, ob, what a tale she 
heard 

Of Jesus and His love ; 
Of how He came and died on 

earth 
That we might live above. 

She beard how many years ago 
A little babe was born, 

And in a manger cradled low 
That first glad Christmas 

mom: 
How angel choirs were singing 

far 
Above the sleeping earth ; 

And brilliant rose the morning star 
To hail the Saviour's birth. 

She heard how Jesus lived, and died 
On Calvary's cruel tree; 

Of wounded hands and riven side 
That bled to set her free. 

That night her little heart was filled 
With perfect peace and rest; 

Her tears were dried, her sorrows stilled 
Upon her Saviour's breast. 

Then followed days and nights of pain, 
And Grace unconscious lay ; 

And when a New Year dawned again 
Her spirit passed away. 

Saved just in time-she found a Friend 
To.bear her-sin's dark load; 

And, sheltered 'neath His precious blood, 
She found a home with God. J. A. w. n. 

NEVER QUARREL. 

NEVER let a thing of doubt 
Cause suspicion of a friend, 

Rather search the matter out, 
P,vbe and quiz it to the end. 

Ask the reason, find the "why," 
Never mind a little snub; 
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When the time of trouble's by, 
Friendship's brighter for the rub. 

If you smile and get a frown, 
You are not the one to lose ; 

Blessing will good-nature crown, 
Peace to sulkiness refuse. J.A.W.H. 



"GIVE TI-IE CI-IRISTIAN TO Tl-IE LION!" 

" GIVE the Christian to the
lion I " 

Wildly cry the Roman throng; 
"Yes, to Afric's tawny lion I" 

Shout the warriors bold and 
strong. 

"Let the hungry lion tear him I " 
Echoed back the laughing crowd; 

"Fling him - fling him to the 
lion I " 

Shrieked the noble matron loud. 

•' Do not spare him-let him tear 
him!" 

Cried the fair patrician girls, 
With theirdark hairsoftlybraided, 

Underneath a band of pearls; 
With their small feet purple ' 

sandall'd, 
And their arms with bracelets 

dight; 
And their robes of Indian tissue ; 

And their black eyes flashing 
light. 

"Give the Christian to the lion!" 
Spake, in accents grave and 

slow, 
From their haughty seats of 

honour, 
Senators in goodly row. 

Then, from flight to flight, re­
double, 

Shout, and cheer, and laughter 
peal, 

Till the giant Colosseum 
'Neath the tumult seemed to 

reel. 
And the clamours of the people 

Through the arch of Titus roll, 
All adown the Roman forum, 

To the towering Capitol. 
Then a pause. But, hark! and 

listen 
Whence that wild and savage 

yell? 
'Tis the lion of Sahara 

Raging in his grated cell! 
Fierce with famine and with 

fetter, 
Showeth he his tawny mane! 

For his living prey impatient, 
Struggling 'gainst his bar and 

chain. 
But a voice is stealing faintly 

From the next cell, chill and 
• dim;

'Tis the death-doomed Christian 
chanting 

Soft and low his dying hymn! 
With uplifted hands he prayeth 

For the men that ask his 
blood I 

With a holy faith he pleadeth 
For that shouting multitude. 

They are waiting : lift the 
grating-

Comes he forth serene to die. 

With a radiance round his fore­
head, 

And a lustre in his eye. 
Never! when midst Roman 

legions 
·with the helmet on bis brow,

Pressed be to the front of battle 
With a firmer step than now. 

Lift the grating! He is waiting: 
Let the savage lion come I 

He can ouly rend a passage 
For the soul to reach its liome !

•· Brother, thou art gone before 
us,., 

Sung the martyr's funeral band,
Pacing slowly-pacing slowly­

(With the torchlight in their 
band), 

Through the dark and winding 
char.1bers 

Of the ancient catacombs, 
Where the children of the 

Saviour 
Had their hiding-place and 

tombs. 
Little knew they as they whispered, 

Low and sad, the burial psalm­
And as Christ's dear name was 

graven, 
And a little branch of palm­

That this tombstone, rude and 
rugged, 

Should be deemed a precious 
gem-

Ages hence, when crushed and 
shivered 

Is the Caesars' diadem. 

TWlN HlltTl!llllh ILUOOA AND OLI ONlfo TUUOWN TO Tll.JI L,ON8 AT l'l'lllfH' 8, 
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BEAUTIFUL SNOvV . 

....., 
..._,, 

-

V' 

• -# -

" In 1850, W. A. Sigourney, n 
nephew of the lnte Mrs. L. H. 
Sigourney, married o. w�althy nnd 
accomplished young lndv in New York 

-

�a ..

City. They soon arter went to Europe, where they 
remained two years, and where she yielded to the tempter 
ard lost her purity nnd fidelity. On her return home her 
parents discarded her, and being shunned and disgraced, 
she plunged headlong into vice nnd dissipation. Her 
husband, ns charitable and kind as he was devoted, tried 
every means to reclaim her to duty, without avail. She 
s:ink deeper and deeper in vice, until she was arrested as a common outcasl, and sent to the workhouse. Beinf 
liberated by a well-known magistrate, she promised lo reform, and for a short time lived with her husband; but 
in the autumn of 1853 she returned to her old haunts of vice and dissipation, and thus continued until Ont! 
stormy night of December, when she died in White Street, and was found in the morning nearly covered witb 
snow. She was buried by her husband in Greenwood." 

Ou I the snow, the beautiful snow, 
Filling the sky and earth uelow ; 
O\·er the housetops, over the street, 
Over the heads of the people you meet : 

Dancing-flirting-skimming along­
Bc.,utiful snow I it can do no wrong; 
Flying to kiss a fai.r lady's cheek, 
Clinging to lips in frolicsome freak; 
lleauliful snow. from heaven above, 
Pure as an angel, �entle as love. 

Oh ! the snow, the beautiful mow; 
How the flake� gather, and laugh as they iO, 
Whirling about in maddening fun; 

Chasing-laughing-hurrying by, 
It lights on the face, and ii sparkles the: eye; 
And the dogs, with a bark and a bound, 
Snap al the crystals as they ecld)• around ; 
The town is alive, and its heart in a glow, 
To welcome the coming of beautiful snow. 

How wild the crowd goes swaying along, 

Hailing each other with humour and song ; 
How the gay sleighs like meteors flash by, 
Bright for the moment, then lost lo the eye: 

Ringing-swinging-dashing they go, 
Over the crust of the beautiful snow; 
Snow so pure when it falls from the sky, 
To be trampled and tracked by thousands of feet, 
rill it blends with the filth in the horrible street. 

Once l was pure as snow, but I fell, 
1-·eu hke the snowflakes from hea\·en to hell;
Fell lo be trampled like filth in the street,
Fell to be scoffed, and spit on, and beat;

Pleading-cursing-dreading to die, 
Selling my 1oul to whoever would buy; 

Dealing in shame for a morsel of hrcad, 
Hating the living and fearing the dead ; 
Merciful God, have I fallen so low? 
And yet I was once like the beautiful snow. 

Once I was fair. as the beautiful snow, 
With an eye like a crystal, a heart like its glow; 
Once I was loved of my innocent grace­
Fbttered and sought for the charms of my face t 

Fathers-mothers-sisters-all­
God and myself I have: lost by my fall. 
The veriest wretch that goes shivering by 
Will make a wide sweep Jest I wander too nigh ; 
For all that is on or above me I know, 
There is nothin� so pure as the beautiful snow. 

How strange it should he that this beautiful snow 
Should fall on a sinner with nowhere to go ! 
How strange it should be when the night comes agai� 
If the snow and the ice struck my desperate brain I 

Fainting-freezing-dying alone, 
Too wicked for prayer, too weak for a mllan 
To be heard in the streets of a crazy town, 
Gone mad in the joy of snow coming down; 
To be and to die in my terrible woe, 
With a bed and a shroud of the beautiful i;now. 

Helpless and foul as the trampled snow, 
Sinner, despair not : Christ stoopeth low 
To rescue the soul that is lost in sin, 
And raise it to liCe and enjoyment again. 

