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INTRODUCTION,

——

WE lay before you, dear reader, a fresh Volume of our FAITHFUL
IWorbs, and, as we do so, assure you that plain and simple
rulls of every-day life are what our pages record. .

It is satisfactory to be able 1n state that the number of our readers,
and the avea over whick our Magazfrze s circulated, have increased
this year; but were Christian workers in this day more aggressive
in their spiritual warfare, we arc sure-that where one now reads a
gospel magasine or book ten would do so.

“Occupy”—trade—*till I come,” the Master says; and there are but
Tew of His servants who could not so use the talent of means or lime
given them as at least to circulate double the number of gospel tracts and
books whick they now do. The post offers great facilities to Christian
work 1n distributing Gospel (ruth. May none miss the opportunity !
Let us relute one little incident as an encouragement to those engaged
in this branch of service. We received the other day a letler from
a ratlway guard in a northern cily, begging us lo thank the sender
do him of our Magazine, monilk by month for some years, as by ils
means he was at length given to kugw himself brought to God. We
know not who the sender is—his or her eye may perhaps light wpon
this page—obut we wonld say to all like-spirited Christian workers,
“In due season ye shall reap, if ye faint not.”

We most heartily thank our friends who have so kindly con-
Iributed to our pages. We trust that they may be encouraged to
continue their valued work; also, that others may be stirred up to
assist us in our efforts, by sending records of tncidents wiich come nuder
their personal observation, in keeping with the object of our Magazine.
We have seen on different occasions that some of the simplest stories
of conversion have been those most used to help seckers after God to
find peace in His presence.

Some of our friends, who for years past have sent us papers, have
been called home, but none the less do their words still utter the praises
of the Lord, in whose presence they now are.

To those generous friends who, in patient kindness, have for past
years freely distributed our Magasine to the poor, our warmest thanks
are rendered.

Now once more may our Volume go forth, in ils homely way
spealking of and for the Saviour, and may God graciously ‘deign {o
use if, dear reader, to sgeak <words of comfort to you.
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TIWO SUNDAY WALKS.

“ TT is notin man that walketh to direct his

steps.” No doubt thesewords have a
wider meaning than that our actual steps,
when we take a walk, are directed by a will
and power not ourown. Yet the higherand
wider meaning does not make it less true
that our daily goings out and comings in are
ordered by God. *‘Thou compassest my path
and my lying down, and art acquainted with
all my ways.”

The two following examples wererelated to
me by the persons concerned in the stories.
Let an unbeliever explain them as he can.

It was on a Sunday, some years ago, that
a young man left his lodging, not to saunter
about, but with a fixed determinate purpose
in his mind to go to a lonely glen behind the
churchyard of the village church on the hjlls,
and there to put anend to hislife. He had left
hishomeand hischristian fatheryears before.
Drink, gambling, and vice of all sorts had
brought him to utterruin. He was ashamed
and afraid to go home ; he was tired of his
life, he had no belief in God, and he looked
upon death as the end of his troubles. The
only way to reach the glen was by a path
which crossed the churchyard, and led to a
gate in the stone wall behind the church.

Theyoung man walked on resolutely till he
reached the churchyard. He now had but a
few yards more to walk, and then all would
be over. He hurried on, his eyes fixed upon
the narrow path. He felt that he had taken
his last look of the world around, and had
now to face death. Afterall, itwas a dreadful
thought! He walked on faster, when he sud-
denly remarked that a pavement was beneath
hisfeet. He looked up,and found himself,not
in the glen, but inside the church! He had
takenthewrongturnwherethepath branched
offtothe gate. He wasfairlyinsidethechurch
door, and the village people were looking
hard at him with wonderand curiosity, forthe
service was half over—the sermon, in fact,
had just begun—and the young man looked
wild and startled. But he looked still more
startled when the firstsentence (romthe pul-
pit reached his ears.

“Self-murder,” cried the preacher, “‘is the

most daringact of unbeliefand sin with which
aman can pollute himselfat the very moment
when he has to stand face to face with God.
To escape from misery here, he gives him-
self over to everlasting condemnation, with
no hope of escape.”

The preacher went on to describe the one
way of escape, not only from eternal punish-
ment herealter, but from sin and misery now.
He preached the glad tidings of the forgive-
ness of sins through the blood of Jesus, but,
strange to say, he preached it on this occa-
sion specially to any soul too miserable, and
guilty, and wretched, to bear his burdenany

longer—to anysoul tempted by Satan to com-

mit the awful sin of self-murder, in order to
find relief from suffering of body and agony
of mind. ‘‘Jesus, the Saviour, not Satan, the
destroyer,” said he, ‘“is the One who gives
rest and peace now and for ever.”

After the sermon the young man went into
the vestry and told hissad tale. ““And nowlI
see,” hesaid, ““thatthereishopeeven forme.”

The good ministerlistened to him with joy
and thankfulness. He told him that he had
been asked to preach onthesin of suicide. A
young officer in the neighbouring barracks
had threatenedtoshoot himself. Officers and
men all alike attended this little church, and
one-amongst them, who was a believer, had
calledupon theclergyman, andentreated him
to preach that Sunday specially for the young
officer. Heavoided everyonewhocould speak
to him about his soul, and it was hoped that
by this méans he might be made to hear with-
out being able to escape.

It was a perplexity to the clergyman to ob-
servethat, when thesoldierstook their places,
this young officerwas absent. e had prayed
muchabout this message, and hefelt that God
had given him thewords he was tospeak. He
dared not, therefore, withhold them, though
the man to whom he had meant to give the
message was not there to hear it. And now
he knew why the Lord had put the words in-
to his mouth. It was in lovaand pity lor this
stranger, the son of a praying (ather, the lost
sheep which the Shepherd had followed and
had found,

The young man was truly converted. Ile
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returned to his father, and had been, when
I heard the story, living forthe service of the
Lord forsomeyears. Hehad married happily,
and had prosperedin business,butherejoiced
in knowing that he was but as one alive from
thedead, himselfandallthathehadthe Lord’s
wholly, to be at His disposal, to be directed
in all things by the Hand that had led him
across the churchyard by a waythat he knew
not, and had brought him to the spring of
living water instead of to the valley of death.

Itwas on another Sunday, some years later,
that a man sauntered forth, his pipe in his
mouth, to take a Sunday stroll in_the fine
summer weather. He looked just like one
of those people of whom many would say and
think, ** He has no care for his soul.” Such

words are sometimes true, but are often too
| lightly spoken after a short acquaintance, or
even a passing glance. In this case, could
anyone have looked into the heart of that
careless-looking man, he would have found
there a decep, desperate longing after peace
and rest, and yet more after the knowledge
of the God of whom he had heard by the
hearingof the ear, afterwhom hewas seeking,
but in almost utter hopelessness. Is it not
written, ** There is none that seeketh after
God?2” Yes. These wordsare the true and
faithful descriptionof everyman, woman,and
child, until God, in His grace, has begun to
draw him to Himselfl. And God had already
begun to drawthis poorsinnerto Christ. This
is how it came to pass that he was now seek-
ing God. .

You may say that to saunter about on Sun-
day with a pipe did not look likeseeking God.
It certainly did not. . But I must tell you his
story. It may lead you to feel after and find
some spark of divinelifein those whoappear
most hard and hopeless. This man had, not
many months before, been persuaded to go
to a little Bible-reading, much against his
will. Hewas not veryattentive, found it dull,
and never meant to go again. DBut, in spite
of all, one sentence which he heard thére
sounded perpetually in his ears, and made
him utterly wretched.

Thewordswere these—‘\Vhich things the
angcls desire to look into.” Our friend had

lived all hislife inutterdisregard of the things
of God—he wasas ignorant as he was careless
and indifferent. But he had now learnt from
this little Bible-reading that there was sonie-
thing made known by God, so great, so glo-
rious, and so wonderful that even the angels
desired to look into it. Moreover, he had
gathered [rom someoflthe remarks made that
there were people,common ordinary men and
women down here, who knew this wonderful
something.

What was it? *I, at least, know nothing
about it,” he said to himself; ‘I know about
nothing but poor, wretched, common every-
day things; 1 am onlya poor grovelling crea-
ture, and so areall the rest of us. It isquite
certain 7 don't know the shadow of a thing
that would givé the sinallest pleasure to an
angel. No, I know nothing that even a wise
man would care to know about. What can
it be? And howcan I know it?”

Could he notgoagain to the Bible-reading.
orask some christian [riend? No. He would
not have it known that that littlereading had
made a revolution in his mind, which had
never been made belore by anything that had
happened to him. IHewas determined to find
out the mystery, but not to let anyone know
that he was anxious or miserable. He; there-
fore, walked about, as before, with his pipe
in his mouth, and kept away from all places
where he was likely to hear the word of God.

The more anxious he becafne to know the
great secret, the more anxious did he also
become to hide the work that was going on
in his soul: *One day he observed at a book-
stall a huge volume called *The Life of
Christ.” He bought it at once, and kept it
hidden in his room. At all spare moments
he devoured this book. He read it straight
through, hoping, as he turned overeach page,
that he should find the answer to his longing.
But when he had finished the book he knew
no more about the mysterious secret than
when he began. Moreover, he had [ound the
book dull and dry,and he had gained nothing
but a bitter disappointment. Ie would have
liked to forget the whole matter, and, there-
fore, that Sunday he had sallied forth, as we
have seen, to try il the green fields and the
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blue sky could make him a little less miser-
able. Stillthe words sounded in his ears, and
he could not forget them—** Which things the
angels desire to look into.”

In the course of his walk he observed,
standing back in a field, a little iron room,
which had been put up not long before by an
acquaintance of his in the town. This ac-
quaintance, Mr. Y., had sometimes said to
him, **When you go that way, do have a look
at the iron room.”

“Now,” thought our friend, *‘is my oppor-
tunity. I will have a look atit.” He walked
round it, and finished by making a survey of
the door, which stood half open in that warm
weather. It"was easy to have a look inside
without being seen by the people who sat on
the benches. But, as if struck by a flash of
lightning,hestarted backasthewordsreached
his ears,spoken in a loud and solemnvoice—
“ Which things the angels destre o look inlo.”’

The preacher had just gone into the raised
desk opposite the door, and this was his text.
God had spoken—*Is not My word, saith the
Lord,as a fire,and as a hammerthat breaketh
the rocks in pieces?”

The poor man threw down his pipe; he
went in and sat down,and listened forhislife.
When he came away he said, *“ I know now
that which the angels desire to look into, I
know Jesus.” F.B.

HEAVENLY BRIGHTNESS.
HAD knocked for some time at the door
of a cottage in a Comnish village without

meeting with any answer, when a neighbour
coming out of the next house said—

““There’s no one there, sir, but an old
woman; she’s verydeaf, so she can't hear you,
and almost blind, too. But walk in, sir, if you
please,” she continued, opening thedoor,and
I followed her into the house.

Beside an old stool in front of the fire, her
arms extended, as if in the act of receiving
and speaking to some one, knelt the dear old
woman.

* What is she doing ?” I said, softly.

* Praying, sir,” replied the ncighbour.

After waiting a few moments I said—

‘ Does she pray long ?”

“QOh, yes; she often prays for hours to-
gether, sometimes nearly all day long.”

“Do you think she will be long now?” I
asked, as we still waited.

‘“Perhaps an hour, sir,””—and the kindly
neighbour went back to her own home,
leaving me with the aged woman, who knelt
on,unconscious of the presence of a stranger.

Presently I, too, knelt down behind her,
and heard her say—

“Yes, my blessed Saviour, yes, Thou hast
washed me in Thy precious blood, Thy pre-
cious, precious blood. Blessed,blessed]Jesus,
Thouhastwashedallmysinsaway,and I want
to see Thee, to see Thyself, myprecious Sa-
viour.” She paused, then spoke again.

“I am very old, and very weak, and bad,
and perhaps it will be sudden death, but then
it will be sudden glory; won't it, Lord Jesus?
Yes, sudden glory! And I shall be with Thee,
shan’t I? Yes, with Thyself, my precious
Saviour.

“I have known Thee thirty-five years, and
Ilove Theethe betterthemore I knowThee;
but there are some in thistown,”’and here her
voice fell from its tone of rapturous expec-
tation, and took a pleading strain—*‘thereare
some in this town who don’t know Thee;
and I want Thee, Lord Jesus, to save them.
They don’t want Thee; they are ignorant of
Thee,butThoudid’stdie forsinners. Send out
Thy glorious gospel with power, and convert
the people; fill Thy servants with Thy Spirit,
and help them to speak of Thee as they ought
to speak.”

Then followed special prayer for her
friendsand neighbours,andafteragain plead-
ing for blessing upon her native town, asking
all in the name of Jesus, she quietly rose
from her knees.

I gently touched her, and :aid, as she
started in surprise—

““You have been speaking to the Lord
Jesus, have you not ?”

“Yes,” she replied, “I can’'t do without
going to Him, and very often too. But who
are you? Do you love Him?"

“Yes,” I said, I do.”

“Praise Iis blessed name,” shemurmured,
asshefixedherdimeyes upon my face; “ He
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is worthy, isn't He ? The more I know Ilim
the more I love Him—don't you?”

Then, as if forgetting the presence of any
but the One whomshe so loved, she went on,
*I shall soon see His blessed face—shan't
I, Lord Jesus? Soon see Thy blessed face!
Sometimes,” she continued, turning again
to me, ‘“ He tells me that it won't be long;
I do see Him now by faith, but I want to be
with Him where He is; that’s where I want
to be. Ahland He tells me I ska/l soon see
Him,” sherepeated—claspingher thin hands
in ecstacy and again addressing, not me, but
Him, whom having not seen, she loved, in
whom even now she rejoiced with joy un-
speakableandfull of glory,—*‘I ska// be with
Thee, Lord Jesus—shan’t I? Yes, with Thy-
self—shan’t I?"”

The furniture of the little room was scanty,
and the stateof this aged woman washelpless.
Her husband worked at breaking stones upon
theroad, shesaid,andthey wereverypoor. Be-
fore I leftshe fell upon her knees, and prayed
for mein the most tender and touching man-
ner, asking the Lord to bless me, and to give
mesoulsformyhire. And solleftheralone, yet
notalone,in herlittlecottage, poor and mean
indeed to outward seeming, but the dwelling-
place of one “rich in faith, an heir of the
kingdom which God hath promised to them
that love Him."” P.&J. J H

ON KEEPING BRIGHT.
THE young christian so frequently looks in
himself for brightness that we must remind
himitis onlyas looking toChrist he can keep
bright. There is no power in self which can
possibly produce a brightstate of soul. Occu-
pation withself necessarily produces dulness,
for in self there is no good thing. How did
you receive Christ? weask. By works, or by
faith through grace? Now, as we received
Christ, so must we walk in Him. It must be
Christ for salvation, and Christ for progress;
Christ for life, Christ for lightandbrightness.
Day by day life’s wear and tear, worries
and trials, test where we are. The cross of
Christ has proved wha/ we are. We are spirit-
ually in prosperity and brightness so far and
no farther than Christ is strengthening us.

ONE CHANCE MORE.

“ MY brother George is dying and afraid
to die.” Such words admit of no delay
with any heart that knows the value of a pre-
cious soul, and knows also the secret which
turns the fear of death into joy and praise.

The speaker was a young man about
twenty-two years of age; intelligent, well
educated, and religiously trained, but alas!
without Christ.

“Do come at once if you can,” he be-
seechingly said; “‘the doctor says my brother
can hardly live through the night.”

I accompanied the young man to the
house. At the door the sorrowing mother met
me: she had been anxiously waiting for us.
Her eyes filled with tears as she wailed out,
““ My poor, dear boy George, only seventeen
years of age, and dying! I have besought
him when in health, ag4in and again, to give
his heart to Jesus. Now I fear it is too late.
Oh, heis dying! Come into the bedroom
and see him.”

I noiselessly followved her into the half-
darkened chamber. Shall I ever forget the
sight? There lay the youth, breathing so
heavily that the bed actually shook under
him. His eyes were partly closed, and he was
apparently unconscious of all that was going
on around him. Hissister sat by his bedside
moistening his parched lips. Presently he
opened his large eyes and staredwildlyround:
his lips parted, and he murmured, ** \Where
amI?”

““You are at home with your own mother,
George dear,” the mother gentlysaid, taking
him tenderly by the hand.

“Am I very ill ?”

‘““Yes, you are very ill indeed,” she replied;
and looking enquiringly into his mother's
face, he said—

**Mother, I'm not dying, surely? I cannot,
oh, I cannotdie!” His head fell on the pil-
low, and he fainted.

When consciousness returned, his mother
said, “ Mr. M. is here.”

His eyes fell on me. 1 eagerly asked,
““\Vhat shall 1 ask God for, George?"

In an agony of soul he said, *‘ Oh, pray
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that [ may get one chance more—only one
chance more | ” and again he swooned away.

They bathed his burning brow, and the
motlher, son, and daughter joined in asking
me to pray the Lord to raisc him up again,
and that he might have at least one chance
more.

We knelt down and besoughtthe Lord for
him, and as we prayed, poor George kept
murmuring, * Not dying [—I—cannot—diec ;
one —chance—more,—only—one—chance
—more "

Days passed on. He hovered belween life
and death, apparently very anxious to be
saved; but he didnot cast himself as a help-
less sinner upon Christ,

Then there came a change. He began to
recover, and as his strength relurned. to our
griel we saw his anxiety to be saved lessen.

Ina few days heias able to situp. Mother,
son, and daughter werc indeed glad. The
Lord had heard our cry,and had granted his
request. . George had one chance more.

Now all anxicty was over. He did ,not
want Christ nowo/ He was going to live !
He was afraid to d without a Saviour, but,
as he was going to /ive, he would rather live
without IHim. Though grateful for kindness
shown, he would heed no more the warning
voice. I pleaded with him again to cast him-
self as a poor sinner on Christ, reminded him
of the solemn momentwhen he had cried on
the brink of eternity *“for one chance more”;
but George turned a deaf ear, and became
utterly indifferent to the welfare of his im-
mortal soul.

In a short time he was able to walk about.
and (against his mother's wishes) made up
his mind to go to sea. I saw him a day or
two before he left, and, while parting, again
reminded him of God's mercy in raising him
up [rom death, and earnestly pleaded with
him to come to Christ,

“You are going to sea without God, and
against your mother’s wishes. Remember,
George, God is not mocked! DBehold, now

is the accepled time ; behold, now is the day
of salvation [”

As his eyc fell upon his weeping mother
and sister, for amoment he seemed to waver,

and said, *“I have not given up the thought of
being a christian, but I must go off to sca.”

What a moment in his history| Eternal
life, eternal glory with Christ, set before him
in one scale, and the poor, paltry pleasures
of this lying, dying world in the other. TFor
a moment the balance quivers. Which is it
tobe? Christ or Satan? Hecaven or hell ?
Which ?

A smilefrom his lips, a shake of hishand,
and we parted.

A few days later a letler reached his
mother. It was not from her son, but (rom
the captain of the vessel in which he had

sailed.

A storm had raged while they crossed the
Bay of Biscay, and George fell from the yard-
arm, and was drowned.

The ship sailed on ; George had fallen into
cternity ; his last chance, was gone for ever.
No doubt he had meant to be a christian
some day.

Oh, how the devil tempts people to put off
the -salvation of their souls till to-morrow!
Alas! to-morrow is too late, for to-morrow
is death—thegrave—the judgment—thelake
of firce—the eternal wail of the lost in the
dark, deep pit of hell! God says nae, poor
sinner, #aw, or with you it may be never/

The old year has run its course, but that
year with its record will come up again when
you'stand before the great white throne. The
books will be opened. God keeps a book
of our individual history, Hemakes no mis-
takes ; everything is recorded faithfully and
with diviné accuracy, and cach record will
condemn you as you stand there and hear
its soul-damning testimony. The new year
will tell its own sad tale; it may be this ;—
‘“ Listened to many preachings about Christ,
and never came to Fim; from the first of
]anuaﬁy to the end of December, he was
warned, pleaded with, exhorted to belicve,
but he died without Christ | ”

Friend, delay no Jonger; this may be your
very last year—your last month—your last
week—your last day—yca, your last hour or
moment—your last chance | \Whatever your
past history may have been, there is before
you a most solemn event when that unwel-
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come visitor, death, shall lay his cold, icy
hand upon yourheart and stop its throbbing.
Vain will be your struggle, yourardent desire
for dear life. You will be thrust across the
narrow line which separates time from eter-
nity—and then you will be—\Vhere ?

Your plans and arrangements will be gone
for ever, your days of pleasure past, your
nights of sin at an end. - The world will for-
get you; it will go on.as though you had
never been. Your death will be but of trifling
moment to the town, village, or even the
street in which you pass away: but for you,
my friend, for _you—oh, what will it be ?

You know the gospel well, for you have
heard it preached and read it [requently ; but
{;ou do not know Christ. There are many in

ell at this moment who knew‘the gospel
as well as youdo. They, like you, read and
heard it often ; but every.one of them heard
and read it for the last.time. Iriend, this
may be your last. chance. Oh, then, come
and be saved! Would you be saved ? Why
not, this beginning of the new year? Now
is the accepted time! Now isthe day of
salvation ! J. MCK.

OVERFLOWING.

THE secret of true ministry is an overflowing
heart. Outof the abundance of the heart the
mouth speaks. If Christ be fillingthe heart,
Christ will be expressed by the believer.
There is no effort in overflowing. A vessel
overflows because it has been filled to the
full,and because the supply is still pouringin.
Whatever the gift and eloquence may be, we
come round to the truth that a man is but a
vessel, and, unless filled with, Christ, but an
empty vessel. It is not the vessel, but what
the vessel contains, which satisfies.

THE LAST FIRST.

THE Lord has told us, the first shall be last
and the last shall be first. \Vhat a fulfilment
of these words will there be when His ser-
vants stand before His tribunal to receive
their rewards! Popularityand notoriety will
have no place there; the cup of cold water
given for love of Him will in no wise lose
*its reward there !

A WORD TO EVANGELISTS.

“AND He gave — some evangelists.”

HCHER gavel ‘Who 7—Himself, the
Christ, the Lord, the risen Man, exalted and
seated in the heavens at the nght hand of
God. He, Himself, the ¢ same Jesus” who
loved to tell poor sinners of His God and
Father, and who welcomed the weary to
meself’ Yes! the Friend of sinners, the
Savnour the Redeemer, the Crucified, the
exalted Christ, gave some evangelists.

Mark you, oh ! evangelists, He gave yox,
yourselves, with your brimful hearts of love
to perishing souls, with .your fervour, your
prayers, your tears for men—He gave you,
not the sermons you preach merely, not just
your ,ability: to speak, but yox, your very
selves.‘—you men, with your hearts of love,
and lips of longing entreaty and passionate
warning. Christ, gave you; and the sermons
you preach, if worthy of the name of words,
come fresh out of your hearts tomen.

How personal is this| TheLord gave mex.
Had He given the message merely, angels
mighthave borne it; but Hegave some evan-
gelists, and only a human being could bean
evangelist to human beings. He gave, in His
blessed love, evangelists to tell sinners of
Himself, and of His God.

And to.whom ‘did He give these men—
these. evangehsts ? Tomen! * Forthe per-
fecting of the saints; for the work of the
ministry ; for the edxfymg of the body of
Christ—" He gave these men to men. Then
let us stir up the souls of saints to care for
sinners.

Consider wherein the success of an evan-
gelist lies. It is in the soul that pours out of
him—the fervour which burns within him
and this soul is what Christ has made the
evangelist for thesakeof men. Hewillaccom-
plish His great purposes of grace and glory.

Some lines, written in no kindly spirit, give
us a view of a mighty evangehst After
speaking of ‘“ his wooden palace,” and des-
cribing the man in his frenzy for souls, they
run:

‘‘ * Repent, repent, repent !’

The mighty Whitfield cries,
Oblique lightning in his eyes.”
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Whitfield was a gift of Christ to men, to bring
men to repentance. The lines give usa
view ol him, we say. We know he was a man.
The world may ridicule him, and faint-hearted
christians may do worse—criticise him. But
whence the madness — the shouts of this
evangelist 7 Hesees into the souls of men—
theirsins stare him inthe face; he feels these
sins; they are an awful burden of grief to
him. He sees the sinners to whom he
preaches going to hell; he agonizes for them
—their future is before his very eyes, if not
before theirs; his Christ-given sympathy for
men makes him feel as if he himself suffered
hell. Hence hismadness—hence his shouts.

Now-a-days, evangellstswh1sper,“Beheve,
believe, believe,” but the cry,** Repent, re-
pent, repent!” is needed. ‘ Repent, and
believe the gospel,” said our Lord. Yet we
will not discuss w#hat should be preached:
weare thinking of the preacher. Whitfield’s
eyes darted lightning glances up and down
the masses to whom he preached—whomhe
made by the power of God in him to come
and hear him. His eye, following his words,
flashed into their souls — ** Thou art the
man'’; and they heard, and did repent. He
moved them to repentance. Yet not he, as if
it was his own power, but the Spirit moving
him; he moved themasgiventothem byChrist
in heaven to accomplish this end for men.
Christ in him by faith poured out of him.

One of the hardest cuts ever given to a
timid preacher was this question, put by a
hard-headed infidel;~* Do you believe what
you say 7 The timid young man was afraid
of telling the truth as Ze believed it. Alas!
how many preach sermons, which, if they be-
lieve themselves, they fail to convince their
hearers they believe. If we saw a blind man
walking straight to the verge of a precipice,
had we any love for human life, orrather for
the life of the parueular blind man we saw
on hjs fatal road, it would be impossible to
whisper in complacent tones to him, * One
more step, and you perish.”

Let the realities of eternity possess your
soul, O evangelist, given by the ascended
Son of Man to men. Let thelove of Christ
in giving you yourself to serve souls fill your

s irit, and you shall find, by His grace and
rough the Spirit’s power, that His love will

flow out from you—a vessel chosen by Him-

self for the salvation of souls. H. F. W.

WHAT IS WANTED.

P OSITIVE truth iswhatwechristiansneed.

It is all very well to be told for three-
quarters of an hour how bad we are, how
cold, how worldly, and thelike, but the dis-
course does not mend matters, ratherittends
to make bad worse. Nor is it a sign of great
spiritual power to be able to testify against
the state of christians ; the true test of spir-
itual power is the ability to raise them out of
a low state into a healthy one. We do not
question that there must be in the minister
an eye given by the Master to see the real
state of His people, for to flatter them into
the notion of their being only spiritual, while
all the time they are carnal, would be any-
thing but ministry from Himself; but we re-
peat true power from Christ lifts the souls of
His people #6 Christ.

When true spiritual power comes in, itis
like the sunlight piercing through the clouds
and dispelling their darkness. The sunlight
does not describe the gloom. nor does it dis-
cuss—it chases it away. \When the clouds
hang overhead we may be able to say, there
isthe Cumulus, thereisthe Nimbus, but know.-
ing the names of the clouds does not bring
in the sunlight.

In true ministry the light proves its own
presence. The hearersfeel it, confess it,judge
themselves in it and by it, and rise therebyin
their hearts to Christ. *Whatl" says the
hearer, ‘‘have I beenliving thus long in this
dead state, have I been calling good evil, and
evil good ? have I been all this while occupied
withmyself and this present age # What, has
my spirituality been this outward religion,
these forms, these questnons? Alas! I ave
been a mint and rue, an anise and cumin
Pharisee instead of a real, true, honest fol-
lower of the Lord.” And then with humble-
ness and faith he comes to the Lord, who
abundantly pardons. The state of self-judg-
ment is produced by the word, through the
Spirit, and Christ occupies the heart.
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The Chariots and the Horsemen overthrown
in the Sea.
’I‘HE Lord had said to Pharaoh, ¢ Let My
people go, that they mayserveNe" ; and
Pharaoh had answered by stubborn refusal.
The Lordhadalsosaid, ““Israel isMyson, even
My firstborn ; and I say unto thee, let Ny
son go, that he may serve Me: and if thou
refuse to let him go, behold I will slay thy
son, even thy firstborn.” But Pharaoh’sheart
was hardened ; and atlength the destroyer
went forth from Jehovah,and Hisangelsmote
the firstborn of Egypt, of Pharaoh, and of all
his people. And on that self-same night,
asthe terror-stricken Egyptians were wailing
over their dead, and as their great cry arose,
God brought Israel out of the land of Egypt
and their hour of bondage.

The people of Israel left Egypt,avast com-
pany of men and women and little children,
with cattle and possessions, They went out
in haste; but the haste of such a company
must have been very slow compared with that
of the flight of a few persons. Order pre-

vailed in the host, and they brought up and

encamped together on the edgeof the wilder-
ness in Etham.

How long they were in Etham we cannot
tell, but we know theLord went before them

by day in a pillar of cloud, to lead them by |

theway; and bynightin a plllarof fire,to give
them light: ‘“to go byday and mght" (Ex.
xiii. 21.) That *‘ fiery, cloudy pillar” was
wonderful indeed, but more marvellous the
fact That the Lord was in it. e was there to

preteciand to lead them, hencenot onesingle

step theytook when following thatcloud could
possibly lead them astray.

After they had left Etham the people were
bidden by the Lord to turn and encamp by
the Red Sea. Theirencampment, it is sup-
posed, was between hills : they were shut in
the wilderness, with the sea in front of them.

While they were there, the Egyptians be-
gan to say, ‘* Why have we let Israel go from

serving us?” The terror at the death of their
firstborn sons passed from their hearts, the re-
membrance of the plagues which had fallen
on them was forgotten, the might and anger
of Jehovah no longer caused themtotremble
—*the heart of Pharaoh and his servants
was turned againstthe people.” ‘“The enemy
said, I will pursue, I will overtake, I will di-
vide the spoil: my lust shall be satisfied upon
them ; I will draw my sword, my hand shall
destroy (or re-possess) them.” (Ch. xv. 9.)

Pharaoh made ready his chariot, and took.
six hundred chosen chariots, and all the cha-
riots of Egypt, and captains over everyone of
them, and his horsemen—a great, swift army
—and away hewent toslay and to bring back
Israel, to drag the people outofthehand and
from under the protection of the living God.

The trial of our faith is exceeding pre-
cious, and God allows us oftentimes to be
hedged in by dangers out of which we can
see no way of escape, unless e pleases to
makethe way. Atsuch moments confidence
in God is ourresource. God is faithful, and
what He has promised* He will perform. Do
not t¥y to measure your trials, dear young
friends, by your own power, but seek to trust
in God who loves to deliver.

The peopleof Isracl did not know what the
Lord had told Moses, and they were notaware
how swiftly the army of their old master was
sweeping on towards their camp. Nor did
Israel know that Jehovah would be honoured
upon that army. Ve read, the Lord made
known His ways unto Moses, His acts unto
the children of Israel. Over and over again
Moses was in the Lord’s secret, and knew
what would be done, while the people of
Israel were in despair because of their trials
and difliculties. Faith rests in God—unbelief
despairs because of difficulties.

