




























































































































































































































































CONVERTED ON A. CANADIAN PRAIRIE. 

• • • • • • .• ORE than a quarter of a century ago a young
•. �. �� 

0 Englishman named N el�on, the son of a 
0 , � tJQ • clergyman, went to the Canadian North-west, 
•• • • • • • and took up land on the plains, several
•. . hundred miles west of Winnipeg. The 

• • • 0 party was a thoughtless, pleasure-seeking 
lot of young_ fellows', who were not particularly successful 
farmers. A good deal of �their t_i�e was spent i� shooting, 
hunting, and other sports, their evenings being filled up
with card-playing, draughts, and novel reading. If they 
had any " religion" in England it could not have troubled 
them much. Perhaps, however, they "lost" it on the 
voyage across the Atlantic! It is well to remember that 
it is one thing to have a Sunday "religion" and another 
bing to have Christ as a personal Saviour and Friend. 

Finding the solitude somewhat irksome, they paid occasional 
visits to the settlers in the district. 

Several young Canadians, from Ontario, friends of mine, 
were accustomed to hold gospel services in the farmhouses 
around. Nelson now and then put in an appearance, 
and was a severe critic of the preachers and preaching. 
One evening in· a spirit of bravado he asserted that there 
was no bell. • The Canadians showed from Scripture God's 
declaration regarding the doom and destiny of the wicked, 
giving chapter and verse for their statements. When the 
young fellow was cornered he bolqly asserted that .he would 
not believe in a place of eternal punishment even though 
the Bible said so. 

One day Nelson left for the post office, which was 
twelve miles distant. On returning homeward the sun 
set, and be had some miles to traverse without a road, 
track, trail, or landmark of any kind. The night was darli, 
and after travelling for a considerable time he concluded he 
had lost his reckoning. He kne,v that people had been 
lost on the prairie, perishing through cold and hunger. 
If he missed his way he might travel northwards towards 
Hudson Bay without meeting a solitary person. It is one 
thing for a person to express his disbelief in eternal verities 
when surrounded by a circle of admirers; but it is a very 
different matter when one is alone, conscious that the 
searching eye of a holy and sin-hating God is looking into 
• the deepest recesses of bis soul. As Nelson began to
realise the fact that he was lost on the prairie, without a
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soul to comfort or help him in his extremity, he became 
dejected and depressed. In spirit he crossed the Atlantic 
to the loved ones in England whom he might never see 
again. His memory reverted to scenes of byegone days, 
and he saw what a fool he had been to neglect his soul's 
salvation. As he thought on the day of reckoning he 
trembled. God's Word declared: "Rejoice, 0 young man, 
in thy youth; and let thy heart cheer thee in the days of 
thy youth, and walk in the ways of thine heart, and in the 

"TOOK UP LAND ON THE PLilNB WEST OP WfNNl.PEO." 

sight of thine eyes; but know thou, that for all these 
things God will bring thee into judgment'' (Eccles. 11. g). 
And he was not prepared for such a meeting. The outlook 
was anything but encouraging. He al ways believed in 
hell-as most, if not all, so-called sceptics and scoffers do. 
Now he felt convinced that he was within a short distance 
from it. Opportunities unimproved, warnings despised, 
mercies slighted, resolutions formed and broken, crowded 
in upon bis soul. All the infidel books that had ever been 
written, and all the assertions, arguments, and sophistry of 
sceptics, "agnostics," or scoffers had not a particle of 
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influence wilh him then. The thought that overpowered 
him was the conviction that he was in the conscious 
presence of the Almighty God against whom he had so per
sistently and so grievously sinned. After travelling until be 
was thoroughly exhausted he lay down on the prairie and 
tried to sleep. But sleep forsook his eyelids. The recollec
tion of his past life afforded him no comfort, nor did the 
future shed any light upon his troubled spirit. More and 
more clearly did he perceive that he was not only lost on 
the prairie, but that he was a lost, guilty, helpless sinner 
on the way to hell. " Is salvation possible to me?•• 
" Will God save me?•• " What must I do to be saved?'' 
were the questions that filled his mind. That night, when 
conscious of God's presence, scriptures that he had learned 
when a child in far-off England came before him, and 
amongst them John 3. 16: "For God so loved the ·world, 
that He gave His only begotten Son, that whosoever 
believeth in Him should not perish, but have everlasting 
life." .As he meditated on the glorious declaration he per
ceived that in spite of bis innumerable sins God loved lzim, 
so loving him as to give the Lord Jesus to die as an 
atoning sacrifice that be might not perish. The joy of the 
Lord filled his soul, and the peace of God took possession 
of bis heart. When the m::>rning dawned, to his surprise 
and delight, be discovered that be was close to the settle
ment. With a heart full of love and gratitude to God for 
bis two-fold deliverance be called at Mr. B--'s house, 
and on bis appearing said to him: "Mr. B--, I was lost 
on the prairie last night, and I also discovered I was a lost 
sinner, but thank God I am now saved." 

Have you taken the lost sinner's place and claimed the 
lost sinner's Saviour? "The Son of Man is come to seek 
and to save that which was lost" (Luke 19. 10). If you are 
among the lost ones whom Christ is seeking to save,remember 
He died on Calvary that you might not perish, but have 
everlasting life. " Behold, 110w is the accepted time." 

"0 worldling, give ear while the saints are near, 
Soon must the tie be riven; 

And men side by side God's hand shall divide, 
As far as bell's depths from heaven; 

The children of day are summoned away, 
Left are the children of night; 

Sealed is their doom, for there is no room, 
Filled are the mansions of light." A.M.