Groaning-bleeding-dying for thee, 
The Crucified hung on the cursed tree; 
His accents of mercy fall soft on thine car-
'• Is there mercy for me? Will 11 e hectl my weal, 

prayer/" 
Oh God I in the stream that for sinners did flow, 

, \\'ash me, and I &hall he whiter thor: snow. W.A.I 



1\IA RY; OR, OUT OF TIIE SLUMS. 

E 
ASTo£Lonclonl do you know it?

Have you seen its nlloys <lim?
l lave you henr<l the moan of anguish

Rising from its d�pths of sin?
Ha,·e you seen its gaunt-eyed child­

ren? 
Heard the stan·ing bnbies weep ; 

:\lathers, heedless of their wailing, 
Lyin� in a drunken sleep? 

You may know these slum-born 
children, 

Hollow cheeks and sunken eyes, 
\\'bile, amid the rush of London, 

Stifled nre their feeble cr;cs. 
Such a child was little l\Iary, 

Delicate, and pale, and small,
Living in a dingy alley, 

In a building grim and tall. 
One day little Mary ventured 

From tbe slum she called her 
home, 

,vandering on in childish wonder, 
Heedless where her feet might 

r,oam. 
In a large, well-lighted chapel, 

As the clock points to the hour, 
Hundreds sit in breathless silence, 

Spellbound 'neath the preacher's 
power, 

\Vhen a slight disturh�nce rises ; 
SomP. within the aud:ence smiled 

As the door was partly opened 
To admit a liule chiltl. 

Up the aisle she crept in wonder, 
Strange the little figure secmcd­

l3oots too big and clothes in tatters, 
Round, blue eyes with terror 

gleamed. 

And the preacher-God directed­
Meets the dear child 'searnest gaze, 

Reads the mute appeal for blessing, 
Filled with pity. he obeys. 

From his lips the sweet, old Story, 
Simply, grandly. clearly flows­

Message of God's love. good tidings 
Of the One who died and rose. 

Little l\'Iary listens breathless 
To this story strange and new, 

And_ her earnest gaze of wonder 
ThriJls the preacher through and 

through. 
Grandly from the people rises 

Sweetest strains to Jesus· praise ; 
Mary stands in silence spellbound, 

Joy and wonder in her gaze. 
Slowly all disperse and leave her 

Standing rooted to the spot; 
A 11 save o,ie-the earnest preacher­
Ha\"e the little cllild forgot. 
So he came, like Cllrist his Master, 

To the lowly little child, 

And with lender love ancl swcetne .. s 
On lhc little wand'rer smiled. 

"\Veil, my little one?" he aslwtl 
her-

Anti his voice her heart ditl '410, 

Gazing eagerly, she whisperecl • 
"\Vi\l your Jesus take 111e in ) " 

Dlessed news I this full salvation 
Is for any. great or small. 

Rich or poor, the mean or noble­
Pardon free to one and all. 

Slowly little Mary grasped it 
As she wondered could it be­

Peace and pardon through believing 
Jesus died to set her free. 

"l believe, dear Lord," she mur­
muretl; 

And the angel hosts in heaven 
Sang their sweetest songs of triumph 

O'er this precious soul forgiven. 
Is that all? Ab, no; next evening, 

To the preacher's glad surprise, 
In a pew beneath the pulpit 

Little Mary be descries. 
Not alone; a pale, gaunt woman 

Sat on one side of the child ; 
On the other, shamed, uneasy, 

Sat a strong man, rough-and wild. 
Faithfully the Gospel story 

God's true servant told again, 
And the tears of deep repentance 

Fell like sweet, refreshing rain. 
God was moving midst the people­

All could feel the Spirit's power; 
Many in that crowded building 

Date conversion from that bour. 

But what peace and true rejoicing 
Fil led dear :Mary's trembling heart 

As first father, then the mother 
Chose that night the better part, 

Little ones, this sweet, true story 
Shows what Jesus Christ can do; 

He who saved dear little Mary 
\Va.its to-day to welcome you. 

Why delay? for Christ is coming­
None may know the day or l1our; 

Coming, not as homeless Stranger, 
But in majesty o.nd power. 

Are you ready now to meet Him? 
Do you long His face to see? 

Do you know Him, trust Him, lo\'o 
Him? 

What is Jesus Christ to thee? 

Seek tbc Snviour, rest not, po.use not 
In your cn�er, anxious quest 

Till you find in tlie Redcemu 
Evcrl"sti11gp.:wctaml f'f$I .J.A. w. n. 



TI-IE SLAVE BOY'S PRAYER. 

THINK, children, of a foreign land, 
\Vitb clear and cloudless sky, 

And sights nod sounds on every side, 
To please the ear and eye. 

Think of the forest's deep recess, 
The river's munnur low ; 

Think of the birds of paradise, 
The firefly's vivid glow. 

Tbinkof the birds that sweetly sing, 
Of beasts that prowl and glare ; 

Thjnk of a little negro child, 
The central figure there. 

His face is dark as deepest night, 
His eyes are black as coal, 

But through them shines with 
softened light 

A pure and noble soul. 

He kneels-and from the rising sun 
A few, rich, shining rays 

Fall on his upturned face, and rest 
Upon him as he prays. 

"Father," his voice comes low and sweet, 
"And Jesus Christ, who died, 

Oh, be a Lamp unto my feet, 
My Helper, Friend, and Guide." 

He does not hear a hasty step, 
Or see his master there 

With smiling lips and cruel whip 
Hung o'er him in the air. 

And still he prays, "Ob, Father, bless 
My master; make him good, 

For though he whips me, yet he gives 
Me shelter, clothing, food. 

"Forgive him, though he beats me when 
I sing aloud to Thee ; [he'll sing-

But save him, Lord, and then 
Thy praise along with me." 

The angry face has ceased to smtle, 
The threatening whip sinks low, 

And in the hard man's cruel eyes 
The tears are gathering slow. 

A moment's struggle ; two no,v 
kneel-

The master and the slave; 
And from a broken heart there 

comes 
A cry to God to save. 

The stately trees wave calmly on, 
The river murmurs by, 

The sun bursts forth in glory bright, 
And floods the earth and sky. 

The birds thrill forth their notes of praise> 

The wild deer lifts its head, 
\Vhile in the deep, mysterious wood 

A soul comes from the dead. 

A soul lost, fettered, and undone, 
Defeated in the strife, 

The mighty arm stretched forth to save 
And bring it back to life. 

And far above the earth and trees, 
Above the sun and skies, 

The glad bells ring, and seraphs sing, 
There's joy in Paradise. J.A. w. H.

THE LITTLE BOY FROM BARRHEAD. 

Original Poetry concerning a. Boy from Dourock Sundny School, 13:Lrrheo.d, ndmittcd into Olnsgow Roynl In0rmuy. 

THE day of trouble comes apace, 
To every child of Adam's race; 

None may its advent shun. 
The light of life's bright morning-tide, 
Its heavy shadows ofttimes hide, 

Obscuring childhood's sun. 

So was it with a suffering boy, 
Life yiclcled him but little joy, 

For health and strength had fled. 
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Pale and emaciated he, 
To all appearances to be 

Soon numbered with the dead. 

To an infirmary at length 
In pain, and quickly ebbing strength, 

Tbe sufferer was brought. 
The doctors, and the nurses too, 
, \'ith all that skill and care could do, 

His restoration sought. 



THE LITTLE Boy FR.OM BARRHEAD.

Bl.t ail in vo.in I from do.y to day 
He still in pain and weakness lay, 

One only hope remained. 
An operation he must bear, 
Which, if performed with greatest care, 

And by him well sustained, 

Might conquer his disease, and bring 
Back once again health's long lost spring, 

And o'er his face once more 
The ruddy hue of roses spread, 
Joy on his youthful spirit shed, 

Strength to his limbs restore. 