Presently, however, the dust of the ap-
proaching army became visible. The chil-
dren of Israel lifted up their eyes, and, filled
with terror, they cried unto the Lord. They
also said to Moses, ** Were there no graves for
us in Egypt?” Lgypt was and is a land of
graves. LEven now its opened graves teach
us its history and its wonders. The mummy-
cases of tho ancestors of the Egyptians and
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even of animals filled the rocky sides of their
river,and mummy-cases were presentat their
feasts. ‘It had been better,” murmured the
pcople, “‘to serve the Egyptiansthan todiein
thewilderness.” But the Lord God had not
brought His people out of bondage in order
to let them be slain or enslaved again by their
old master; and Flewas about to deliver.

‘“ Fear ye not, stand still and see the sal-
vation of the Lord,” said Moses; then at
Jehovah’sbidding, Moseslifteduphisrodand
stretched it out over the sea, whichdivided
athisword. God knows how to protect those
who trustin Him. Unbelief might have said,
‘““How can we get across the sea before
Pharaoh reaches us? He is galloping to us
at terrific speed.” God is not in haste, and
those who trust Him can * stand still”” at the
moment of intense distress.

God is a wonder-working God; His re-
sources cannot be exhausted. He would not
let Pharaoh’s host touch the least child of the
peopleofIsrael. And Godhasnumberedthe
very hairs of our heads, and will not allow
Satan t6 hurt one of His people. The Lord
removed His cloud and stood between the
Israelites and the Egyptians. He turned the
darkness of the cloud towards the camp of
the Egyptians, so that they could not find
where the camp of Israel was; and He turned

the bright light of the cloud across the sea :

where the people were to go and gave them
light in the night.

Thisis God’s way for those who trust Him
still, not that He now gives a light to shine
upon our path,which our natural eyescan see,
but no less He gives a light for our souls, and
preserves us from our enemies. Be still, and
trust Him. When danger comes, when Satan
tries and threatens, when you are tempted
to try to save yourself, remember the words,
‘*“ Tear ye not, stand still, and see the salva-
tion of the Lord.”

The patnway ol Israel wasa wondrous one
indeed. The strong east wind drove back the
sea before it, and on eitherside of the people
of Israel were walls of water. The waters
were piled up on the right hand and on the
left: “the depths were congealed in the
heart of the sea.” (Ch. xv. 8.) What a sight

it must have been that night! The dark sky
overhead, the multitudes of people hasten-
ing along with their children and their cat-
tle on the dry bed of the sea, and the crystal
walls, shining in the splendour of the fiery
pillar, on either side of them.

The Lord made the way (or His people,
and lighted up their every step; in His light
on they went, till the last of them reached
the further shore. Not one was left behind,
not the least among the children.

Asthe night wore on, the army of Pharaoh
found out where thecamp of Israclhad been,
for the pillar of cloud which followed at the

rear of the people, moved after them. Then

on, on drove the Egyptian chariots; they
thundered along over the spot where Israel’s
camp had been,and down to the seain battle
array—all Pharaoh’s horses, his chariots and
his horsemen—and then right into the path-
way Jehovah had made.

Our picture gives a faithful representation
of the rush of their chariots, as is gathered
from the ancient pictures still remaining in

Lgypt. :

The dawn was nearly breaking, the morn-
ing watch had come; the army of the enemy
was in the crystal pathway; when Jehovah
looked through the dark cloud upon Pharaoh
and his host. Then terror seized them; they
discovered where they were. They saw the
Jehovah they had despised. IIetookofftheir
chariot wheels, sothat they went heavily,and
the army of Pharaoh turned to flee with the
cry, *“The Lord fighteth for them against the
LEgyptians.”

The Lord’s time had now come. It was
morning, Israel wasinsafetyacrossthewaters,
the army of Pharaoh in the midst of the sea?
‘Stretch out thine hand over the sea,” said
the Lord to Moses, and at his word those
solid walls of crystal gave way; the mass of
waters returncd to their strength, and crush-
ing down, swept into destruction Pharaoh’s
chosen captains and his swift army.

“Tue Lord isaman of war: the Lord is His
name. Pharaoh's chariots and his host hath
He cast into the sea: his chosen captains
also are drowned in the Red Sea.”
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‘ﬂL CHILDRENS |

Twice & Prisoner—Twice set Free.
T WICE have I been a prisoner; but theim-
prisonmentof which [ shall first speak
was a very brief one.

One morning I had gone with my sister to
the Sunday-school, where she, having placed
me among the infant scholars, went on to
her own class. When lessons were over the
infants left their own class-room tomarchtwo
and two out of school. Being a new comer
I was the last of all, and before I could get

out, one little urchin mischievously slammed
the door in my face, so I was left behind,
shut in alone. Istood and cried, but no one
heard me, no one came to liberate me. After
atime, however, I managed to open the door
which led into the larger school, only to find,
to my dismay, that I was still a prisoner, for
the outer door was locked. IFull of grief, I
wandered about, upstairsanddown; butevery
room was vacant, and, not knowing what to
do, I sat down upon the staircase, where I
could look out of the window into the street.

Presently a man came towards the win-
dow. [le exclaimed,*‘Ilowever came you in
there?”

“They locked me in,” replied I, gloomily.
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«Well, I will try and get a key, and let you
out,” said he; and he went away.

He, I am sure, would have been only too
pleased to set me free, but he could not—he
had no key.

Some considerable time afterwards, as a
lady and gentleman were passing the school,
they noticed the little prisoner. The ladyat
once produced a key, opened the door, and
set me free, to my own great joy, and to the
relief of mysister who had already anxiously
begun to search for her lost little brother.

ButImust hastenontospeakofanotherim-
prisonment, which lasted several long years.

In spite of repeated warnings, I had been
foolish enough to listen to one whose word
can never be trusted. [ wanted to have my
own way—to do as I pleased, and he knew
this, and with fair promises enticed me to
do as he bade me, until, before I was aware,
I was caught in his toils as a bird is caught
in a snare.. I then found, to my cost, that I
had placed confidence in one whc is a liar,
a deceiver, and the hardest of masters. I was
a prisoner, led captive by Satan, at his will.

While I was yet in the bondage of sin and
death, a gentleman came to me, to ask if I
would attend a confirmation ciass ; several of
my companions were coming, would I also
come ?

‘“No,” I replied; and when pressed fora
reason, 1l said, “ When I am a christian I will
profess to be one, and not before. Iam not
going toadd to mysins.” Those who heard
my answer did not know how my heart ached
as I uttered those words, or how at that mo-
nmen I realized something of what it is to be
a sinner, far off from God.

With the kindest of motives this gentle-
man tried to persuade me to ‘‘ make a profes-
sion of religion,” and my continued refusals
appeared to grieve him. Had he pointed me
to Jesus as the sinner’s only refuge—had he
told me of the blood that cleanseth from all
sins—it may be that the Lord would have
used his words as a means of blessing to my
soul—that there and then the truth would
have made me free. But while he spake only
of ‘ religion,” and told me not of Him who

died to deliver those *‘who, through fear|

of death, were all their lifetime subject to
bondage,” his kind words did me no real
good. Like the man who had no key, this
gentleman could not help me, and he leflt me
still beneath the power of darkness.

Some months afterwards another friend
addressed himself to me, but, instead of ask-
ing me to make a profession of religion, he
simply told me of Jesus, and of God’s great
salvation.

Then I began to entreat the Lord to bring
my soul out of prison, and He heard my cry,
and delivered my soul.

I am no longer Satan’s prisoner: I now
rejoice in the liberty wherewith Christ hath
made me free.

Does any reader long for deliverance from
the bondage of sin and death ? Think not
to obtain it merely by making a profession
of religion, but rather ‘‘ seek ye the Lord
while He may be found : call ye upon Him
while He is near.” He can and will deliver
you; and if the Son shall make you free, ye
shall be free indeed. AL

WHO IS FESUS:?
A LITTLE girl, on coming from the Sunday
school, found a friend of her parents. Assoon
as Ellen entered the room, looking at the
books which she held in her hand, he said,
“ Pray where have you been ?”

“I have beentothe Sundayschool,” replied

| little Ellen, brightly; ¢ and it is such a nice
one."” *“To the Sunday school indeed,” said
| the visitor; ‘‘and pray what do you go there
for?"
“ Do not you know "’ said Ellen. “\Vhy,
| to hear about Jesus.”

‘“ Do you want to hear about Jesus "’ again
he asked.

““Yes, indeed I do.”

“ Then pray tell me, who is Jesus 7"

“Well,” said the little girl, I will tell you.
He is from everlasting to everlasting.”

The visitor did not ask anymore questions.
He saw that a little child knew and under-
stood things of which he himself was ig-
norant.

I trust that many of our young friends, like
little Ellen, know something in their hearts
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whotheLord Jesusis,and thattheysee beauty
in Hisname. Hisname isabove every name,
and to Himevery knee shall bow, whetherin
this world or when it will be too late to find
in Him a Friend. Little children, come to
Jesus now, fortheWordof God says, ‘‘ Those
that seek Me early shall find Me.” (Pro.
viii. 17.) B.

WYCLIFFE'S BIBLE AND THE
LOLLARDS.

BELIEVE that in the end the truth will
conquer.”—Thus wrote Wycliffe, in full
assurance of faith that God, who had allowed
him to be the means of giving the peopleof
England His word in their own common
cvery-day speech, would not suffer the light
He had kindled to be quenched by all the
effortsofthepowers of darkness to extinguish
it. AndGod did keep this light of truth burn-
ing, to be the joy and strength of theirsoulsto
many in secret places throughthelong, sor-
row(ul years which followed the death of
Wiyecliffe, until, as we shall see, the time came
whenmen daredopenly toread His word, and
to speak of salvation through Christ alone,
no man makingthemafraid. Sad years they
were indeed ; times when terrible civil wars
rentthe country,andmany a fairEnglish field
was red with Englishblood; when there was
greatdearthin theland, forthe menwho were
Jeftalivealter thetwar and the pestilencewere
too few to till it, \While sadder than all was
the hard bondage in which the people were
held by those who professed to bealone able
toteach them the truths of God—that truth
which makes free the soul which receives it.
Hereandthere, in thehistoryof thesetimes

of trouble, we come upon some brief record,

some story of faithfulness unto death, which.

shows us thatthough thevoicesofthe “poor
priests”’—who, in Wycliffe's days had gone
through the length and breadth of the land
publishing the glad tidings of peace—were
soon hushed, their words had alrcady taken
root, decp in the heartsofthe people.
Scarcely had Wyclife died before a cruel
law had been made, forbidding anyone to
osscss, or even to read, one of his English
ibles. Nevertheless, numbers of the pre-

cious books were carefully hidden away, and
stealthily read at midnight, though those
who attended at these secret readings well
knew therisk they ran.

That you may in some degree realise how
great that risk was, I will tell you the story
of some poor people, shoemakers by trade,
living at Coventry, who desired to bring up
their children in the fear of God. It would
be of no use for them to attempttoinstruct
them out of the Latin Bible, which theydid
notthemselvesunderstand; the English Bible
was a forbidden book to the common people.
What were they to do? God gave them grace
to act rightly in this matter, and delivered
them from the fear of man. By degrees it
became known that thesesimple people had
access by some means to certain portionsof
the Scriptures in English, and that they were
teachingtheirlittle children to read the word
of God in theirownlanguage. The parents
were first seized, and the poor, frightened
little ones were then examined, that it might
be known what heresiestheyhad beentaught.
When they confessed that they had learned
theLord'sprayerand the ten commandments

inEnglish, they were threatened with punish.

ment, but let go. A fewweeks later, all the
fathers, and one' of the mothers—in whose
sleeve a few leaves containing part of one of
the gospels in English had been found—were
burned at Coventry, in sight of all men, that
others might learn by theirexamplehowdan-
gerous a thing it was to touch a book which
the church had forbidden.

Again we read of a man being brought to
trial for having purchased an Lnglish ‘New
Testament—theprice he paid foritwas equal
to nearly £ 50 of our money—and having not
only read it himself, but taught others to
readit.

By these means the Holy Scripture was
‘““becoming a vulgarthing,” the great church-
mensaid. * Thisreading ofthe word of God
by the common people must be put down,
cost what it might"—and it cost the lives of
many, yet it was not put down.

Thelaw‘‘concermningthe burningofa here-
tic” gave the bishops powerto try people who
wereonlysuspectedofheresy,and, ifthey were
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found guilty, they were givento the charge of
the mayor of their town, who was obliged to

have them publicly burned. -Still a heretic.

had one chanceallowed him ; if he would re-
cant, that is,give up his heresy, he might save
himself. It was by this means thata trades-
man, called *“Doctor” Man, from his know-
ledge of the Scriptures, did save hislife. But
God did not allow Satan to have his way with
His poor, weak, tempted child. Fear of the

fire had wrung the recantation from him, but

he knew no rest until he was sure that the
Lord, who forgave the disciples when they,
in the hour of peril, forsook Him and fled,
and who said to Simon Peter after he had
denied Him, “ Lovest thou Me?” had for-
given him, and:-would allow him to follow
Him once more.

Man, leaving Oxford, travelled through
the eastern parts of England, working with
his own hands, as Wycliffe’s gospellers had
done, while he preached to the people where-
ever he went. By-and-by he became bold
enoughtopreachinlonelyplacesin theneigh-
bourhood of London, and many«~hundreds
were converted by his means. He was again
arrested, and permitted to die, for the sake of
Christ, the death from fear of which he had
once denied His name.

The followers of Wycliffe were called Lol-
lards by those who counted them idle bab-
blers. . This name became of such wideappli-
cation, that a man who could read his own
native language was in danger of being sus-
pected as a Lollard, and banished from his
home. But not all the Lollards were men
whose only wish was to be allowed to yorship
God in truth,to read His word forthemselves,
and to make it known to others. Many, in
their warfare for the truth, mixed themselves
in worldly affairs, and spent theirstrength in
speaking and writing fiercely against the
wealth and splendour of the higher clergy.
By these means they became more and more
hated by those in authority, and brought the
truth which they fought for into disrepute.
Still there is no doubt that through the Lol-
lards, by God's grace, a faith in the authority
of the Bible as His word was kept alive up to
the timeof the Reformation, which, you know

began in England in the days of our King
Henry the Eighth.

One of the saddest things we read in the
history of these times is that, about fi{ty years
after the death of \Vycliffe, the one belief of
the time was sorcery and magic. So low had
our countrymen fallen, and so true is it that
thosewhowillnot believe God’s truth, find no
difficulty in receiving the devil'slie. But God
was preparing the way for the better know-
ledge of His word, and the wider circulation
of it, through the invention of printing, and
what has been called. the revival of the old
learning.

There still exists in a libraryat Cambridge
a copy of a curious book. It is called the
Poor Man’s Bible, and was probably printed
in Holland. If you ever have an opportunity
of seeing this, or any other copy of this rare
volume, I am sure, though you may think:
the pictures very rough and ugly, and the
Latin sentences difficult to read, you will look
at it with interest when you remember that
it was such a book as this which probably
gave people the first notion that it was pos-
sible to print books ; it was in fact a rude
attempt at printing. Scenes, taken partly
from the lives of the saints—foolish and often
harm/(ul stories they were—partly from the
life of our Lord, and from the Old Testa-
ment histories, were cut upon wooden blocks,
from which the pictures were to be engraved,
and underneath the scripture pictures were
sentences from the Latin Bible, cut into the
wood, to be engraved in like manner.

This old picture-book probably [ound its
way over to England at the time when Wy-
cliffe’s Bibles, wherever they could be found,
were beingdestroyed, and even by this means
no doubt the word of God reached the homes
of the wealthier classes. A Poor Man's Bible,
in truth| such a book never could have been,
for it must have been almost as costly as
a book. written by hand upon parchment.
It was soon seen, that if a few senténces
cut at the foot of a picture, upon a wooden
block, could be engraved, a whole page
of writing might be engraved. This was
soon done, and block pagesand books were
made. C.’P.
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WORKS OF LOVE.

o E‘\'EN a child is known by his doings.”

(Prov. xx. 11.) Our Lord said, “* Ye
shallknowthem bytheirfruits’ (Matt. vii. 16),
andthereare young as well as old trecs, dear
young friends. in our Master's garden. And
now-a-days, through His grace, there are
very many young trees of His own planting
to be found, and all of these Jesus would
have fruitful. And He says your *¢ fruit shall
remain’ (John xv. 16), and all such fruit
shall be found by-and-by in heaven.

what his or her parent may require, where
another will only see what self wants. One
child will find his happiness in making others
happy, where another seeks happiness in
seeking pleasure simply for himsell or her-
self.

Our Lord has left us an example that we
should follow in I1is steps. Ile says to Ilis
disciples, *‘ Iollow Me.” A true christianis
more or less like Christ. Selfishness is not
Christ-like. Thoughtlessness and selfishness

are brothers, and disagreeable companions

How many happy let-
ters have we received
lately from our dear
young [riends, telling
us they are the Lord's!
Now we desirenot only
your happiness, but also
that you shall bring
forth fruit forthe Lord's
pleasure.

The Lord will not for-
get even a cup of cold
watergiven to a disciple
in His name; He will
not overlook any true
kindness of any of His
people. Thelovingacts
of little children who
love Jesus will be had in
recmembrance for ever.

God and angels and
men watch us. Your
parentsandyourschool-

S -
o
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they are.

“If William were
really a believer in the
Lord Jesus Christ he
would not act as he
does,” is a sorrowful
sentence about a boy
we hope is a christian.
But men do not gather
grapes of thorns, or
figs of thistles, and
‘“even a child is known
by his doings.”

I never knew a chris-
tian boy or girl to be
happy who was wilful or
sclfish. God would not
let His child be happy
so long as the child
was disobedient, while
He fills the hearts of
His obedient children
with true happiness.

fellows, or your nurse,
and the servants in the house, watch you
who say you love the Lord Jesus. ‘“Even
a child is known by his doings,"” and the
small things of daily life express what you
are. It is not the things a child says, but
the things he does, which prove what heis.

You know well enough which are apple trees |

in your father’s garden, because of the fruit
which the trees bear.
Industrious love for others is [ruit of a

very sweet kind. By nature weall are selfish, |

but the love of Christ in the heart makes the
christian happy in serving others. A heart
of love givesaquick eye. One child will sce

You, dear young
fricnds..who arc the Lord’s, wigh to please
' Him. Well, this is just what the hard work
of christian lif¢is. You need to pray for
strength, and then to have faith that He will
give the strength for which we pray. The
Lord will strengthen a young boy or girl to
please Him, just as He strengthens older
people who are His. And when a young
christian goes to Him, and seeks for grace
to live to His praise, the little things he
does day by day, and the way he does them,
will prove that Christ is strengthening him.
' And we may thus happily say, ** Even a child
is known by his doings."




FAITHEFUL WORDS

For O and oung.

4
\

N
¥

) >

-

- -

-
.‘
N
r’!
,

TRV

RiCPia \ ]
! 3"‘ J"‘\Wﬁ 1S
tl‘- Ny ‘

. .“ 1/l ‘ 3;- ‘."l "
R A s ) AR

i

TUHE TAP-ROOT.




Farturur, WORDS.

18
THE TAP-ROOT.
A FEW autumns since, I was staying at a
friend’s house, which had a fruitful gar-
den attached to it. This plot of ground,
bearing its wealthy supplyof vegetables and
different fruits, was the pride of the faithful
servant, my friend’s gardener. The man was
one of the old-fashioned type of servants who
loved his master and his master’s work.

At the close of my visit, I went into the
garden to bid the man good-bye.

“ Before you leave, sir,” said he, ‘“you
must come and see my master’s pear-tree.”

““Whatis there special about it 2"’ I asked,
as we stood together on the gravelled walk
in front of a young pyramid tree, rich in
noble pears.

““Why, sir,” the gardener said, in a most
interested tone. while his eye kindled with
delight, “ this tree has never borne before,
and last autumn the master said, { Come, B.,
we must have that tree down,’ but I saxd ;
‘ Let me have one more try with it, and then
if.it bears no fruit—’ and now seewhata fine
tree it is; why, there are no.pears in all the
garden such as these,” and he handled one’of
them with that appreciative fondness which
is peculiar to gardeners.

As poor B. spoke, my heart was moved; I

listened to‘cach word eagerly hut it was not i

his interest in the. tree that interested me,
but hlmself—hls soul, hlS undymg soul, for
like the pear-tree. barren Jin his christian
master's garden, B. had borne no fruit for
God.

“Well, B.,” said I, ‘“and what did youdo
to bring about this wonderfu! change ?”

“ Ah! wonderful change, sir, indeed it is,”
he went on, still handling the tree; ‘my
master wquld not part with his pear-tree
now.’

“ But what did you.do?"”

“The tap-root, the tap-root.”

“ Yes, but what did youdo?”

“ Wh) got under theroot, dug right under
the tree, and cut the tap-root. "

“Then I suppose all its strength had gone
into the earth ?”

“Yes,” he faid, “ that is just how it was.
So I lifted it nght up and cut the tap-root.”

“B.,” said I, *I came into the garden to
hear this story, not forthu tree's sake, I am
sure, but for yours.,” He looked at me very
strangely, wondering what I meant. ‘‘ You
are like that tree when it bore no fruit ; all
your life goes into the earth. You are still
unsaved—no fruit for God, all for this world.
Your tap-root hasnotbeen cut. I havebeen
lifted out of the earth by trial and sorrow, as
you know,’” and when I said this B.’s kindly
face betokened true sympathy. ¢ You are
still fixed in the world. If you continue as
you are, God will say of you, ‘Cat him down;
he bears no fruit.’” Must it be that you will
still hold outtill some dreadful sorrowcomes,
or will you die as you are, and perish ?

So we parted; but B. is still, I fear, un-
saved. How is it with you, dear reader? If
you have reached middle age, you have
Jearned to suffer. Oh! live not for thisworld:
come to Christ; seek His salvation. God is
merciful; He will be merciful to you a sinner.
TeéllitHim what 2 sinner you are. He will
save you, and being saved, seek to bear fruit
for God. _

TO-MORROW !
“«“ AND Moses said unto Pharaoh, Glory over
‘me : when shall I intreat for thee, and!for
thy sefvants, and for thy people, to destroy
he frogs from thee and thy houses, that they
may remain in the river only? And hesaid,
To-yorrow.” (Ex. viii. 9, 10.)

‘“ Boast not thyself of To-MORROW ; for
thou knowest not what a day may bring
forth.”  (Prov. xxvii. 1 :)

““ Come ye, say they, I wil] fetch wine, and
we will'fill ourselves with strong drink; and
TO-MORROW shall be as this day, and much
more abundant.” (Isa. Ivi. 12.)

t * Let us eat and drink; for T0-MORROW
we shall die.” (Isa. xxii. 13.)

‘* Go to now, ye that say, To-day or ‘To-
MORROW "we will go into such a.city, and
continue there a year, and buy and sell, and
get gain: whereas ye know not what shall be
on the morrow.” (Jas.iv. 13,14.)

““Behold, now is the accepted time ;

Behold, xow 1S THE DAY OF SALVATION.”

(2 Cor. vi. 2.)
J.IL )—a.
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GOING ON WITH GOD.
THERE are two prominent objects of the
blessed rinistry of the Spirit through the
apostle Paul; one, the leading of the saints
to the knowledgeofall that is theirs in Christ,
the other, the maintaining of them in that

position; the latter being that which prin- |

cipally characterises his ministry.

Energy, and enjoyment'resulting from the
first reception of the truth, usually mark the
young believer; but as.he go€s on and sees
failure around, or seces that truth travestied,
he is likely to' become weary and discou-
raged. \We read of those whose hlstory is
given in Hebrews xi.: “These all died. in

faith”—they went on to the end. Abraham,-

the father of the. faithful, had no possession
but a grave in the land of promise; but thcre
was no discouragement in him. Let us' 'not

forget that it is also written of them, * They |

mighthavehad opportunitytohave returned.”

It has been well said, *“ A stone left upon
the ground, sinks into 'it” We cannot re-
main stationary; we go back if we do not
go on.

We neced these kindlings of love, we need
to have our hearts occupied with Christ in
glory, to have the hopes which are before us
as realities to our souls, or we shall grow
weary and sink into the earlh Be——x.

LEADING AND DRIVING.
Yovu cannot drive a child of God to holiness
ﬁnd heavenly-mindedness, but you can lead
im.

God calls His people His flock. “‘Feed
the flock of God,” says His word. ' Now we
may learn a useful lesson from TFsau and
Jacob. The former was asoldier, thelatter a
shepherd. \Vhen Esau proposed to attach
his men of war to the flocks and the little
ones, Jacob said, ‘‘ The children are tender,
and the flocks and herds with young are with
me, and i men should overdrivelhem onedayall
the flock will die.” (Gen. xxxiii. 13.) Jacob
knew the feeble strength of his flocks and his
children.

Oh, ye men of war, your swords are not
shepherds’ crooks. Beware, lest by overdriv-
ing the flock shall die.

THE LOAD GONE.
SOME little time ago, in a small hamlet,
many dear souls were, through God’s
blessing upon the word, brought to a know-
ledge of the Lord jesus Christ as a Saviour
from the guilt and power of sin.

Amongst the number was a fine-looking
young man, who had previously led an out-
wardlyprofanelife. Theword, whichis “quick
and powerful, sharper than any two-edged
sword, piercing even to the dividing asunder
of soul and spirit, and of the joints and
marrow” (Heb. iv..12), by the Holy Spirit’s
work, went right home to his heart, the deep
sense of his sins weighing him down ‘heavily.

Speaking to one of his:fellow- workmen
about’ him, the next day, I said, " Do you
think Thomas has found peace in’ believing
yet?" '

““No,” he replied; “buthehasbeenwishing
all day it was meecting time.” -

That night the subject of the address was,
“Peace made (Col.i.20); sin put away (Heb.
ix.26); truereconciliation” (z Cor.v. 18, 19).
At theclose of the address, some one sald to
me, ‘“ Thomas wishes to see you in his own
house he would rather speak o you there.”
Sol followed him into his house, and then
said, “Youhavenotfound Christyet, Thomas,
I fear?”

“No, I have not,” said he.

“ Do you believe that He put away sin by
the sacrifice of Himself?"

“ Yes, I see that, but I am no better.”

- Itwas apparent that, unless God the Holy
Spirit opened his heart, my words would be
of no avail ; so I said, ‘* Let us kneel before
God in prayer, and ask Him to show us the
hindrance, and to remove it.”

We knelt in prayer, and, after rising (rom
ourknees, I asked, ¢ What is it that keeps you
from Christ, Thomas?"

“It is my sins,” he said.

‘“ Have you confessed yourself a sinner
before God ? ”* I asked.

“I have,"” he re;)hed

Then I said, “ You don't believe that God
has forgiven you? "

‘“‘No; I am not forgiven.”

“ Listen,” I said ; ** *If wecon(less oursins,
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Ho is faithful and just to forgive us our sins,
and to cleanse us %rom all unrighteousness.'
(1 Johni.q.) ‘If thou shaltconfess with thy
mouth the Lord Jesus, and shalt believe in
thine heart that God hath raised Him from
the dcad, thou shalt be saved." (Rom.x.g.)
Is God faithful ?”

“Yes,” he replied.

“Is He just in pardoning the believing
sinner? "

“Yes,” he answered again.

“If we truly confessed our sins before
Him and believed in the Lord Jesus Christ,
and He did not fulfil His word, would He be
faithful ?"

**No,” said he.

“Or, if He did not pardon, would He be
just?”

1] No.’.

"“God is _faitiful—God is just, and, if you
have /ruly confessed your sins before Him,
has He not pardoned you?”

“Idon’t feel thatI am pardoned,” he said.

“It is not a question of believing your
feclings at all, but of believing what God
says. If you believe your feelings instead of
God, you are trusting in yourself, and making
Him a liar. I shall mark a passage for you
to read.”

He gave me his Bible. I marked these
words: ‘‘ He that believeth on the Son of God
hath the witness in himself: he that belicveth
not God hath made Him a liar; because he
believeta not the record that . . . . God hath
given to us eternal life, and this lifeisin His
Son. Hethat hath the Son hath life; and he
that hath not the Son of God hath not life.”
5 ! {ohn v.10-12.) ““ Will you read that care-

ully?” I asked.

\Whilst he read, I lifted up my heart in
Erayer for him. He read it, and closcd the

ook. I said, ‘“Is that true? "

“Yes, it is.”

“You believe it, do you?"

“I do,” he rcplied, with emphasis.

““Then you are saved ? "

‘*“Thank God, 1 am,” he replied.

The load was gone from his heart. I saw
a change pass over his countenance; it was
the dawn of a ncw life; the look of wretched-

ness fled, and a bright, but tearful smile took
its place.

We knelt before the Lord to praise Him
for His grace, and, as we rose, he accom-
panied me to the next house, where was his
wife, who was also seeking salvation, to tell
her and his friends he had found Christ.

Immediately his wife broke out in praising
God: ““Oh,Lord, I thankthee for saving my
dear husband. I praise Thee.” That night
she also found rest in Christ.

The change in Thomas was deep and real.
Sometimeafterhisconversion hesaid,*I want
to be an out-and-out christian,” He got rid
of the dog which had been his companion
in his poaching expeditions, and left his old
companions and former friends.

I trust my rcader who is a believer in the
Lord Jesus Christ is also ambitious to be an
‘“‘out-and-out christian.” Listen to the voice
of the Holy Spirit. ‘ What fellowship hath
righteousness with unrighteousness? and
what communion hath light with darkness ?
And what concord hath Christ with Belial ?
or what part hath he that believeth with an
infidel ? (z Cor. vi. 14, 15.)

Is my dear reader still unsaved ? Read
humblythe Scriptures which were usedof the
Lord to Thomas D.,not trusting in the words
only, but in the Christ they reveal—in the
life they offer from God—in the way of sal-
vation they make known. Then, too, you
shall prove that the “gift of God is eternal life
through Jesus Christ our Lord.” (1}0;}1. Jvi. 23.)

. . J—/™0G.

ON THE PINNACLE.

SATAN likes to get God’s saints on a pin-

nacle. Itisadangerous place fora mortal
man to occupy. Few stay there long. Falls
frequentlyfollow beingon high elevations. If
wenced gracc fortrials, we need a double sup-
ply for prosperity. Who does not like pros-
perity 7 But how fcw can bear it. Yet what
we all like naturally is our greatest danger
spiritually. Itis not cvery saint of God who,
being on a pinnacle, straightway gocs on his
knees and takes the place of dependence on
God. The spiritof prayer is the only security
in the day of prosperity.
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Satan, inthe temptation, took ourLord into
the holy city, and set Him on a pinnacle of
the temple, and, when there, quoted Scrip-
ture to Him, and bade Him cast Himself
(rom oft that edge, in order to see how true
the Scripture was, But Jesus said unto him,
“ It is written again, Thou shalt not tempt
the Lord thy God.”

Whether our Lord, being hungry, was
tempted to leave the path of dependence by
the exercise of His own power to satisfy His
hunger; orwhether,beingon thepinnacle,He
was tempted—and by misapplied Scripture,
too—toleave the pathof dependence by cast-
ing Himself down in order to test God's
power, He was perfect in dependence. In
Him we see the perfect Man absolute in His
obedience to the Scriptures.

Satan knows how to bring misapplied
Scripture to the saint who is on a pinnacle.