THE DYING SOLDIER. 

" 
H 

O\V am I to be saved?" I will tell you; Scripture
will tell you-that is better. Take the illustration 

Christ used to Nicodemus; you could not have a better. 
He took him to the remedy: "As Moses lifted up tbe 
serpent in the wilderness, even so must the Son of Man be 
lifted up: that whosoever believeth in Him should not 
perish, but have eternal life" (John 3. 14, 15). Now, there 
is the remedy. How am I to be saved? By looking to 
Christ; just by looking. You might say the whole plan of 
salvation is in two words-Giving; Receiving. God 
gives ; I receive. 

I remember, after one of the terrible battles in the Ameri
can Civil War-I was in the army tending soldiers-and I 
had just laid down one night, past n1idnight, to get a little 
rest, when a man came and told me that a wounded soldier 
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wanted to see me. I went to the dying man. He said: 
"I wish you to help me to die." I said: "I would help 
you to die if I could. I would take you on my shoulders 
and carry you into the kingdom of God if I could; but I 
cannot. I can tell you of One that can." And I told him 
of Christ being willing to save him, and how Christ left 
heaven and came into the world to seek and to save that 
which was lost. I just quoted promise after promise, but 
all was dark, and it almost seemed as if the shades of eternal 
death were gathering around his soul. I could not leave 
him, and at last I thought of the third chapter of John, and 
I said to him : " Look here, I am going to read to you now_ 
a conversation that Christ had with a man that went to 
Him when he was in your state of mind, and inquired what 
he was to do to be saved." I just read that conversation 
to the dying man, and he lay there with his eyes rivetted 
upon me, and every ,vord seemed to be going home to his 
heart, which was open to receive the truth. When I came 
to the verse where it says, "As Moses lifted up the serpent 
in the wilderness, even so must the Son of Man be lifted 
up: that whosoever believeth in Him should not perish, 
but have eternal life," the dying man cried, "Stop, sir; is 
that there? " " Yes; it is all here." Then he said, " Won1t

you please read it to me again?., I read it the second time. 
The dying man br�ught his hands together, and he said, 
"Bless God for that. Won't you please read it to me 
again?" I read through the whole chapter, but long before 
the end of it he had closed his eyes. He seemed to lose all 
int�rest in the rest of the chapter, and when I got through 
it bis arms were folded on his breast, he had a sweet smile 
on his face, and remorse and despair had fled away. His 
lips were quivering, and I leant over him, and heard him 
faintly whisper from his dying lips, "As Moses lifted up 
the serpent in the wilderness, even so must the Son of ?\tfan 
be lifted up: that whosoever believeth in Him should not: 
perish, but have eternal life." He opened his eyes, and, 
fixed bis calm, deathly look on me, and he said, " Oh, that. 
is enough; that is all I want!" and in a few hours he 
pillowed bis dying head upon the truth of those two verses, 
and rode away on one of the Saviour's chariots, and took 
his seat in the kingdom of God. 

May God help every lost one to look on the Lamb of God 
which taketh away the sin of the ,vorld. D. L. Mooov. 



THE CURATE'S SERMON. 

l":'i::�-:i?.�� CHRISTIAN worker was asked to visit an old 
man ·who was very ill, and speak to him about 
his soul. He was well received by the sick 
one who listened patiently and attentively to 
what he had to say. His wife, however, full of 
self - righteousness, broke forth as follows :-: 

" You talk about 'after death the judgment.' I have no more 
idea of going to the place of destruction than I have of swallow
ing that bedstead. I have always lived a good life, and I have 
believed in Jesus ever since I was three years old, and what more 
could I do? I believe if people do the best they can, they will 
go to heaven. That's always been my creed; it's what I have 
b�en taught, and what I shall keep to." The visitor succeeded 
in getting a word in edge-ways, and pointed out that Scripture 
stated that '' There is none righteous, no not one." But her 
tongue went like a sewing machine, and she said, "I'll tell you 
what I think about it. Nearly a hundred years ago now, my 
poor dear mother went to church one Sunday in the village of 
Cardington in Berkshire. It so happened that the curate who 
was to preach that day had had great trouble in his house all 
the previous week from sickness, and he was obliged to appear 
before his congregation with an apology instead of a sermon, 
because he could not prepare one. 'However,' said he, 'I will 
not disappoint you altogether, but will give you a short discourse, 
which you may find full of meaning and easy to remember. 
The text is in Job 5. 7, " Man is born unto trouble, as the sparks 
fly upward,'" and the curate proceeded thus:-

.. Man's ingress to this world is naked and bare; 
His progress through this world is trouble and care I 
His egress from the world is, nobody knows where; 
If you do well here, you will do well there ; 
I can tell you no more if I preach for a year. 111 

She affirmed her full belief in the sermon. The visitor, instead 
of arguing with the poor old formalist, read God's description of 
man in his natur.al state, as contained in Romans 3. She would 
not, however, believe it. '' Why," she exclaimed, "I have listened 
to bishops, and canons, and deans, and ministers of all sorts, 
and to some of the most celebrated preachers of the time, and 
I never heard any speak like you. Numbers of good and 
learned men have approved of the old curate's sermon, and you 
are the first I ever heard find fault with it." 