But should his little strength give way 
Beneath the shock, that very day 

\Vould be to him the last. 
For death would claim him as his own, 
His icy arms be round him thrown ; 

All hope for him be past. 

The dreaded day at length had come. 
They bore him gently to the room, 

And set him in a chair, 
Until each instrument was placed, 
That not a moment they might waste; 

The case required such care. 

The lad looked round in helplessness, 
And then, in tones of deep distress, 

He to the students said, 
Who, ranged in two's, sat looking on, 
Engrossed in what was being done, 

"Oh, I am sore afraid I" 
11 I feel such trouble and distress, 
Will one of you ask God to bless, 

And bring me safely through? 
A wee bit prayer would do for me, 
I'm such a wee bit boy, you see, 

And God might answer you." 

Alas! No praying heart was there, 
He looked in vain for ont: to share 

The sorrows of that hour. 
So, turning from them all away, 
He bent his head, they heard him pray 

\Vith pathos and with power. 

"Oh, J e,us I I have heard and read 
That Thou dost love wee boys," he said, 

" I now would call on Thee. 
Oh I hear me when to Thee I cry, 
Be with me now, arid stand close by, 

Oh I help and succour me." 
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The chloroform was then applied, 
And on the table he was tied, 

Unconscious now he lay 
All ready for the doctor's knife; 
Hung in a balance was his life­

How would it turn that day? 

The doctor feared his hand might shake, 
So moved he was, yet he must make 

All haste, and quick perform 
That work which needed nerve and skill, 
To do it while the lad was still 

Asleep in chloroform. 

But, as he went along, he felt 
All nervous hesitation melt 

Away; and ne'er before 
Had he been able with such speed 
And skill to do so great a deed. 

He knew that it was more 

Than merely human skill: that One 
Stood by him until all was done, 

And guided him through all. 
He knew, in answer to that cry, 
That Jesus had been standing by ; 

Had heard that feeble call. 

The boy awoke and all was well; 
He rose up, by-and-bye, to tell 

How God sustained his soul. 
How graciously He bent His ear, 
And whispered gen�ly, 11 Do not fear, 

Thy faith hath made thee whole." 

Dear boy or girl, whose bright eyes look

Upon the pages of this book, 
Who may this story read, 

May you know Jesus as your Friend, 
To save and keep you to the end, 

And help in time of need. A.\\' .r.s. 



THE MUSTER ROLL: A TALE OF THE AMERICAN WAR. 

A BATTLE had been fought� 
And on the plain, unmindful of defeat 

Or victory, the slain and wounded lay. 
Grim death was busy, still unsatisfied, 
Gathering the remnants of that sad day's 

spoil. 
As night drew on, 

Two men of God were seen 
moving amid 

Those scenes of death and 
dying agony, 

As, nerved by heavenly strength 
and tender care 

For souls, they sought to com­
fort dying saints 

By whispering in their ears 
His promises, 

For whom nor life nor death can separate; 
And to the Lamb of God, whose precious 

blood [gaze 
Can cleanse from every sin, to point the 
Of those whose day of life was almost past, 
Their sins yet unforgiven. 

And now they stand 
Beside a manly form, outstretched, alone. 
His helmet from his head had fallen. His 

hand [sword. 
Still firmly grasped his keen but broken 
His face was white and cold; and thinking 

he was gone [precious, 
They were just passing on, for time was 
\Vhen a faint sigh caught their attentive ears. 
Life was still there; so, bending softly down, 
They whispered in bis ears most earnestly, 
Yet with that bush and gentleness with 

which 
\Ve ever speak to a departing soul, 
11 Brother, the blood of Jesus Christ, God's 

Son, 
Cleanseth from every sin ! " 

The pale lips moved, 
And gently whispered, " Hush I " and thc:n 

they closed, 
And life again seemed gone. 

But yet once more 
They whispered those thrice­

blessed words, in hope 
To point the parting soul to 

� Christ and heaven, 
l°i. "Brother, the precious blood 

' i'! of Jesus Christ 
� Can cleanse from every sin!" 

� �- Again the pale lips 
� ';A�- moved· 
-� . All else was still and motion-

less, for death [half done; 
�- Already had his fatal work 

But gathering up his quickly failing 
strength, 

The dying soldier-dying victor-said, 
" Hush ! for the Saviour calls the muster 
I wait to hear my name! " [roll ; 

They spoke no more. 
What need to speak again? For now full 

well [fixed, 
They ]mew on whom his dying hopes were 
And what his prospects were ; so, hushed 

and still, 
They, kneeling, watched. 

And presently a smile, 
As of most tllrilling and intense delight, 
Played for a moment on the soldier's face. 
And with his one last breath he whispered, 

"HERE! " 
Ob, grand 

And blessed death I Quite ready for the 
call, [fought-

He heard his Captain's voice. Life's battle 
Life's victory won-the soldier thus received 
His welcome and his crown! 

"DO YOU WISH FOR THE CLUE?" 

THERE'S a sweet little pathway that To open the way. Do you wish for the 
leads up to God, [have trod: clue ? 

Where none but His own blessed people 'Tis faith in a Saviour who suffer'd for you I 
Where the waters of life everlastingly flow There's an opposite way-'tisa terrible road I 
By the pleasantest tracks which a sinner Which leads to destruction, to Satan's 

can go. abode; 
Every step of the way is with blood sprinkled Then haste thou to Jesus, His promise is 

o'er; trul!; [the clue. 
The traces of One who bas gone on before Put faith in His precious blood-this is 
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"\VE'VE AL \VAYS BEEN PROVIDED FOR." 

"For Lhe mountains shall depart, and the hills be removed; but My kindness shall not deparl from 
thee, neither shall the covenant o( My peace be removed, saith the Lord that hath mercy on thee" 
{Isaiah 54. 10). 

11 G OOD wife, what are you
singing for? 

You know we've lost the hay, 
And what we'll do with horse 

and kye 
Is more than I can say ; 

\Vhile like as not, with storm and rain, 
\Ve'll lose both corn and wheat." 

She looked up with 
a pleasant face, 

And answered low 
and sweet: 

" There is a Heart, 
there is a Hand, 

We feel, but can­
not see; 

\Ve've always been 
provided for, 

And we shall al­
ways be." 

He turned around 
with sullen r:Ioom.
She said: ' Love, 

be at rest; 
You cut the grass, 

worked soon and 
late- [best. 

Y Ou did your very 
That was your work, 

you've naught 
at all 

To do with wind 
and rain, 

And do not doubt but 
you will reap 

Rich fields of golden grain ; 
For there's a Heart, and there's a Hand, 

We feel, but cannot see; 
\Ve've always been provided for, 

And we shall always be." 

"That's like a woman's reasoning­
We must, because we must." 

She softly said: 11 I reason not; 
I only work and trust; 

The harvest may redeem the day­
Keep heart what'er betide; 
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When one door shuts, I've always seen 
Another open wide. 

There is a Heart, tbere is a Hand, 
We feel, but cannot see; 

We've always been provided for, 
And we shall always be." 

He kissed the calm and trustful face­
Gone ,vas his rest­

less pain; 
She beard him 

with a cheerful 
step 

Go whistling down 
the lane, 

And went about 
her household 
tasks 

Full of a glad 
content, 

Singing to time her 
busy bands 

As to and fro she 
went: 

.. There is a Heart, 
there is a Hand, 

We feel, but can­
not see; 

• '/e've always been
provided for, 

And we shall al­
ways be." 

Days come and go 
-'twas winter

tide; 
The fire burned bright and clear. 

The farmer said: 11 near wife, it's been 
A good and happy year ; 

The fruit was gain; the surplus corn 
Has bought the hay, you know." 

She lifted then a smiling face, 
And said : " I told you so I 

For there's a Heart, and there's a

Hand, 
We feel, but cannot see; 

\Ve've always been provided for, 
And we shall al ways be." N. e. 



THE WRECK OF THE ·• HURON." 

F
ORTH from the docks at the close of the day

The good old ship Huro11 ateamed, 
Tbesky still looked wild,butyet through the grey 

A youog moon's soft crescent gleamed. 