And it is frequently the case that God’s'

people, when elevated spiritually, accept
misapplied Scripture. \We met with one not
long since who was assured of salvation and
enjoyed peace before God. Such was the joy
of this grace that that soul got ona pinnacle,
oulside the temple, and began to say, ** I live
without sinning.” Sometimes the very fact of
God, in His sovereign grace, blessing the
work of one of His servants will set that ser-
vant on a pinnacle. The truth is, the believer
needs God at all times, but nevermore deeply
than when he is in prosperity, and especially
in spiritual prosperity.

GOD'S GLORY.

THE prime, the great purpose of God, both
in creation and redemption, is the manifest-
ation of Himself, or, in other words,. the
glory of His own Name. Glory is the bright
display of the perfections of God; the making
anything appear to be that which it really s in
its own transcendent excellency. Thus Jesus
glorificd the Father, that is, Ile, in His own
Person and work, made the glorious and
blessed God to appear, or manifested God
to be the Being He is. Soit is said of the Son,
that He was the drightness of God's glory.—
Lxlract.

ALONE, AND NOT ALONE,
FRIENDS surrounded a dying couch; lov-

ing hearts and willing hands, anxious to
anticipate every desire and minister to every
need, were there. Only yesterdayits occupant
was in health and strength, to-day she is
brought face to face with eternity—efernity.

Death with his hand has laid her low,
and go she must. It were vain to plead that
she did not invite, expect, or prepare for him.
He is remorseless and relentless ; the death
dews gather upon the brow of his unhappy
victim; a film spreadsoverheroncecleareyes,
and fixedly but mutely she gazes upward.

Alarmed, her friends send for a servant of
God. The hour is late, but the message is
urgent—a soul passing into eternity without
God and without hope. Soon he enters the
chamber of death, and gazes upon the trou-
bled countenanceof one whom but a few brief
hours ago he had met in the streets, but whois
novw rapidly passing away from this scene for
ever. The word of God is read, scripture after
scripture is quoted, telling of God’s grace and
love, but no sign nor sound indicates that
death’s victim hears the words of life; and
silently and sadly her immortal spirit passes
away into a region where nothing remains
but judgment for those who, like her, had
“neglected so great salvation.”

Alone! no Saviour's hand to guide, no
Saviour's heart to trust. What can be more
sadly solemn than to leave a circle of loving
eartf;ly friends, and to pass into another
circle without a single friend, a place where
all are hateful and hate one another, where
the worm dieth not, and the fire is not
quenched ?

Let us leave thisscene, wherea soul is pass-
ing, a lonely stranger, from a loved family
circle into a friendless eternity. Follow me,
my reader, to a convalescent home in con-
nection with B—— Hospital.

A poor sufferer had left the hospital, so far
recovered that he could be safely transferred
to the convalescent home, and at last he
secmed so much better that the day was fixed
for him to return home to his friends. Before
leaving the home heasked,and obtained, per-
mission to walk through the grounds once
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more. A keen, cutting wind was blowing,and
as he came indoors, just before starting for
his home, a vinlent attack laid him low, and
in a few brief hours he, too, stood on the
borderland of eternity—eferuity.

One of the nurses supported him during
the short death struggle, till at last he fell
back into her armsmotionless; anothernurse
ran forward, and in a touching tone ex-
claimed—

“Poor fellow! what a sad thing,dying here
all alone, without a friend near-him.”

The apparently dead man opened his lips,
and slowly and sweetly the words fell from
them—

“Not alone; Jesusis with me!” and im-
mediately hisspirit passed away{romafriend-
less scene into one where is the “Friend that
sticketh closer than a brother.”

Reader, are you living without Christ and
without hope in the world ? Ifso, remember
that to live without Christ is, in most cases,
to die without Him, and then an endless
eternity in the lake of fire. 1 beseech you to
consider your ways, your end, your prospects,
and turn to Christ at once; there you will
find that if left alone in this world, in the
midst of sorrow, suffering—yea, death itsell,
you will find your home in the presence of
one who will never leave you nor forsake you,
and at all times you will be able to say, ““1
am not alone; Jesus is with me.” H. N.

THAT WHICH ADBIDES.

I Tiswelitomeditateonthe things which will
endure. \We live in a world which passes
away, and we ourselves are passing out of the
world ; moreover, much that we do daily is
but for the moment, and has no enduring
character. But, as christians, let us for a
moment meditate on that which will last in
the work that, as christians, we do on earth.
It is written, ““ The word of the Lord en-
dureth for ever” (1 Pet. i. 25), and ‘‘lle that
doeththe willofGodabideth forever” (1 John
ii. 17) the word of God and obedience to God
must be before us in our meditation. Only
that whichis connected with God will abide:
much, very much, of the christian’s work will

be burned up. The humbler and unseen part
of christian work will often be that which
will endure. The foundation of a house is its
firmest part, but the foundation is under
ground.

When you, by grace,are the means through
the Spirit of connecting a sotul with Christ,
there is enduring work which will stand for
eternity. Good seed sown in the heart is
sown foreternity. Christ formed inthe heart
is formed for eternity. Thelovingoffices of
visitingthesickand aged, caringfor the poor
and the widow, will not be forgotten in the
day so'soonto be entered on. That which is
doneforthe Lordand with the Lord willen-
dure ; and most holydoesthis contemplation
render the thought of true christian work.

\We were passing through a ruined abbey
the other day; its timbers had long since
perished, and even the remains of its stone
walls were decaying. Theold building seemed
to proclaim that the outward things on this
earth connected with religion and the Name
of Christ are transient. But wherever there
was true work ‘wrought through the Holy
Spirit by God’s servants in that o!d building,
that work remains.

The outward and visible things connected
with usand religion are highly captivating to
the feelings—our church, our community,
our associations;.alas! do not we almost
idolize them? Butall the while God is going
on workinginsouls foreternity. Oureye may
be on the growth of ‘“our” congregation;
His, on the ripening of the soul of a single
sufferer almost unknown tous. What a loss
it is to be estranged in sight and sympathy
from the growth in which He is delighting!

We must stir up our souls to holier con-
sidoration in christian work.

Let our hearts turn from that which is tem-
poral—that which is outward merely—and
be engaged on the eternal side of christian
work. A stone laid in the building which
will remain for eternity should be our aim.

The word of the Lord endureth for ever,
and the doer of God's will abides for ever
also. Let us seek fordivine wisdom so to min-
ister the word that it may spring up in honest
and good hearts for everlasting blessing.
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The Precious Blood of Christ.
“ THE precious blood of Christ I”—words

most sweet, most dearto the christian’s
soul, The apostle does not simply say *‘ re-
deemed by the blood of Christ” ; his heart
was full of love to the Saviour; he was aglow
with affection’s fervour as his pen wrote down
these words)™ the precious blood of Christ.”

So ‘it was with the beloved John, .who,
speakingof theLord as “the faithful Witness,
and the First Begotten of the dead, and the
Prince of the kings of the earth ” at once ut-
ters His praises, saying, * Unto Him thatloves
us, and washed us from our sins in His own
blood, and hath made us kings and priests
unto God and His Father; to Him be glory
and dominion forever and ever. Amen.,”

What setsthe blood-bought sinner’s heart
on fire like contemplating' the precious
blood of Christ! The very repetition of the
words does the soul good, lifts out of self,
fills with wonder, love and praise, brings
heaven necar, and us nearer in spirit to its
songs of praise. Come, ye who would be
sweet singers on earth, ¢ singing and making
melody in your hearts to the Lord,” be brim-
ful of heaven's theme of ecternal praise—.
" Worthy is the Lamb that was slain.”

The blood of Christ 1s precious becanseof ils
own infrinsicworth. Whatangel or man can
declare the glory of His person who shed it.
Christ is the Sent One of God the Father;
the Father’s only Son; the Lternal Son of
the Eternal God ; but become in time a Man.
When we speak of His blood, we are filled
with thoughts of the excellencc of His sacri-
fice, the might of His atonement. The work
He accomphshed by death on the cross is of
cverlasting and ablding value.

I had in my hand the other daya piece of
solid gold, justas itkad becn foundyon ariver's
side. ‘““'I'hat is worth sD many pounds,”
said my [riend, who showed it to me. Now,
that piece of gold would be of a given value
in any country bucause of its own precious-

ness. Whatever use it might be put to, would
notaflect its intrinsic worth, neither would its
real value be lessened because ignorant peo-
ple did not appraise it justly.

The blood of Christ is precious because of
its own unutterable value. Not all the worlds
the Lord’s hands have made are to be com-
pared to the worth of Ilis ownblood. Ifmen
believe on Him, or believe not—love Him,
or love Him not—the preciousness of His
precious blood abides for ever the same.

The bIood of Christ is precious, for il is *“ His
own blo What a contemplation for man
itis, that the Son of God became a man in
order that he might die for sinners. “The
Son ofGod who loved me and gave Himsell
for me,” writes the apostle Paul. Can wethus
speak, ¢ He loved me and gave Himself for
me ?” Personal heart dealing with the Son
of God's love is what we need. And if our
hearts areable, by grace, thus to think of the
Lord, it is our privilege to say, He Himself,
the chiefest among ten thousand, the alto-
gether lovely One, shed His blood for me.
Jesus’ own kind hands, ever filled with boun-
ties, were nailed to the cross for me; His
blessed feet, so ready in hastening to the
needy, were fastened tothe wood for me ;' His
holy brow was gashed with the thornycrown ;
His side was pierced with the soldier’s spear
for me ; from His hands, His feet, His head,
His side, flowed the blood—the precious
blood—to wash away my sins, to make me
whiter than snow.

‘¢ Lo, from ITis head, I1is hands, [1is feet,
Sornow and love flow mingled down.

Did c'er such love and sorrow meet,
Or thorns compose so rich a crown?”

As the believer thinks of the Lord, his
Friend, his Saviour; his Redeemer, as he
medltatcs upon His sufferings, l1is grief, His
anguish df soul and body, beholds Him lifted
up from the carth, drawing all unto Himsellf,
dying for sinners, yea,the chief of sinners, he
loves to repeat ‘! redeemed with ihe precious
blood of Christ !”

The blessed Saviour, who shed His blood
to save us, lives to die no more : **decath hath
no more dominion over Ilim.” (Rom.vi.9.)
Asa Man, He has dominion over death; Teis
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risen, and is triumphant over the grave; He
is in heaven, all things are under His feet
(Ep. i. 21,-22); He has the keys of hell and
of death (Rev. i. 18); He has not only
nullifed death, but him that had the power
of it, that is, the devil. (Heb. ii 14.) Herein
Hispeople rejoice. Jesusistheirrisentrium-
phant and exalted Saviour.
O Jesus, Lord ! 'tis joy to know
Thy path is o'er of shame and woe,
Tor us so meekly trod:
All finished is Thy work of toil ;

Thou reapest now the fruit and spoil,
Exalted by our God,

*‘ Thy holy head, once bound with thorns,
The crown of glory now adorns ;
Thy seat, the Father's throne.
O Lord ! e'en now we sing Thy praise,
Ours the eternal song (o raise—
Worthy the Lamb alone.”

Yet, whilewe know that His sufferings are
passed, and His pains are over,we love to re-
member Himin*'the suffering of death.”(Heb.
ii.9.) The children of Israel in the land of
Egypt ate of their lamb roasted in the fire,
with bitter herbs. It was Jehovah’s own or-
dinance that they should eat of what was
their deliverance with bitter herbs. (Ex.
xii. 8.) And His redeemed people now re-
member with adoring grief what the Lord
suffered. They recall His pains and sorrows.
They meditate with loving sorrow on the suf-
ferings of Christ !

The memory of Christ’s ‘ suffering of
death” chastensthesoul. Itfills theheart not
only with adoration, but makes the things of
the world as nothing. The world rejected
Jesus and crucified Him, and the practical
spiritual application to the soul of the Lord’s
death, leads to living as Helived when here :
‘*“ Always bearing about in the body the dying
ofthe Lord Jesus, that the life also of Jesus
might be made manifest in our body.” (2
Cor. iv. 10.)

In things natural there is a melancholy
pleasure, a sorrowful delight, in recalling the
sufferings of onewelove, vhomweknowisount
of suffering’s reach, for ever with the Lord.
We earnestly treasure the memory of those
we love. The parent regardsas his choicest
jewels the trifles his little child had when

on earth. True, this i¥natural affection; but
it may illustrate spiritual affection. Our Lord
has said to His people, ** Remember Me.”
He treasures lheir memory of what He sul-
fered for them on earth. The details of the
sorrowsand sufferings of our Redeemerarea
treasury for His people’s hearts. No theme
on earth, no song in heaven, is dearer to
them than that of the precious blood of
Christ,

A Bible Lesson long ago.

THIS little boy, whom you see standing by

his mother, is reading with her out of
that roll sheis holding. They are upon the
flat roof of their house, which is a very plea-
sant place for reading, if the sun is not too
hot. Somebeautiful palmsareinthedistance,
and above is the bright blue sky.

People living in the East, in the country,
for instance, which this picture represents,
very often go up to the roofs of their houses
when they do not wish to be disturbed. We
read of the apostle Peter going up to the
house-top to pray,and no doubthe went there
in order to be alone.

Perhaps the roll seemstoyoua very curious
lesson-book to read out of, and so itis. Itis
a long piece of what looks like thick, strong
paper, but which is the skin of some animal,
made smooth and even to write upon. This
skiniscalled parchment. Longagothebooks
of the Bible were written on parchments, and
good men spenta great deal of time in copy-

| ing the Scriptures on parchments, that many

people might have them to read.

The roll in our picture has some portion of
the Scriptures written upon it, and the little
boy whoisreading is intended for Timothy.
Timothy lived, youknow, in a country called
Asia Minor, far awayfrom here, near the Holy
Land, where the Lord Jesus lived when He
was on the earth. Ithink Timothy must have
been born not long afterthe Lord Jesus was
crucified; sothathe mayhave heardall about
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A DIBLE LESSON LONG AGO.

the death of the Lord from those who had | too. that Timothy knew the Scriptures from
seen Him, and heard His gracious words. a child; so that we may well supposc it

The Bible tells us that Timothy's mother | was his mother Eunice who lirst taught him
and grandmother loved Goad, and it tells us, | to read and to love them. But you must not
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suppose Timothy had all the Bible to read, as
we haveitnow,forit was not all written when
hewasachild. TheOld Testament Scriptures,
as we call them, were what he had. He could
read the beautiful stories of Noah, Abraham,
and of Joseph, and of the children of Israel,
David, and Sampson, and many others. But
Timothy had not, as you, dearchildren, have
| now,thestoryofthe blessed Lord Jesus com-
| ing down to this earth, becoming a- little
baby, and living in this world that He might
die for sinners, and bear-their sins on the
cross, because thatwas the only way in which
we could be saved.

Perhaps you wonder hov: Timothy and his
mother heard about the Lord Jesus having
died for sinners, since they had not thestory
written forthem, as we have. Itwas probably
through the preaching of the apostle Paul,
for we read of his preaching the'gospel in
the very city where Timothy lived. You can
read it for yourselvesin the fourteenth chap-
ter of the Acts, verses 6 to 21. You know
thatafter the death of the.Lord Jesus many
of s disciples went everywhere, preaching:
and telling people that God had sent His
. Sonto die forsinners,and that nowallshould
 be saved who believe in ‘Jesus, even those
 who had killed Him.

And now I wish you to notice what ig said |:

" in the Scriptures, which are God's own words,"
as you knorv, that you may see how very pre-:
cious and good they. are. The Lord: Jesus
said, *‘Search the Scriptures; for in themye
think:yc have eternal life ; and they are they
which testify.of Me.” :And in another place,
““ The words that.I speakunto:you, they are
spirit and they are life.?- David says, * The
entrance of Thy wordsgiveth light; it giveth
understanding unto the:simple:?. (Ps. cxix.
130.) AndPaul, in writing to Timothy, says,
“From a child thou hast known the Holy
Scriptures, which are able to make thee wise
unto salvation through faith, which is in
Christ Jesus.”

Dear children, I trust youhave found this
true wisdom, and that you have faith in our
LordF]esus Christ. May God give you so to
' love His word that you may truly say with
David, “ How sweet are Thy words unto

my taste; yea, sweeter than honey to my
mouth.” A. A,

YOUR SIN WILL FIND YOU OUT.

“ BE sure your sin will find you out.” (Num.

xxxii. 23.) These are very old words.
Theywere spoken byMoses, the man of God,
to the people of Israel very many hundreds
of years ago. But theyare asreal,as living to-
day for each of us as they were all thatlong
time ago.

In a great city some boys were engaged in
a house of business. We know God's eye was
on each one of these boys, watching them
from morning to night,and weknow, too, that
He put down in His book all they did and
said.

One of the boys had his eye upon his
master’s money. ‘“No one will miss a few
pennies: no one will see me,” thought he.

He found that there was a little drawer,
where some pence were kept, which was not
emptied with the others at night.

One evening when the boy was near this
drawer hic softly opened it, snatched out a
penny, and put it in his pocket. As noone
séermmed to notice him, he grew bolder, till
he began to takettwo or three pennies ata
time. °
Little did he think that the clerk who had
to do withlthat:drawer had been very much
puzzléd eachmorning. Surelyhe had counted
so many:pence, and put the value down in
his.béok, and yet the number was different
the next day. ' Fot you must know that even
in great places of business, where, perhaps,
two or three hundred clerks are busily em-
ployed; ‘every single halfpenny that comes
iin; and -goes out of the counting-house is

.reckoncd. So, while the boy was thinking

no one saw him, and because of this was get-
ting bolder in his evil ways, a watch was set ;
and it became perfectly evident that the thief
could only be one out of certain boys, and
some pennies were marked and placed in the
drawer among the others.

The next morning early the four or five
boys who worked late by turnswere all called
into a room by themselves to appear before
the master. He told them that it was per-
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fectlywell known that moneyhad been stolen
out of a certain drawer, and that one of them
wasthe thief. He thensaid,if the thief would
confess, he would forgive him. ‘“Now, which
of you is the thief ?”” said he.

All were silent. Some looked very pale,
and trembled.

** Now, which one of you is the culprit?
Confess it, and I will pardon him,” said the
master. DBut they all said, ‘* No.”

““ Put your hands behind your backs, boys
—all of you,” said the master. ‘Now, Mr.
,” turning to the housekeeper, ““ search
these boys.”

There were strange odds and ends turned
out of the boys' pockets, and sighs of relief
as one by one was set aside as innocent.
Being tolerably certain who the culprit was,
the suspected boy was kept till last,

\When his turn came, his defiant look con--
trasted with the pale faces of the others.

“] ask you again,didyoutakethe money ?"”
said the master.

* No, sir,” said John.

* God knows all about it,and lying lips are.
an abomination to Him, boy.”

Bits of string and various treasures, such as
boys love, came out of poor:John's pockets;
then one penny, then another, till seven or
cight Pennies were produced.

. “Where:did you get these pennies from,
John 2" -'*Ny mother gave them me.”

"+ Now, did you not 'steal some of them ?”
“No; I did not,” he said.

As the boy was speaking, theimaster who
had the’pencein his hand, had tsisted them
round, so that the mark along their zims was
bright and clear.

“ How dare you tell such lies, boyy"~said
the master. ““ Look here ! John bentover,
and in a moment saw the marks. He:turned
deadly pale, did not utter:awvord, andifdll flat
at the master's feet in ;a fainting fit, and for
some long timc the.boj remainediuncon-
scious.

*“You other boys can go,"”isaid the master.
“Youseewhatan awlulithingislying. John's
sins have found him out. May it be a warn-
ing to you.”

jealousy isa great sin. “For cnvy” the:great

I tell you this tale, lads, for when 1 heard

it, this text of scripture sounded in my ears,
“Guilty before God,” and I thought of the
great judgment day, when all the secrets of
men’s hearts shall be made manifest—when
every sin, every idle word and thought, shall
be brought into the light. The sins which
have been hidden and denied in life will
then be brought home to the heart and con-
science. Then it will be too late for mercy,
for it will be the Day of Judgment.

“ Now,” the Bible says, ‘is the Day of
Salvation,” and whoever repents of his sins
and turns to God for pardon shall receive
pardon. Through the blood of Jesus for-
giveness of sins is proclaimed to all who
desire God’smercy. You are young, but not
so,young as not to have committed sins,
which God’s eye has seen, and which are
written down in His book. What is to be
done? Confess your guilt to God now. Seek
His pardon now—to-day.

GOD had made Aaron His high priest,and
had appointed Aaron’ssonsthépriests of
His people Israel. He had ordered.their.ser-
vice, and given them a'peculiar. place:near
IHimself. Becausc of this, jealousy filled the
heart of a great princeof Israel named Xorah,
and he and other famous princes rose'up:in
rebellion against Moses and Aaron. They
cried, “Ye take too much upon you, seeing
all the congregation.are. holy, every one of
them, and the Lord is amongtthem: where-
forcthen lift ye up yourselves above thecon-
gre$ation of the Lord ?”' (Numb. xvi, 3.)
Now, the Lord had lifted up Aaronto the
honour of the priesthood; he had not called
hiraself. God puts up whom Ie will,;dnd

tnen of their time delivered Jesus to-be cru-
ciied. And now that our Lord is in heiven,
seated in glory; exalted there by the will of
God, the ITigh Priest for God's people on
earth, woe to the mighty prince among men
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who dares to question His sole right to His
exalted place on high, and to all the honours
which belong to the Lord in virtue of His
being the Great Priest before God.

When Moses heard the words of Korah, he
fell upon his face. He told him how God had
separated Korah and the Levites for the ser-
viceof the tabernacle,and forstanding before
the congregation to minister to them. He
reminded Korah of God'sfavourinthusgiving
him a placeto serve Him in the holy things,
and then asked, ‘‘Seek ye the priesthood
also? For which cause both thou and all thy
company are gathered together against the
Lord : and what is Aaron, that ye murmur
against him?” (Numb. xvi. 10, 11.)

God gives His servants, great and small, a
place and servicefor Him. Seek in humility
to dothat and to be that, which God has ap-
pointed. Be no more, benolessthanwhatGod
has madeyou. To bemore, ispride; tobeless,
presumption. True humility is being that
which God, in grace, has appointed us to be.

While God has made His servants on earth
what He has pleased, He has reserved for His
Son in heaven the high priesthood. Nonecan
trench upon this honour of the Lord with-
out sinning against God. Jesus Christ in
heaven is the High Priest of His people. Let
us honour Him where Heis. **Whatis Aaron
that ye murmur against him ?”

Christ in heaven cares for each one of us
who are His. He ever liveth to make inter-
cession for us. All God’s people are upon
Christ’s heart. Every care, every burden they
bear is graciously considered and tenderly
dealt with by Him, Are you in difliculty ?
Do you feel very weak and ignorant ? Christ
knows all your care, and gently leads you.
He is before God on your behalf. He isin
the presence of God for us.

Do not question this for one moment, dear
{?ung friend. You love the Lord, you know

e put away your sins, and, therefore, that
your sins are put away for ever. But you fecl
tried oftentimes. Perhaps you know not what
to do, nor even what to think. Now, comfort
your heart in the assurance of the present
care of the Lord in heaven for you, a poor
pilgrim, on earth. Christ in heaven as surely

intercedes for you before God as He died for
you on the cross of Calvary. Many a hard
thought about God would fly from your soul
if you only considered, Christ is makinginter-
cession for me,

He succours them that are tempted, we
read. He was a man on earth, and learned
by suffering what obedience is. Having suf-
fered, being tempted, He is able to succour
them that are tempted. Justasaloving nurse
runs swiftly when thelittle lonel{child cries,
and hastens to succour it, so the gracious,
tender Lord on high cares for His little weak
ones herel

Aaron was busy continually for Israel. His
day’s work was to bless them. Unceasing
care and toil for Israel marked the lives of
Moses and Aaron in the wilderness. Yet
Korah murmured against them. Perhaps
when you grow older you will better under-
stand this. Youmaylivetoseepeoplejealous
of those whose only care is to serve them for
Christ’ssake. Butthesin of I{orah was a sin
againstthe high priestof God'sappointment,
and a crime against the counsels of Jehovah.

In our picture we see Korah and his com-
pany before the tabernacle. Moses is speak-
ing with them. They have their censers in
their hands, with fire in them. Ah! those
censers should speak of sweet savours, and
of perfume, such as Jehovah loves. Alas!
the clamouring princes are full of their own
thoughts. They are full of themselves and
their honour, and sad, terribly sad, must
be their end. They little know how angry
Jehovah is with them for their wicked words
and ways.

God seems at times to allow people to go
on and onin a wicked, wilful course till their
sin comes to a terrible head, and then it is
too late, and sudden destruction comes upon
them., Oh! beware of the beginnings of evil.
Bewareof thefirst stepon thedownwardroad.
Every step takes the transgressor further and -
further from God. Korah had evil thoughts
in his own heart to begin with, and he went
on till he got two hundred and fifty princes
to sin with him. Sin grows like a great rolling
snow-ball as it hurls itself down hill to de-
struction. (To & continued.}

”
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THE NEW LEARNING AND ERASMUS'S
GREEK TESTAMENT,

IT was about a hundred years afterthe death

of John dc Wycliffe that William Tyn-
dale \\as born. The precious manuscripts
of Wycliffe’s translation of the Bible were
still passing from hand to hand, though they
became more and morediflicult to obtain,and
were read in secret,and in fear.  We think of
Tyndale as the man through whose labours
God gave to us our first printed New Testa-
ment —a Testament, too, which was not
done into English from the Latin Vulgate—
that, though faulty in many grave respects,
being the translation from which \Wyclifle was
obliged to make his new one—but from the
original Greek.

But before we speak of Tyndale and his
translation, let us glance for a moment at
whatwastaking place in Florence, whichwas
perhaps the most lcarned city of Europe at
that time. A passionate desire to study
Greck, so as to be able to read the works of
the olden time inthe langoage in which they
were written,had sprungup amongthe young
Englishmen at its universitics.

After the taking of Constantinople by the
Turks, many exiled Greeks found refuge at
Florence, and as its fine library was rich in
manuscripts, that city became the favourite
resort of learned men, and thither manyscho-
larsfromEnglandflocked,all anxious tolearn
this wonderful, unknown language. Among
them was John Colet, an Oxford scholar, who
went to Italy, filled with the desirc to study
the ancient learning, and to read the Greek
poetry and philosophy. DBut he came back
another man : he had found in the new lan-
zuage *‘ thekeyby which he could unlock the
Gospclsand theNew Testament,” and hence-
forth the traditions of men were to him but
as childish stories. about which scholars
might dispute as they would.

By his bold speech from the pulpit of St.
Paul’s Church, Colet had brought upon him-
self the charge of heresy; but the changeable
king took his part, saying, * This man is the
doctor for me,” and so he was unmolested.
Colet continued to explain the Gospel by St.

Matthew to the crowds who came to hear
him. We read that when our Lord Himself
spoke to the people, '* they were astonished
at FHis doctrine, for He taught them as one
who had authority, and not as the Scribes."”
It was the authority and simplicity of the
verywords of Christ which the preacherhim-
sclf sodceply felt.and which he chicfly diwelt
upon in his precaching. Thus Colet from
weck to weck broke the bread of life to the
pcople, long accustomed to nothing but dry
cxpositions of the texts prescribed by the
Church. About the same time a [riend of
Dean Colet's, a learned Dutchman, came to
Oxford. FHe was busily occupicd in pre-
paring the New Testament in Greek, with a
Latin translation—and suchaboolk had never
beensecnin England. ““Itis not [rom human
reservoirs, faztid with stagnant waters,” he
said to those who questioned him about his
work, ‘“that we should draw the doctrine of
salvation, but from the pure and abundant
streams that flow from the heart of God.”

Perhaps Erasmus was not aware of what a
bold thing he wasdoing inthusdiscarding the
Latin translation, which had bcen approved
by the Church for solong,and in substituting
amore correct one of his own, aswell as ven-
turing to publish the New Testamentin a
language, understood, indced, by very few,
but still the language in which it was at first
written.

He seems to have been surprised when the
first murmurs of the rising storm reached
him,and beinga man who was careful of his
own good name, and who loved to live in
peace, he quietly left England and went to
Basle, where he completed his Testament,
copies of which weresoon upon their way to
London and the universities.

It was eagerly received'and read by tkose
of the people who could read Latin, but those
who had raised an outcry at the mere thought
of such a book being published now read it
only to find * horrible heresies.” They de-
manded loudly that the impious man who
had dared to correct the Vulgate should be
turned out of the Church, as one who had
committed the unpardonable sin; and Eras-
mus, whose only thought had been to restore
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the pure text of the word of God, knew not
what to think. *‘I call God to witness,” he
said, ‘* that I thought I was doing a work
acceptable to the Lord, and necessary to the
cause of Christ. . Were we to have
seen Him with our own eyes we should not
have so intimate a knowledge of Him as the
gospels give us; speaking, healing, dying,
rising again, as it were,inour very presence.”
Going further he earnestly maintained the
right of the English people to have the Bible
translated into their own common tongue.

In writing upon this subject he looked for-
ward to the day—a day which, by the grace
of God, came long since—when the *‘ Holy
Scriptures, translated into all languages,
should be read, not only Ly the Scotch and
Irish, but even by Tarksand Saracens ; when
the husbandman should sing themas he held
the handle of his plough, the weaver repeat
them as he plies his shuttle, and the wearied
traveller, halting on his journey, refresh him
under some shady tree with these godly nar-
ratives.”

Onc copy of Erasmus’s Testament was the
source of endless blessing to a young lawyer
at Cambridge. He broug%xt ithomesecretly,
infearand trembling, for the prieststo whom
he confessed the deep trouble of his soul had
especially warmned him against this heretical
book. Shutting himself up in his room with
the book which he had bought, moved by
the hand of God, as he afterwards said, he
opened it, and his eye fell upon the words,
**This is afaithful saying, and worthy of all
acceptation, that Christjesus came into the
world to save sinners, of whom I am chiefl.”
Again, and again he read the words, for he
could hardly believe them to be true, so
blessed did they scem to his weary, unsatis-
fied spirit. **I alsb am like Paul,” he said,
*and more than Paul, the greatest ol sinners.
But Christ saves sinners. At last I have heard
of Jesus. Yes, JesusChrist saves. Iseeitall;
my vigils, my fasts, my pilgrimages, my pur-
chase of masses and indulgences, were de-
stroying instcad of saving me.”

We shallhear more of Thomas Bilney, this
young lawyer, by-and-bye. Let us now trace
the history of \Villiam Tyndale, for to him,

| and through him to us, the Greek Testament

of Erasmus was a priceless boon.
We know little of his early life, save that

| he was born and brought up in Gloucester-

shiré, beside the banks of the Severn. We
next hear of him as a student atOxford,where
hefirst read the New Testament, about which
all the learned world was talking. At first he
lookedatitonlyfromcuriosity, thenhestadied
it as he would have studied any other learned
book; but,as he read on he became subdued
and solemnized. A deep need wasawakened
in his heart and conscience, and ere long he
found in the same wonderful Book theanswer
to that need. Soon, gathering his fellow-stu-
dents around him, Tyndale began to read the
Gospels in Greek and Latin with them ; but
when this became known, he removed to
Cambridge, where he met Bilneyanda young
mathematician, John Fryth, with whom he
formed a lasting friendship, for they were
men like-minded with himself.