And yet, after all, the theology of 'the curate's " sermon," or 
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rhyme as we would call it, is widely believed by multitudes of
protcssors of religion. One could . not well find fault with the
two first lines, and we would not dispute the correctness of the
last one, "I can tell you no more if I preach for a year.'' The
curate was evidently a "stranger to grace and to God'' and was
utterly ignorant of the Gospel of God's grace. ' 

"�fan's egress from the world is, nobody knows where." 
\Vhat a contradiction to the words of Scripture! '' The wicked 
shall be turned into hell, and all the nations that forget God" 
(Ps. 9. r 7 ). "The rich man died and was buried, and in hell 
he liited up his eyes, being in torments'' (Luke 16. 22, 23). Of 
those who have accepted of Christ as their Saviour, we read that, 
u To_depart and to be with Christ is far better" (Phil. 1. 23).
It is a very popular doctrine wilh the unconverted, that "no one
can tell where he is to go when he dies." \Ve have seen that
Scripture reveals the condition of the saved and the lost-the
converted and unconverted.

The fourth line contains man's way of salvation as opposed to 
God's. "If you do well here, you will do well there." Scripture 
shows that the '' whole world " is "guilty " before God. "If you 
do well here I" Who has done this? "There is none righteous, 
no not one" (Rom. 3. 10). "There is no differt=nce; for all have 
sinned and come short of the glory of God" (Rom. 3. 22, 23). 
l\len talk about doing their duty, and assert like the old woman, 
that " if people do the best they can, they will go to heaven. 11 

Alas! alas I no one has done his 1 'best,"and "\Vhosoever shall keep 
the whole law, and yet offend in one point, he is GUILTY OF ALL"

(James 2. 10). It is not a question of how many times you have 
broken the law of God, but have you broken it at all? All have 
done so, and you among the rest; and if salvation is only to be 
bad by our doings, no one can be saved. God has declared 
that men are saved by grace through faith; "not of works, lest , 
any man should boast" (Eph. 2. 8, 9). "To him that worketh 
is the reward not· reckoned o"f grace, but of debt; but to him 
that WORKETH NOT but BELIEVETH ON Hue that justifieth the 
ungodly, his faith is counted for righteousness" (Rom. 4. 4, 5). 
Salvation is provided for; and pressed on the acceptance of, 
sinners who have done their worst; not on those who imagine 
that they have "done their best." 

"Your fairest pretensions must wholly be w:iived, 
Your best resolutions be crossed : 

Nor c:in you expect to be perfectly saved, 
Till you find yourself utterly Jost." 



MARY B--, THE POACHER'S WIFE; 

- OR, -

'' I 1,NOW I A�I A SINN Ell, OUT -

JESUS DIED FOR TIIE LmEs o' ME." 

",vmoD SIIE WAS VAINLY ENDEAVOUIUNO TO 9'l'U\ INTO LIil' · ." 

11 I saw the emaciated form of a. young woman, crouching on o. low 
wooden stool by n fow embers of n. fire just dying out, o.nd 

which she was vainly endoo.vouring to sllr into lifo."

N 



�MARY B--, THE POACHER'S WIFE. 
r.-:-1r-.��::"C[;-. .-. .. • T was a heavy fall of snow; I had watched

it from the window for some time, as it 
shrouded the earth, and mantled the trees 
and shrubs in the garden; everything out
side seemed to make me thankful for the 
comforts within, and I gladly drew my 

chair very close to the blazing fire to enjoy its cheering 
warmth. .My thoughts turned to the many who knew 
no such comfort, and who could see· no attraction in 
the fast falling snow, or the feathery, fantastic outlines 
it was giving to everything outside. !vly reverie was 
interrupted by a knock at the door, and, "some one 
wishes to see you in the kitchen.'' I went at once and 
found there a girl from the village I had known for some 
time. She had come to ask my husband to go and see a 
poor woman who was dying, and refused to let any of her 
neighbours go in to see her; "and you could not go," said 
the girl, "for her room is never cleaned, and never bas any 
air in it. She is a poacher's wife, and her husband is a 
drunkard and neglects her." "I will see her to-morrow," 
I said, "if my husband bas not returned home." But I was 
restless and uneasy; the burden 'of that soul was upon me. 
I teptated again and again, "To-morrow she might be in hell." 

In a few minutes I had drawn my waterproof clo�ely 
round me and was making my way through the storm, 
praying all the way that the Lord would indeed give me a 
message from Himself, and also that I might be guided to 
the right door, as it was getting dark, ana the snow falling 
faster each step I took. It was a poor place I had been 
directed to, a dirty court surrounded by very poor houses. 
At the last house on the left side I stood before a closed 
door, and, asking the Lord to open it for me, I gently 
knocked and waited. Slowly the heavy wooden bolt was 
drawn back, and I found myself inside, and tbe bolt replaced. 

I had to lean upon the wall for a few moments in silence 
to recover the overpowering pressure of bad air that met 
me; and by the feeble light of a small ]amp, [ saw the 
emaciated form of a young woman, crouchiog on a low 
wooden stool by a few embers of a fire just dying out, and 
which she was vainly endeavouring to stir into life. 

Poor woman, I longed arter her soul; in poverty, and 
sickness, and sorrow, and u without Christ." I-low terrible I 
And yet the moment seemed not to have come for mo to 
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give God's message. I drew my stool near her, and taking 
one of her wasted bands in mine, I asked a few questions as 
to "How long she had been ill?'' &c. And as l pointed to 
little Johnnie, I said, "You can trust me, can't you? Tell 
1ne alr your troubles, for I want to help you.'' "Well,'' 
she said, "you're kind to face the storm in sic a nicht, and 
sit <loon here to speak to me, and there's no mony cares for 
1\Iary B--, the poacher's wife.'' "Your husband is a 
poacher," I said; "tell me how you came to marry him." 