The wiod blew strong, but the ship was so good 
And staunch as an old oak tree, 

The captain skilful, and guided so swift 
From the river out to sea. 

So onward she goes till the harbour 
far 

Is gone, and Atlantic's breast 
Now doth bear the good old ship 

H11ro,i on 
Once more with the waves to 

wrest. 

The east wind sweeps on with an 
awful hiss, 

And tears o'er the angry deep, 
\Vhile the waves leap high ere they 

sink in foam 
To rise in a longer leap. 

Still onward she goes, and the 
moon is set, 

The wind with increasing roar 
Doth challenge the sea to a greater 

feat, 
And higher the billows soar. 

The ship bolds on with a staggering pace, 
She reels like a drunken man, 

The sailors look up with an anxious eye, 
And pale 'neath their ruddy tan. 

This ship with her freight of three hundred 
souls 

And crew too anxious to sleep, 
With the lives of men and the fate of homes, 

Tosses like a toy on the deep. 

Woe to the wives who are list'ning that night 
While the storm shrieks o'er the sea, 

Woe to the babes in their innocent sleep, 
" Father" no more shall they see. 

The wind sweepeth on with quickening speed. 
The waves hiss, gurgle, and roar, 

The ship-can it be ? whatever is wrong? 
Seems not to rise as before. 

And wave after wave breaks over her side, 
Pray for them now with all speed, 

For somewhere below a leak bas sprung, 
Pitiful now is their need. 

., 

No hope 1 at last with a lingering aigh 
The men are forced to give o'er, 

The lifeboats are out, and sailors stand near 
Ready the womeo to lower. 

The order is given, and now from below 
Pale creatures crowd on the deck; 

0 God, who could depict such a scene, 
Depict the woe of a wreck? 

One boat is now filled, alas and 
alas! 

'Tis only a hastened doom, 
For down she goes with her pale 

shrieking crew, 
Stern foremost 'mid ocean's 

gloom. 

Another is filled, and another 
lost, 

Till all the lifeboats are gone; 
Hopeless and helpless the few who 

remain 
Cling close to wait for the dawn, 

Still sinking! though now the wind 
is at rest, 

Slowly the sea going down, 
Out on the dull, heaving billows they 

gaze, 
'Tis hard after all to drown. 

She suddenly gives a quick, forward lurch, 
There's a rush, a shriek, a roar; 

Now, not a trace of that pale sad-eyed crew­
Crew ! wreck I gone! waves rolling o'er. 

None left of them all to tell this sad tale, 
But the heaving billows bore 

Some wreckage and a few dead bodies back. 
And cast them up on the shore. 

11 Gone down out at sea," the newspapers ran, 
Three hundred souls have been lost, 

But sollls we know are not easily thus 
Recorded as saved or lost. 

And doubtless some there in alJ that sad crowd, 
Though meeting this sudden death, 

Would enter heaven in this sudden way 
On Jesus, their Saviour's worth. 

And some, who doubtless bad often been 
warned, 

Yet scoffed at the Saviour's grace, 
Did find in sorrow and unending pain 

The poor Christ-rejector's place. 

The men to the pumps-ab, yes, but alas I But had you been there, I ask you when rose 
The sea doth ateadily gaio; That lone nod sad dying wail, 

Tbe7. work on like slaves, their sinews stand out Would you have sunk tlupe,- than deepest sea, 
Like cord, with tension and atralo. Or risen above the gale? J, A, w. "• 
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WI-IO PULLED TI-IE CORD? 
A oewsvnpcr report of 1h11 remarkable occurrcnco appeared ■ome yean a,o. 

::-......,,___ And if no band had pulled the cord 
�..s-- That death-bound train to 

THE darkness fell on the railroad track,
_ Nor star nor moon there shone, 

And all around the tempest raged 
As the night express rushed on. 

"We're behind our time," the driver said, 
11 But we'll soon make it up," quoth he; 

11 

On this gradient steep we'll downward 
Till we fly right merrily." [sweep, 

Then the engine throbbed like a thing of life, 
And its fiery breath came fast; 

"Oh, this is the pace," said the foot-plate 
"To make the miles go past; lmen, 

''Vve've only to cross the river down here, 
And then a straight run for home." 

Through storm and rain went the shrieking 
Was it rushing to its doom? [train-

Fast comes the bridge, and soon they'll be 
Safe on the other shore; 

They are so near that they can hear 
The river's thundering roar. 

But suddenly the danger-cord 
Is pulled with might and main, 

That tells the driver at his post 
At once to stop the train. 

The railroad men shut off the steam, 
And put the brakes down tight; 

"Now, what delay is this?" they say, 
"We shall be late to-night." 

But when the train drew up they looked, 
And, lo! no bridge was seen; 

A yawning chasm at their feet 
Showed where the bridge had been. 

The raging waters told the tale 
Of havoc and dismay; 

The river in its rrugbty flood 
Had swept the bridge away. 
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save, 
Then surely every soul aboard 

I-I'ad found a watery grave.
The passengers came crowding 

round, 
And heard, with bated breath, 

How the train was stopped, and 
its living freight 

Escaped an awful death. 
"But where's the man that pulled the cord? 

We must thank him ere we go; 
Conductor, was it you?" they said, 

l d"N ,, But he on y answere o. 
At once they sought through all the cars 

To find who it could be, 
That they might bless his name and say, 

"Our lives we owe to thee." 
Yet they found him not although they 

Until the morning light; [sought 
And then they said, "Shall we ever know 

Who pulled the cord last night?" 
But one in touch with things unseen, 

Who tra veiled by that train, 
Was at no loss to understand 

What seemed both clear and plain. 
He told the secret of the cord, 

So puzzling at the time: 
"The man who saved the train," said he,"Came from a distant clime. 
"But no one saw him board the cars, 

And no one saw him go, 
And none beheld his shining robe 

That was as white as snow. 
"'Twas the Angel of God that came and rode 

\Vith the train in its headlong flight; 
'Twas an Angel hand from Glory's land 

That pulled the cord that night." 
And though the years have come and gone 

Since the bridge was swept away, 
Yet all around, as I have found, 

They tell it to this day : 
How in that hour of Death's dark power 

The Angel of the Lord, 
With might to save from the swelling wave, 

Came dowr,, and ptllled the cord I w. s. 



THE GREATEST WONDER OF TO-DAY. 

Q 
H, the world is full of wonders !

Little bright eyes, dark or blue, 
Come and sit beside me, darlings, 

And we'll talk of just a few. 

There's the snorting "railway engine," 
One would think it was alive, 

As it rushes on its journey-
Hurry, scurry, curve, and dive. 

Yet more wondrous are the II motors," 
Without rail or steam they go; 

You just see them in the distance, 
And they're past before you know. 

There is something yet more wondrous, 
'Tis the II ships" that really "fly 11 

Like a bird with outspread pinions 
Sailing swiftly through the sky. 

They can really carry people, 
And can really cross the sea, 

Oh, 'tis wonderful, dear children, 
It is wonderful to me! 

Then there's 11 wireless telegraphy," 
'Tis more wonderful than all 

The great wonders yet discovered­
Truly what is it at all 

That can take a message safely 
For so many miles away 

Without wire or ou,ght to guide it 
In the night or in the day? 

Listen, darlings, there is something 
Yet more wonderful by far 

Than the snorting II railway engine," 
"Flying ship/' or '' motor car.'' 

Oh I of all the wondrous wonders 
That one e'er can see or know, 

It is this-11 a (are/us sinner," 
In this world of sin a.ad woe. 

JOO 

A poor sinner h.utening 
onward, [fly, 

Just as fast as Time can 
Unconcerned, and yet 

knowing [ surely die. 
That some day he'll 

He must meet God, and 
he knows it, [ day 

Yet he lives from day to 
Just as if no God existed, 

Driving from his mind 
away 

Thoughts of God, of 
death, or judgment­

Satan oiinds him to his fate. 
He is pleased with his condition, 

Is not his a dreadful state? 