Leaving Cambridge for his native county,
he became tutor to the children of a knight,
Sir John Walsh, at whose hospitable table,
Fox tells us, abbots, deans, and other clergy
often sat. The company, as was the manner
of the times, discussed many points of the-
ology. and especially spoke of the New Tes-
tament of Erasmus. By-and-bye they heard
morcofthisNewTestament thanwaswelcome
to them, for Tyndale kept it constantly near
him, ‘“and il they objected to his reasonings,
would show them the book, and lay plainly
before them the open and manilest places of
the Scriptures, to confute their errors and
confirm his sayings.”

These abbots and deans brought forward
the usual objection to the Scriptures being
read by the people, thatto permit the igno-
rant to read forthemselves would only serve
to make heretics of them. * I2do not under-
stand the word of God,” they argued; “and
how can the vulgar understand it?"”

“Alas,” replied Tyndale, **you read the
Holy Scriptures withouat Jesus Christ ; that is
why they are an obscure book toyou. Do you
know who taught thoeaglesto find thoirprey ?
That same God teaches His hungry children
to find their Father in Ilis word.” c.r.
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CONTENTNENT.
¢ BE content with such things as ye have"”

(Heb. xiii. 3), say the Scriptures;
andit isas sweet to seechristiancontentment
inachild asin a grown-up person. Oh! my
dear christian boys and girls, what beautiful
contentment have I seen evenin children! 1
do not mean contentment in such children as
have everything thevask for,and get discon-
tented because they get all they want, for 1f
any one thing renders anybody more discon-

So it is written, ‘' Godliness with content-
ment is great gain.” (1 Tim. vi.6.) For, dear
christian boys and girls, it is of small use
speaking about our Lord and Saviourif we do
not live like those He has made contented.
You see, yourparents cannot give you all that
you might wish for. Perhaps they have not it
to give; perhaps they know what you wish for
would be injurious to you. God gives each of
His children just what is best, and withholds

from them whatHHe knows would injurethem.

tentedthan another, itis
being spoiled. ,
A spoiled child grows
upto be atyrant. I sawa
fine lady the other day, | [ e
with her fingers covered ‘ *‘
withsparklingrings,and % £
PN

e

" tRT
v
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her person adorned with
jewels. It was my mis-
fortunetoridebesideher
in the railway-carriage. |
How she scolded at the
railway guards and por-
ters! How she com-
plained of her husband!
She smacked her hands
together like a cross lit- 1
tle infant, and nothing
seemed to please her.
Poorlady! shehad been
spoiled.
Now, realcontentment | @
must begin with the | °
humblest things. Inour |
picture,yousee,it begins

l"

If we are walking in the
love of our God and
| Father we shall be con-
tent with such things as
we have. There is no
\\ % | sight more sad than a
EA N | grumbling childof God.

(VLA OA Once upon a time a
young christian was
walking down a street,
having a very sorrow(ul
countenance. Itwas not
that he had anything
'to make him look so
'miserable, far from it.
| He knew he waswashed
from his sins in the pre-
‘cious blood of Jesus
Christ, and that heaven
was his home, while, as
regards this life, he cer-
tainly was in the enjoy-
ment of as many mercies
as most arc. \Well,as our
voung f(riend walked

e LAY
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Y
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with the bread weeat. 1 ___ I

SHME CONTENTHOD !

downthestreet, nelifted

think children who are contented with the
little thingsoltheirevery-davlife wijl without
doubt be so when great difficulties arise.

How contented withthe trouble God sends
them have I seen some children in pain and
sulfering upon their sick beds! So patient, so
humble, so gentle! I knew a dear boy who
was laid aside from his usual play for years,
but he was the sunbearn of the familv, his
father told me—ah! and told me with tears,
too, for his dear boy loved the Lord Jesus, and
would speak to his parcents and his brothers
and sisters of Him.

up his cyes, and before he could guess who it
was, saw a gloomy-looking youth coming to
meet him. **Youare dull-looking,” thought
he. When suddenly he found himself before a
great looking-glass exhibited ina shop win-
dow., Mr. Longface was himself! That
looking-glasi did him no end of good.
Now, my dear young friends, keep in view
| what God has done for you. Youmay say the
' Lord has done great things for us, whereof
' weare glad. Think of Hisfavours to you,and
. of His mercies, and I am sure you will shine
for IHim a contented child.
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THE READY-MADE SEAT.
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THE READY-MADE SEAT.

I WAS resting the other "day on a seat

facing the sea, placed for the accommo-
dation of visitors at a watering-place, and
looking to the Lord to give me a word from
Himself to someone whom He mightsendto
sit by my side. I noticed a gentleman coming
my way, but he passed by. Presently two
women came up, one of whom was aged and
very lame; she seemed as if she could walk
no farther.

Accosting me, she said, ‘‘Please, sir, may
I sit down and rest me on this seat ?”

“ My good woman,"” said I, ““this seat is
like salvation.”

Looking at me with some surprise, she
said, ““Indeed! Why?”

“Why ? Because it is a ready-made seat,
and salvationis a ready-made salvation. And
more, it is a * whosoever” seat, placed here
for whosoever is weary. You could not make
this seat—it is made. You could not make
your own salvation, or make your own peace
with God; no, if youtried ever'so, you could
not."”

The aged woman seemed greatly as-
tonished, and said, ¢ Say that again.”

I then told her that just as that seat had
been placed there—a ready-made seat—for
whosoever might be weary, so the Lord Jesus
had said, * Come unto Me, all ye that labour
and are heavyladen, and I will give yourest.”
| That Ile came down from heaven to die for
sinners; that He had finished the work of re-
demption ; that He had made peace'by Iis
blood on the cross, and that she was as wel-
come to come to Jesus as she was welcome
to sit on that seat.

She seemed still more astonished, and did
not clearly understand what I meant. I said,
“Come,now, justsit down and rest youabit;
you are getting to be an aged woman; you
are not well, and you may notlivelong. Now
if youdon’t understand me, then tell me what
is your way to heaven, -How do you hope to
get theror”

She said, ‘‘Well, really, I scarcely know,
they tell us in the chapel here—I am in the
convalescent home—that we must keep pray-
ing to God to have mercy upon us, and to for-

give our sins; and if we keep praying, and
keep praying, we may hope at last to get
saved, and go to heaven.”

‘I should like you to try that way of pray-
ing withsomethingelse,” said I. “Now, what
timedo you take tea?”

““Take teal” she said, in an astonished
tone,: ‘“why, what has that to do with it? "

“Well, we will see. You might tell me.”

She said, ¢ Half-past five.”

““Very good ; then this evening, whenthe
tecais on the table,and all is ready, don’t taste
adrop of tea, or take a bit of bread and butter,
but just get up and ring the bell. When the
waitress comes to see what you want, say to
her, *Oh, I am a miserable, hungry woman,
please to give me a cup of tea.’

“Though it is there on the table don't
even taste it, but ring the bell forty times in-
stead, Now, what would they think-of you
if you treated the waitress in this way ? Would
you not be fit for an asylum? It is very'well
for a person who is weary'and hungry to ask
for a cup.of tea, but when the tea is there,
ready made, would it not be madness to keep
asking for it?

““Do you remember what all the men had
to do when Jesus made them a feast on the
mountain ?”

She said, ‘“No, I don’texactlyremember.”

“They had to be made sit down. Now,
what have you to do when the tea is ready
but to sit down and receive it? Thus, vou
see, the way you are taught to get to heaven

‘is like what your ringing the bell for teaand

then refusing to take it would be.

““You keep praying for mercy and won't
have it. The work is-done. Jesus has died
the atoning death on the cross. God has
raised Himfromthedead. Salvationisspread
belore you, and you won't receive it. You
won't have it; but will keep praying for it.
Godsays, ‘ Be it known unto you, therefore,
. . . that through this Man is preached unto
you the forgiveness of sins: and by Him all
that believe are justified from all things.' Yes,
God says, ‘ are justified from all things.’

““ TWhosoever sits downr on this seat finds rest,
does hcnot? Now * God soloved the world,
that He gave His only begotten Son, that
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in Him, should not

[}

whosocver believeth
perish, but have everlasting life.
The aged woman was greatly impressed,
as was also her companion, with the grace of
God, as illustrated by the ready-made seat.
Soon after this I was called to visita poor
drunkard’s wife ; sulfering great agony of
body, with eight children around her, indeep
povertly. I had scarcely ever seen a human
being in such wretched circumstances. I
found her in great anxiety of soul, not know-
ing what to do, or how to find rest for her
guilty, troubled soul, soon to enter eternity.
She knew there wasno cure forher poor body.
I related to her the story of the ready-
made seat, as nearly as I can remember, as
it is written above. I shall never forget the
calm peace of her countenance, as she lifted
up her arms, and said, ** What, have I nothing
to do, has my precious Jesus done it all?
What, done it all | and now I can come to
Him and rest ? "
That day she was brought to rest in the
finished workof Christ. Shehad beendecply

anxious for nearlytwo years; but had thought.

herself too great a sinner to be saved. She
lived about two months after this, but never
for a moment did she lose the certainty of
the knowledge of her salvation. It was truly
blessed tosee her. She was sustained above
all circumstances, longing to be with Him
who had loved her and given Himself for
her. As I parted with her for the Jast time
on earth, I said, “ You will’soon be with the
Lord.” She replied, ‘Oh, that it may be
thisday!"” After a few hours she departed,
to be absent from the body, present with the
Lord.

Beloved reader, what effect has this little
story on you ? ‘That gentleman who passed
by, might know that there was a seat for who-
soever was weary. DBut he was not weary, he
did not sit and:rest upon it. You may have
often heard of the gospel. DBut have yon
found rest in Jesus 7 IHave you found Him
to .be the rest of your sout ? Can you say,
““\What, have I nothingto do? My Jesus has
done it alll” or are you deceived by the
teachers who would tell you to keep praying
for forgiveness, and never receiving? ])esus

says, ‘“Verily, verily, I say unto you, he that
heareth My word, and believeth on Him (hat
scent Me, hath everlastinglife, and shall not
come into condemnation (or judgment); but
is passed from death unto life.” (Johnv. 24.)
The teacher at the hospital would tell you
to keep praying for it. Jesus says if you be-
lieve God you haveit. Which istrue? Yea,
though ten thousand teachers should tell you
to keep praying, but never to know that you
are saved, who would be true, God or them ?
Oh, cometo Jesus, comenow, come who-
soever will, and find rest unto your souls! All
is done: it is finished. Jesus says, ‘‘ Peace
be unto you.” You have not to do aught to
obtainit: you have not to make it. Oh, come
to Jesus just as you are ! Sit down. ‘ Being
justified by faith, we have peace with God
through our Lord Jesus Christ.” C.S.

PARDON AND GRATITUDE.

MANY a child of Godisin trouble of soul

through confoundingthe divine pardon
with his own gratitude, or the sense of grati-
tude he feels he should possess, for that par-
don. ‘I do not believe I am pardoned my
sins,” said a friend to us not long since, ‘“for
if:I were pardoned, I could but find the fruits
of gratitude in my heart.” ¢ Sir,” we replied,
‘““you are like a man seeking to‘reap in a
field that is not sown.”

The seed first, the fruit next. First, faith
in God’s word; next, gratitude for what God
has said, and its fruits. The condemned
prisoner does not say'to the officer who shows
him the document of his pardon, signed and
sealed, * I cannot be pardoned, for I do not
feel grateful,”’ but he is full of gratitude be-
cause lie believes he is pardoned. God brings
His pardon to the broken-hearted sinner;
faith believes God, and gratitude rejoices in
that pardoning mercy.

Donot put the loac{befOre thepower—that
is, your sense of what you are before faith in
God. When the seed was sown in the honest
and good heart, it'sprang up and brought
forth fruit. Had the heart not received the
‘word, where could the fruit have come (rom ?
Out of nothing, nothing comes: out of a
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heart dead to God, nothing comes but death ;
out of an unpardoned sinner’s soul, gratitude
for God’s pardon cannot come.

It is a mistake for the awakened soul to
look for evidences s himself of God's work
Jor him. Christ’s deathandresurrection are
our evidence of God’s pardon for us. He
“ was delivered for our offences, and was
raised again for our justification.” When was
this? Long, long ago, before we had sinned.
Do you believe that God gave His Son to die,
andraised Him from thedead for the sinner's
sake 7 One thingiscertain; whenyoubelieve,
youwill be grateful. ‘¢ Ah, but, then,asIam
not really grateful I cannot truly believe,”
says unbelief. Speaking thusis faith in one’s
own gratitude, not faith in God for His par-
doning mercy. Oh, troubled heart, do not put
selfin any form before the plain word of God.

FALLING INTO THE HANDS OF GOD.

THE following story was related to me by
an eye-witness :—

“When I was a young man, some fifty
years ago, a party of us, clerks in offices in
the City of London, were having tea together
in a coffee-house. Sotneone of the company
began to speak of the power of the Almighty,
when another declared he neither believed
God nor His power.

‘“*Don't speak so,’ one said, “ for you have
not even power to move your hand, save as
He wills it.’

*“* Nonsense !’ cried the infidel.
what I like, and I will.’

“The young man was in a daring and
wicked mood. He had a pen with him, which
he threw on the ground, exclaiming, ¢ There,
I can throw that down without God.’

*“‘No,’ said the other, ‘you could not,
neither can you pick it up again, unless e
permit you.’

“\Vith a blasphemous word, the infidel
said, * Now, see, I will pick up that pen off
the floor without God,’ and then called the
attention of all of us to hisaction. Our eyes
were turned towards him as he stooped down.
He had nearly touched the pen,when he fell.
He did not rise again, so we went to pick

‘I cando

him up, Lut we found, to our amazement
and our horror, that he wasdead. He never
picked up the pen| I saw it with my own
eyes, and was close beside him. Indeed, we
were well acquainted with each other.”

The narrator of this solemn fact was
gathered home at a ripe old age, some few
years ago, and was well known to the writer.
Theaged man was a believer in the Lord Jesus
Christ. Heisin heaven; for ofall whom the
Father has given to the Son noneislost,and
thisis the will of Him who sent the Son, that
all who believe in Him should have ever-
lasting life.

Where is the blasphemer—the young man
cut off in his pride ? Ah, poor sinner, pride
has peopled hell! By pride and rebellion
angels and men find their way to the lake of
fire, which is the second death.

Since thiswas written the following solemn
incident, which took place only a few days
ago, has come to our notice :—

*“At the Rotherham Court-house thrce
men—father and sons—were called upon to
appearinanswer to a charge of assault which
it was alleged had been committed by them.
The elderdefendant did not appear, and the
policeauthorities stated that onreceiving the
summons he expressed the hope that ¢ God
might strike him dead’ if either he or his
sons were guilty. He was shortly afterwards
seized with a fit, and died after an illness of
a few hours.”

“It is appointed unto men once to die,
but after this the judgment.” (Heb. ix. 27.)
*“It is a fearful thing to fall into the hands
of the living God..’ (Heb. x. 31.)

REALITY AND PEACE.

Rearityin following the Lord Jesus, always
gets into trouble ; a trouble which profession
can go on without meeting ; but it is sweet
trouble. True, there is the storm, but then
there is the voice of Christ Himself saying,
*“ Peace be still.” It is worth while to be
tempest-tossed, if in the storm we are close
to Him, if we learn to know Him so well, to
listen to His own voice saying “ It is I, be
not afraid.” B—k.
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IT IS BELIEVING, NOT PRAYING.

THOUGH conforming to religious ob-

servances, Jenny was not happy. She
knew she must be born again, and that out-
ward appearances were useless, and religious
observances unsatisfying, unless Jesus was
her own Saviour. Oneevening she was listen-
ing to a preacher of the gospel speaking
from these words, ‘ Adam, where art thou?.”
and the answer, “1 went and hid myself.”
Theserpent’sinsinuation, ‘“ Hath Godsaid ?”
and the lie, “Ye shall not surely die,” be-
lieved, and God set aside. His truth counted
asnothing.and theresultof thedisobedience,
that Adam could not anylonger be happy in
God’s presence.

Jenny went home to her place and was
asked by her master how she liked the ser-
mon. ‘Not at all,” was her reply; ‘it made
me feel perfectly miserable. I never want to
hear that man again. Why, he pictures one
so black, and then to think of having to
meet God | ”

However, in spite of her declaration, she
went again to hear the same evangelist. At
the close of the service he asked her, ‘“ Are
you on the road to meet the Lord Jesus when
He comes ?”

Perplexed and angry, Jenny made no
reply, buthurriedaway. Againshe was asked
on reaching the house how she liked the ser-
mon. ‘‘I was so afraid,”” she replied, ‘“that
I ran all the way home.”

Weeks went on, and much prayer was
made to God for Jenny's soul. God delights
to hear and answer prayer; He would have
all men to be saved. Mark.thescripture does
not say Aope to be saved, but speaks of God
** who Aath saved us, and called us with an
holy calling, not according to our works, but
according to His own purpose and grace.”
(z Tim. 1. 9.)

ANer awhile, Mr. B.—the evangelist of this
story—called to see Jenny. She was busyiron-
ing. Sitting by the ironing-board he began
to read a few passages of scripture, while she
kept busily to her work.

“Do you know, Jenny, the word of God
says, ‘ Through this Man (Jesus) is preached

unto you the forgiveness of sins.” Have you
gotthat, Jenny ?” *“No,” she said, ‘I have
not.”

““Would you like to have your sins for-
given?”

“I would.”

“The Lord Jesus, the Son of God, the
spotless One, went to the cross, and there
paid with His own blood the mighty debt,
that sinners such as you and 1 could never
pay. Hence God, in His grace, comes out to
us where we are, and offers a full and free sal-
vation to the soul that believes in Jesus.”

The iron was still going, but Jenny’s heart
was aching. Mr. B. said; ‘* Jenny, do you
want to be saved?"”

Her answer expressed the sorrow of her
soul: “Oh, Mr. B,, it is no good, I cannot
be saved, for I have prayed, and prayed, and
prayed, and God will not answer my prayer
and save me.”

Seeing she was putting her prayers as a
reason why God should save her, Mr. B. said,
‘“ Jenny, God cannot answer that prayer.”

Surprised, she asked, * Why not?”

“ Because if anyone asked you after you
were saved how you got salvation, you would
be able to say,  Why, I prayed, and prayed,
and prayed, then God saved me.” This would
be putting God’s Son out of the question as
a Saviour. But your thoughts and my
thoughts will not do in this matter, for itisa
question of eternity. Let us hear God speak,
and then we shall be sure to be right.” DBy
this time the iron had ceased, and ]Jenny was
seated. ‘“ Now I will read a verse from
Romans iv., not as God has had it written,
but as you understand it. ‘DBut to him that
worketh not, but prayeth to Him that justi-
fieth the ungodly, his faith is counted for
righteousness.” That is how you understand
it—is it not?"”

*“Yes,” she said.

“ Ah! but, thank God, this is not what
God says. We should not know if we¢ had
prayed enough, and our prayers could not
save our souls. These are the words of God,
*To him that worketh not but beliereth.’ It
is believing, not praying. Now we will turn to
chap. x. ver. 8, * The word is nigh thee, even
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in thy mouth, and in thy heart’ Jenny, you
often speak of it, you olten think ol it. God

says, * If thou shalt confess with thy mouth
the Lord Jesus, and shalt believe in thine
heart that God hath raised Him from the
dead, thou shalt be saved.” ‘Let God be true,
and Satan a liar, for he was thatfrom the be-
ginning. Good-bye.”

Mr. B. left, believing that God was about
to finish the workin Jenny’s soul. Assoon as
hehad gone, she wentto herroom, and there
before God, owned herself a guilty sinner.
What a blessed thing it is to be alone in the
presenceof God, who, while the light of that
holy presence makes manifest every action
of darkness, reveals Himself as Love. Half
an hour was spent thus alone, then she came
running downstairs into the presence of the
others in the house, exclaiming “I have
found Him! I have found Him!"

“Iound whom?” was the astonished
question.

“ Jesus, as my Saviour,” she cried.

There was gladnessin the house that day ;
another soul had learnt that Jesus was the
Christ, the Saviour of the world.

And now, happy in His salvation, she is
learning, too, that the grace of God which
has saved her, teaches us to deny ungodli-
uess and worldly lusts, and to live soberly,
righteously, and godly in this present world.
(Titus ii. 11-12).

Will you let me ask you, Do you still be-
lieve Satan’s lie, which casts a doubt upon
the perfect goodness and truth of God ? God
has said, ‘““The soul thatsinnethit shall die.”
And His word—yea, every jot and tittle of
-His word, shall stand for ever. But He has
also said, ¢ They that hear (the voice of the
Son of God) shall live.”” Have you ever
heardit, dearreader? Il you have, not death,

but eternal life is the portion He givgsgou.
L& T

THE GOSPEL.

THE deep, “full, swiftly-flowing river of the
gospel hasits source in God, and every drop
of the vast stream is Christ. The gospel of
God is concerning His Son. God is love,
and, through Christ, IIis love flows to men.

BiB 7/} | ILLUSTRATED
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Redeemed with the Precious Blood.

IT is now some two thousand years ago

since the blood of theLord Jesus Christ
was shed for sinners. Let us for a moment
meditate upon the purpose of God in the
sacrifice. ‘*Redeemed . . . with the precious
blood of Christ, asofa lamb withoutblemish
and without spot: who. verily was foreor-
dained before the foundation of the world.”
(1 Pet. i. 18-20.)

This world wasformedintoitspresent fash-
ion of beauty some'six thousand years gone
by, but when the foundation of the world was
laid no man can tell. Nomind can conceive
aright, the lapse of time since that great day
when the Eternal God thought fit to lay in
space, as it were, the cornerstone upon which
this earth isbuilt, and to hangthe earthin its
place amongst the countless orbs of heaven,
thereto be fixed firm till He shall remove it.
But before the foundation of this world, the
mind of God was occupied with the sacrifice
of His Son as a Man for men ; and with the
value of thatsacrifice. God formed the mar-
vellous plan of our blessing and His glory.

The purpose of God existed before the
foundation of the world, but the display of
that purpose was made in time: He ‘‘ was
manifestinthese last times—oratthe end of
the times—*‘foryou, who by Him do believe
in God.” -

\Vhat are the times here spoken of, which
have reached their end, or of which the last
may be reckoned ? God has marked off the
history of this world in times or ages. F.ven
as each day hasits hours, each week its days,
each yearits months, so has the history of the
world its times. Ve speak of the eleventh
hour, the end of the week, the close of the
year, and a peculiar significance attaches to
the expressions. Theday of law and prophets
reached its end when Christ died, and more,
the end of man’s history as dealt with by
God in order that man should be thoroughly
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tried and tested then came; besides which
the close of the times of this world’s history
is in view as we regard the death of Christ.
The believer is not looking for anylmprove-
ment of the world, he is looking for Christ's
coming and the world's judgment, Theend
is reached.
say, therefore, * these last times.”’
Letusreviewbrieflysomeofthetimesof this
world’s history, and reckon, as it were, some
of its hours in the light of the sacrifice of
Christ. When sin entered intothis world, and
death by sin, when, instead of paradise to live
in,man had a world in which to die, God took
the skins of animals and clothed disobedient
man. God covered man with robes made
from slain victims. In the first,blood thus
shed on this carth, the first death on account
f sin, can we not mark the beginning of
3od's ways of mercy forman 7 And donot
we see in the garments of God’s own mak-
ing a figure of that fair beauty in which He
robes those for whom Christ died ? From

the very first, where sin abounded grace did-

much moreabound. AsAdamand Eveturned
their backs on paradise, they entered the
vorld clothed in garments made from victims
slain in their stead. The first hour in the
timeof sin chroniclesthe typeoftheeternally
purposed work of God's Son for sinners.

As time began to roll on, Adam and Eve
saw their own sinful natures reproduced in
their children. They saw,  too, God-given
faith in their son Abel. Cain, the man of
earth, brought of earth’s fruits and cultiva-
tion to Jehovah; Abel brought death and
the “ fat” of the victim instead to his altar.

When righteous Abel for the firsttimewent
to his flock, and took therefrom the fairest
lamb he could find, and brought it in its
innocence to the altar, and then plunged the
knife into the creature’s breast, and the blood
of the lamb crimsoned the altar of the man of
faith, God from heaven accepted Abel, and
Abel's offering. In the death of the sacrifice
for the sinner, God and the sinner could
meet. The cross of Christ is the meeting-
place for God and man. We come in our
sins to God, and find God's provision for our
sins. God has set Him forth a mercy-seat

In a most solemn way we can-

through faith in His blood. Andin the way of
Abel’s approach to God in the very earliest
hours of I})1e world’s history, we in these last
times have holy witness to the precious blood
of Christ.

As the days of the patriarchs passed by,
the holy men of old brought sacrifices and
blood to God. Without shedding of blood
there is no remission, Thistruth the altars
of Noah, Abraham, and the fathers]proclalm
Beloved reader, living in these last days,
have you, by faith, learned of God the lesson
of the needs-be for Christ’s death in order
to the salvation of your soul ?

Passingonintheworld’shistory, Godcalled
out a nation to be His people. He redeemed
them byblood. Neithersilver nor gold bought

Israel out of Egypt; the price of their re- -

demption wasthe bloodofa lamb. *‘Take you
alamb,” said Jehovah to them, and they be-
lieved, and did as the Lord commanded. The
sprinkled blood freed them. .The blood
sprinkled on door-posts and lintels declared
the faith of the families within doors. By their
obedience they owned the need of death for
them, and the Lord sawthe blood,and passed
over, and judgment entered not their houses.
How is it with thereader of these lines? The
ransom price of oursoulsis Christ’sblood ; we
areredeemed with thepreciousbloodof Christ
asofalambwithoutblemishand without spot.
Can we each onesay, “ Christ has redcemed
me?”

Again, when God established the order of
sacrifices for His redeemed people, He or-

dained that death should be before Him |

daily. Morning by morning a sweet savour
rose up continually te Him. (Lev.vi. 9-13.)
Thus did the obedience and faith of His
people Israel, as it were, daily witness to the
coming sacrifice of Christ.

If weconsidertheindividual faith ofthe peo-
ple of God'’s choice, who shall count the my-
riads ofsacrifices,or measuretheriversofblood
offered toGod duringthe four thousand years
prior to the advent of the Redeemer| Burnt
offerings—peace offerings — trespass offer-
ings, sin offerings. Offerings of sweet savour
to God, offerings of peace and communion of
His people with God—ofTerings for sin when
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burdenslay heavy on the conscience because
of known offence and trespass against God’s
laws,and offerings for sin where sin could not
be precisely explained by the offerer, norits
depths measured in the sight of God! Con-
sider it, beloved reader, worshippers ever
coming to God by sacrifice, sacrifices in-
numerable, rivers of blood, and all in the pre-
sence of Jehovah, uttering of that of which
they all foretold—*‘the precious blood of
Christ,”

Aswe read the testimony of the Old Testa-
ment,and considerGod's ways with His peo-
ple for four thousand years before His Son
cameto the earth, from Genesis to Malachi,
to individuals, to families, to the nation, one
constant voice is heard, speaking to God by
the will of God, of the precious blood of
Christ.

And now the last times have'come ! The
early ages have rolled by, and have gone.
Jesus has been manifested ; the Lamb of God
has appeared. He has died and risen again,
By Him we *‘believe in God that raised Him
from the dead, and gave Him glory that our
faith and hope might be in God.” He is the
joy of His believing people. They rejoice in
Him with joy unspeakable and full of glory,
and as the present joy of His presence is
theirs, andthe futureglory of being with Him
is their contemplation, the past suffering of
His cross is their most treasured remem-

brance.
¢ My soul Jooks back to sec
The burden Thou didst bear
When hanging on the accursed irec,
For all my guilt was there,”

TURNING TO GOD.
WE read of the Thessalonians that they
“turned to God from idols.,” not from idols
to God. He does not begin by taking away
your playthings, but by giving you Hlizmsilf'.

SEEKING CHRIST'S COMING.
THE one who says most truly, ** Come, Lord
Jesus,” is the one who will turn round to the
poor thirsty sinner and invite himto the foun-
tain ; and to the sluggish saint, and invite
him to say “ Come.” B—L

Little Lucy's Faith.
IT was the Lord’s Day afternoon, and the

children of our little hamlet were all
gathered in the grey old schoolhouse. They
were not divided into classes that afternoon,
foran aged and devoted servant of God, who
lovedlittlechildren, had come from theneigh-
bouring city to address them, and they satin
rows, all facing him.

After singing a hymn, and praying to God
togivethe right word, the servant of God got
up into the old pulpit, which stood in the
schoolroom—it was a disused chapel—andin
loving and persuasive tones began to address
the children.

I do not remember what his text was, or
evenifhe gave out oneatall; buthe had not
gone on very far in his address before he
quoted those wonderful and ever fresh words
of the Lord Jesus to the little ones, *‘ Suffer
the little children to come unto Me, and for-
bid them not.” And he repeated them so
lovingly, so entreatingly, just as if he felt the
Lord Jesus was bidding him repeat them.

You may have noticed that in reading or
repeating these exquisite words, one person
will lay the emphasis on one word, and
anotheron another. Well, this dearservant of
God laid thc emphasis on the word * come.”
* Suffer the little children to comeunto Me.”
And as he uttered the gracious and blessed
word ‘“come,”’ he unconsciously motioned
with his hand, as people do when they really
want a child to come to them.

As he did so, to the surprise of all, a little
fair-haired child of five years of age rose from
one of the back seats, with modest courage
walked right up the room to the speaker.
and with wistful, upturned face, stood at the
open pulpit door. It was a touching and
impressive sight; it touched the heart of the
grey-haired man, who, making her step up
into the pulpit beside him, laid his hand
upon her head, and blessecd the little child.

Faith was given him, and he said, I shall
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LITTLE LUCY'S FAlTM.

meet you in hcaven, my dear little child, I
know I shall meet you there.”

Then he asked her name, and turning to
the wondering children, continued his ad-
dress—

“ It is just so, my dear children, that you
must come to Jesus. You have just seen how
to do it. Come in your hearts to Jesus, just
as Lucy has come on her feet to me, and He
wil] bless you, yea, and you shall be blessed,
and I shall meet you, too, in heaven."

Lucy was ever after an object of interest

amongst us, often prayed for, and much
watched over, fora measure of ourold friend’s
faith concemning the child scemcd given to
us, and we felt sure we had only to watch to
see, 'ere long, the work of grace manifest]v
begun in her heart. And when our friend
came amongst us, which he did at long in-
tervals, Lucy was brought to him that he
might speak to her, and he always would say
with such evident assurance of faith, *‘I shall
meet that dear child in heaven.”

But time passed by, and Lucy, although a
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meek and well-behaved child—merryenough,
too—never showed any concern about her
soul, so faras we could tell. \When she was
ten years old her parents left our village to
live in the large city, four miles off, and we
almost lost sight of little Lucy.