"Ah, well, I was but a bairn when I married, and I 
thought ae trade was as guid as anither, and he promised I 
should want for naething; but he and his mither drink all 
he makes by the game ; and it's seldom a feather o' it I see, 
or a penny that it brings me. And then I daurna let ae 
body in to t be house, for fear they take the dog and guns, or 
catch himself; and mony a day the b::tirn and me never 
sees food or fire, and I'm that weak that I'm ill." 

I saw by the "dim lamp-light it was a bed of shavings, 
with nothing over it but a cotton patch quilt and a piece of 
old carpet. " Well," I said, '' and what of your child who 
died." I had touched a chord in that weary mother's 
tearless heart; a few great tears rolled down her sallow 
cheeks, and she tried to steady her feeble voice and answer 
1ny question. "It is five month syne she was born; I was 
very ill. After the doctor and women that was with me 
had left, nane came to see after me, and John ,�as out all 
day, and often all nicht, after the game; and I lo'ed the 
wean, but I'd naething to gie her, and I saw her dwine and 
dwine by my side, till ae day she geed a wee short breath 
and deed, and syne I couldna look after, or care for 
onything, for my bairn deed o' want, and I kent it weel, and 
it gid sae sair to my heart that I didna greet, and I didna 
sleep, and I didna eat, and then the cough came, and John 
brought the doctor, and he said it was the decline, and I 
wouldna mend; and it was true, for every day I seem waur 
and waur, and some days I canna rise ava." 

And then the fragile form was racked by a terrible fit of 
coughing. I silently prayed that the Lord would now give 
me the right word. As the paroxysm of coughing a little 
subsided I took her hand and said: "Mary, the message I 
bring you to-night is from the Son of God, the One who 
died to save sinners like you and me; nnd 1-Iis message to 
y9u is this, 'Come unto Me, all ye that labour and nre 



Mary B-, t/ze Poacher's Wife. 

heavy laden, and I will give you rest' (Matt I I. 28). Dear 
soul, you are in great need of rest. Will you come to l-lim 
to-night?" "I would fain have the rest," she said, "but 
I'm no fit to come; and I've no strength left to gae to the 
kirk or the meeting, so I canna come.'' " Well, Mary, 
you're very weak ao,d very sinful, but Christ has made 
provision for just such as you! Have you strength to look 
at me, Mary ? '' " Yes, 11 she said, raising her hea yy sad 
eyes to mine, "Well Mary,'' I said, "the Lord bids you 
look unto Him and live." '' Does He? Oh, but I'm a poor, 
weak thing; and I know I'm a sinner, for I was taught 
that years ago at the school, and I feel it every day. But, 
there's none to care for me now, and· I'm dying and going I 
don't know where! Oh, what will become of poor Mary 
B--, the poacher's wife ? 11 And in an agony of soul she 
rocked herself to and fro, and tears rolled down her cheeks. 

I wept too; for I saw she had judged herself a sinner, 
and that the Lord's time for blessing had come. I opened 
my Bible, and read from Numbers 2 r. g: "And Moses 
made a serpent of brass, and put it upon a pole, and it came 
to pass, if a serpent had bitten any man, when he beheld 
the serpent of brass, he lived." After reading this I said 
nothing, but waited upon God to apply His own word to 
that sin-stricken one, so near the end of her wilderness 
journey. A faint smile stole over her lips, and she 
whispered, "I'm just like one o' them. I've spoken against 
God, and said hard things of Him many a day when I was 
starving here and when my baby died; but there's nae 
serpent o' brass for me to look to now, and there's naething 
but hell for me ''; and again she wept. 

I opened my Bible, and read John 3. 14-r7. "Oh!" she 
said, clasping her hands together in intense relief, "is it 
true, is it true? Then I can die happy. He gave His Son 
for me, and I shall never perish I I know I am a sinner, 
but l esus died just for the like o' 1ne ! Oh, thank ye, thank 
ye, for coming to me wi' sic a message I" and she clasped 
my band and kissed it again and again. 

Reader, I know not who you are, old or young, rich or 
poor; but this I know; if you have not accepted Christ you 
are a lost sinner going to endless woe, but there is salvation for 
you now, if you will have it, and, like poor Mary, take God at 
His word. You too, can be saved this moment, if you rest 
upon the finished work of Him who gave His life for you. K.



THE NEW YORKER'S SUDDEN CALL. 