Oh! how can be live without Him? 
Jesus Christ, who to him gives 

All things which he now possesses, 
E'en the breath by which he lives. 

Oh! how can he e'er be merry? 
How can he rejoice and sing? 

Never knowing what to-morrow 
To his guilty soul may bring. 

Do not be like this, my darlings, 
Come to Jesus, trust Him now; 

Come before earth's cares and sorrows 
Cast their shadows on your brow. 

He once gave His life for sinners, 
Even little ones like you; 

All your sins were laid upon Him, 
Oh, believe it, it is true. 

Come to Him while golden tresses, 
Or dark braids your heads adorn, 

Little cheeks and lips all rosy, 
Like the flush of early mom. 

\Vhile your little hearts arc beating, 
With sweet childhood's trusting lo"e, 

Then throughout life's toilsome journey 
All His kindness you shall prove. 

Give your lives to Him, my darlings, 
He deserves your very best, 

He will keep and guide you al ways 
Snfe to His eternal rest. 

Then you'll not be this "great wonder, 11 

Sinners careless, without God; 
You will be God's "little children.'' 

Spotless through the Saviour's blood. 
K. J. M. 



TI-:IE GREATEST \i\'ONDER EVER KNOWN. 

MOTHER'S MESSAGE TO HRR D.\RLINGS. COMPANION TO I.:ORMElt PJE:Cr£. 

N 
O\V iisten, my darlings, I have not

forgotten 
The greatest of wonders we ever can know; 

I spoke of the things in the world all 
around us-

Discoveries, inventions of men here below. 

I spoke of a sinner to death rushing onward, 
Oft singing and dancing along life's short 

way, 
Shutting out from his heart thoughts 01-

God and the judgment­
Therearemanylikethisall around usto-day. 

'Tis a far greater wonder than engine or 
motor, 

Than X-rays, or airships that can swiftly fir, 
Or wireless telegraph sending a message 

Hun \reds of miles on the waves of the sky. 

There's a wonder far greater than these I 
have mentioned, 

The greatest of wonders that ever was 
known-

God's own Son descending to this world of 
sorrow, 

And leaving His heaven, His glory, and 
throne. 

The worlds and all things by His word were 
created, 

Possessed of all riches, for us became poor; 
He humbled Himself, became Man, e'en a 

Servant-
All glory and honour to Him evermore. 

He stooped lower yet, unto death was 
obedient, 

Yea, even the death of the Cross with its 
shame;-

He offered Himself in the stead of the
guilty, 

He died for lost sinners- all praise 
to His Name. 

Oh, why did He do it? I'll tell you, 
my darlings: 

'Twas love, wondrous love, all for 
you and for me ; 

No love is like His, no, not even a 
mother's-

Our sin's awful judgment He bore 
on the tree. 

He rose from the dead, and He now 
is exalted, 

God raised Him on high, and He 
gave Him a Name; 

Every knee shall yet bow at the sweet 
Name of Jesus, 

The sweetest that human tongue 
ever can frame. 

Ob, trust Him, my darlings, none ever 
can perish 

Who trust in the Sav;our nnd His 
cleansing blood ; 

For the greatest or wonders, through• 
out endless ages, 

All angels and saints shall give 
OB. WUT DJO ID? DO ITI rLL ·r1:LL TOO, IIIY D#JU.J . .NOB.' glory lo God. E. J.M. 
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DON'T 

DON'T begin to grumble, 
Don't begin to fret ; 

Things may be all tangled, 
They'll be brighter yet. 

Don't begin to fancy 
Yours a grievous load, 

There's a bigger burden 
Just across the road. 

Don't begin to worry 
Over what 11 they say;" 

Take your task and do it, 
'Tis the better way. 

Don't begin to trifle 
O'er your little things; 

Bees sound pretty buzzing, 
But their tails have stings. 

BEGIN. 

Don't begin to chatter 
Of the last strange news; 

Time is only lent you! 
Why a moment lose? 

Don't begin to whisper 
That your way seems best ; 

"Come to Me," says J esu�, 
"I will give you rest." 

Don't begin to weary 
O'er your lot alone, 

If you love the Saviour, 
He and you are one. 

Downward ever downward 
Falls the slope of sin, 

Stopping is not easy, 
Therefore DON'T BEGIN. J. 

THE LAY OF A DISCONTENTED CHRISTIAN. 

NOTHING to eat but food, 
Nothing but clothes to wear, 

Nothing to warm but heat, 
Nothing to breathe but air. 

Nowhere to live but home, 
Nowhere to sleep but bed, 

None to love but friends, 
Nothing but good to dread. 

Nothing but daily grace, 
And a Father's constant love, 

And a life of prayer and faith, 
And a home prepared above. 

Vi/ as ever a life so tried ? 
Was ever a heart so riven? 

With nothing on earth but go:.d, 
And nothing at last but Heaven. 

GOD IS LOVE. 
A recitation for nine little ones, each turning an appropriate letter to view on coming to the letter named. Any 

printer or'ticket-writer would supply the cards al a moderate cost. Initials could be red letters, others black. 

MY little friends and schoolmates And now another word we spell-
dear A word endeared to all, 

To-day have met with me, And as I see my turn has come 
To spell for you a pleasant line, The letter L I'll call. 

Which I'll begin with G. Although my letter you have seen 
And I will do my little mite Upon the platform here, 

The precious words to show; Still our sweet word, without an 0, 
And for this worthy purpose I You could not tell, I fear. 

\i\Till lend my great round 0. As no one in our little band 
My letter ends the holy Name Has brought the letter V.

Of Him we love and fear; I hope it will not come amiss 
Tis D-1'11 turn it round to view, If now supplied by me. 

And you will see it here. I will close the joyful tidings, 
My mission is a humble one, Soon our motto you will see, 

Yet to do good I'll try All can read it very plainly 
To help all when I'm needed, so When I add the letter E.

I now will furnish I. All join, and say, or sing:
My little aid is needed now II Goo IS LOVE," His mercy brightens 

To give this piece success, All the paths in which wo rove; 
So joyfully I bring to view Grace He, gives, our pathwny lightens, 

My crooked letter S. cc 

Goo 1s LICHT" nod" Goo 1s Lovn:·
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THE BOY OF NAZARETH. 

n NDER the spreading
y olive's shade, 

\Vhere vines in wild 
luxuriance strayed, 

\Vith brothers and with

sisters played 
A little Boy in Nazareth. 

\Vith them in happy, 
childish glee, 

Culled lilies from the 
grassy lea; 

And yet the mighty God was He, 
Although a Boy in Nazareth. 

He won the love of all around, 
In Him young hearts a solace found, 
With tender skill their wounds He bound, 

No boy like Him in Nazareth. 

The sight and sound of pain or sigh 
At once would dim His lustrous eye; 
A heart of truest sympathy 

\Vas His-that Boy of Nazareth. 

The timid creatures, beast or bird, 
His footstep without tremor heard, 
For nought but kindest feelings stirred 

That gentle Boy cf Nazareth. 

God's \Vord He studied with such care 
That in the temple cloisters where 
Great doctors met, none could compare 

With the young Boy from Nazareth. 

His parents' wish to Him was law, 

He mingled filial love with awe, 
[n Him His playmates ever saw 

The Subject Boy of Nazareth. 

No unkind word His lips expressed, 
Nor thought of sin was in His breast; 
He was " the Son of God" confessed, 

Although a Boy in Nazareth. 

Unseen the holy angels gazed 
Upon Him, and were sore amazed 
That He, whose throne with splendour blazed, 

Should be a Boy in Na.mreth. 

No wonder boys and girls oft sigh 
And say in heart, "I wish that I 
Had seen those days and lived close by 

That wondrous Boy in Nazareth." 

His heart of love is still the same 
As when in lowly guise He came, 
And you may all His fulness claim, 

Though now no more in Nazareth. 

Go to Mount Calvary and see 
One pale in death, dear child, for thee; 
Read that inscription ; yes, 'tis He 

Whose home was once in Nazareth. 