A long time after, when walking out one
evening,  happened to meet Lucy’s mother,
and of course asked eagerly after the child.
Her mother assured me that Lucy was *“as
strict as ever to her Sunday-school and
chapel,” butI could not gather that the child
was yet converted. -

Six years had passed away since Lucy loft
us, and ten since the Lord's Day afternoon
of the address at the Sunday-school, when,
as Istood at mywindow, a younggirl of slight
figure came up the steps. She bore no re-
semblance to the white-haired little Lucy I
remembered so well, in her lilac print frock
and well-washed pinafore. Yet she it was.
Shesaid she had come to see me beforegoing
to a town two hundred miles away. As soon
as our greetings were over, I asked whether
she remembered the incident I have related.

“Oh, yes,” she answered, brightly, “I re-
member it well,”

“ But have you come to Jesus yet, Lucy?"”
I asked.

“Oh, yes, I have,” she instantly replied, in
asubdued and earnest tone; ‘‘I have cometo.
Him.” ,

“Really come, Lucy?” I asked,scarce dar-
ing to believe.

“Yes, really.”

“\Vhen ?”

““About a fortnight ago,” she said.

‘“And where and how did it happen? Tell
me all about it.”

“It was in the mission-room where I go,”
shereplied; ‘“the Spirit was striving with me,
and I felt I must give it all up.”

* Give all what up ?"”

** Mysinful ways; and I knowI have come
to Jesus,and have been happy ever since, I
feel the more 1 love Jesus, the more I want
to. My sister laughs at me, but I think, *Ah!
you won’t laugh when the Lord comes.”

This was what Lucycalled coming to Jesus.
And surely so it was; laying her sins and

her heart at His feet, who died to take away
the one, and to win the other,

“Ever since,” she added, ‘‘that dayin the
Sunday-school, when I came when I thought
I was called, I have had such a love for the
Sunday-school: and although I was not con-
verted, but was a wicked sinner, and had a
dread(ful temper, it kept me from a great deal
of evil. And I'm sure I'm thankful to those
who prayed for me.

“Jesus called a little child unto Him.” He
is calling you, dear young friends; will you
not come to the Lord Jesus at once, with
your hearts, as Lucy cameon her feet to His
servant ? E. B—=r

TWO GOOD ANSWERS.

Some time ago, when questioning our Sun-
day-school children, I received two answers
which pleased me very much.

“ What &5 faith ?”’ was my question.

“It is believing what God says,” a good
many children answered, and this was a good
and right answer; but presently one child
said, * It is believing what God says, Secarese
God says 11.” Ah, ] thought, that is better,
because faith is not only believing what God
says, but believing God Himself, the One
who speaks. Abraham,* belicged God,” and
not only God's promise to Him. Then, when
all the others had done answering, came my
other good answer:

‘ Faith. is- believing God, without asking
questions.”

Do you, dear children, believe what God
says, because it is God who speaks through
His word to you; and do youreally and truly
believein Him, asking no questions? G.H.

FAITH IN CHRIST.

Ir you would live a naster of your own
selfishness, you must find your strength in
Christ. Resolves to be good will prove, in
the hour of temptation, only a rope of sand.
The secret of a christian's strength lies in
Christ, not in himself; yet too frequently
christians seek to obtain the power they de-
sire by every means, save the only one, which
avails—faith in Christ.
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BIBLE TRUTHS AND BIBLE TREES.
’I‘HE trees of the Bible are more or less

connected with the differentages or dis-
pensations of this world. There were two
trees connected with the first period of the
world’s history. What those two trees were
every Bible student knows. But howlongthis
period lasted—what length of time Adam
dwelt in the fair and beauteousscene, where
the refreshing rivers watered the garden of
delights, wherein God placed ourfirst parents
—no one knows. This ¢ Morning of Inno-
cence,” as it has been aptly termed, was,
alas! very soon darkened by a great cloud,
which has ever since hung over this scene in
which we find ourselves.

One of these two trees, called the ‘' Tree of
theKnowledgeof Good and Evil,” which God
placed in the Garden of Eden, He com-
manded Adam not to taste. This prohibi-
tion was given to show that God was Creator,
and Adam the creature; and that, as Creator,
God had a perfectright to command,and that
Adam's happiness consisted in unquestion-
ing obedience. *‘ Of every tree "’—yes, *‘ of
cvery tree ’ l—except this one, Adam could
freely ,eat.
him, You well know the story. The serpent
tempted, LEve listened and partook of the
fruit, Adam hearkened to his now guilty wife,
and,;also ate of the forbidden tree, and by
this act of disobedience they both forfeited
their innocent and happy condition,and con-
sequently were driven from their home of
delights| God had said, ¢ In the day thou
eatest, thereof thou shalt surely die.”

The *“Tree of Life,” which God had placéd
in the midst of the garden, was also lost to
them : Adam and his wife were shut out of
the earthly paradise forever. But do we not
hear again of the Tree of Life ?..Yes, we do,
but not as blooming in an earthly Eden, but
in the paradise of God.

You ask, Was there no way back to the fair
scene frqm which our first parents were ex-
pelled? No! A flamingsword of judgment
tumed every way, and the bright cherubim,
executors of that judgment, guarded the ap-
proach to the Garden of Eden.

This has a voice for all, telling us that

This one only was kept from.

happiness, in the state of innocence, having
been forfeited by man’s disobedience, can
never be regained. DBut if there is no re-
turn to paradise on earth, the grace of God
has superabounded, and X:s own paradise is
now opened to all who turn to Him.

Do you ask, How was it that Adam and
Eve were shut out of Eden, and not allowed
to eat of the Tree of Life ? It was mercy; for
had they eaten of that tree in their fallen con-
dition they would have had to live on earth
a life of misery for ever away from God.

Thenext periodin Biblehistorycommences
with THORNS. How aptly these set forth a
period of Jawlessness you will see by tracing
the references to them through Scripture.

There are eight different Hebrew words
used in the Bible for thorns, but they are all
derived from one root, which signifies’*‘to
fret,”” “ to wound,” or-*‘ to tear.”

Thorns came upon the earth at the fall—
thorns were entwined around the head of
the Lord Jesus Christ, when He was about
to die for us—and when He comes to reign,
¢ The sons of Belial shall be all of them as
thorns thrust away.” (2 Sam. xxiil. 6.)

The-plant which is supposed to have.fur-
nished the thorns for the Saviour's crown is
called nabka by the Arabs. A plant more
suited for this purpose could not be found,
for it is literally covered with thorns; its
branches are supple and pliant, and its leaf
of a deep green colour, like that of our ivy.

It is supposed that this plant was chosen in
ordertoadd insult-to cruelty, for it resembles
the ivy, which was used tocrown emperors
and warriors.

Thorns are connected with a period of
time, lasting a great many years, during
which man was left to his own lawless and
unrestrained will, without check. And vio-
lence and corruption filled the earth.

After the two.trees of the Garden of Eden,
so familjar to us all, and which are associated
with the time of innocence on the earth, we
have the time characterized by thorns and
thistles, and by violenccand lawlessness. May
each of our dear young friends have found
in Christ the Life, and be saved from sin
through Him. 1. N.
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THE EARNEST WISH.
WONDER whether any of you could ex-
plain to me what this picture is about ?

The title does not tell us much more than we-

can learn from the picture itself, for we can
see plainly enough that the slave-girl, as she
kneels beside her mistress, and offers her
some sweetmeats, is speaking earnestly. Her
mistress looks at her with attention, too—
what can they be talking about ?

Perhaps you will be more likely to guess
aright if 1 tell you that the picture is about
a story whichis toldinthe Old Testament. I
do notwish to tell youmore,foryouknowthat

beauti(ul storyvery well, though, perhaps, you

have never thought much about the little
slave-girl, who lived in the time of Llisha,
the prophet of God,and whois here speaking
earmestly to her mistress about him.

Ahl nowyouknow. Thisgirlwasthelittle
captive maid who waited upon the wife of
Naaman, the great Syrian general, and her
story, as we read it in the Bible, is so sweet,
that I am glad to see a picture about it, so that
we may talk a little of her this afternoon.

And where was the little maid living when
she waited upon her mistress, as you see her
doing in the picture ?

In the land of Syria—that countrynorth of
the land of Israel, where the sunissohot that
people are glad to lie down, and enjoy the
cool evening breeze out of doors upon the
housetop, as the lady in the picture does.

How did the little maid from the land of
Israel come to this strange country to be a
slave-girl ?

Ah! that is u1 sad story. It was because the
people of God had left off serving Him and
obeying His word that God had allowed them
to be beaten by their enemies. They had fled
beforethem,and some had been taken captive;
notonly the fightingmen, but the women and
children ; this was how the little maid from
the land of Israel came to be in a strange
land, away from her home.

Was it not sad for her? Whydid God let
such a dreadful thing happen to a child ?

It was indeed sad forher. You who have
been away from home ‘only just for a few
months, and who look to go back to it again

when the holidayscome, found it verysad and
strange at first, even though you were only at
school, and with people who tried to be kind
to you. This child knew not that she should

ever see her dear Israelitish home, or her

father and mother, and brothers and sisters
again, and she tvas a slave in a country where
the language and the people were all strange.

You asked why God allowed such a sad
thing to happen to a child. We do not know
why a great many sad things are allowed to
happen every day in this sad world, where sin
and misery are on every hand, but we are
quite sure it is not because the great God in
heaven does not care for the sorrows even of
little children. Perhaps He allowed this
child to be carried away from her home that
He might speak to her young heart when
there was no one near to comfort her, and
tell her not to fear, but to trust in Him.

But she was in a land where no onecared
for the true God, and where they prayed to
idols.

That is quite true, but in spite of all the
wrong things which were going on around
her, God kept faith in Himself alive in*her
heart. How do we know this ?

Because of what she said to her mistress
about the prophet of God, ‘“ Would God my
lord were with the prophet that is in Samaria!
for he would recover him of his leprosy.”

We do not know how long the child had
been thinking, with pitiful longing, about
her master, before she ventured to say this to
her mistress ; but at last she did take courage,
and she had her reward.

What reward ? Was she allowed to go back
to her own home after Naaman was cured ?

We are not told anything more about her
except this wish, which she expressed in
such a simple and beautiful way; but do you
not think it must have been a glad day for
even the little slave girl when word was
brought that the master was coming home
from his long journey, and when he at last
came in with every trace of that dread(ul
leprosy gone, and his flesh fair and soft as
the flesh of a little child ?

Yes, it must have made her very happy,
because she was so sorry for her master to




46

Farturur Worps.

be a leper; some people would have been
almost glad, and would have said, ‘It serves
him right for having taken me for a slave.”

That is just what all our hearts would say,
if God did not teach us something better.
Remember, my dear child, that it was God
who put into the captive maiden’s heart this
earnest wish for her master, that he might
go to His prophet for healing and blessing.
Is it not wonderful to think that she knewa
'secret about God's power and His goodness
which was unknown to all the great people
in the land of Syria? Yet not wonderful,
for it is written, ¢ The secret of the Lord is
with them that fear Him."”

And Naaman learnt about God too.

Yes, for he said to Elisha, ¢ Behold, now
I knowthat there is no God in all the earth,
but in Israel.”

How little the captive maiden knew what
blessing would come from her words,; so
modestly yet so earnestly spoken | i

TYNDALE BROUGHT BEFORE THE
CHANCELLOR.

THE discomfited priests came no more to
the house of Sir John Walsh, but they did
not forget the tutor at Sodbury Hall, who,
with his Greek Testament ever at his side,
had bidden them ‘“Lookand read,” and judge
for themselves which was worthy of being
honoured and believed, the word of God, or
their own tradition. By degrees it became
known throughout the vale of the Severn that
Sir John Tyndale was a dangerous man, one
who though himself a priést was at war with
some of the most cherished doctrines of the
church ; one who not only dared speak the
truth, but who constantly appealed to the
-word of truth in support of what he said—and
alreadythe firstmutteringsof the stormwhich
wassoon to burst upon him were heard.

We are told that it was his habit at this
time, when the work of the day was over, to
take hisway toa neighbouring hill,and seated
upon the top amid the ruins of a Roman
camp, think long and deeply. There was
much tomake himuneasy,as helooked around
upon what was passing in England; but, like
David, he encouraged himself in the Lord

his God, and when the time of trial came
it came not as a strange or unexpected thing,
but as that which he had looked in the face
calmlyand stedfastly,and was, by God's grace,
prepared tomeet inastrength and bya wisdom
not his own.

He still spoke boldly and uncompromis-
ingly as occasion offered, and on Sundays he
preached in the little village church with a
sweetness and simplicity which made some
say, as they listened, that as Tyndale ex-
plained his gospel they seemed to be hearing
the beloved apostle John himself speak to
them. Some words which fell from his lips

‘in that little church were remembered long

afterwards,when newscame from overthe sea
of how he who spoke them had died a cruel
death—a witness for the truth in a foreign
land, and men only treasured them more.
““According to the pope,” he said—and we,
who have neverknownwhatit is to be in bon-
dagesuchas thatinwhichmanya childof God
washeld in thosedays,can hardlymeasure the
boldness of such words—*‘according to the
pope,we must first be good after his doctrine,
and then compel God to be good again for
our goodness. Nay, verily, God’s goodness is
the rool of all goodness.” Again, alludingto the
custom enjoined by the church of burning
many candles in the chamber of death, as
though they could light the departing spirit
upon its solemn journey, he cried, ‘' Faith is

‘the holy candle wherewith we must bless our- |

selves at the last hour; without it you will go
astray in the valley of the shadow of death,
though you had a thousand tapers lighted
around your bed.”

But it was not only in the church of Sod-
bury that Tyndale preached ; he went about
from village to village, and sometimes even
to Bristol, which was a very large and impor-
tantcityatthattime. Crowdsgatheredaround
him ashe stood in College Grecn, hard by the
old cathedral, and preached to them under
the pleasant shade of the beech-trees.

‘ Itis plain that he couldnot long be hidden,
and at last his enemjes, who had long called
him ‘' heretic,” and **hypocrite,” not content
with hard names, brought secret accusations
against him, and he was summoned, along
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with all the Gloucestershire priests, toappear
before the chancellor of his diocese.

Of what he might be accused he did not
certainly know; but as he went on his way
alone, yet not alone, for surelythe Lord stood
by him, as He stood by the Apostle I’aul when
he was about to answer for himself before his
enemies, Tyndale niust have felt that his
hour was come.

Long afterwards, when speaking of this
time toa friend, he said that he*‘cried heartily
to God in his mind, to give him strength to
stand fast in the truth of His word.”

He was not deceived as to the malice of
his enemies, nor as to his confidence in God,
who was able to deliver him from it, Many
accusations had been brought against him,
as false as they were injurious; the *‘chan-
cellor,” he says, “threatened me grievously
and reviled me, and rated meas if I had been
a dog, and laid to my charge whereof there
could be none accuser brought forth, yet all
the priests of the country were there.” It
maust indeed have been awonderful spectacle,
and one from which we may well learn a
lesson of the power of God to restrain the
wrath of man. Alone, no man standing with
him, Tyndale calmly looked around upon the
assembly—there were the abbots and deans,
and yonder stood the priests who had secretly
accused him to them.

“Where are your witnesses?' he said, “let
them come forward, and I will answer them.”

Awe.struck and ashamed, not one stirred;
the chancellor was obliged to dismiss the
assembly, and Tyndale wenton his way, pon-
dering many things. He was notignorant of
the danger from which he had for the time
escaped, and as he thanked God, who *‘de-
livereth and rescueth,” for having thus inter-

osed between him and his ecnemies, his

cart was filled with compassionate longing
for those who had thussought hisruin. *“ Why
should they so hate me?" he thought; “why
should they seek to stop my mcuth that I
should no longer proclaim the word of God?
Why should they seek to fasten upon me that
of which they full well know ] am not guilty?
It is becauss they are ignorant; lhcr know
not Latin enough to read their missal ; poor

souls] if they but knew what God hath made |
me to know, they would be even as I am.”
And the more he thought on these things the
more anxious did he become to give to these
ignorant priests, as well as to the poor people
wholookedtothemforteachingandguidance,
the NewTestament in theirown language. c.»,

HARRY'S LETTER TO HIS MOTHER.
. I WISH to write to tell you that, through
the finished work of Jesus Christ I, a
vile sinner, am saved. Dear mother, when you
used to speak to me about mysoul’s salvation,
I used to back out of it somehow; I did nct
want to hear anything about it. But still,
mother, you and nearly everyone else kept
speaking to me about my precious soul, and
I used to think how much I should like to
know, and be able to say that I was saved.

‘“Still I cannot remember that the Lord
Himself was really at work with my souluntil
the firsttime I went to Mr. B.’s; heasked me
whether I was saved, and oh, what an awful
thing it was for me to be obliged to say I was
not| Afterthatitseemed to me asif every-
one knew that Harry W. was nof sared.

‘It was last Sunday, as I was listening to
Mr. C.preaching, that I began to understand
this wonderful reality, that God’s sazlvation
was wailing for me.

“] am so certain of it. It is wonderful
to think that I can really say / am saved.
Tell my father and my brothers and sisters,
and everyone I know, that I, a sinner, am
saved by the grace of God.

“Oh, mother, to think that I have now a
Friend who sticketh closer than a brother ;
a Friend who never alters! a Friend for this
present time, and for the bright and glorious
time to come | To think how I used to hide
or go out, or do anything so that God's word
might not como home to mo! But it has, in
spite of all that Satan could do to hinder.
There is no getling away from God, who in
His unspeakable mercy gave up Iiis only be-
gotten Son, that we might have cternal life.

“] daresay you will be surprised, dear
mother, and yet not surprised; for I know you
have been looking to tho Lord for this.

“ Your affectionate son, [TArRkY.”




refers to the pastors of our souls—those holy
men whom God has set over His people to
watch for their spiritual growth. But who
watches over the souls of children like chris-
tian parents? Who, like your father and
mother, secks forgiveness from God for your
dailyerrors? Aswethinkofthis, wemay safely
take the text for our homes. You are the
dearest objects of your parents’ desire, and
they trust they will give a joyful account of
your obedience to Him when life is over.
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OBEDIENCE. to her who has rule over him, *I will do what
BEY them that have the rule over you™ | yvou bid me,” and then, when the ruler’s back
(Heb. xiii. 7), is a word well suited to | is turned, joins with others in dishonouring
home life. The first instruction of the text | the one placed over them, is a mean-spirited

child, and a shame to the name of Christ.
Better be the sulky son, who said, ‘I will
not,” but afterwards repented, than the de-
ceitful son, who said, *I go, sir,” but who
never went,

If my boy cannot be trusted when my back
isturned, I am trulyashamed of him. A faith-
ful spirit is mostcareful tocarryout thewishes
of those he obeys when no eye is upon him.
God looks into our hearts, and watches what
goes on there, and in the heart the main-

We arc addressing
children who love the
Lord, and whodesire to
please Him. Lveryone
who knows Christ as his |
Saviour, and God as his
Father, desiresto please
God. We donot say that
at times the christian is
not overcome of evil;
but none the less it is
true that in every chris-
tian's heart, whetherthe
little child orthegrown-
up man or woman, there
| dwellsthewish toplease
' God.

Obedience, to be of
real value, must be
cheerfully rendered. When my boy's mothcr
bids him run an errand for her, and he walks
very slowly, with an unwilling countenance,
his obedience has lost its sweetness to her
heart. You will remember the parable our
Lord spake to the chief priests in the temple,
who rendered God an outward but not a heart
obedience. A father had twosons, whom he
bade go and work in hisvineyard. The clder
said, I will not,” but afterwards repented,
and went. The youngersaid, "I go, sir,’’ but
| mever went at all. These were surly sons, and

are a pattern to be shunned.

‘ Whatever you do, avoid eye-service. This
| is a warning to boys and girls in school-life.
‘ A christian child who openly says to him or

spring of obedience is
to be found. Therefore,
if Christ is dwelling in
your heart by faith, that
is, if you are thinking
about Him and seeking
His glory, you will find
sweetness in  doing
what He did. * Take
My yoke upon you.” He
says, ‘‘and learn of Me,
| for My yoke is casy
and Myburdenislight.”
His yoke is obedience.
Adam,the first man, was
disobedient, and by his
act of disobedience we
became sinners; Christ
—! came to this earth todo
the Father's will; IIc obeyed and died for us
upon thecross ; and now the people, old and
young, who belong to Christ, are called to
obey God.

Our salvation flows from the willing obedi-
enceof our Lord Jesus Christ, who died forus,
and the cheerful, bright spirit of the christian
flowsfrom hiswalkingasChristwalked. Seek,
dcar young friends, to put your will into the
hand of the Lord who died for you.

Seck to say to IHim, * Not my will, but
Thine, Lord."”” Herein lies the secret of true
christian happiness. There will be many a
little struggle in the heart over this we know,
but God will give the victory, and every vic-
tory of faith redounds to the glory of God.
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SHARPER THAM ANY T-I/VO-EDGED Mrs. S. *“ My life has been one of most pain-

SWORD.

SOME years ago a lady had occasionto go

into a shop in the north of London, the
article she required not being immediately
obtainable, she was requested to call on her
return. She did so, and was met, not, as
before, by the mistress, but by a strikingly
noble-looking man, who at once attracted
her attention and moved her pity by his evi-
dent feebleness, for his tall figure was bowed
by jllness, and his face bore the marks of
suffering.

Mrs. S. wasunwillingtoletslipany occasion
of speaking of Christ to those in sickness or
sorrow, but about this sufferer there was an
undefinable something that might have pre-
venteds had he not himself opened the way.
He apologised for the absence of his wife,
and for his own inability to serve, by reason
of his extreme weakness, as he was only just
recovering from a very severe illness.

“] can see that you have been very ill,”
replied Mrs.S. ‘“ Pain and sickness are sad,
indeed, but how greatly are our sufferings
lightened when we havea bright prospect be-
fore us—the blessed certainty of soon going
to a place where there will be no more pain
or sorrow; all that grieves usnow will have
been left behind for ever.”

Steadying himself into a more upright
position, and fixing his large, lustrous eyes
upon the lady, as though reading her through
and through, he replied, after a short pause,
““ Do you believe that ?”

““Yes,” said Mrs. S., earnestly, ‘“ indeed 1
do; do not you?"”

“No."”

As that dread ““ No™ fel] slowly from his/
lips, the eyes of Mrs. S. filled with tears, and
she could only repeat, ¢ Oh, I am sorry—I
am sorry for you.”

““Areyou?' hereplied. “Well, Ibelievethat-

you are the first person who has eversaid that.
Youare sorry for me ! Well, I am sure I have
had pain enough here. DBut what do you
know of trouble ? Youdon’t look as though
you had seen much of it.”

“QOh, how greatly you mistake,” replied

ful trial—of such sorrow that only one thing
has helped me through it.”

“ And what is that 7’ he asked.

“Ah, it is that very thing which you.tell
me you do not believe,” said she, sadly.

““Well, if you can look so bright because
of that,” replied the invalid, ‘I should not
be sorry if I believed it too, if it would make
me as happy as you seem to be.” And as
Mrs. S. rose toleave theshop he begged her
to come and see him again.

Mrs. S. thought much of this meeting with
the stranger, and at last determined to take
a little New Testament with her on her next
visit, and, if possible, to induce him to read
it. She soon called again at the shop, and
after some conversation, taking out her Tes-
tament, she offered it to him, begging him to
read it for himself.

“Youdon't know what I am,” said he, “or
what I have done. Ifyou did, you would
never ask me to do that.”

Upon her repeating her desire, and telling
him it could matter little to her what he had
been or done, he said, ‘I am aninfidel, and
have been an infidel lecturer. Do you ask
me toread and believe whatI have spent my
life in refuting? "’

Terrible as this discovery was, it only in-
creased Mrs. S.’s desire that one who had
gone so far astray should be brought to the
Lord before it was too late. With intense
eagerness she entreated him to read the book
which she had broughthim. Atlasthegave
an unvwilling consent, moved, as it seemed,
by the earnestness of her manner. Then,
with a simple confidence that the Lord would
surely use His own word, sheleft. She knew
{hat ¢ God is His own interpreter,” and that
in His precious book is to be found the an-
swer to all the infidel thoughts of the human
mind, the antidote to all the poison which
Satan can instil into the poor human heart,
so ready to listen to his lie.

Some little time passed before Mrs. S.
again saw the one in whom she took so deep
an interest, but the day when she met him
once more was a day never to be forgotten
by her.
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Speaking of it afterwards, she said, ‘* His
face, as he stood at the door and saw me
come towards him, seemed to light up with
unearthly brightness ; it was just as though
a gleam of glory irradiated every feature, and
shone in the deep eyes, which sparkled with
joy. He burst forth in words of welcome
and thanks to me for bringing him the won-
derful book of God that by His Spirit’s power
had led him to cast away all his evil theories
and opinions, and to find in their stead a
living, loving Saviour and Friend. Yes; he
had found a reality now, not only a Saviour
from all his sins, not only peace through the
precious blood of Jesus, but a mighty arm to
lean upon, a tender, pitiful heart into which
to pour all his burden of cares, and abun-
dance of mercy to forgive and cleanse, even
the poor infidel.”

*“ All you told me is true,” said he. 1
have been trusting in a lie all my life, but
now I believe this book ; I bow to Christ,
and I rest in Him.”

Language fails to express the joy of such
a meeting. He, who all his life had been a
bond slave of Satan, was now brought into
the liberty of a child of God. He who had
been a son of disobedience, was now a son of
God by faith in.Christ Jesus.

Everytime Mirs. S. met the former infidel,
the love of God in Christ was the theme, and
happy were the moments they thus passed
together. Circumstances fora long time pre-
vented her from seeing her friend, and at
last the news reached her that he had gone
home to learn still more of the blessed Lord.
When she heard from his son an account of
his father's last hours, she could but repeat to
herself as she listened, ¢“ Death is swallowed
up in victory.”

‘‘This little book was always with him,”
said the young man, taking from his pocket
the well-worn little Testament, ‘‘and just be-
fore he passed away he gave it tome, begging
me to keep it.”

Maythat living word, bythe blessed opera-
| tionoftheHoly Spirit of God, reach the heart
and conscience of the son, as it reached his
father’s, and not his only, but yours, too, be-
loved reader. L. T.

FAITH AND REALIZATION.

WE realize what we believe—such is the

order of faith in God. There must be
faithin Godinorderto there being realization
of what we believe concerning God. TFaith
is belief in God and His word, not belief in
our own realization of what God says. If we
place realization before faith we really put
our realization of a truth of God before the
truth itself, and thus, by a back door have
made our faith, faith in self.

It comforts the heart of a christian most
exceedingly when he opensthe word of God
and, as he reads, says to his soul, ““ My God
and my Father is now speaking to me.” Per-
haps he has been castdown by the day’s diffi-
culties or trials; maybe he has grown weary
under the assaults of the enemy; possibly
his soul is out of tune with heavenly things;
but he opens the word of his God and reads.
He hears the voice of his God speaking to
him. How sweet are the words, yea sweeter
than honey or the honeycomb! The word is
life to his spirit. His soul had melted for
heaviness, but God quickens him according
to His word. He wasafllicted very much, but
because the word is, by grace, his delight,
he perishes notin his aflfliction. Thus, even
before he is aware, realization follows faith.
Through mercy the ear was not stopped to
God’s word by putting realization of the truth
before the truth itself.

Itis the same in principlewith theawaken-
ed soul, with the soul to whom God has given
life in Christ, but who lacks peace and liberty.
Take the word of God as it is written. Read
what God says of His love to: you, poor,
anxious seeker after His salvation; read not
the book of your own heart of unbelief. God
loves sinners ; God gave His Son to die for
sinners; God has made you, by His Spirit, to
know youare a sinner. Itis God who speaks
to you. Jesus died for you, your sins are all
gone. Ahl you believe God. You say, “God
hasforgiven mysins,and hasforgottenthem.”
His gracefills your spirit with overwhelming

ratitude. You now love IHim because e
irst loved you. IIow sweet the realization of
His love. Now you know that faith in God
opens the heart to the joy of His grace.
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FESUS IS MY FRIEND IN GLORY.
VERY weak and ill, and almost destitute;
such was the situation in which I found
the poor woman of whom I had heard as
dying of consumption, and whom I was now
visiting for the first time.

Afterafewremarksabout herstateof health,
I said, ‘' It may be that God has some wise
purpose in thus laying you upon a sick bed ;
when we are ill we have much time for think-
ing. When you consider that perhaps God
may soon call you to leave this world, how
do you feel about it 7 Have you any hope of
a brighter world beyond ?”

“I am doing the best I can,"” she replied
shortly.

“ And will you tell me what that is?” I
asked.

“Well, sir, I pray to God to forgive my
sins, and I cannot do more."”

“And do you think that those prayers of
yours have satisfied God ?”” I asked; and
as she fixed her eyes upon me with a look
of anxious enquiry, I continued, ¢ it is God
whom we have to meet about this great ques-
tion; He must be satisfied with regard to
our sins, and our prayers will not satisfy Him;
nothing but the blood of Jesus, the Son of
God, can atone for sin, and open a way by
which God can pardon us and give us a
place with Himself in heaven.”

Before I left we read together the solemn
account of what we all are by nature, which
God has written for us in the third chapter
of the Epistle to the Romans, and I sought,
by God's help, to show this poor woman the
condition in which she stood before God;
a guilty sinner indeed, but not too lost and
undone for Him toreceive, who came to seek
and to save that which was lost, and of whom
it was said when He was on earth, ** This
man receiveth sinners."”

It pleased Gog, in His mercy, to give her, |
by His Holy Spirit, to see, in some measure,
the darkness in which she was living, and
when I next saw her sho was in deep distress
of soul, longing with unspeakable desire to
know the blessedness of peace with God. It
was then m hapgy task to show her from

death upon the cross met all the righteous
claims of God’s throne, and the deep need of
the lost sinner who trusts in Him.

““We can do nothing to make ourselves
fit for God or acceptable to Him,” I said.
*“\Vhat God seeks from us is that we should
take sides with Him against ourselves, con-
demning ourselves in His presence as guilty
and ruined sinners.”

Then, after reading a few verses in the
third chapter of St. John’s gospel, which
show that God, in His great love, gave His
Son, that whosoever bielieveth in Him should
not perish, but have everlasting life, I com-
mended her to God and left her.

Two days afterwards I called, and found

her face lit up with joy, and as I sat beside
her she began to tell me whatthe Lord had
done for her.
. “After you were gonc,” she said, ‘I said
to myself, ‘It is believing on Jesus Christ
that saves the soul. Then what is to hinder
me from beingsaved ? I1did believe in Jesus
as my Saviour with my heart, and now I am
happy. Yes, if the dear Lord were to call me
away at this moment I am ready to go.”

““Then youare not afraid of death now ?2”
I said.

“No,” she replied, with a bright smile,
““I am not afraid now. Blessed Lord Jesus,
I do thank Him for what He has done for
me, and I long to be with Him, but I must
wait His time."”

For many weeks my poor friend lay upon
her bed, waiting, as she said, ‘‘the Lord’s
time"” to take her to be with Himselfl; and
very sweet it was to hearher speak of the love
of Jesus.