M
R. ANDREW FRASER, an Trish evangelist, known

to the writer, during a visit to New York city, fdt 
impelled to speak to his landlady about her soul's salvation. 
�1rs. Stoddart was a busy bustling housewife, and was kept 
fully occupied in attending to the interests of her �uests. 
The Lord Jesus exhorts men and wo.nen "to seek first the 
kingdom of God, and His righteousness: and all these 

CITY RALL AND NEWSPAPER now, NEW YORK CITY. 

things shall be added unto you" (l\1:att. 6. 33). But Mrs. 
Stoddart, like many Americans and Britishers, failed to put 
first things first. She supposed that her first duty was to 
attend to her house and family, and care for the things that 
are seen and temporal. Looking to the Lord for a message 
the evangelist sought to reach Mrs. Stoddart's heart nnd 
conscience, and dwelt on the importance and necessity of 
being prepared to meet a holy God. To all his enlr \ties 
and warnings Mrs. Stoddart replied, "I HBALLV IIAV� NO

TUfJl TO TllINJ{ ON SPIRITUAL MATT8RS; [ AM so nu�v.'' 
On retiring lo his room tho earnest soul-winn r s11pplic tou 



Tire New Yor/;er's Sudden Call. 

the blessing of God on the word spoken. Many a]as I like 
the American, are so immersed in business and family 
concerns that eternal verities are completely over looked or 
ignored. Oh I that men and won1en would take time to 
consider the solemn question asl<ed by the Lord Jesus nearly 
nineteen centuries ago: "For what is a man profited, if he 
shall gain the whole world, and lose his own soul?" 
( Matt. 16. 26). l\tlost people act as if money, earthly 
comforts, pleasure, honour, and fame were of more importance 
than the soul's salvation, and when spoken to about Eternity 
they assert that they are "too busy," and have "no time,, 
to think about it, yet they may die suddenly and lose their 
souls I They are, however, prepared to run all such 
"risks," and put off the settling of the great question until 
a 'more "convenient season." It was so with tbe American 
landlady. Shortly after the conversation with Mr. Fraser her 
coloured man-servant knocked at the front door, which she 
opened. Whilst they we: e conven,ing Mrs. Stoddart 
suddenly exclaimed: "Oh, CharJie I'' and with the words 
on ·her lip, b1ood gushed from her mouth, and she fell back 
dead on the floor. The diligent soul-winner had no idea 
that he would never have another opportunity of speaking 
to his landlady, and when he heard of her death he was 
doubtless glad that he bad spoken to her about her soul's 
salvation. Little did the American imagine that she bad 
received her last �'call" to accept of Christ as her Saviour, 
and that ere the morning sun rose she would be beyond the 
reacli of hope. Is THE READER PREPARED TO MEET Goo? 
Dying as you are, where, oh! where would you spend 
eternity? You know you are a sinner; that " the wages of 
sin is death'' (Rom. 6. 23), and that if you received what 
your sips merit, hell would be your portion. You cannot 
by any efforts of your own save yourself. 

Hearken to the words ol holy writ: "Now then we are 
ambassadors for Christ, as though God did beseech you by 
us: we pray you in Christ's stead, be ye reconciled to God 11 

(2 Cor. 5. 20). God besuches you to be reconciled to 
Him l Why tu'rn your back on I-Iis entreaty and refuse His 
mercy? Why continue neglecting l-lis "great salvation"? 
u Behold, Now is the accepted time; behold, Now is the day
of salvation'' (2 Cor. 6. 2). You may, without a moment's
warning, be suddenly cut down in your· sins, like the American,
and where, oh I where would you spend Eternity 1 A. M.



THE LORD CHANCELLOR'S TESTIMONY. 

E
ARL CAIRNS,

Lord Chancellor 
of England, whom Lord 
Macnaughton spoke of 
as the greatest lawyer 
that ever sat upon the 
wool-sack, was a most 
decided and consistent 
Christian. Addressing 
a company of working 
men, among whom were 
a number of infidels and 
agnostics, be said: " As 
I am a stranger among 
you, I do not know 
that I have any right 
to obtrude my Qpinion. 
All I can do is to tell 
you how this question 

EARL O.URXS, LORD ca:A.....-CELLOn C,F E:--OLA!\D. affects me personally.
If I could take you to my home you would think it a 
luxurious one, and the food on my table is abundant. You 
would say that with all this I ought to be a happy man. ·I 
am, indeed, a happy man, but I don't think my furniture 
and food have much to do with it. Every day I rise with 
the sweet consciousness that GOD LOVES ME AND CARES FOR

ME. He has pardoned all my sins for Christ's sake, and I 
look forward to the future with no dread. His Spirit proves 
to me that all this "\\'.'hich is, is only the beginning of joy 
which is to last throughout eternity. 

Suppose it were possible for some one to convince me 
that this happiness was all a delusion on my part, my house 
would give me little repose, and the food would often 
remain on the table untasted. I shoul� wake in the 
morning with the feeling that it was scarcely worth while 
to get up, so little there would be to live for. The sun 
might rise, or it might not-all would be dar�c to me. You 
see, my friends, I could not honeslly advise you to do what 
some of you say you wish to do-to live without God in the 
world when all the time my heart is crying out: 'Without Thee 
I cannot live.' It is a pleasure to me to know that the 
costly tbings in my house, which you cannot share with me, 
are not the things out of which my happiness is made. 



The Lord C/tancello'l''s Testimony. 

\Vere they necessary to ha:ppiue!>S, l should look around 
·with a sigh and wonder why tbey are given to so few. Had
I to leave them all to-morrow and betake myself to a
humble home, I shou]d still take my joy with me. My
most earnest desire and prayer for you is that Christ may
r:eveal Himself to you, satisfying, as I know He only can,
every desire of your hearts.''