'' 1 wish lha.t l 

Hnd seen those days and lived close by.• 

Believe in Him that so His blood 
May be to thee a cleansing flood, 
For thou canst know true peace with God 

Alone through Him of N :uareth. 

Though now enthroned in glory bright, 
He still remembers 'mid the light 
Of heaven, Gethsemnne's dark night, 

And Boyhood's days nt Na.mretb. 
A. W, P, L 



WITH THE LOWESTOFT LIFEBOAT. 

T
HE son bad passed tbe

western gate, 
The golden porch grew dark ; 

The stars beheld the boatmen 
wait, 

And watch a struggling bark. 
Those boatmen marked tbe 

shadows fa1l, 
The last gray streak bad gone : 

While, like a battle-crested wall, 
The sea rolled madly on. 

The ship bore up, 
tbo11gh masts were 
lost, 

Though hope bad all 
but Bed, 

Thoug h batt ered, 
beaten, swept, and 
tossed, 

Oo with a fearful 
dread. 

Thoogb bigber rose 
the angry waves, 

Still fiercer tempests 
blew, 

That hollowed in the 
deep the graves 

Of many a gallant 
crew. 

But as that vessel rose 
and sank, 

Borne wildly on ber 
way, 

She neared a bank, a 
fearful bank, 

Beneath the boiling 
spray. 

AH saw the peril I 
anchors fel 1 

Down, down into 
the main-

And gripped-but, in tbat awful 
swell, 

Say, will they bear the strain? 
A rocket rose I " Distress I " it 

cried, 
And from the shore there shone 

The welcome signal that replied, 
"Help comes I wait bravely on I'' 

lt came I for there were heroes 
there, 

Who well the danger knew, 
Prepared at once to do and dare­

The noble lifeboat crew. 
They grasped the oars, and 

through the storm 
Pulled steroly on their way, 

A., If but eager to perform 
The re,cue of the prey. 

They creased the thrcateoirtg 
baok I oor stayed 

Till at the vessel's alde-
"A tug I a to� I" the captain 1111d: 

"Ay I ay I" the men replied. 

Again they crossed the surging 
bank, 

The billows dashing o'er, 
Lost in the darkness, void and 

blank, 
Back to the distant shore, 

The tug was sent: but not till day 
Could she perform her part; 

So once again, through blinding 
spray, 

The boat was seen to start. 

Again upon the breakers tossed, 
By turns they rise and fall ; 

Again that shallow sea is 
crossed-

Theshipwrecked hear their call. 
The night wears by, while on the 

shore 
The watchers wait in vain, 

As louder still the wild winds 
roar, 

And lash. the foaming main, 

But still they wait; a.od through 
the gloocn 

Peer out with anxious eyes, 
Fearing they've found an ocean 

tomb 
Where many a hero lies. 

Tell it, ye winds-" They live I 
they live I " 

And, hovering near that wreck, 
With cheer on cheer, new courage 

give 
To tho1e who tread Its deck. 
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The sea may tosa them to and fro, 
And drench them throucb and 

through, 
The storm may beat, the tempe1t 

blow: 
Their hearts are brave and true 

And often through the night wiU 
ring, 

As hour by hour goes past, 
The old sea-songs they love to sloe 

Who face the raging blast. 
T�·elve hours have 

Red I they linger 
yet 

Beneath the bitii:.1 
cold-

lo winter, in a storm, 
and wet, 

But gallant, fearless. 
bold. 

Another hour, another 
still, 

And yet two more 
they stayed, 

Fighting with daunt­
less strength and 
skill, 

And with Almighty 
aid. 

For oft that anxious 
captain cried, 

'' God help the life­
boat crew I " 

" I will," a still smaH 
voice replied, 

" And bring them 
safely through." 

At last they hail th� 
lingering sun, 

And with the suo 
they see 

The steaming tug-their task is. 
done-

A cheer, and they are free ! 
0 ye who man the Boat of Life, 

Leave not the sinking soul 
Amidst the tempest's raging strife. 

When billows round him roll. 
Keep near him till the morning 

breaks, 
Watch through each lonely 

hour, 
Until tbe gracious SaYiour takes 

And draws him by His power. 
And, if upon the troubled sea, 

Some brother in distress 
Should in the darkness sJpal 

thee, 
Launch, and the Lord wlll bleu 

Go to him: ebecr him with thr 
song, 

l{eep near him to the end ; 
Tbe light will come a,f&ln ere Ion�. 

But never leave thy friend. w a.. 



"HE DIED FOR ME." 

Illustrating tlle text: "Tbc Son of God, who loved me, and �a,•c Himself for me" (Cal. 2. 20} 

\,\fITHIN the church yard's He volunteered my place to fill, 
grassy mould Said he, ' l 'll go for you. 

There stands a litLle cross, 11' For you have children and a 
Its epitaph, long since grown old, wife-

Half hidden by the moss. 
�:i.a"JA 

They look to you for bread; 
And underneath the sleeper's name But I-well, I will give my life, 

Four little words I see; If needs be, in your stead.' 
No record of a bygone fame, "They marched away, that gal1anl 

But just-" He died for me." ....,...,,..1,1,71119-1.,. f ew, 
( asked of one who came with iJN�H.lil And ooe went forth to die; 

flowers With smiling face be waved adieu, 
To deck that lonely grave A happy, brave good-bye. 

\N'by here he spent so many hours "But, ah I oo more we meet again, 
Beside the sleeping brave. Redeemed be went to God; 

"Ah, sir," he said, "'twas long ago, 
When cannons thundered far, 

And men went marching to and fro, 
To join the deadly war, 

"That from the front came high 
command 

To send some troops away, 
And I was chosen with that band 

To join the deadly fray. 
" But one there came-I see him still, 

So noble and so true-

A braver heart was never slain 
Than this beneath the sod. 

"My hair is grey, my steps are 
slow, 

My eyes are growing dim; 
But at the close, 'tis sweet to know� 

I'm going borne to Him." 
. . 

I turn aside my dimming eyes, 
Another Cross I see ; 

And, lookin� upward to the skies, 
Repeat-' HE DIED FOR ME." L.F.

THE MEASURE OF LOVE. 

lllustratio� the teict: "Behold, what manner of love the Father hath bestowed upon us" (1 John 3. 1). 
In repealing, hands aod arms should be extended to suit the action to the words. 

"HOW much do you love SISTER ? "That is how much I love her/' 
Come, Bertie, let me see ; " Said he. " I love dear mother 

The hands were held a foot apart, Far more than sister, brother, 
"I love her that," said be. Far more than any other." 

"How much do you love BROTHER?" "How much does JESUS love you?" 
The merry eyes grew dim; Look to the cross and see 

The hands were held an inch apart, His tender hands stretched far apart, 
"That is my love for him." Nailed to the cursed tree. 

Tom was not al ways loving, 
As brothers ought to be ; 

And so an inch of love was all 
Bert. had for him, you see. 

IC How much do you love MOTHER?" 
And there wee Bertie stood, 

And stretched bis hands as far apart 
As e'er our darling could. 
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His loving heart was pierced, 
His back with scourging torn, 

And on His head He wore for you 
A crown of cruel thorn. 

IC How much qo you love Jesus?" 
I ask ench girl and boy; 

To love Him who hns first loved you 
Is everlnstiog joy. E. J.M. 



THE LIVING BRIDGE. 

WO little boys lillc ne1llinga 1ay 
In slumber aide by aide : 

The children of one father lhey, 
His trc11Sure and his pride. 

1F or them he toiled from early morn 
Until the bush of night ; 

"Then, though by dnily lnbour worn, 
His heart with love was light. 

"Theirs was a humble house, 'tis true, 
Dull looked the wnlls, nnd bare ; 

Yet to thnt tender father's view, 
None might with it compare. 

•It was his home, his darlings' nest,
His castle and retreat ; 

·To him the place on earth most blest,
Though in a narrow street. 

Ah, love, how pot.cot is thy spell, 
What power can equal thine? 