*Think,” she would say, “of such love
to a sinner like me, who only deserved to
go to hell | " and with her whnle heart she
would praise her Saviour for laying down His
life for her.

As the time drew near for herto leave this
world of sin and sorrow, and to enter upon
eternity in the presence of the Lord, she scnt
for me, and as I came in she said—

“I wanted to sce you once more, to thank
you for coming to tell me of Jesus.” Then,

God’s word how the Lord Jesus had by His

 calling her three little children to her side,
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she kissed them fondly, and bade them fare-
well. Presentl! raising herself in her bed,
with hands and eyes uplifted, she began to
sing— ** ¢ Jesus is my Friend in glory,
Oh, how He loves !’
*“Won't you sing with me ?" she said, as
she paused for a moment. We sangtogether,

and then she laid herself down, and soon, |

very soon, her happyspirit had taken its flight
to her Friend in glory; she was ‘absent from
the body and present with the Lord.’ Rr. B.

A CURE FOR LONELINESS.
My friend, Mrs. R,, is an aged woman ; she
lovesthe Lord Jesus, and knows that He loves
her, but she is not always calm and happy.

The other day she said to her husband,
‘“‘When youare gone totown, ifno one comes
to see me, I feel that Imus?go out and make
a call. I wantto talk tosome one. I get tired
of being alone.”

‘“ My dear,” said the old man, ‘“when you
are tired of being alone, and want to speak
to somebody, take your Bible, and open it,
and read ; as you read, God wil! speak fo you.
When you are tired of reading, shutyourbook,
lay it down, and then, speak fo God. 1f you
do what I tell you, you will not feel dull or
lonely.”

What sweet and sensible advice! Surely.
there can be no better cure for a spirit of un-
rest or a feeling of loneliness. Unsatisfied
christian, try it. H. L. T.

GOD'S UNWEARIED GOODNESS.

Gobpistheonlyone,who paysyoufortroubling
Him, the oftener you trouble Him the better.
‘“He is a rewarder of them that diligently
seek Him.” B—k

WALKING WITH GOD.

‘“ExocH walked with God.” That was his
every-day life, not just having to do with
God morning and evening, but a heart re-
ference with Him all through the day. If we
knew more ¢! this, we have no idea of how
He would entsr into everything that con-
cerns us: ou thoughts, our feelings, our
difficulties. &,

A SINNER SAVED.

ONE of thesightsto be seen by the curious

visitortothe cathedral ofthisancientcity
of York is a chained Bible—a relic of those
days of darkness in which reading the Bible
wasapunishableoffence,andin whichthelight
andtruthof thepureword of God were forcibly
withheld from the perishing multitudes. But,
in God'smercy,thechains havebeensnapped,
and the truth circulates far and wide in the
language of the people. Itisnowa common
boast that we live in a land of Bibles, and,
whenwehearthat boast,mightwenotsuppose
that none in such a favoured land would be
foundunacquainted withthe Holy Scriptures?
" Let us,however,go to a back street, almost
under the shadow of our stately cathedral.
Here it is not counted shame to riot in the
daytime, and drunken brawlings frequently
break the stillness of thenight. Inthisstreet
lived Mrs. P., whose history I desire briefly to
trace, in order to show the exceeding grace
of our God to a poor sinner.

How thankful ought those children to be
who are blessed with christian parents and
homes of peacel Very little of a mother’s
fondlove, or a father’scare, wasenjoyed when
a child by the poor woman of whom I write,
and even that little was taken away when her
mother died, leaving her an orphan at eight
years of age.

The influences of the surroundings on the
impressible heart of childhood may be im-
agined by those who sometimes visit such
places as the street I have spoken of. The
orphan girl reached womanhood inignorance
of God—ignorance almost as dense as that
of the heathen, who, in his blindness, bows
down to wood and stone. While still young,
shewasmarried. Her husband wasa godless,
drunken man, and, though she often shared
his revels, she was afar off from happiness.
Her sons grew up, and f(ollowed in their
father's footsteps.

Years rolled on, and the woman was very
often ill-used byherhusband and sons. Neg-
lected by them, she took to hawking fish, and
thus, day after day, under the broiling sun, or
exposed to the pitiless storm, fortwentyyears
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Mrs. P, trudged the strects with her fish-
basket.

Constantexposure, neglect,andinsuflicient
food at last told upon her, and the day came
when the neighbours looked in vain for the
familiarsightof thefishwomanand herbasket.

Gradually the realities of eternity dawned
upon her, and the many sins of a mis-spent
life rose before her terrified gaze. Then an-
guish of soul laid hold upon her, farexceed-
ing the bodily suffering which she endured.
Eternity was near,andsheunprepared to meet
a sin-hating God.

There is no anguish like that of the sinner
convicted of sin, and with only sufficient
knowledge of God to inspire fearand terror.
Death to the unbeliever is a terrible reality,
and the judgment that follows unutterably
awful. The pains and the pleasures, the
poverty and the riches of this life, alike fade
into insignificance when death stares the
sinner in the face. Is my reader prepared
for it?

To Mrs. P. there was no rayof hope. The
neighbourscould nothelp—they wereequally
ignorant of God and His salvation. Alone,
neglected by her family, tortured with pain
and mental anguish, the poorfishwoman lay
dying. Notunseen,however; forthe gracious
eyc of a Saviour God was apon her. And at
the rightmomenta preacherwassent. Hewas
proclaimingthe gospel in anadjoiningstreet,
when a friend told him of the dying woman’s
wretched case, and requested him tovisit her.
He accordingly went, and found the poor
creature in a bare, squalid room, lying face
downwardsupon thefloor,groaninginagony.
On being spoken to, sherose up, andsaid she
had just dragged herself downstairs to cut
some bread for herlittle boy, who was crying,
and, being unabie to bear the pain caused by
the effort, had thrown herself upon the floor.

In answer to enquiries, she told the story
of her life, not hiding how wicked she had
been, and concluded with, ** Now the doctor
says I am dying—dying! And, oh, sir, I want
to know how I can be saved.”

Sceing that the poor woman was fully
convinced that she was a helpless sinner,
her visitor replied by repeating the beautiful

words, ““ God so loved the world, that He gave
His only begotten Son, that whosoever be-
lieveth in Him should not perish, but have
everlasting life.”

Eagerly the poor creature burst out, ““Is
that true, sir? Is that in the Bible ? In reply
thevisitor turned to the 16th verse of thethird
chapter of St. John's gospel, and read the
blessed words from God'sown book. Mrs.P.’s
despairing heart seized the divine message,
asadrowning man scizes the saving rope. At
once herburden rolled away, and her face was
lighted with a heavenlyradiance. Bodily suf-
fering was now forgotten in the joy of for-
giveness of sins, and the wail of anguish was
exchanged for the song of praise. Together
the visitor and the new-bom soul thanked the
Lord for Hisgrace, and the strains of rejoic-
ing which rose from that miserable room
found their echo in heaven.

From that moment until she departed to
be with Christ the poor fishwoman,nowmade
rich by God's grace, enjoyed uninterrupted
peace. DNany christians saw her, and all tes-
tified to the reality of her conversion.

On one occasion a visitor wishing to show
Mrs. T. that death is for the believer only a
passage into the Lord’s presence, and that
though death was apparently so near, He
might first comc and take her with all saints
to be for ever with Himself, began by say-
ing, ‘“If youare a believerin the Lord Jesus
Christ—" when she interrupted him with the
almost indignant exclamation—** IF | nay, I
zI{cI;_be’licve, I am saved, and I know that I am

is.

Such was the assurance begoiten in the
soul of this poor wvoman by the grace of God
throughasimplereception of I1is word.\WWould
that thousandsmight receive God'stestimony
in the same simplicity of faith which brought
peace and joy to the dying fishwoman.

God has provided one and only one way
of salvation, and it is of faith that it might
be by grace. The grace that is sufficient to
save the most abandoned is needed to save
theverybestupon earth, “for there is no dif-
ference.” Ilas my reader submitted to the
righteousness of God, and experienced the
joy of this so great salvation ? J. C.R.
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THE FINISHED 1WORK AND THE
RENT VEIL.
THE last words of our dying Lord and
Saviour, recorded by the disciple whom
He loved, are these: ‘It is finished.” The
work His I'ather gave Him to do—the suffer-
ings of-His cross—the bearing of* sin—the
conflict with Satan—the work of redemption
—were all finished. All was done according
to divine perfection. And, since the mighty
work which brought Him from earth to heaven
was absolutely completed, there can nothing
be added to it, nor taken from it. It is
finished ; yes, blessed truth, all is done.

The claims of the throne of the holy and
eternal God have all been met by the sin-
bearing and the suffering for sin of our Lord.
He was made sin forus; Jehovah laid upon
Him the iniquities of us ‘all. He was the sin-
offering; **thou shaltmake His soul”—His
soul, His holy and perfect soul—““an offer-
ing for sin.” (Isa.liii.10.) Hetookthebitter
cupof anguish from His Father's hands,and
drank it to the dregs. The contents of that
cup no human being could exhaust; endless
ages spent in hell would not empty the cup
of God's wrath and mdlgnauon against sin.
Christ stood in the sinner’s stead, and was
forsaken of His God. And now God is
satisfied, Hisrighteousrequirementsare met,
the work is complete: Itis finished.

The powers of hell were broken through
the death of our Lord Jesus. He destroyed
him that had the power of death, that is
the devil. (Heb. ii.14.) Satan tempted the
Lord at the commencement of His path
of service, and, foiled, departed from Him
for a season, but at the close of His path,
the hour came for the combined energy of
Satan and of man against Him ; as He said,
“ This is your hour, and the power of dark-
ness.” (Luke xxii. 53.) Man wasscofling at
the Lord; Satan tempting Him. , God had
forsaken Him; but, by His cross and death,
the Lord, as a Nan, overcame the enemy of
God and men.

The ransom price for Ilis people’s freedom
was paid by our Lord upon the cross. That
ransom was His own precious blood, and,
being paid, we now have in Him redemption

through His blood. If a wealthy stranger,
filled with compassion for a slave, laid down
the ransom price, and redeemed him, can we
imagine the slave saying to his redeemer,
‘] have struggled hard during my years of
slavery, and have managed to get afew pence
together; let me give you them towards the
hundred pounds you have paid for my re-
demption™ ? But, alas| how many a slave of
sinand Satan, whom the Lord has redeemed,
fails to rejoice in his Redeemer’s love and
work, because his thoughts are upon the
paltry “good” works, tears, repentance, feel-
ings, experiences, and the like, which he
thinks he can add to Christ’s work for him !
Oh, ancxious sinner, away with these vain
things; the blood of Christ is the ransom
price, and it has been paid—jyou are free. It
is finished.

Having finished the work He had come to
earth to accomplish, the gracious Saviour
gave up thc ghost, commending His Spirit
asa Man to His Father'shands, and then His
lifeless body remained upon the cross. All
could see that jesus was dead. The Lord of
life and glory had laid down His life of His
own voluntary will. No one took His life
from Him ; He had power to lay it down, and
He had power to take it again.

It is most sweet to meditate upon the dy-
ing love of the Lord Jesus for sinners. His
love'is the abiding-place of His people's
hearts, and His cross teaches what divine
love is. As the world hangsin the skies sur-
rounded on all sides by the boundless ex-
panse of space, so the centre, as it were, of
the grace of Christis Hisdying forus ; thence
let us look abroad to the immeasurable
heights and depths, lengths and breadths, of
infinite love. We cannot doubt our pardon or
our absolute security as we remain in this

.blest centre.

But if we have found by grace our perfect
rest in the finished work of Christ for us, let
us enquire. What is God's answer to these
words of His Son, “Itisfinished”? \Ve have
it recorded in the fifty-first verse of the
twenty-seventh of Matthew, *“ And behold,
the veil of the temple was rent in twain from
the top to the bottom.” God, who for so
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many long years had dwelt in the thick dark-
ness—God, who had been hidden from His
people behind the veil in unapproachable
holiness—yes, God, who had wrapped the
earthin darknesswhenthe Lord was madesin
for us, and who had then forsaken Him, when
the work of sin-bearing was ended, rent the
veil of the temple from heaven to earth. He
was hidden-no longer. He came forth in
righteousness to the eye of faith—His nature
of light became visible.

Divine righteousness is now declared. On
the one hand, the wrath of God is revealed
from heaven against all unrighteousness—no
single spot of sin is now outside the clear
shining of the divine light—no sinner in his
sins is hidden from the full revelation of
God's hatred against sin—the cross of Christ
has witnessed what sin is according to God’s
righteousness. On the other hand, the way
into the very holiest of all, where God is, from
whom the light shines, is open to the be-
liever. There is nothing whatever between
God and Hispeople. The blood of the Lord
Jesus Christ has made them fit for God’s holy
presence. * Having therefore, brethren, bold-
ness to enter into the Holiest,. .. .let usdraw
near.” (Heb. x. 19, 22.) Holy confidence is
ours, because the blood has been shed for us,
and because He who shed it is in God’s
presence for us.

The immediate answer of God to the words
of the Lord, “Itis finished |’ was the rend-
ing of the veil from heaven to earth. The
only way in which we can know God is His
own way, from heaven to earth, Reader, may
we better understand this by the teaching of
God the Spirit, and humbly take our place,
by faith, in the Holiest, in the highest, be-
cause of what Christ has done, and because
of what Christ is.

We cannot truly understand before God
what sin is, until we know that our sins are

ut away by the blood of Christ. It is as
Fooking back upon the cross from the light of
the Holiest in heaven that we learn the true
measure of sin—yes, and the depth of o#r sins.
So long as the anxious soul is distressed as
to whether his sins are forgiven or not, the
measure of sin to him s his sense of his own

sinfulness ; but when, by grace, faith takes
the true place of nearness to God (oh| let us
draw near with a true heart in full assurance),
then the realised measure of sin is God’s
own standard of righteousness.

e
Garak, the Armenian Boy.
GAR_AK was an Armenian boy, who lived

in Tokat, a town of Asiatic Turkey. His
father and mother prayed to pictures, with
lighted candles before them, and they taught
their little boy and his younger brother to do
the same. Sometimes Garak would buy a
candle with his pocket money, and bumn it
before a pictury, and then he would kneel
before it, and pray for a long time, thinking
that in that way he was pleasing God.

When Garak wasabouttwelve years of age
his father took a christian into his employ.
This man was verypoor, and, through tempta-
tion, had promisednot totalk to anyoneabout
his faith in Christ. This was very wrong, for,
if we love the Saviour, we should not shrink
fromconfessing Hisname beforemen. How-
ever, the man found he could not keep that
promise, for, in a day or two, he took Garak
into a corner, where he showed him a little
Book of Psalms, which he lent him to read,
and said, ‘“You will find in this book the
bread of life.”

Garak took a long walk into the country,
that he might read, without interruption, this
precious book. After he hadread it, he re-
turned it to the man, who then showed him
a New Testament. The boy begged for it,
but the poor man said, ‘“ No, I dare not let
you have it.”

How could Garak get a New Testament ?
He began to save up his pocket money, and,
in a fewweeks, had enough to buy one. But
howdarehegointothe Americanmissionary’s
shop to enquire forit? Someone would see
him, and go and tell his father.

After walking backwards and forwards for
some time Garak beckoned toa littleboy,and
sent him into the shop for it, promising him
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AN ARMENIAN'S DRAWING-ROOM.

a small reward. It would be difficult to tell
the joy Garak felt, with this priceless book in
his hands.

It seemed to him as if he had all the world
in his grasp. He now knows he had some-
thing better than the world. He hid the
Testament in his bosomunder his loose dress,
and returning home, carefully searched all
over his f(ather’s house for some place of
concealment to hide his treasure. No place
could be found, until he went into the stable,
where, in a corner, he deposited the book,
with candles and matches, meaning to rise
at midnight to read it.

The first night beheld him in the stable,
with no human friend near, hungering and

thirsting for the knowledge of God. Garak
first noticed in this book the many names
mentioned. Some were similar to those of
“his schoolfellows and other riends. ““And
is my name here ?"” enquired the boy. He
' searched, but it could not be found. Then
his eye fell on Rev. xx. 15 : *“ And whosoever
was not found written in the book of life was
cast into the lake of fire.”
*“ Oh,” thought Garak, in deep distress, *‘if
I cannot find my name here there is no hope
forme. Oh, that I had someone near to en-
courage me, to help me."
But God’s eye of love rested on the lonely
seeker, and His hand of love pointed out, as
Garak restlessly turned over the pages of the




53

Farturvr, \Worns.

Testament, John iii. 16—youknow the words,

"dear reader—**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.”

What a flood of light was poured out by |
those precious words! The boy, kneeling
upon the floor of the stable, simply asked the
Lord Jesus to take him. ‘“Lord Jesus,” he
said, *‘I am a sinner, Thou knowest, and [
wish to be saved.”

He came in faith to Jesus, and was not cast
out. ““Whosoever shall call upon the name of
the Lord shall be saved.” This call we learn
from the next verse (Rom. x. 14) is not a
thoughtless cry, but the call of faith. After
this, Garak spent many midnight hours in
the stable, with the New Testament as his
companion.

He read it for a whole yecar without being
suspected. His parentssaw 2 changein him,
bat they could not think what was the cause.
Many times he nearly made up his mind to go
and hearthe missionary, but fear and shame
prevented hlm. Atlast,oneSunday,hestarted
with a run from his father’s house, so that he
might not have time to listen (o the tempter’s
suggestions, and soon found himself in the
chapel.

. There he sat and feasted. How pleasant
it was to hear God’s word from the lips of His
servant] But.when the time came to return,
he feared to re-enterhis father’shouse. After
wandering about the streets till quite late he
went in.  \When he returned there were his
parents, and several priests waiting for him,
““How came you to disgrace your family, and
go and hear the deceivers?” said they.

“\Vhat man induced you to go?"

*“No man,” said the boy; ‘it was the Lord
Jesus. [ cannot answerall yourquestions”—
for they asked him many other things—**but
if you will talk to the missionary’s people,and
prove them deccivers, I will not goand hear
them anymore.” A meeting was appointed, |
and the priests thought they had gained a
greatvictory, where therewasreallyno victory
atall. ‘*Promise,” said they, to the boy, *‘not
to go to hear these people, and not to read

the New Testament.”

Through fear, Garak yielded ; they rejoiced,
but he was very sorrowful. Ile sought his
room to pray, but found he could not say a
word. Kneeling down, he burst into a flood
of bitter tears, which, like Peter’s tears of old
were a true confession of his sin, and peace
was again restored to his soul. He obtained
another NewTestament, the firsthaving been
taken {rom him. At last his parents, urged
on by the priests, determined to turn him out
into the street, if he still persisted in follow-
ing the Lord.

Another meeting took place ; the angry
pricsts on one side, the weeping {riends on
the other, the youthful disciple in the midst.
“ Look at the tears of your friends,” said one,
after urging him to give up the truth. The
tempter was near, but the Lord Jesus was
nearer, and by His Spirit brought to his
memory these words, * He that loveth father
or mother more than, Me is not worthy of
Me.” (Matt. x. 37.) Garak was then enabled
to confess that the blood of Christ was more:
precious to him than thelove of his parents.
His enemies.scarcely waited to hear what he
had to say, but turned him. into.the street.

Thus castout for Christ's sake hefound the
promise fulfilled in his experience: * \When
my father and my mother forsake me, then
the Lord will take meup.” (Psalm xxvii. 50.)
He is now a man, and a servant of Christ.

Before closing this little history, which I
have had from Garak’s lips, I think you will
like to be reminded of Henry Martyn, a ser-
vant of the Lord, who laboured in Persia for a
short time, and fell asleep in Jesus, at Tokat,
in 1812, His body was buried byan Armenian
priest; but after the commencement of the
American missionary work in that place, his
mortal remains were removed to the Pro-
testant cemetery, and a monument erected
to mark the spot.

Near this monument Garak often sat read-
ing as a student, but at the time he little
thought that in the course of God's dealings
with him he should be led to England, to
spcak of Christ in different places, one of
which was Truro, {n Cornwall, where that
dear servant of Christ, ITenry Martyn, was
born. M. E. T.
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A FEIW WORDS TO SUNDAY SCIIOLARS.

MY Dear CHILDREN,—I think you have

verylittleideahowanxious yourteachers
are that you should be really blessed, and
how much it grieves them when they see
you careless or inattentive.

A short time ago two boys in a class caused
their teacher much sorrow. It was onlya
little thing that they did, but, oh | it showed
that they were under the power of Satan.

The superintendent was addressing the
school, and all were told to sit quietly, to
listen to him, and answer his questions.

He was speaking of the love of the Lord
Jesus, and His invitation to poor sinners,
*“ Come unto Ne;” when these two boys,
who seemed to besitting still, began to play
—and what do you think that they had found
to serve them as playthings ? Two little nar-
row green leaves, each about an inch long !
One boy put a leaf on his mouth ; the other
boy did the same. Then the first boy moved
the leaf to his cheek,and the other was about
to copy him, when the teacher saw what thecy
were doing, and stopped them. Anything
rather than the gospel; even two little leaves,
which these boys would not have cared to
notice at anothertime! How sad it is when
children find it very dull, while the Scripture
is being explained |

This may-appear to be a very trifling inci-
dent, hardly worth writing about, but ‘* Ever*
a child is known by his doings.” (Proverbs
XX. 11.)

Your teachers, my dear boys and girls,
are looking, longing, and praying for your
conversion, desiring to see that you, at least,
pay attention to what is said in school, and
hoping that the word spoken may prove to
be the ** good seed " falling into ground pre-
pared by the Spiritof God toreceiveit. “ From
a child” Timothy knew ‘‘the holy scrip-
tures;” will you not also seek to know them?
They are able to make you * wise unto sal-
vationthrough faith whichisin Christ Jesus.”
Time is hastening on, eternity is drawing
nearer and nearer to you day by day. Ohl
listen with all your hearts to the happy truths
in which your teachers instruct you. ILL.T.

THE CHILD OF FAITH.

“ BY faith Moses, when he was born, was
hid three months of his parents, when
they saw he was a proper child, and they
were not afraidof theking’scommandment.”
(Heb. xi. 23.) By faithl These are two short
words, easily said, easily remembered. Let
us ask ourselves how much of our daily lives
is lived ‘‘by faith.” At times great things
are done by faith ; at others, things which
seem to be but very small. In the verse we
have quoted we read of two things wrought
by faith ; the first would seem to be small—the
parents of Moses /%:d their babe; thesecond
seems very great—they were nof afraid of the
king’s commandment. The King of Egypt
had unlimited power,and he had bidden all
his people to cast every son born among the
poor children of Israel intothe river. Thou-
:sands-of eyes, therefore, would be upon the
homes of the Israelites, and escape would
seem impossible; but ““ by faith they were not
afraid”” One thing ever marks faith in God,
namely, courage. *“ God-hath not given usthe
spirit of fear” we read. (z Tim.i. 7.)

During the three months they hid their
infant, the parents of Moses must have seen
and heard many a cruel casting of Hebrew
babes into the Nile. But they trusted God.
The little boy God had given them was a
proper child, that'is a fine or beautiful child,
and they sought His blessing on their babe.
I am sure Moses was a child of many, many
prayers, because the Bible tells us he was a
child of faith, for no parents have faith for
their children who do not pray for them.

After three months the little babe had so
grown that his mother could hide him no
longer. But I'do not think she had any,doubt
of God'’s caring for her babe though she was
about to put him on the riverinto which the,
king’s decree was he should be cast. She
made a sort of cradle which would float. It
was/tno doubt, like one of the baskets of
which we have pictures in the ancient Egyp-
tian monuments, and very much such as is
represented in our engraving. Perhaps it
was amongst the papyrusflags she placed her
floating cradle with its precious burden, and
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great must have been her hope in God when
she turned away and waited to see what God
would do.

The lid of the cradle being laid gently
down, and the cradle being left floating
amongst the flags, the babe’s sister stood
watching at a little distance from it to learn
what the end would be. Presently the great
king’s daughter, attended by her maidens,
came by. She saw the basket. and had it
drawn out of the river and opened at her
bidding. There was the child of faith, the
child of many prayers. This secretshe knew
not, but her heart was touched with com-
passion as the babe wept. * This is one of
the Hebrew children,” she said, then she
said the babe should be her own, and as she
had drawn him out of the river she said he
should be called Moses, or drawn out.

Miriam’s ready wit in asking Pharaoh's
daughter if she required a nurse for the babe
and then finding his mother for the service,
is another happy incident in this story of
faith in God. For God gives the right word
at the right moment to His people.

Itis very happy to think of the elder sister
being one with her mother in trusting God.
This makes one think of the loving care and
earnest prayer of elder sisters and brothers
for those who are younger in the family.
There are many grown-up men and women
who remember, with thankfulness to God,
the simple, earnest words of an elder sister or
brother to them at the time when they were
very small children. And God never forgets
such service of love in His name.

While the mother was occupied with the
safety of her child cach hour was doubtless
one of deep searchings of heart. When the
king’s daughter took the babe for her son,
the mother could say, ‘What hath God
wrought 7’ As you go through the diffi-
culty your heart will be full of prayer, but the
hour of praise will certainly come. In the
path of faith we can see the dangers and diffi-
culties to be overcome, and also the victories
God gives. God had arranged everything
beforehand, as He always does. e had
planned the visit to the Nile of Pharaoh’s
daughter,and He hadordcredthatshe should

see the basket amongst the flags in the river.
And this is what we find still. God arranges
and disposes, and faith trusts Him and takes
the step just at the right time and finds every-
thing fitted in by God. How beautifully the
parts of this story fit in together, and as it all
was worked out before the longing heart of
the mother we may well consider her prais-
ing God and saying, How wonderful are the
ways of God |

TYNDALE GOES TO LONDON ;
THENCE TO GERMANY.

This attempt to drive Tyndale away from
Gloucestershire by false accusations having
failed,an effortofanotherand more subtle kind
was made. A very clever and learned divine
was sent to argue with him, and bring him
back, as a loyal son of the church, to more
faithful allegiance to her. To all arguments
he replied by referring to the Greek Testa-
ment of Erasmus, and no subtleties of the
scholar could drive him from his full and
unshaken confidence in every word of God.
Baflled and irritated at finding that he pre-
vailed nothing, the clever doctor at lastsatd—

“It were better to be without God's laws
than the pope’s.”

It needed but such a bold affront to the
majesty of God and of His word to rousein
Tyndale that strong spirit of indignation
which slept, solong as il was only a question
of himself and his reputation being set at
nought.

“1 defy the pope and all his laws|" he
cried; “and if God spares my life I will take
care that a ploughman shall know more of
the Scriptures than thou dost.”

Now his secret was out—that cherished
secret, which had been in his mind so long,
the hope of translating that Greek Testa-"
ment which had become so dear to him, and
giving it, as bread from heaven, to his coun-
trymen—those ‘‘ hungry sheep,” whom he
saw all around him, who ¢looked up and
were not fed ""—to be their daily food. How
long he had thought of this we cannot tell,
but it is possible that even while he lived at
the manor house he mayhave begun his work.
Before long, aware that he was watched
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more closely than ever, and unwilling to
bring trouble or suspicion upon the family
under whose friendly roof he had lived in
peace and security, Tyndale bade farewell to
Sir John Walsh and his lady, kissed the little
boys who had been his pupils, and left his
pleasant home beside the Severn, never to
return to it.

“I perceive,” he said,whenthefamilyat the
manor house urged him to abide with them,
““that I shall not be suffered to tarry long
here in this country, nor will you be able to
keep me out of their hands; and what dis-
pleasure you might have thereby is hard to
know, for which I should be right sorry.”

So, Master John Foxe tells us, ¢ with the
goodwill of his master he departed from him
to London.”

It was in the hope of finding in the great
city some placeof quietude and liberty where
he, who had been in Gloucestershire *‘so tur-
moiled,” might go on with the work which he
believed God had given him to do, that Tyne-
dale came to London. The great city was
befote him, but where should he go; or how
should he live, while he gave himself to the
work ?

Sir John Walsh had given him a letter to
a friend of his, a man of some influence, and
through him Tyndale asked and obtained an
interview with Tonstall,thenew-made bishop
of London, a man noted for hislearning and
for the helping hand which he ever stretched
forth to poor scholars.

Tyndale remembeéred that Erasmus, in his
notes on the New Testament, had greatly
praised the scholarship and benevolence of
the bishop, and he felt assured that such a
man would befriend him and assist him in
his undertaking, if he had but the opportunity
ofmakingitknowntohim. He,therefore,sent
with his letter asking leave to wait upon him,
a copy of a translation which he had made of
one of the speeches of a celebrated Grecian
orator, that the bishop might have proof of
his knowledge of the Greek language. There
was probably another reason which made
Tyndale hope to find a safe asylum in the
house of this learned bishop. IIeknew that
although, bya law which we may remember

was made a hundred years before, it was for-
bidden to anyone to undertake a translation
of the Scriptures into English of his own
authority, yet it was inthe powerof the bishop
to give leave, and one authorized by him
would have nothing to fear.

But the man who had welcomed the Greek
Testament of Erasmus had no words of en-
couragement or promise of help to bestow
upon the poor unknown priest from the
country, who desired to translate it into the
tongue of the common péople, and he re-
ceived Tyndalecoldlyand suspiciously. *My
lord answered me,” he said, when describing
the interview upon which he had rested such
great hopes, *‘that his housewas full, and
advised me to seekin London, where, he said,
I could not lack a service.” Tyndaleretired,
cast down indeed, but notin despair. There
was no room in the palace of the Bishop of
London to translate the New Testament, but
God could make a way for him to*do it else-
where. ‘I hunger forthe word of God,” he
said, ‘‘ and I will translate it, whatever they
may say or do. He never made a mouth but
He madefood for it, nora body but He made
raiment also.”

Tyndale had already, almost unknown to
himself, found a friend in Sir Humphrey
Monmouth, a rich cloth merchant, who had
travelled much; for he had visited Rome and
even Jerusalem, and had a good library. He
wasoneofthosewho, fifteen yearsbefore,had
listened to Colet, as he explained the gospel
of St. Matthew at St. Paul’s church, and had
become known as ‘‘a scripture man,” and
ever ready to befriend those who were in
distress. Hearing Tyndale preach in the’
church of St. Dunstan, he came up to him
after his sermon was over, and asked the poor
stranger what meansof living he had. Tyndale
replied that he had none, but that he hoped
to enter the service of the Bishop of London.

It was to this good merchant that he now
betook himself, and in an interesting letter
which he alterwards wrote to Wolsey, the
great cardinal, who was now rising to the
height of his power, Sir Ilumphrey himself
tells how he took the poor scholar into his
house, where he abode more than halfa year,
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wearing poor clothes, and living upon the
simplest fare, while ‘“he studied most part of
the day and of the night at his book.” I'rom
the latter part of the letter it would seem that
Tyndale had not told his friend what the ob-
ject of his study was, for he goes on to say,
““When I heard my lord of London”—for
we shall hear of Tonstall by-and-by as a
burner of the English New Testament—
“When I heard my lord of London preach at
St. Paul’s Cross that Sir William Tyn Jalehad
translated the New Testament into English,
and that it was naughtily translated, that was
the first time that ever I suspected or knew
anyevil by him. I did promise him,” he adds,
‘“ten pounds sterling”’—a sum worth almost
ten times as much then as now—*‘to pray for
my father and mother their souls, and for all
christian souls.”