Lord Cairn's testimony is most valuable. It shows that
honour, fame, learning, social position, and wealth cannot
sati�fy the human heart. The Lord CbanceJlor of England
did not derive bis peace and joy from bis affluent circum

stances. The knowledge that his sins were pardoned
through faith in Christ's atoning blood, and that God loved
and cared for him, made him supremely happy. He bad no
fear of.the future, because his sins were blotted out never to
be brought against him (Isa. 43. 25). He could not be an
agnostic or a sceptic. If it were possible for him to be
convinced that his happiness was a delusion, all would be
dark for him. How true it is that none but Christ can
satisfy the yearnings of an immortal spirit. The reader, if
unsaved, cannot be satisfied with all that this world can
afford. Perfect satisfaction can alone be found at the cross
or Calvary. Gaze upon that holy suffering One. vVhy
did He suffer? Why did He die? Because of your
sin and my sin. "Without shedding of blood there is no
remission" (Heb. 9. 22). But Christ's precious blood bas
been shed, and God's righteous claims have been perfectly
met. The "Go�pel ·, is the good news regarding this
glorious fact (1 Car. 15. r-4), and it is the power of God
unto salvation to every one that believes (Rom� r. 16).

Believe on the Lord Jesus Christ, and with the Lord
Chancellor of England you will obtain love, and life, and
lasting joy now, and everlasting glory by-and-by. Why
not now believe and be saved? A. M.

INFIDELITY versus CHRISTIANITY. 

" DID you ever know an uproar to be made because an 
infidel went astray from the paths of morality?" 

said Dr. Mason to a young scoffer. The infidel was forced 
to admit that he could not mention such an instance. 
"Then, don't you see,'' said Dr. Mason, "that by expecting the 
professors of Christianity to be holy, you admit it to be a holy 
religion, and thus pay it the highest compliment in your power." 



THE FROZEN MOTHER AND HER CHILD. 

A TOOCH1NG TALU 01' TIIK ALI'INR flBIGTITS, INDICATING 

\VHAT IS GREATER THAN A MOTHER'S LOVE? 

BT, JJllllNAll08 1'1.NDlNO A ltAlllLY l.,OST ON 'l'IlB A.LP8, 

\Vben fouod by the noble St. Bernard's the parents were frozen 
and dead; the lhtJe one bad evidently been still a_hvc, but ere the 
monks reached the spot, and had the family rcmo,1ed to the bospace, 
they were all uohed in death. 



THE FROZEN MOTHER AND HER CHILD. 
:L . • (-· �,. • REA T St. Bernard Pass, the easiest pass

•\ • • .• over tho Pennine Alps, towering 811, feet
•:• • • \ : •; bigb, lends from Martigny in the Swiss• • canton of Valais to the Italian valley of

Aosta, and has been the scene of many a 
stirring event. Nap�leon Jed his army 

across in 1800, and a carriage way was made across a few 
years ago. Despite the easier methods of 1ravel afforded 
by the tunnelling of the Alps, considerable numbers still 
cross by the famous St. Bernard, and signal rescues from 
death continue to be recorded. Tue News of November 9
contained the story of the first rescue of the season. Three 
Italian workmen, losing their way, wandered for hours near 
the summit, and at last fell down exhausted. A St. Bernard 
dog from the monastery discovered two of them, gave 
timely warning, and they were rescued by the monks, who 
then set- out in search of their unfortunate companion. He 
was found buried in a drift under several feet of snow. All 
three recovered from their terrible experience. 

One of the most touching of these Alpine tales was related 
to us by a personal friend who, in his extended tour of 
Europe visited many of the monasteries and hospices 
situated mid eternal snows in the Alpine heights, including 
the farrious St. Bernard, known to 2.ll since the reading in 
our boyhood days of the rescue� by the noble St. Bernard 
dog BARRY and bis equally noble companions. 

In one of tne monasteries, after being conducted over 
most of the other parts of the building, he was led to a 
peculiar chamber down in the basement of the structure. 
It was the temporary graveyard of deceased monks, or 
persons found dead in the snow! During certain months 
of the year the ground around the mo�astery is frozen as 
hard as the solid rock on which the building stands, and it 
is impossible to dig graves in 'the usual way, hence the 
bodies are ]aid in this vault till the summer's sun pre
pares the ground to receive the "earth to earth, ashes to 
ashes, dust to dust,'' till the resurrection morning. 

After ·glancing round the lifeless bodies, his attention was 
fixed on a remarkable object in a corner. \�bat could it 
be? A closer. inspection revealed a poor mother almost 
naked, and clasped tightly in her arms a bundle of clothes 
from which there peeped the tiny face of her frozen child. 
The tragedy was self-evident. The family ,consisting of father, 



Tlie F1'oze11, M otlzer and lter Child. 

mother, and child, had attempted to cross one of the steep 
and narrow Alpine passes. There are snow-storms on these 
mountains even in summer, but in the long winter season 
they are extremely violent, and the passes are then very 
dangerous. These storms • sometimes come on very 
suddenly-often after a bright and pleasant morning-and 
the travel1ers lose their way, or are buried beneath tfie 
drifts. Thus it happened to this family. Benumbed on 
the mountain-side, left alone to die, the mother's love bad 
taken first one article of her clothing and then another, and 
wrapping it round her darling child, hoped that the lit Lle 
one would be rescued alive. vVben found by the noble 
St. Bernards the parents were frozen and dead; the lit tie one 
had evidently been still alive, but ere the monks reached 
the spot, and bad the family removed to the hospice, they 
were all united in death. There lay the father, stiff and cold, 
and close beside him the naked mother and the bundle 
child, a touching tribute to the oft-repeated theme-THE 
STRENGTH OF A MOTHER'S LOVE. 