·Thy radiant presence makes a cell
Like sparkling gems to shine. 

They slept on peacefully, 
those two, 

Locked in each other's 
arms. 

,If dreams of danger o'er 
them threw 

Dark shadows of alarms, 

'We know not; or if shout­
ing crowd 

Or falling timber broke 
Upon their ears like 

thunder loud ; 
But suddenly they woke 

·To find the tenement on fire,
And all escape in vain ; 

The flames, each moment mounting higher, 
Their chamber soon would gain. 

'With trembling hands the window sash 
They quickly open threw; 

Behind them, crash was heard on crash, 
Their danger deeper grew. 

They lifted up their voice and cried J 
But though the shout was heard, 

�o reassuring voice replied, 
None spoke a hopeful word. 

·There was no ladder that could reach
That window sill so high; 

And the outspoken thought of each, 
\\'as that tho� boys must die. 

Wu there no loviog arm to save? 
No daring heart to do? 

.,None that could snatch them from the 1rr11ve, 
Or bring them saftly through ? 

Yea, 1uddenly a man was 1een 
Amidst the staring crowd ; 

One moment he 1urveyed the scene, 
Then groaned, with grief, alnucJ. 

He ran toward the burnini; door, 
But stron� hands held him fa1L ; 

Soon from their grasp himself he tore, 
And from their gaze he p:med 

Into the house across the street, 
And up the stairs he flew; 

As the wild roe his step was fleet, 
Brave was his heart to do. 

The window sash he open threw, 
Right opposite he stood 

To his dear boys. Ah, well he knew, 
Most fully understood, 

In that dread moment that their life 
Or his must be the choice. 

Love faltered not in nature's strife, 
Self lifted not her voice. 

He threw his manly form 
athwart, 

Bridging the narrow stree! 
Right well did he perform 

his part, 
Holding with hands and 

feet. 

"Now, boys, you must be 
saved, make haste ; 

This is the only way : '' 
Not one brief moment did 

they waste, 
But hasted to obey. 

First one, and then the other, passed 
In perfect safety o'er; 

But when they gained the ground at last, 
Their father was no more. 

Himself and them he could not save, 
But love the victory won ; 

Himself for them he freely gave, 
For them the deed was done. 

Sure, till the pulse o( life stands still, 
That sacrifice of love, 

The mind and heart of each will fill, 
And deep emotion move. 

But greater love than this was seen, 
Upon it fix thine eyes; 

When Christ, God's Holy Son, for sin 
Became 11 sacrifice. 

He could not save Himself and thee; 
Consider this Cull well-

His blood WII.S shed on Calvary's tree, 
To rescue thee rrom bell. 

He is the only, onl)I w11y, 
The brld�e of life to he11ven ; 

Come Lo Him, trust Him now, to-clay, 
Then know thy ains lorc{ven. A. \\I. P • 
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IN FATI-IER'S ARMS. 
An Incident In the lire oC Glpay Smith, related by hlmaell. 

A
GIPSY en.mp, a gipsy tent, I cannot tell how eagerly "You have been in there long 

A gipsy's canvas home, They watched each distant form, enough, 
Perched hghtly on the sort green Or how they hoped each hour Jt must be rny turn now " 

sward would bring But listen to her answer swtcl • 
BenentbHeaven'svault'd dome. 1 Their faLher's safe return. She closer to him creeps, 

Behind them stretch the 
�fflii� �;;;;;�r -----. While round her form the 

shady wood loving arms 
,vith trees of every green, -"".,,,.,� A closer circle keeps. 

Where sings the thrush and With tiny bands clasped 
nightingale, [stream. 

��� 
round bis neck, [eyes 

And flows the limpid �llift: She turned her jet-black 
Far in the distance lies the .... ..,_,._~, Full on her brother's wist-

town ful face 
Asleep in sunlight fair; And laughingly replies: 

The blue smoke curls from "Yes, take me oat of father's 
chimneys tall arms, 

Butfioatsin breathless air. Just take me if you can." 
Calm though it seems, that 

busy town 
ls scene of toil and strife, 

Were we but near enough 
to hear 

The groan of struggling 
life. 

Bot in the peaceful gipsy 
home 

No groans of striviniz 
come, 

No sound but Nature'!-­
whispering voice 

Or honey-bees' soft bum. 
Their music is the wild bird's song, 

The wood and glen their home ; 
The wide world their inheritance 

And liberty to roam. 
Four dark-eyed children played 

this day 
Within and round the tent; 

Though poor their dress and scant 
their fare 

Yet rich in sweet content. 
Their pleasures few, and yet they 

For very little more ; [seek 
Theittreasures few, and yet they 

In nature richest store. [find 
They climb as light as any squirrel, 

They mock the song-birds' notes; 
And merry laughter gaily peals 

From joyous little throats. 

'Three days bad father been from 
borne, 

And now the fourth bad come, 
The day be bade them watch and 

For hi1 returning home. (wait 
And IO to-day tboso little limbs 

Ate not a moment 11till. 
I cannot toll how oft that day (bill, 

They cllmbed the ooighbourln�

And so they watched, dear trustful 
hearts, 

The lovelight in their eyes 
Confirmed that father would come 

home 
Ere night o'ercast the skies. 

And as they watched, the glorious 
Rose higher overhead ; [sun 

Then as the hours crept on it sank 
'Mid clouds of gold and red. 

When, hark! a step, a shout of joy, 
The children flock around ; 

A tall man stoops and lifts a child, 
The youngest, from the ground. 

He folds her in bis loving arms 
Close to his rough clad breast, 

And there the trustful little child 
Lies still in perfect rest. 

Yes, she is safe in father's arms, 
And well the maiden knew 

That loving was bet· father's heart, 
And father's love was true, 

Then came another supplio.nt 
With eo.ger, wistful fnco [hnd

That showed be thought Ills sister 
Too long usurped thnt plnco, 

11 Como, slater, 11 scud tho Ii tt le Ind, 
A frown upon bis brow, 
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But at the thought a <ew 
quick tears 

Beneath her lashes ran. 
"I can't, I am not strong 

enough, 
But still, I think, there's 

room [you, 
For me in there as well as 

Say, father, may I come?" 
And into that safe sheltering 

place 
The little brother creeps, 

While round them both the 
tender arms 

A loving circle keeps. 
Ob! struggling soul, if tempest· 

If weary are thy feet, [tossed, 
Or if the world bas lost its charm 

And bitter marred the sweet; 
If there is naught in all this world 

To give thy spirit rest, 
Why longer as an alien roam 1 

Come, seek the Father's breast. 
There's room in His great heart of 

For all, and room for thee. [love 
There's" rest" within His loving 

If to that rest thou'lt Bee. (arms 
Come saying, 11 To Thine arms l 

come, 
Close to Thy tender breast, 

Within the circle of Tby love 
I fain would seek my rest.'' 

Then, safely kept, no power oo 
In bell, or Heav'n above, [earth, 

Could dmw thee from thy Father'• 
heart, 

Or wrench thee Crom His love. 
There like a little child to rest 

So.Ce from the world 'a alarma, 
Sale, tho' tho earth'• foondatlon1 

rock, 
to His eternal o.rm1. J.A.w,u, 



1 
• J ES US PA l D I-1 ER FARE."