How strange and sad this seems! At the
very time Tyndale was speaking boldly in his
sermonssuchwordsasthese:—*‘Itistheblood
of Christthat opensthe gatesofheaven;” and
yet he himself was not yet free from such a
dreadful thought as that God could send the
soul, washed white in that precious blood, to
a place of pain and punishment and banish-
ment from Him, and that the only hope of
speedy deliverance from that placelayin the
prayers offered by the faithful.

We may indeed wonder, but we must re-
member that Tyndale had been bred a priest
of the church which taught this doctrine, so
dishonouring to God, so destructive to the
peace of the human soul, and that these were
times when the light came, pure and unsullied
indeed, as light must ever be, but slowly to
the hearts of men; for the darkness which
covered the people was like that which lay
upon the land of Egypt, a darkness which
might be felt.

Let us be thankful that we were never
taught as the truth so terrible a falsehood as
the doctrine of purgatory, and let us rejoice as
we read the closing words of the will of the
good merchant, written fifteen years later, in
which he commends his soul ““unto Christ
Jesus, my Maker and Redeemer, in whom,
and by the merits of whose blessed passion,
is all my whole trust of clean remission and

forgiveness of my sins,” and directs that his
body be buried without any prayer for the
dead being said or sung.

So Tyndale abode in the house of Sir
Humphrey, and while he was there God gave
him the good gift of a friend, John Fryth,
whom he had known at Cambridge, who now
helped himmuch in his work, and with whom
he could hold sweet counsel upon what lay
nearest his heart. My learning is small,”
said Tryth, ‘“but the little I have I am deter-
mined to give to Jesus Christ,” and so he
heartily threw himself into the work of turn-
ing the Scripture, as hesaid, ‘‘into the vulgar
speech, that the poor people might also read
and see the simple, plain word of God.” He
was much younger than Tyndale, who spoke
of him as his ‘“dear son in the faith,” yet he
was the first to sufferdeath forthetruth’s sake.

But the two friends did not labour long
undisturbed. There were rumours abroad
that some Londoners, who were wont to meet
together to read portions of the Scripture in
English,had been arrested byorderof Bishop
Tonstall,and had been indangerof theirlives.
If such be the case of those who read, what
has he who translates to look for? thought
Tyndale; and at last with a deep pang of
wounded affection for his poorenslaved coun-
try, he says, ‘I understood not onlythat there
was ne room in my lord of London’s palace
to translate the New Testament, but also that
there was no place to do it in all England.”
Helped over the sea by the good merchant,
he bade a last farewell to his native land, and
sailed away to Hamburg, then as now a great
trading cily of Germany, about the year 1524,
notlongafterthehandsomeyoungking Henry
VIII. returned (rom the famous show which
took place on the I'ield of the Cloth of Gold.

“The priests,” said Tyndalein the bitter-
ness of his spirit,* when theyhad slain Christ,
set poleaxes to keep Him in His sepulchre,
that He should not rise again; even so have
our priests buricd the Testamentof God, and
all their study is to keep it down, that it rise
not again. DBut the hourof the Lord is come,
and nothing can hinder the word of God, as
nothing could hinder Jesus Christ of old from
issuing from the tomb.” C.P.
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DIBLE TREES AND BIBLE TRUTHS.
11. THE OLIVE AND THE VINE.
\,\_TE have spoken a little about the time of

thorms, that followed the time of the frees
of life and the knowledge of good and evil.
You will remember that during the time
so peculiarlv characterized by tAorns violence
and corruption continued on the earth till at
last the wickedness became so great, that
God swept all away by a flood. But in the
midst of judgment God remembers mercy,
and it is sweet to read that “Noah found
grace in His sight.”

upwards, and dividinf into four parts. The
fruit is oblong and plump; it is first green,
then pale; afterwards, when it is ripe, it is
black. Within is enclosed a hard stone 6lled
with an oblong seed. The wild olive is
smaller in all its parts.

The cultivated olive is identified with the
period or dispensation when Israel was as a
people under God's continual care.

The wild olive tree represents man in a
wild, lawless state. St. Paul says to the Ro-
man believers and to professing christians,
that we were of the wild olive tree, but were
graffed in the culti-

After the deluge a
new period of God's
ways with man com-
menced ; and we con-
nectitwith two trees,
the oLIvVE and the
VINE. Firstletuslook
at the onive. The
dove plucked off an
olivelealand brought
it to Noahin theark,
while the waters of
judgmentere veton
theearth.Sotheolive
is the first tree men-
tionedafterthefiood.
In Jotham's parable,
the first on record
(Judgesix.).itismen-

vated and fruitful
tree. And he fore-
tells the time when
oncemorethebroken
off branches of the
cultivated tree shall
be graffed in once
more by God. Allis
of grace to us Gen-
tiles, and let none
take as a matter of
course the favour of
God in giving us an
open Bible and the
words of salvation,
but let us thank God
for His favour.

God,since theflood,

tioned. Youvwillsee
that the tree first in-
vited to take the place of king over all the
other treesistheolive. Thetreessaid,Come
thou, and reign over us.” But the olive tree
said unto them, **Should I leave my fatness
wherewith by me they honour God and man,
and go to be promoted over the trees ?”
There are two kinds of olive trees spoken
of in the Bible; one is wild and natural, the
other under cultivation. The cultivated tree
is of a moderate height, its trunk knotty, its
bark smooth and ash-coloured; the leaves
areoblong, somewhat likethose of our willow,
of a green colour, dark on the upper side,
and light on the under. In the month of June
it puts out white flowers, which grow in
bunches; each flower is one piece, widening

OLIVES.

hasimposed outward
restraint upon man,
by meansof human government, and this bhas
continued to this day. National government
was at first put by God into the hands of
Israel. Butwhen Israel forfeited theircountry
through their sins, and through want of sub-
jection to God, the government of the earth
was committed to the Gentiles, in whose
hands it still remains.

The viINE is significant of joy,as you may
sec by looking at Jotham's parable. **The
vine said unto them, ‘ShouldIleave my wine,
which checreth God and man?'"” Alas!
Noah abused the goodness of God in connec-
tion with this tree. A warning,that the good
things of this world are to be used to God’s
glory, and not abused to man's shame. 3r.N.
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PRAISE PERFECTED.

A FE\W winters ago, I had the privilege of
relieving some hundreds of the poorin
Bermondsey. While visiting in M—— Place,
among scenes of poverty and wretchedness
such as I had never dreamed of, I first met
the dear child of whom I now write, trusting
that God will use the simple story of her life
to lead others to the Saviour, that they, too,
may know the same deep joy and peace
which filled the heart of little Susan Parsons.
As I knocked at the door of her room, a
voice said, ** Come in,” and I entered. Over
the dying embers of the fire sat a woman,
whose scanty clothing was little more than
a piece of coarse bagging. It needed but a
lance to assure me that here 1 had indeed
ound the povertyand want which I was seek-
ing. An old tablestood in the middle of the
room, and a four-post bedstead was in the
corner nearest the fire; these, with a chair
and stool, formed the only.furniture.

Upon the bare sacking of the bed lay a
littlegirl, whose fcet were frost-bitten, so that
she coyld not put them to the ground; it was
thus that I first saw little Susie.

Lspoke a few words to the poor woman,
butdid not particularly notice the child until
avoice from the corner where she lay:called
my attention to her:

“Oh, sir,” shesaid, earnestly, “I'm so glad
you-be come; I've been so wishing you would
come.”

I looked at the poor little child and tried
lo remember where I had met her, but in
vain.s

“I,don’tknowyou,” I said; “I never saw
you before; why are you glad to see me ?{'

““Ah,” she replied, sitting up and looking
atme asif I had been some well-known and
long-expected friend, ‘‘but I know you; I
have heard, yoy preach at the corner of Nel-
son Street.”

For several years it had been my custom
to read the Scriptures in the open air'from
a Bible-carriage. The place the child men-
tioned was one which 1 knew well. I had
been accustomed to stop the little carriage
and read there night after night, and it was

there that little Susie had made my acquaint-
ance, all unknown to me.

Mrs. Parsons was a widow, who earned a
bare living for herself and her children by
chair-caning; she had often sent her little
girl to fctch the cane, and on her way Susie
passed the cornerwhere I wasreading. Many
and many a time, she told me, she had stop-
pedtolisten,and thoughit wasseveral months
sincel had beenatthe place,she remembered
what I had read, and knew me as soon as I
entered the room.

‘“How old are you, my dear?"” I said.

“Thirteen years old, sir.”

“ Now tell me, why are you so glad to see
me?"”

““ Because I used to hear you talk about
the Lord Jesus. You used to say whata bad
man you once was, and what great things He
had done for you. How you was saved in
theshipwreckand in the battle,and then how
He saved your soul.”

Much touchedat'what I had seenand heard,
I tookleave,promising to call nextday. Upon
my second visit, the child was more comfort-
able—if indeed one can speak of comfort in
so sad a case. : A bed had been sent from the
workhouse,and shelay softly; warmlycovered,
and with a ha%py smile upon her face, so
young and childish, yet so worn and thin.
.Her earnestness, and desire to hear the word
of God,drew me often tothe poor room, and
I tried, in words assimple as possible, toiset
before her the'wonderful Story of. the love of
God in the gift of IIis beloved Sdn,'and the
love of the Lord Jesus Christ in giving Him-
‘self a ransom [or many: When we’had known
each othera fortnight and I knewSusie would
. not mind telling me what was in her heart, I
said to her,

Do you:think the Lord! Jesusdied foryou,
my child ?”

She thought a'.minute} and -tlien replied,
with the bright look 1 loved to see, ' \Vell, I
don’t "know, ’azicly, for '1'*can’t: read nor
write; but I knows I'm a sinnor, and I
knows I do.love Jesus.”

*And what do you love Ilim for,+Susie ?
\Why should a little girl liko you love the

blessed Lord Jesus? "
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* Didn't yousay as He died for sinners?”
she said, looking up at mec, wonderingly;
“Am’n’t I a sinner, and didn’t you say Ile
died to save sinners ?”

Ah, my little Susie, God Himself had been
thy Teacher, and the lesson which e read
thee from I1is book, was alesson of love.

‘¢ Love which no tongue cantecach,

Love which no thought can reach ;
No love like His.

God.-is its blessed source,

Death ne'er can stop its coursc ;

Nothing can stay its force,
Matchless it is.”

Yes, Susic had known and believed the
love of God to her, and she never lost the joy
ofthisblessedknowledge. Brighterdayssoon
came to her, for (riends aided her mother in
her poverty, though the weary pain did not
lessen as time went on, and disease seemed
to take a firmer hold of her feeble little body,
so weakened by want and exposure. I had
mentioned at our Sunday-school that she
was fond of being read to, and now she often
had young visitors who sat beside her, read-
ing from the Bible, delighted as they.found
howmuch thathad growntoofamiliartothem,
was new and wonderful to theirrapt listener:
Sometimes, too, they would teach ﬁer hymns,
which she learned very quickly,and sang with
great delight.

It was about this new pleasure of singing
hymns that I once found her in trouble.

“Can’t I sing, Mr. B ,”’ she said, one
morning, her eyes filling with tears.

‘“ Yes, my child, surely you can. Sing as
much as you like, and God bless you "—and
thesweetface grewbrightoncemore. Iafter-
wards learned from her mother that'she had
a reason for asking the question. The day
before, the parish doctor had been there. He
cameon a sad errand ; it was necessary that
she sliould lose one of her poor little frost-
bitten feet, and he had come to take it ofl.
It was just then that Susie began to sing, and
these werethe words which came sweetly from
her pale lips—

“ My rest is in heaven, my rest is not here ;

Then why should [ tremble when trials are near?

Bc hushed, my sad spirit ; the worst that can come
But shortens the journey and bastens me home.”

“Hush, child!” said the doctor, “you
mustn’t sing.”

It was not unkindly said, though perhaps
the tones of the doctor's voice sounded
roughly to the little singer, as he bade her
cease her song. He was thinking, it may be,
of how rugged the way of life had been to
those little feet, which hadnever, like the feet
of the happy children he knew, stood ‘‘ankle-
deep inEnglishgrass,” withtheblueskyover-
head and the fresh air breathingaround. And
when this child of poverty and woe began to
sing of a rest to come, a home to be reached
at the end of her toilsome journey, he feared
leést he should be unnerved, and unable to
perform his task. So Susie asked me, since
the doctor bad forbidden hertosing, whether
it was right for her to do so.

After the operation was over, she looked
up, and touchingly said, *Doctor, you have
taken away my poor foot, but the Lord Jesus
is going to give me two white ones, and a
robe, and 2 crown.”

‘- Of 'such is the kingdom of heaven,” I
often thought as I sat by the child's bedside
and sought to learn the lesson of faith'and
gatience which she so unconsciously taught.

o redl a Person was Christ to her that“she
would sometimes address Him, whom having
not'séen she loved, in such words as these,
“Oh, youblessed Lord Jesus;oh, you precious
Saviour!” entirely forgetting the presence
of anyone else. Meanwhile, the poor little
feeble body wasindeed perishing and fading
from our sight. The toes of the other foot
dropped off, but even then she still sang in
clear glad tones of the *‘ betterworld, oh so
bright,” and of Him who shall fill all that holy
place with the radiance of His smile.

In strange contrast to the peace and joy
of the child who was so soon to reach that
‘“happy land,” of which she loved to sing,
was the darkness of soul in which her poor
motherand sister stillremained. She could
not but be aware of this, and it decply
troubled her.

“ Nother,” she said, one day, calling her
to her side; “O mother, I shan't be your
little girl much longer; I am going away to
be with the Lord Jesus.” Then, aller a
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moment, she continued, gently, but solemnly,
*If you and sister don’t believe in Him now,
you will never be with Him in heaven, and,
O mother, I shall have to say, Amen, to your
condemnation.”

Soon after her mother had told me of this,
I was sitting beside her; hereyes wereclosed,
and she lay so still that asIlistened to catch
the sound of her breathmg, I fancied for a
moment that her happy spirit had taken its
flight. As I watched her she opened her
eyes, turned them to one corner of theroom,
and said, '“Ohl! ain’t it glorious—ain’t it
lovely ?” 1 tried to answer her, toask what
she saw, but my utterance was choked : I
could only bow my head and adore the Lord,
whose presence was filling the soul of His
little lamb with ‘‘joy unspeakable, and full
of glory.” DPresently she begari to sing one
of her hymns:
*‘ I'm coming, I'm coming, Lord Jesus, {o Thy throne;

A few more flecting hours, and I shall beat home.

And when 1 reach the pearly gates, then I'll put in

this Elcn,
‘I am a helpless sinner, but Jesus died for me I"”

The very room seemed hallowed by the
* presence of the Lord—that wretched room,
where even the rats felt at home, and would
come at night and nibble at the rushlight as
it stood in the turnip which served for a
candlestick; yes,andevenworrythedearchild
as she lay helpless upon her bed.

“Goaway!” hermotherheard her say one
night, ““goaway!"” and thenthechild added,
as if toherself, ““you won’t trouble me much
longer.”

No; nothing was to trouble little Susie
much longer. She had lain week after week
watching and waiting for the Lord Jesus to
put her to sleep and take her spirit home,and
at last the hour came.

On that morning I awoke at three o’clock,
and could not sleepagain. Ifelt thatImustgo
to Susie’s house. Iwent earlyand found one
of theshuttersclosed. In answertomy knock
the child’s mother came, and, as I asked for
the child, she said, with tears, ‘ Why, dear
Susie's gone.”

She told me that she had gone tosleepafter
singing her favourite hymn—

*“Tesus loves me : this I know,
For the Bible tells me so.’
but had soon awakened, saying, ‘‘ Mother,
I'm going. The Lord Jesus is coming to fold
me to His bosom | ”

“Then,” said the poor mother, while her
voice was broken by sobs, *“ she looked at me
so earnestly, and said, * You'll come: won’t
you? And you, sister, you'll come, too ?’

“I could not look at her,” the mother
continued, ““noranswer her, so I went to the
street-doorjustas Big Ben was strikingthree.
Then she called me again to her. ¢DMother,
run and tell Mr. B. that I want him.’

“<But I don't know where he lives, dear
child ; I wish I did,’ I said.

¢ Ah, well,’ said Susie, ‘tell him when you
see him that, il I don’t see him anymore here,
Ishallmeet himin heaven Those were the
last words she spoke, sir.’

As I listened to the poor woman'’s story,
the thought of the child thus gently falling
asleep in the arms of Jesus was so sweet to
me that I could not mourn, though I was
never again to see her on earth.

A fewdays later,Icarried herprecious little
body from her poor home, to the coach which
was to bear ittoits last resting-place, at Vic-
toriaParkCemetery,forthereall thatremained
of dear Susie was laid by those who had loved
her too well to allow herto be buried * bythe
parish.” At the grave some of her favourite
hymns were sung, and then we lowered the
little coffin, and left her to rest * till Jesus
comes.”

More than a hundred people were present,
and as I spoke of the grace and faith and
patience shown by the young disciple during
her long and painful illness, and earnestly
appealed to the hearts and consciences of
those who did not yet know the *‘ precious
Saviour,” whose love was such a reality to
her, many were deeplytouched. Even the old
grave-digger, as he leaned upon his shovel,
was melted as I told the story of our little
one’'sdeath, and of her sure and certain hope
of a joyful resurrection; the tears ran down
his cheeks, and he sobbed as if his heart
would break.

Thus wo trust that in her death, as in her
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life, God was glorified. As we left the ceme- “IN” AND “OpNY
tery we, who loved the Lord, reminded each-| * I DO not believe what you say. I have

other of His promised speedy return, of the
time when we which are alive and remain
shall be caught up with all those who now,
like little Susie, sleep in Christ, to meet the
Lord in theair, and so be for ever with Him,
and we comforted each other with these
words, for the child had been very dear'to us.

And now I would say toany who may read
this brief story of little Susan Parsons that it
is no tale of the imagination. What is here
narrated actually took place. Thetouching
words here written were the expression of the
faith, and hope, and love of a weak and sickly
girl, suffering no ordinary ‘pain, and in the
depths of no common poverty. Istherenota
voice here for you, my reader, if you do not
yet know the Saviour, whose love was so pre-
cious. whose presence was so real a thing to
thissick child ? Is it not a knock, as it were,
at the very door of your heart? It was the
love of Christ which, filling the heart of little
Susan, enabled her thus to triumph over dis-
ease, poverty, and death. Do you know any-
thing of the sweetness of that love ? Let not
this historyof the frail little waif of a London
alley condemn youn. Surely you cannotdoubt
the power of Christ—you cannot doubt His
willingness to save you, and to make you
happy now and for ever.

It may be that my reader is young, like
Susie. Perhaps, dear child, this seems to you
a sad story. Itis, indeed, if you look at one
side of the picture, and only see the pain and
the sorrow which were her portion, but there
is a beautiful side toit, and I want you to look
at that: I want you to think of all that the
Lord Jesus did for this poor child. ' Perhaps
you have felt the tears start into your eyes as
you read how much she suffered, and how
bravely she bore it all. My child, did you
ever shed a tear over the narrative which you
have so often read of the sufferings of Jesus,
the blessed Lord who died to save you—died
because of our sins 7 You are not too young
to cometo Him, who said, * Suffer little chil-
dren to come unto Me,” who received this
child, and will reccive you, if you only trust
Him just now. G. D.

listened to good preachers for many a
day,and I never heard any of them speak like
this. I feel puzzled.”

The person who uttered these words was a-
mild-looking elderly wvoman. She unmistak-
ably had /e in Christ, but of Ziberty in Him
she knew nothing.

‘I have only to repeat,” said the lady to
whom she spoke, ‘“that though sin is i you,
itnolongerrestsonyou. Nowremember these
two little words for the rest of yourlife, ‘1x’

and ‘ox.’ Your own nature, the flesh, re-
mains unchanged ; in you—that is, in your
flesh—dwells nogoodthing;buton you God'’s

eternal favour rests without shade or cloud ;
* for the Lord hath laid on Him (Christ) the
iniquity of us all’ (Isaiah liii. 6), and as
Christ nowis,soare you in thisworld. (1 John .
iv. 17.) Nosin rests on you, for He has borne
it all.”

‘It makes me happy to listen to you, but
if I do wrong—say, fall into some sin—I do
not think I could be a saved soul at all then.
I knowsome people that I am sure werechris-
tians, but they got into what was wrong, and
now they do not seem to be christians at all.
And this I am afraid of for myself.”

“ My friend, you are making a great mis-
take. To walk here as Christ walked is the
christian’s standard and aim. But you are
confusing Christ’s work for you and the Holy
Ghost’s work 1z you. 1 gave you two little.
words to remember before, and now let me
imploreyou to keep thesetwo, ForRand inalso
in your heart and mind. The work of Christ
for you is a finished work ; with His dying
lips He pronounced itso. But the Holy Ghost’s
work iz you is progressive, going on in you
day by day; and if the Holy Ghost be grieved,
the sanctifying work will be greatly hindered.

““In the first youhave neither hand, nor act,
nor part. Christ alone was the actor in that
scene; and He completely finished that work,
and satisfied and glorified God by the won-
drous death of the cross /for you. But re-
garding the second, the Holy Ghost’s work
t» you, you bear a responsible part. Your
relationship, as a child, with your Father,
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can no more be touched or broken than your lost its hold, your vessel drifts to death, to

little daughter being disobedicntwouldmake
her less your child because she was diso-
bedient. These truths are not my thoughts;
they would not be worth the time taken in
telling, were they. They arc God's revealed
mind in Hisword,and you havebutto accept
and be happy, rejoicing inall that is yours in
Christ.” R. B.

DRIFTING TO DESTRUCTION.

A GALE was blowing, and the heavy roar

of the sea kept many a landsman, safe
in his bed at-home, awake during much of
the night. In the morning carly, that pecu-
liar fascination of resistless strength, wind
and waves in combined energy, drew me to
the beach. 1Men and boys were streaming
along westward, and in the crowd werc many
fishermen in their brown clothing and long
sea-boots. Thesightoftheirseriousfaces,so
different from the cager countenances of the
landsmen, was quite sufficient reason for the
movements of the crowd. So I asked one of
them, what and where the vessel was.

“One of our fishing boats, about amile to
westward,” was the reply.

Yes! there she was, one of the luggers so
familiar to all who know the English south
coast. She had dragged her anchor, and was
drifting towards destruction. Now broadside
on to the gale, now half smothered with the
seas, she seemed as if swamped she must be,
even before she could be broken to pieces on
the shore.

But where was her crew? The noise of
the gale, which had awaked us on shore, was
an accustomed sound to them. Weary with
their work, themen had cast out theiranchor
inwhattheyregardedasgoodholdingground;
they knew not their danger, they were sound
aslecep! Yes! sound aslecp, and drifting to
destruction. * Thank God, poor fellows, the
ready wit and calm courage of their brother
fishermen saved the boat and them; but
what a voicc rose up from the sight of that
fishing boat drifting to destruction {

Sleep on, poor sinner—sleep on, despite
warnings, entreatics, tears. Slecp on, poor
sinner, you know it not, but youranchor has

| doom. You are familiar with the sounds of

the storm. You have heard too often tho
testimony of the Christless death, of the
sinner cut off in his sins. You have heard,
till you tremnble not even in your sleep, of
judgment, and wrath, and everlastigg woe.
Sleep on, sleep on, but for how many days
longet? Who shall awaken you? \Who shal}
reach youwhere you are? \What voice shall
penetrate right into your slambering sou! ?

Oh! man, you arc familiarized with thé.
sight of death, the uncertainty of life—yea,
withthesoundofthewordsoftbe bookofGod,
which tell of wrath, of the lake of fire, which
is tho second death, you are familiar, Awake,
awake, lest, too late, you awake in hell to the
realitics of cternity, wnere slecpand rest shall
be never known.

HE DOES WORRY ME S0/
“IIe does worry me so !” said a man, seem-
ingly near death, who had turned from the
devil and his wayslateinlife. *“Rcad me the
fourteenth of John; I'm sure he can’t stand
that,” said my aged friend.

Right. *“ Resist the devil; and he will flee
from you.” (Jamesiv. 7.) The Lord Himself
overcame Satan by the word, and took His
stand on “‘it is written.”

The *““youngmen” in1 Johnii. 14,overcame
him ; the word of God abode in them.

“1fGod be for us, who can be againstus 2"’
(Romans viii. 31.) ‘" Greater is He that is in
you, than he that is in the world.” (& John
iv. 4.) A.

fara e N AN TR S fo ¥ 7 0 2
On the Way Home.
living, consciously, in the very sunshine of
to read tho fourteenth chapter of St. John's

BIBLE TRUTHS ILLUSTRATED
'
was our privilege not long since to
the love of Christ. \When we entered his
Gospel, but that his head ached so with the

vl v o dah ' 2
=
IT
converse with an aged believer, who is
room hetoldushehad just beentryingin vain
cffort,hehad togive it up. \Vhenncarlyblind,
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he had learned to read with his fingers on the
raised letters, and at times found great com-
fortinsodoing, but onthisparticular occasion
theefforthad been beyond his feeblestrength.
Seeing that his thoughts were running on
the chapter he had tried to read, we said
‘“Most precious words for us, ‘In myFather’s
house are many mansions. ... [ go to pre-
pare a place for you’; and again, ‘Let not
your heartbetroubled, neither let it beafraid.’
What a Saviour Jesusis! Our homcis rcady,
and till Hecomes He would not have us trou-
bled about the present, or fearful about the
future.”

“ I'have not a trouble, nor a fear,” broke
in the aged man, “blessed be Hisname, and
I am soon going home to be with Him for
eternity.” He grew full of joyand longing as
he spoke for the time when those whom he
loved should be with him in heaven, all at
home in the Father’s house.

‘“Notatrouble, nor a fear,” our friend con-
tinued. ‘“I have all I want for this life, for
He has taken care of me, and I have nothing
to fear, for He will take care of me. DButit
wasn’t so a few years ago—it was always
trying, trying then, and no hope. After
forty years of trying and working in my own
strength God used this text to open my eyes,
~ “These are they . . . who have washed their
robes and made them white in the blood of
the Lamb.” I sawthen it was not our trying,
but His dying, that saves us.

‘ Now, as I am so happy,-I want to know
the meaning of a text which I cannot under-
stand: ‘The days of our years are three-
score years and ten; and if by.reason of
strength they be fourscore years, yet is their
strength labour and sorrow.” (Ps. xe. 10.)
Here am I between seventy and eighty, and
am happy all the day long, and yvant for
nothing, and the Lord says, ‘ Let not your
heart be troubled, neither let it be afraid.’
What, then, can it mean—* their strength is
labourandsorrow’? Ido notunderstandit.”

“The labour and the sorrow is but for
your poor body,” we replied. ‘' Youcannot
get up and down stairs so quickly as you once
did, neither can you see well enough to read.
Your body is meant here, not your soul.”

This quitesatisfied ouraged friend: “For,”
added he, ‘“ these are the happiest and the
brightest days of my life. 1 was once an
active man, travelling all over the country,
but now I am fixed to my little room, and the
Lord keeps me company all the day long.
[ am happier and happier every day.”

Christian reader, there is a sermon (or us
all in the old man’s thoughts: the pathway
home, perfect peace—the peace that Jesus
gives—forwhat He givcs must needs be per-
fect. The Lord had said, ‘“ Let not your
heart be troubled, neither let it be alraid,”
and the answer of. His happy servant was,
““ Not a trouble, nor a fear!” Hallowed ex-
perience—heavenly realization.

There arethose amongst God’s peoplewho
are in trouble, but who are not troubled—
‘“ as sorrowful, yet alway rejoicing ; as poor,
yet making many rich; as having nothing,
and yet possessing all things.” (2 Cor.vi.10.)
We all have our troubles. Certainly, our aged
friend had his—that is, il partial blindness,
loneliness, poverty, and the weakness of old
age are troubles| But he was not troubled,
for he lived in the Lord’s peace, and dwelt
in the Lord’s company. Being near Jesus,
and dwelling in His peace, is heavenlychris-
tianity.

We think it is even more christian-like to
be without fears for the morrow than to be
troubled about the caresof the day. Fearsare
a sore hindrance to christian progress. The
ardent disciple who walked on the waters to
come to Jesus went well till he looked on
the foaming billows; then he was afraid, and
then he began to sink.

The future is the stumbling stone of the
christian’s sonl—what will happen next ?—
but Jesus says, ¢ Let not your heart be . . .
afraid.” He will take care of the morrow.
Then trust Him. * Thou wilt keep him in
perlect peace,whose mind isstayed on Thee:
because he trusteth in Thee.” (Isa.xxvi. 3.)
Alas | how many a day’s usefulness is lost for
eternity by profitless occupation with what
the morrow may possibly be, and most fre-
quently with what the morrow never will be |

At the commencement of the fourteenth
chapter of St. John we hear the Lord say to us
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individually, that He is about to prepare a
HOME forus. And He saysHe willcomeagain
and take us there. All will be well atlast. We
shall, each one, be in heaven at the end of
the journey, and be with Him there. Thisis
sweet assurance ; but, dear christian, let us
listen to our Lord's words recorded towards
the close ofthe same chapter. Weneed their
strong consolation ; we need Him with us
here. We have a PATH to tread as well as a
HOME prepared, and, with the path before us,
Jesus says, not only ‘“ Let not your heart be
troubled,” butalso *neither letit be afraid.”
Give Him to-day’s troubles and to-morrow’s
fears, and let Him be your dwelling-place.
The well-known ninetieth Psalm, a text
from which raised a difficulty to our aged
friend, is also a word for the path. Moses,
the man of God, who wrote it, had seen
what the wilderness was. He had bome six
hundred thousand murmurers in his bosom,
as it were; he had seen God'’s ways in con-
suming backsliding Israel, and in bringing
their children, whom they said He would
cause to perish by the way, to the borders of
Canaan; and, looking back on the past, the
man of God said, ** We spend our yearsas a
tale thatistold.” (Ps.xc.9.) Theexperiences
of the way will all come to an end. Butas we
read the psalm we can but feel that we chris-
tians have what even Caleb and Joshua had
not on their journey, for we have Christ’s
peace for, our portion on the way: ‘ My
peace I give unto you.” Perfect peace dwelt
in the hear“of Christ asa man on earth, and
He says, * My peace I give unto you.”
True spiritual-mindedness is having Christ
in our hearts by faith. Even thelabourand
sorrow incidenttotheweaknessofage arelost
to perception by reason of the excellence of
His peace in the heart. A really hecavenly
man incharacter is surrounded with heavenly
peace and brightness, and when the test of
trial comes it simply proves what he is—the
crushed herb sends forth its sweet savour.
May we, be like our aged friend, so satisfied
with Christ, so content in Iis love and com-
any, that we shall truly say in answer to our
ord’s words concerning both the home and
the journey, ‘* Not a trouble, not a fear | ”

I HAD a clever little American child by my

side the other day, who wasvery fond of
asking questions, not merely for the sake of
asking, but because—and youcould soon see
this bythe sort of questions she asked—there
were some things which she really very much
wished to have made plain to her, that she
might understand them.