Yet this is but a faint picture of that wondrous theme
THE LOVE OF Goo. "For God so loved the world, that He 
gave His only begotten Son, that whosoever be)ieveth in 
Him should not perish, but have everlasting life" (j obn 
3. 16). Your heart is touched as you hea-r this love of
a mother unfolded, but bas it ever been moved as
you thought of the mighty love of the Eternal God in
giving His only begotten Son from the Glory Throne to
the gory Cross on Calvary. His Holy One suffered agonies
untold, and shed His precious blood in order that a poor,
unworthy sinner· like you might not perish, but have ever
lasting life. How have you responded to such mighty love?
Have you acknowledged this '' same Jesus., as your Lord?

This noble mother die<l for her own child; but the Lord 
Jesus Christ died for His enemies (Rom. 5. 6, 1 o ), for 
sinners, for yo1,. The mother died becam�e she could not 
prevent it, but Jesus volmztarily gave Himself a ransom for 
all. He had power to Jay down His life, and power to take 
it again. No man took it from Him (John 10. 18). 

Oh, wondrous love I JEsus, the eternal Son of God, loved 
me and gave Himself for me. Realising this, and beJievirtg on 
Him, may the overflow of gratitude in your bosom lead' you 
to exclaim, "Behold what manner of love the Father hath 
bestowed upon us I'' HyP. 



HOW THE PARDON WAS RECEIVED. 

M
ANY years ago, a man who bad

been mate ot a ship trading to 
New Zealand, was in prison in that 
colony, under Een tence of peoal servi
tude for life. He had so cruelly treated 
a cabin boy as to cause the lad's death. 
After the man had served five years of 
his sentence the Governor of the colony 
decided to grant a free pardon to the 

prisoner. As I wished to visit the prison, and this was an 
exceptional case, I took the document to the jailor. He 
was a Christian man, and expressed his pleasure at the 
grant of the pardon. Asking me to follow him, he Jed the 
way to a small balcony overlooking a yard in which a 
number of prisoners were exercising. Holding up the 
document in the envelope, he called out to a young man 
who was walking by himself and coming towards us, "S-,
here is your pardon. 1

' Evidently it was unexpected good
news, for, clasping his hands and springing into the air, the 
prisoner exclaimed, "Thank you, sir,'' and immediately 
walked ·out of the yard through a door which a warder held 
open for him, a pardoned, free, and happy man. 

He did not say, as many practically do who are offered 
pardon of their sins (1\1:icah 7. 8) and everlasting life (John 
5. 24), that he preferred the companionship of his fellow
prisoner.5, or that he doubted the validity of the pardon
that he must satisfy himself that it really bore his name, and
was signed by the Governor and sealed with the seal of the
colony before he could believe and accept the good news.
Nor did he decline it on the ground that others might laugh
at him for accepting his freedom. Nor did he say that he
was not really a guilty man, and therefore did not need a
pardon. No, he was wise; he accepted the jailor's state
ment in simple faith, and without waiting even to consult
or say farewell_ to his fellow-convicts, he walked out a free 
and a happy man. Soon the prison garb was exchanged 
for suitable clothes which had been provided for him-a 
type of the robe of righteousness and garment of salvation 
(Isa. 61. 10) provided by Jesus Christ for all who will accept 
them. Will you accept of a free pardon now and be led 
to exclaim: "Who is a God like unto Thee that pardoneth 
iniquity 1" Be wise and accept of it now, for "NOW is the 
accepted time I" To-morrow may be too late I c. J. A. H.



THE END OF THE VOYAGE. 

A
S the mist uplifted from the distant horizon our eyes

beheld our destination. There, rearing its ru,:rged head 
against the sky, stood the Table :Mountain, and Cape Town 
lay beneath it as though seeking its protection from some 
dreaded foe. 

All on board were more or less excited, but my attention 
was particularly directed to two passengers who stood on 
the deck straining their eyes in the direction of the jetty, 
which we could plainly see was crowded with people. 

One was a bride; in a little while she hoped to meet the 

TADLE MOUNTAIN WITH OAPE TOWN LYING AT ITS FOOT. 

one who on the day to follow was to make her his wife. 
The other was a criminal in charge of a detective, and on 
the morrow he had to face a serious charge and meet a 
judge. I watched the faces of the two, the one lighted up 
with hope and joy ; tbe other downcast and despondent. 
No greater contrast could have been found. 

But my thoughts wandered from my fellow-passengers on 
board the Walmer Castle to my fellow-passengers the wide 
world over who are voyagiog with me to eternity. I 
divided them into two classes, and in doing this I did but 
do what God Himself has done. I-low diff�n nt will be the 
end of the voyage for these two classes. One cla�s will 
meet the Bridegroom, the other will meet the Judge. The 
one company as the Bride of the Lamb will lJe Jed forth 



The End of tlie Voyage. 

amid the joy and song of heaven; the other, alas, amid 
darl<ness and woe, must face the Judge. I ask my reader, 
To which of these two companies do you belong to-day? 
You knowthat you cannot stand still; upon the waters of Time 
your bark is sailing onward,and no dead calm impedes its way. 