O
NE summer's evening, ere the sun went down,

\Vbencity men were hastening from the town 
To reach their homes-some near at hand, some 

far-
By snorting train, by omnibus, or car, 
To be beyond the reach of city's din­
A tramcar stopp'd, a little girl got in. 
A cheery-looking girl, scarce four years old; 
Although not shy, her manners were not bold: 
But all alone I one scarce could understand. 
She held a little bundle in her band, 
A tioy handkerchief with corners tied, 
But which did not some bread and butter bide; 
A. satin scarf so natty and so neat
Was o'er her shoulders thrown. She took ber seat,
And laid her bundle underneath her arm,
And smiling prettily, but yet so calm,
She to the porter said, " May I lie bi,re?,.
He answered instantlv, "Ob, yes, my dear."
And there she seem'd inclined to raake her stay,
While once again the tram went on its way.
The tall conductor-over six feet high-
Now scanned the travellers with a business eye;
But in that eye was something kind and mild
That took full notice of the little child.
A little after, and the man went round,
And soon was beard the old familiar sound
Of gathering pence. and clipping tickets too­
The tram was full, and he had much to do.
"Your fare, my little girl," at length he said.
She looked a moment, shook her little head:
"I have no pennies; don't you know," said she,
" My fare is paid, and Jesus paid for me? "
He Jook'd bewilder'd ; all the people smiled.
"I didn't know; and who is Jesus, child?"
"Why, don't you know He once for sinners died,
For little children, and for men beside,
To seek and save and wash us from our sin.
Is this His railway I am travelling in?"
"Don't think it is 1 I want your fare you know."
'' I told you Jesus J,aid it loug ago.
My mother told me just before she died
That Jesus paid when He was crucified;
That at the cross His railway did begin,
Whlch took poor sinners from a world of sin.
My mother said His home was grand and fair ;
I want to go and see my mother there."
The poor conductor's eyes felt rather dim,
He knew not why-ho fumbled at his coat,
And felt a substance rising in bis throat.
Tbe people listened to the little child,

Some were in tears, the roughest only smiled ; 
And some one wbisper'd, as tbey looked amazed, 
"Out of the mouth of babes the Lord is praised." 
" I am a pilgrim," said the little thing ; 
"I'm goin� to heaven. My mother used to sing 
To me of Jesus and His Father's love; 
Told me to meet her in His home above, 
And so to-day when aunt went out to tea, 
And looking out I could not father see, 
I got my bundle-kissed my little kit, 
(I am so hungry-won't you have a bit?) 
And got my bat, and tben I left my home, 
A little pilgrim up to heaven to roam; 
And then your carriage stopp'd, and I could see 
You looked so kind. I saw you beckon me, 
I thought you must belong to Jesus' train; 
And were just going home to heaven again I"
The poor conductor only shook bis bead; 
Tears in bis eyes-the power of speech bad fled. 
Had conscience by her prattle roused bis fears, 
And struck upon the fountain of bis tears; 
And made his thoughts in sad confusion whirl? 
At last he said, "Once I'd a little girl, 
I loved her much ; she was my little pet, 
And with great fondness I remember yet 
How much she loved me; but one day she died." 
"She's go11e to heaven," the little girl replied; 
"She's gone to Jesus-Jesus paid her fare. 
Oh, dear conductor, won't you meet her there?" 
The poor conductor now broke fairly down. 
He could have borne the harshest look or frown, 
But no one laughed; yet many sitting by 
Beheld the scene with sympathetic eye. 
He kissed the child, for she his heart bad won. 
"I am so sleepy," said the little one, 
"If you will let me, I'll lie here and wait 
Until your carriage comes to Jesus' gate. 
Be sure you wake me up, and pull my frock, 
And at the gate gfoe just one little knock, 
Aud you'll see Jesus there I" Tbe stroog man wept. 
I could but think, as from the car I slept, 
How oft a little one has found the rood, 
The narrow pathway to that blest a.bode; 
Tbrougb faith in Christ bas rend its title clear, 
While learned men remain in doubt and fe:u-. 
A llttle child 1 the Lord oft uses such 
To break or bend, the stoutest heart t-o touch, 
Then by His spirit bids the confilct ce so, 
And once Cor ever enter into pence. 
And then o.long the rond the news 'I e bear, 
We're going to hcaven-1u"3 paid<'Mr /.,../ s. 
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.. LOVE ONE ANOTHER!' 

J T was Sat u rd c\ y 

night, and two 
children small 

Sat on l he stairs in n 
lighted ball, 

Vexed and troubled 
and sore perplexed, 

To learn for Sunday 
the memory text ; 

Only three words on a 
gilded card ; 

41 

Love, that is easy

-it m e a n s, why 
this 

(A warm em brace an.J 
a loving kiss) ; 

But one another, I 
don't see who 

ls meant by another;
now, May, do you?" 

Verygrandlysbe raised 
her bead, 

Our thoughtful darling, 
and slowly said, 

As she fond] y smiled on 
her dear little brother: 

' " Why, I am one, and 
you are another.

And this is the meaning, 
don't you see? 

That I must love you, 
and you must love me." 

Wise little preacher ! 
Could any sage 

Interpret better the 
sacred page ? 

THE WRITING ON THE SAND. 

I READ one morning on the sand, 
And written by a childish hand, 

A truth the billows cannot teach, 
And much I thanked my little friend, 
Who thus her joyous creed had penned ; 
And may she know for evermore 

A truth past human wisdom's reach- The truth she wrote upon the shore, 
Goo IS LOVE. Goo IS LOVE. 

It seemed a very angel's trace, 
God's footprint in that lonely place; 
It brightened up the sea and sky, 
And glad I was I could reply, 

The tide will come again to-day, 
And wash that lovely print away; 
But death and bell cannot erase, 
The charter of that child of grace, 

Goo IS LOVE. GOD IS LOVE. 
G.S.O. 

A PARABLE WITH A PRINCIPLE. 
Copied from the Chinese by T. Baird. 

A BLIND man and a lame man once If you lend me your eyes, then I lend you 
on a time did meet my feet, [cross the busy street." 

In a very busy city, in a very crowded And with you upon my shoulders we can 
street; [each other near, 'Twas instantly agreed upon by compact They both seemed quite delighted to have firm and sure, For one touch of suffering sympathy makes The blind man bending low enough to other sufferers dear. make the lame secure ; 

First salutations over, they asked each And so these two men, joined in one, a 
other's way, (part of the day; combination sweet, [crowded street. 

And found that they could travel a good Were soon ip safety over that busy, 
But the blind man could not see, and the Now in this little parable a lesson deep I 

lame man could not walk, read [each other's need; And so their little conference could only It tells �s how the weakest may relieve end in talk. Thus bearing others' burdens our own 
But the blind man slowly said, "Look more light become, 

here I I have a plan, [can: Unti11 with burdens lifted, we rest in
To which, if you agree, we help each other • Home, sweet home." 
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"WHEN I'M A WOMAN!" 

Should be srud alowly nn<.l clonrly by B girl. 

-, m 
HEN I'm a woman, you'll see what I'll do:

. 1'11 be great and good, and noble and true, 
I'll visit the sick, and relieve the poor; 
No one shall ever be turned from my door. 

'1"¥-S:��� But I'm only a little girl now. 
And so the years pass on. 

When 1 am older I'll have more time 
, To think of my soul and things di vine; 

My time is now full of studies and play 
But I really mean to begin some day. 

But I'm only a growing girl now. 
And so the years pass on. 

When rm a woman, a fair maiden said, 
I'll try to do right, and not be afraid; 
I'll be a Christian, and give up the joys 
Of the world, with all its dazzling toys. 

But I'm only a young maiden now. 
And so the years pass on. 

Now I'm & woman, the years as they go 
Are fraught with a measure of weal and woe; 
The world with its cares and pleasures fill 
My life, but leave me unsatisfied still. 

But I hope to get saved some day. 
And so the years pass on . 

• * • 

Ah rne I sight!d a woman grey with years, 
Her heart full of cares, and doubts and fears, 
I've kept putting off the time to be saved, 
Allured by the future, and hopes that she waved. 

But I'm an old woman now. 
And so the ;Jears pass on. 

A woman lay dying, each labouring breath 
Bringing her nearer the gates of death; 
She has lived for the world, and self and sin, 
But life eternal has failed to win. 

And, alas J it is too late now. 
When the years haue all passed on. 

u NOW" is the Lime, declared by the Lord ;
"TO-DAY," saith the Holy Ghost in the Word.
Welcome you are to bathe in His love,
Come, then, Lo Jesus, the Saviour above,

And then you'll be happy NOW 
And as the years pass on. 

I 10 Adapt.ed l)y M. P 
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