1 lave you thought of the end of the voyage? The 
prisoner on the Walmer Castle, though taking part in sport 
and ball and song and joke, often thought of what Jay 
ahead, but then, nought that he could do could change his 
unhappy lot; but with you it is different. You deserve to 
meet the Lord as T udge; yea, so did we all, for all have 
sinned and come short of God's glory, but if now in this 
bright gospel day you but come to Christ and trust Him as 
your Saviour; if you seek the cleansing that His precious 
blood affords, then you shall never know His condemnation; 
instead, the joy of meeting Him as the Bridegroom--the 
One who loved His Church and gave Himself for it-will 
be before you. Oh! how shall the voyage end? Shall it 
find you unforgiven, laden with sin, guilty and vile, or 
spotless and pure, made clean for ever by the cleansing 
blood of the Lamb once slain? Think well on this matter, 
and decide for Christ to-day I 

THE BELIEVER'S DESTINY. 

When you accept the Lord Jesus by simple faith as your 
Saviour, you have God's testimony to the fact that you are 
justified-for ever cleared of every charge of guilt. Then 
your destiny will be the Lamb's glory. You will be able to 
sing truthfully-

.. I have a home above, 
From sin and sorrow free ; 

A mansion which eternal love 
Designed and formed for me.'' 

This is the destiny of every truly saved soul, and nothing 
can change it. The blessing comes on the ground of the 
precious blood of Jesus, and His blood can never lose its 
value. The source of the blessing is the free grace of the 
blessed God, and His grace can never change. 

Christ Himself will be the centre of all the redeemed in 
God's many-mansioned home, and to dwell in the sunlight 
of I-Iis presence will be the blessed portion of all His blood
purchased ones. Oh, can you say that this prospect is 
yours? If not, even now "believe on the Lord Jesus 
Christ and THOU shalt be saved." J. T. M.
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THE CAPTAIN'S HEROIC ACT. 

NUMBER of years ago, a 
steamer was wrecked on the 
west coast of Scotland. A 
terrific storm was raging, 
and there were on board the 
vesse1, in addition to the 
captain and crew, the 
captain's wife an<l sister-in
law. The attention of a 
number of persons on the 
shore bad been directed to 
the ship. They saw from 
her peculiar movements that 
something was seriously 
wrong, and as they watched 
they became convinced that 
she was not going to weather 
the storm. Boats were 

immediately launched, and bra\·e, hardy fellows pulled with 
might and main, in the face of wind and tide, toward the fast 
sinking vessel. They succeeded in rescuing the crew and 
landing them safe]y, but the captain dec1ared it was his 
intention to remain by the steamer as long as she would flo1t; 
while bis wife and sister-in-law stated that they would not 
leave him. Ere the rescuers returned, they fastened a rope 
to the wreck, and placed the" cradle II where it could be easily 
entered when the survivors left the steamer. The "cradle " 
is an apparatus into which men, women, and children get, 
and are then dragged along the connecting rope from the 
doomed vessel to the shore. 

On the captain seeing that he could do nothing to save the 
vessel and her cargo. be decided to abandon her. Placing 
the ladies in the cradle, which was large enough to hold two 
persons, he signalled to those on the shore, while he accom
panied them hand-over-hand on the rope. On and on they go. 
The noble fellow, feeling that the rope was straining, and 
fearing that his additional weight was imperilling the lives 
of bis dear ones, shouted "good-bye," and letting go his 
hold, fell into the raging sea, and was drowned. The ladies 
reached the shore, but were terribly grieved and disappointed 
on learning of the captain's fate. 

This incident illustrates danger and salvation of another 
kind. It could not be said that the captain djed instead of 

:ttse 



T.Jie Captnfo.'s Heroic Act. 

bis wife and sister-in-law. It is true that if he had chosen 
be could have been rescued by the boats. A strong sense 
of duty, however, prevented him from availing himself of such 
an offer. He could have entered the cradle with one of the 
ladies, and left the other behind. In such ways could he 
have saved himself, but he was too manly for that. He 
knew when he attempted to reach the shore hand-over-hand, 
that he ran a great risk; and when he thought that his extra 
weight on the rope was endangering the lives of those in the 
cradle, be preferred risking his own to theirs. 

There is an "old story " oftimes told-but not too often
of One who did not Yisk His life, but who voluntarily gave it 
up that we might not perish but have everlasting life. Perhaps 
you think but little of the" old, old story of Jesus and His 
love.'' It may be "stale ,, with you; and when you hear any
one singing or telling it out on a week-night,· at a street 
corner, or by the sea side, you declare that "there is a time 
and a place for everything," and that it is your belief that 
"religion ought to be kept in its own place." It tells of a 
love stronger than death, and mightier than the grave-of a 
love that is unmerited and unsought-free, changeless and 
eternal. It is a wonderful story, the story of Calvary. "For 
scarcely for a righteous man will one die; yet peradventure 
for a good man some would even dare to die ; but God 
commendeth His love toward us, in that, while we were yet 
sinners, Christ died for tts" (Romans 5. 7, 8). We were 
perishing in our sins and hurrying on to hell, and yet, wonder 
of wonders, He died to save us from everlasting woe. He 
bore the judgment due to us. He did not merely risk His 
life; He gave it up to rescue us from eternal misery. "I 
am the Good Shepherd: the Good Shepherd giveth His life 
for the sheep" Uohn 10. 11). On account of what He did 
a.nd suffered, God can be a just God, and the Justifier of 
him who believes on Jesus. \1/ell may we sing-

., Oh, what love, what wondrous love, 
The love of God to me I 

It brought my Saviour from above, 
To die on Calvary." 

Believe on Him who settled the sin question, who suffered 
sin's penalty, who paid sin's debt, and you will immediately 
pass from darkness into light, from death unto life, and 
become a son of God, an heir of God, and a joint-heir 
with Jesus Christ. A. M.
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