Iam not goingto tell you all the questions
which my little friend asked me, and which
Itried toanswer for her during our talk. But
I will tell you of one thing which shesaid she
found very difficult to understand, for per-
haps you may have had the same difficulty,
and perhaps the same way by which I tried
to make this thing plain to her may make it
plain to you.

We had been speaking of a very great and
wonder{ul subject—the coming of the Lord
JesusChristfromheavento fetchall—menand
women, and even little children—who be-
long to Him, that He may have them for
ever with Himself. Perhaps you have never
thought much about this, but I am sure you
have read how the Lord Jesus spoke to God,
His Father, before He left this world, about
His own people, and said, * Father, I will
that theyalso, whom Thouhast given Me, be
with Me where I am, that they may behold
My glory, which Thou hast given NMe.”

The discipleswho heard thesewords of the
Lord Jesus were some of those whom His
Fatherhad given Him, and theirspirits have,
long, long" ago, gone tu be with Him, with
many moge happy spirits of those who be-
long to the Lord Jesus.

Perhapsyou haveknownsomeone verydear
to you, yet dearerstill to the Lord, who loved
Him, and was quite willing and glad to leave
this world,and goto be with Him. And when |
youthink of this dear friend, whom youreyes |
no longer see, you are sure that he is safe
and happy, but you do not know much more.

Yet it may be that as you stood quite near
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upon the brink of the decp grave. and heard
the prayers of those who gave the body of the
one you loved so well into the care of the
Lord, you did think of what a wonderful day
it will be when that cold, still form shall put
on incorruption, and arise. clad in light and
beauty, to dic no more. Yes, I believe you
have thought, some time or other, about the
Lord’s coming to fetch Ilis people—those
who are in their graves, and these who are
still living on the carth—to be with Him for

RISE.

cverin his Father's house. Perhaps, you have
said also to yourself, ** But will the Lord Jesus
call for me 2 The Bible tells us who they
are who shall go to meet the Lord, so that
we can make no mistake ;—they are *‘/hose
that are Christ'sal Hiscoming.” —But what was
the little American girl’s question ?

* ] want to know,” she said, ‘ how it is

-that, when the Lord Jesus comes, ondy those

who love I1im will be caught up to meet Him
in the air,and all the rest will be left behind."”
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This was the question; perhaps you will
be sarprised when I tell you what my answer
was. I wantedto givean answerwhich would
be very plain and easy cven to a child, and so
I said to her, “1Vill you fetch me a magnet,
dear, and as many needles and pinsas you can
find?” Andaway she ran in search of what I
wanted. :

Now, before I tell you what use I made of
thescthings, I will explain about the magnet
to any who may never haveseen one. I think
a good many children know what a magnet
can do, if they do not know what itis; for
they have often played with one; and seen it
draw little toy ducks or fish after it.

Longagoin Grecce, astone was discovered
which is sometimes called the magnet, from

the name of the’ place where it was found,’

sometimes the loadstone, from an old word
which means the stone which leads ordraws
to itself.

The storyis that a shepherd struck hisiron
crook against a piece of this stone, and the
crook stuck fast to it, and so this wonderful
power which the'stone possesses of drawing
iron to itself was discovered. I cannot tell
whether this is true or only a story, but that
the loadstone has the power of drawing iron
to itself is quite true. It was because Iknew
of this power that I asked for the magnet and
for the necdles and pins.

My little friend looked on ‘with much ‘in-

terest as I put all the pins and need]es‘in’

one heap in a saucer, and shook it wnuil thé)‘v‘
were so mixed together that you could hardly
see which was which. Then, taking the mag-
net in my hand, I began to repeat the words
we had just been reading together from the
letter which St. Paul wrote to the Thebsa-
lonians—** The Lord Himself shall descend
from heaven with a shout, with the voice of
thearchangel,and withthetrumpofGod.” As
1 repcated these words I moved my hand
withthemagnetinitdowntowardsthesaucer,
and continued—**And the dead in Christ
shall rise first: then we which are alive and
remainshall becaughtup together with them
in the clouds to meet the Lord in the air.”
As I repeated these last words the magnet
had just reached the saucer, and up sprang

all the needles and clung to it, until itbristled
all over with the shining little points of
steel.

With a cry of wonder my little friend said,
*“ Oh, see! noneof the pins have got up, and
they are just the same, only they have heads
on them.”

“There is a difference, my dear,” said I,
‘“a greater difference than any which you can
sec; but I will try to explain this to you.
There is a difference of nature between the
steel of which the needles are made, and the
brass from which the pins arec made. The
steel ncedles are attracted by the magnet, sn
that they mws/ fly towards it when it draws
near; the brass pins are not attracted by it.
See, il you put them close to it, they only fall
down again, for'they are not of a nature to
be drawn to it. Sothose whoarethe Lord’s
people, by His grace, havt a nature that loves
Him, and not one of*fiem will be left be-
hind when He comes; all-will rise to meet
Him.” _

‘1 see, He will draw them all up to Him-
self,” she said, and then added slowly, ‘‘Yes,
the needles” all rise, but* not"a pin. stirs to
meet the magnet, not one.” W. G. H.

THE SOLEMN CFHOJCE.
C WAS a more than usually attractive girl,
* and-had'much to maké her loved by
those who knéw her. Shewas*often spoken to
ofbeing ready should the J.nfd come, but C.
saw no beauty in that’ peerfess Person, and
put ofl the solenin question, **What must I
doto be saved?” Satan had blinded hereyes,
and deceived her heart; she would not give
up the world and its passing pleasures, which
werg just openingup brightand attractive be-
fore her; she turned away, and claimed the

world for her own. Solemn choice!

For a few months I heard nothing of my
young [riend ; but one morning the postman
brought me a deep-black bordered letter. C.
wasdead! onlynineteen! but not too young to
die. The letter gave no particulars as to her
end, but I afterwards found that her {riends
had supplied her with works of fiction to
amuse her in her dying moments. And as far

‘as I could learn there was no one tospeak one
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word of Christ, and Ilis precious blood in
her dying hours.

“YWho could be fit to die if she were not ?”’
said poor C.'s friends ; ** she wentto church,
and never did anyone any harm.”

Wouldthis serve as a robein whichto stand
before the holy God? He is of purer eyes
than to behold iniquity, and cannot look
upon sin. Did not He hide his face from His
holy Son when His Son was made sin for us?

Dear rcader, if death should come to you,
as it did to poor C,, would you be ready? .

THE GIANTS AND THE GRAPES
OF ESHCOL.

WHEN Israel were at Paran, on the bor-
ders of the promised land, Moses, by
divine commmand, sent twelve men to spy out
the country. They were to see what sort of
land it-was, and what its cities were like, and
what kind of people lived in it. This done,
they were to return to the camp and report
what they had seen. No common men were
chosen for thisservice,buta chief man outof
eachtribeof Israel,foritwasadangeroustask.
So the twelve spies went their way. ! They
were absent forty days, and during that time
theyvisited many places; and saw many citics
and mountains and valleys, and the far-off
Mediterranean Sea. When'they were com-
ing back they stopped at a brook, near which
a grand old vine grew; and they cut down a
bunch of its grapes, and such a bunch it was
that one man could not ,carry it, so two of
them slung it on a pole, and bore it between
them:' on their.shoulders. The spies also
brought with them from the land of promise
specimens of pomegranates and figs.

When they came back to the camp these
spiesthad a tale to tell of the sights they had
seen, and also a sight to show, which told a
tale of what the land of promise was. Ve
can easily picture to ourselves all the people
of Israel gathering round the twelve spies,
and listening with the utmost eagerness to
their tale, and looking, too, with wondering
eyes on the great bunch of grapes and the
splendid fruits laid out before them.

So the spies began to tell their story, and
the bunch of grapes and the varied fruits

would be the text for their sermon as they
described the land as it really was, a noble
country—** Surely it floweth with milk and
honey; and this is the fruit of it.”” (Num.
xiii. z7.) But,added they, the men of it were
giants, and they themselves were like grass-
hoppers, in the sight of these giants,and also
in their own sight. The cities, too, said the
spies, were strong, and walled up to heaven.
And asthey thus spoke, with weak heartsand
want of faith in God, the people caught the
spirit of their words, and began to fear, and
then to murmur at the difficulties which lay
before them.

So the tidings rolled round the camp that
the land of promise was full of giants, and,
alas! a false and wicked report went alsowith
theirunbelieving words, and it was said, The
land’ ““eateth up the inhabitants thereof ”
—that is, it was a hungry land, not good to
liverin. How strange it was to believe this
falsé report with the grapes of Eshcol before
their eyes, and while the very words of the
spies about the giants rang in their ears.

Invaindid Caleb secek to call back thé faith
of1srael to Jehovah, invain didheand Joshua
say; He could easily give them the land if He
pleased, and in vain didthegrapesand pome-
granates tell tneir tale of plenty—unbelief in
Godand murmuringagainst God settleddown
like a thick darkcloud onthe rebellious camp
of Israel. * And wheh these twomen, with rent
clothesandpleadingstotrustinthe Lord, told
Israel the truth, all the congregation bade
stone them with stones. (Ch. xiv. 6-10.)

Now,dcaryoung christianreaders, the story
of the giantsandthe grapes, withits lessons, is
as fresh for us to-day as it was hundreds of
years ago for Israel. The land of promise
has to be won by thesoldiers of Christ. Giants
are'there, and high walls too, but what are
these if God be for us. Youare called to go
forward where God leads you. The richest
blessings God would give you to enjoy are
guarded by some giant, as it were, for Satan
would stop you getting the sweetness of your
God's blessing to your soul, il possible, and
it is God's way to test the faith of [Iis people.
Then beware of looking at the difliculty when
you should be looking alone at God. The
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unfaithful spies looked first at the giants and
then at themselves, and then measuredthem-
selves by the giants’ view of them, and left
God out of the reckoning altogether. Cer-
tainly in yourself you have no strength, but
God takes delight in youandin your blessing,
so.be encouraged in Him. The faithful spies
looked at God first and then at the giants,
andsaid, ‘““theyarebread for us; theirdefence
is departed from them, and the Lord is with
us: fear them not.” A child having God for
himismorethanamatchforthemightiest foe.

It was very happy to see the fruits of the
land of promisedisplayed before the eyes of
Israel in the camp, but remember this, if we
look first at the blessings and then at the
difficulties; first, as it were on the grapes and
then at the giants, we shall not gain ourend.
We have to look to God and go forward trust-
ing Him. If God says, this is the way, walk
yeinit, itis ours to obey, and we shall before
long come to a brook of Eshcol, where the
grapes are growing, and then we shall find
in the path of obedience such sweetness to
the soul as we never knew before.

It refreshesalonging heart to get a sight,
if not ataste, of heavenly blessings, and I
think many of you have often been deeply
stirred in your desires to live more truly for
Christ, when you have heard of the holy life
or death of someone about your own age.
You have said it would be your deepest joy
to live and to die like that. Then came the
difficulties, and you know whether you are
like the two faithful or the ten unfaithful
spies. But do not be discouraged; remember
the words of Caleb and Joshua: ‘ the Lord
is with us.” He never forsakes His people.

THE CAMBRIDGE GOSPELLERS.

BEFORE we follow Tyndale into his volun-

tary exile, let us turn aside for a few
momentsand take note of some [aithful and
earnest men, whom God was even then train-
ing to be witnesses for His truth in England.
Around Bilney, at Cambridge, alittle band of
students had already gathered; for, though he
wasa timid man,and unfit to cope with thetur-
bulent spiritof his time, theblessing which he
had himself received had changed his whole

life, and he earnestly sought *to bring to the
knowledge of God all who came nigh him.”
He met with much opposition on all sides,
but the man most active in his efforts to bring
the quiet, retiring scholar and his new
doctrines into contcmpt was a member of his
university—a priest, of about thirty years of
age, whose tall figure was well known to the
townspeople, for it was the office of Master
Hugh Latimer to carry the university cross
in processions.

We all know Latimer’s name, and haveread
the story of his martyrdom at Oxford. We
remember how the old man of eighty-four, in
his *“ poor Bristow frieze frock, much worn,”
walked to the ditch overagainst Balliol Col- |
lege with his fellow-martyr, Ridley; and we
cannot forget how, when he was chained to
the stake, and saw the lighted brand laid at
Ridley's feet, he lifted up his voice in words
of triumphant cheer, which still move our
hearts as we read them, like the sound of
a trumpet—*' Be of good comfort, Master
Ridley, and play the man ; we shall this day
lightsuchacandle,byGod’'sgrace,inEngland
as I trust shall never be put out!”

But who would have recognised in the aged
martyr of Queen Mary’s reign the man who,
in the early days of the time which we call
the Reformation, was one of the most bitter
enemies of that ‘“‘new doctrine,” which was,
indeed, the old—thefaith oncedelivered unto
the saints ?

Hugh Latimer was the son of a Leicester-
shire farmer, and was sent away from his
country home, where he had been used to
feed the cows and tend the sheep, to Cam-
bridge, whenaboyof fourteen; forhis parents,
as Foxe tells us, seeing him to be of a ready,
prompt, and sharp wit, thought they would
make a scholar of him. The country boy,
with his studious face and his quick answers,
was noticed by his teachers as one likely to
leave his markupon his time; and, as he grew
up, his earnestness increased, for ever befere
his mind, as a great reality, was the thought
that he and hisfellows—those light-hearted
young students whom he met day by day in
hall and at lecture—must, each one of them,
give account of himself to.God. 1If these
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things were so, he thought, then life was real,
life was earnest, indeed.

Becoming a priest, Latimer attended with
scrupulous diligence to every ceremony pre-
scribed by the Church, though many a time,
as he performed the service of the mass, the
fear thatall wasnotright,the tormenting doubt
astowhetheranything had beenleft out—any
little point omitted by which the sacrifice
might be rendered of no avail, disturbed his
spirit. If even in the services of the Church
he found no rest, where could he hope to find
it? Perhaps in waging a stern warlare with
thosewhowere, as he believed, her enemies—
who could say ?

Latimer doubted not that the cause of the
Church was the cause of God. He became
aware that there were some members of the
university who were not attentive to the rites
and ceremonies enjoined by her; further, the
rumour reached him that a few students, and
even some scholars of the university, were
wont to meet together every day simply to
read the Holy Scriptures, and that Master
Stafford, Bilney’s friend,a man of deep learn-
ing, was present, giving the sense from the
Hebrewand Greek, so he determined tolearn
for himself how far this matter had gone.

Latimer, therefore, one day surprised the
little company at theirreading, and earnestly
besought them to cease studying the Bible,
‘“spitefully railing” against theirteacher, and
biddingtheyouth of Cambridgeabandon him
and his heretical teachings.
words and his entreaties were alike of no
avail;andthough hepublicly preached against
Stafford, the students still clung to him.

At last a favourable opportunity for show-
ing his zeal for the Church offered. Latimer
was to deliver a Latin oration before the
university. He chose for his subject, ¢ Philip
Melancthon and his Doctrines,” and in a
learned discourse arrayed all his eloquence
against the friend of Luther, especially hold-
ing up to ridicule his view of the Scriptures
as the touchstone by which everything should
be tested.

While many applauded, there was one
among Latimer's hearers that day in whose
heart the tones of that eloquent voice, plead-

But his hard.

ingagainsttheverytruthof Godand His word,
awoke a brotherly pity and a deep longing
that he might, by the grace of God, win this
bold champion of error to the side of truth.
It was Bilney who, little of stature, unper-
ceived among the crowd, listened to Latimer,
and longed after his soul.

But how should he speak to one who
shunned him as a heretic, and as a corrupter
of the young—one with whom a true son of
the Church should have nothing to do?

As Bilney thought and prayed, a strange
device came into his mind. ‘‘ He will not
hear me if I argue with him,” he said to him-
self, ‘“but he cannot refuse to hear my con-
fession.” So he went to Latimeras a penitent,
and besought him.in God’s name, to hear his
confession. And what did Bilney confess ?

As he knelt low at Latimer's feet, he
poured out the whole story of what God had
done for a soul, once far from Him, seeking
rest in the service prescribed by his religious
teachers, but ever seeking it in vain, now
brought nigh by the blood of Christ. He
spoke of the deepanguish he had suffered, an
anguish which no penance imposed by the
Church could remove, from which no in-
dulgence purchased by-money could buy re-
lease. But we know the story of Bilney's
conversion; we knowhowheonce read in the
Greek Testament of Erasmus the . faithful
saying,” which brought peace and rest un-
speakable to his weary soul, that * Christ
Jesus came into the world to save sinners,”
and we can in some degree imagine what
this strange confession was like.

Latimerlistenedamazed. At first,as Bilney
described his own trouble and restlessness
of spirit, his words found an echo in the
heart of his confessor; presently he tried to
interrupt him, but Bilney went on with the
tale of the grace of God to him, the chief of
sinners, and before he rose from his knees
Latimer had heard all. He was no longer
contendingagainstdoctrines,butwasbrought
face to face with a living witness to their
truth and power; and he was, as Foxe, who
tells us the story, says, ‘‘ through the good
Spirit of God, so touched, that whereas be-
fore-hewas an enemy,and almostapersecutor
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of Christ, he was now a zealous seeker after
Him.” The confessor took the place of the
penitent, and with bitter tears bewailed his
former hard speeches_against Bilney and
others, and going to Master Stafford, en-
treated his forgiveness.

We soon find Latimer preaching con-
stantly in Latin to priests and students, and
in their own tongue to the people, who heard
him gladly, and wondered as they saw him
going abroad with Bilney,whom he had once
so bitterly opposed.

We can hardly imagine places more dread-
ful than the dark cellsin which poor maniacs
were then confined, but even to such abodes
of despair these servants of God found their
way, il haply they might speak peaceand the
comfortof the Gospel to somesorely-stricken
one, used only to the harsh arguments of the
chain’and the whip. Then passing onto the

houseof thelepersoutside thetown,theytried’

to alleviate their sad, hopeless condition by
tenderly caring for their bodily wants, while
they spoke the word of God to them. The
prison doors, too, opened to the gospellers,
andtheypreachedtothe captivesdeliverance,
not [rom the bondage into which their: evil
deeds had brought them, but a greater de-
liverance—even from sin itself, with its bitter
fruits, and from the cruel tyranny of Satan,
who had so long bound them as with fetters
of iron.

One sermon preached by Latimer made a
great stirat the time, and has come down to
us, sothat we canread it in his strong, homely
words. He gave as his text the message of
the Pharisees to John the Baptist in the wil-
derness, when$hey sent to ask him, ¢ Whoar/
thou?” Then, passingfrom theactualapplica-
tion of the Scripture, the preacher bade every
man and woman who heard him that day, *“of
a good and simple mind—contrary to the
Pharisees’intent—ask this question, Who art
thou? Whatsubstance, what virtue,what good-
ness art thou of thyself ? Which question,”
he went on, ‘“if thou rehearse oftentimes to
thyself, thou shalt well perceive and under-
stand how thou shalt answer to it; which
answer must be made in this vise: [ am of my-
self and by myself, coming from my natural

father and mother, the child of the anger and
indignation of God, the true inheritorof hell,
a lump of sin, and working nothing of my-
sell but all towards hell, except I have better
help of another than 1 have of myself.”” Then
the preacher spoke of the goodness of God,
who spared not His own Son, but de]wered
Him up forus all; and of the love of Christ,
who, at the Father's will, *“ being willing to
deliver man out of this miserable way, was
content to suffer cruel passion in shedding
Hisblood for all mankind.” And then,again
asking the question, ‘“Who art thou ?” he
showed the blessedness of the answer which

he who ‘“had taken on Christ’s religion”

could give—*‘‘I am a christian man, a chris-
tian woman, the child of everlasting joy,
through the merits of the bitter passion of
Christ.,” *“This,” he said, “is a joyful
answer.”

Not only did Latimer thus preach in plain
languagc, Wthh a.child could understand,
but wheft’his sermon was over he went from
housé to house among the poor townspeople,
and from Toom to room among the students
of the univkrsity, seeking to bring home to
the hearts'6f those who had heard him the
great truths which he had preached; that they
.might not be forgetful hearers, but doers of
‘the word ; and he continued his house to
“house evangelxzmg all the more diligently
when forbidden,as hesoon wasby the Iflshop
of Ely, to preach in any church inCambridge.

Meanwhile, at the White House at Cam-
bridge, the readings of the Greek New Testa-
ment still went on. As those who attended
them were seen making their way through
streets thither, they were sometimes greeted
by the cry, ‘“ There are the Germans going
to Gerniany|” for the priests of the Romish
Church looked upon Luther and his country
as the source of all heresy. But these read-
ingswere times of blessing such as those who
mocked at them never dreamed of. ‘*So oft
as I was in the company of these brethren,”
said Thomas Becon, a youngstudent who was
much attached to Latimer, 2nd has preserved
notes of many of his sermons, ““ methought
I was quletly placed in the new, glorious
Jerusalem.” c.pr,
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BIBLE TREES AND BIBLE TRUTHS. |
11I.—THE OLIVE AND ITS ROOT.
ERY soon after the flood mankind in
general became worse and worse, until
at Babel, instead of remaining subject to God
and the restraints of I1is government, men
agreed together to build a city and a tower,
and to act indcpendently of God. In con-
scquence of this, the Lordscattered mankind
abroadupon the face of the earth, and com-
pelled them to give up their wicked designs.
Thusdid the wild olive flourishand bear fruit,
and at length man began to worship demons.
We will now ask you to think of the root
of atree, and to connect

to burn always.” (LEx. xxvii. zo.) Thus every
believer, called out from this world, is to let
his light ‘“soshine before men that they may
secc his good works, and glorify his IFather
which is in heaven.”

When man, likea wild olive trece, bore only
evil fruit before God, God set Abraham, the
man of faith,a rooatin the earth, from whom
the people of Israel sprang. Thus Isracel was
the cultivated olive tree to which God looked
for the witness, in a dark world, of the light
of Histruth.

How aptly Lhis tree sets this forth we sec
as we read in Judges ix. 9, ‘‘ My fatness,

wherewith by me they

it in your mind \vitl} a ‘:-‘b‘;é?:"l‘-k'b",“}{
new action of God with | SN2 47 7
men while they were
in their wild and evil
state.

God called cul of the
world a single indivi-
dual to bear witness for
Him, and madc him the
root of a new family on
carth.

Abraham was the
root from which grew
a fair and beautiful
trec. \We shall now
see whom this tree re-
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honour God and man."
With David this tree
is the emblem of holi-
ness and blessing. He
compares himselfl to a
‘“green olive tree in
the house of God”
(Ps. lii. 8),. and the
children of a rightecous
man to the *olive
plants round about
his table.” (Ds.cxxviii.
3-) In Solomon’s tem-
ple the cherubim was
““of olive tree” (1
Kings vi. 23) as also
the doors and posts.

presents. See Jercmiah
xi. 16, The Lord called
thy name a green olive
tree, fair, and of goodly fruit.” As you read
the chapter through, you will find that the
figure applies to Abraham’s sced after the
flesh, all Israel in fact.

The root, as you know, is the source from
which the tree springs, and from Abraham
Isracl sprung. Indeed as we usc the figure
of a family tree and trace back our family to
its root, so Abraham is the root of the tree
of the family of faith, seen on this earth as
a witness (vr God.

The oil which was produced fromthe olive
tree was that which was used in the holy
lamps which were always kept burningin the.
sanctuary,as a witness for God, *‘ pure oil
olive beaten for the light, to cause the lamp

TIIE TREL AN

By this imagery we sec
what Israel — Abra-
ham's seed—ought to have been, namely, a
fruitful light bearer for God. Was this so?
Let us now turn to the garden of Geth-
semane. The meaning of Gethsemane is “a
press for olive oil "—what do we find about
the Lord in this? IHe had come into the
world ** the true light,” but also in love to
bringin righteousness and bear the iniquity
of His people Israel. Hence ‘2 press for
olive oil " is very significant, as we think of
Ilim pressed down lor Israel’s sake. When
the Lord came to earth, the “olive tree,”
cultivated for so many centuries, had cast ofl
its flowers and its labour had failed. (IIab.
iii. 17.) And ‘now it is ‘“cut off,” as St
Paul tells us in Rom. xi. 1. N.

D ITS ROOT,

|



FAITHFUL WORDS

For O and oung.

o V2] JF g

\

N | ?
] 4

M

| | 1}

—

w‘“ J;' }'lt 3' ' . &
"l [' . 'h"f,‘}f :ff : h “ " - YTy
.‘»@!f‘ 2 ‘.'- ':)l-" ““I“/,f | j il ; : h > 'I‘..‘ v.
qr g ,:,zf
) /Haf”z

f)/lf

NONE TOO IAD FOR JESUS.




32

Farrnrur, WoRns.

NONE TOO BAD FOR YESUS.
E were quietly engaged in our classes at
the Sunday school, when a knock at
the door was heard, and a woman, with a
child in her arms, asked if anyone would
come and see her sister, who she said lay
dying.

School ended : we prayed the Lord to send
a word of salvation to the poor sufferer; for
pain and death are terrible things to be en-
countered by the soul that is unwashed and
unsaved.

I found the house from the description
givenme,and, as Iascended the staircase, the
womanwho had calledat the school welcomed
me, and begged me to enter an inner apart-
ment, where lay the objectof my visit. The
room was better furnished than the exterior
of the house hadled me to expect, and bore
aboutit an air of homely comlort, indicating
the hand of provident care. Some children
were playing about, and a woman who was
present acted as nurse,

On approaching the bed at the further
corner of the room I recognised the face of
one who had occasionally been at our gospél
meetings. Her face borethe traces of former
comeliness, but wore thatpinchedand {lushed
appearance which denétes intense suffering ;'
her lips were parched, add her respiration
difficult. She was fast and surely sinking.

Bending down, I spoke a few words of sym-

pathy, and then, in tenderlove, asked, *‘ Are
youready to die?” Fixing hereyeson mine,
she replied, with difficulty, **No—I've—been
—a—great—sinner.” ‘
" I felt thankful that the Holy Spirit had
wrought in her heart this conviction of sin,
for Healone canimpart a real sense of being
unfit for the cye and presence of the Lord.
The mere assent, so common to the truth,
that **we are all sinners,” is not enough;
but the heart-learned and honest conviction
which leads to the confession, ‘“Behold, I am
vile,”” ever accompanies (ru¢ conversion to
God. There was here no need for stripping
the poorsoul from fanciedrighteousness: she
was seckingtheSaviour, the Lord Jesus Christ
—the only name under heaven given among
men whereby we must be saved.

v

—

Iread from the fifty-third chapter of Isaiah
oftheMan of Sorrows, wounded and bruised,
upon whom the Lord laid the iniquity of us
all, and who, having ““once suffered for sins,"”
God had raised from the dead—

** The Lord, almighty now to save

Trom sin, from death, from endlesg shame.,”

As a thirsty traveller receives water, so did
this poor, dying woman receive the gospel:
of Jesus Christ. With the simplicity of a
child she believed God’s word. Seeing her
much exhausted, I left, after committing her
'to the Lord, with a promise to return at a
later hour.

In the evening I returned. She was frec
from pain, and was' expecting me. Hei
room was filled with loving friends. Her
liusband, a man of rough exterior, but with a
soft heart, sat near her, and her aged mother
silently watched beside the bed, a tear now
and then trickling down her wrinkled cheek.

God was about to give a sweet testimony
to'His own grace and power in her who had
ga’ssed all human hope, and was so soon to

id thie"poor world farewell.

¢+ She hasbeen longing for you,” said her

sister, *“ and feared you would na come.”

. Looking up for guidance, I opened my

Bibleat Luke vii.,and read: ‘And, behold, a
woman in the city, which was a sinner, whenr
she knew that Jesus sat at'meat in the
Pharisee's house, broughtan alabaster box of
ointment, and stood at His fect behind Him
weeping.”” \While reading, I observed the
sufferer’s eyes intently fixed upon my face.
I read to the end of the chapter, laying
special stressiipon the words, ¢ Thy sins are
forgiven . . . thy faith hath saved thee; go
in peace.” ’ :

1then asked her before all who were pre-
sent, '* Are you a sinner; like this woman ? %
“Yes,” she answered.

* And you'trust'in Jesus alone for salva-
tion'?” *“Yes.”

“Now are you like the woman when she
entered Simon’s housc—unforgiven,unsaved,
and at enmity with God ? or are you like her
when she came out—forgiven, saved by faith,
and told to go in peacer”

She summoned up strength, and said, with
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labouring breath, decidedlyand distinctly, ‘I
am—like—her—when—she—came out.”

Oh! the grace of God which gives bold-
ness to the guilty to draw near—the perfec-
tion of that love which casts out all fear]
Now she was at peace—peace, not the result
of works of righteousness which she had
done, but won for her by the Lord Jesus
Christ, was hers. It wasa blessed confession
to the mercy of God, and I was not slow to
use the golden opportunity to press upon
each one present the necessity of accepting
His gift, so freely offered to all who will come
to Him.

Oncecagain I stood beside that bed: The
pallid face spoke of speedy decay, but peace;
calm as a river, rested in the heart of the
dying woman, forshe had come to Jesus, and
left her weary burden at His feet.

‘“ He that believeth on the Son hath life:
but he that believeth not the Son shall not
see life, but the wrath of God abideth on
him.” Unconverted reader, beware lest you
trile with the * great salvation.” Now, near
you, even in your mouth, and in your heart,
is the word of faith which we preach, ¢ That
if thou shalt confess with thy mouth the Lord
Jesus, and shalt bLelieve in thine heart that
God hath raised Him from the dead, thou
shalt be saved. For with the heart man be-
lieveth unto righteousness; and with the
mouth confession is made unto salvation.
For the scripture saith, Whosoever believeth
on Him shall not be ashamed.”

Ohlsweetwordofgrace! Areyouashamed
to confess yourself a lost, vile, hell-deserving
sinner? Betterdo soin time than have‘‘con-
fusion of face ” for eternity. The Lord Jesus
will own you now as an object for His saving
power, His cleansing blood, His infinite love.
Cast yourself upon Him now, as you are,
and you will find that this * Man receivetli
sinners.” _— T.R. D.
A BAD CONSC/IENCE, BUT A GOOD

MEMORY.
Tuese will be the possession of every lost
soul in hell. \What a terrible prospect | all
the details of this life fresh in the memory,
every opportunict!y remembered ; but never,
no never, a good conscience beforc God.

WHAT! ALL SLV?

IN the closing part of the year I was visit-

ing in one'of the beautiful vales which
radiate from the metropolis of the lake
district. I stayed the night in asmall village.
nestled at the foot of a high range of moun-
tains, the deep shadow of which prevents the
sun shining upon the village for three months
of the year.

Thenextday was spent in going from cot-
tage to cottage, and in speaking a word to
the inmates about the love of God to them,
In one of the cottages:1 found a young
woman, the wife of a miner. Ona previous
occasion, during the summer, I had had a
long convérsation with both husband and
wife about their souls.: On the morning'in
question’ I received a kindly greeting, and
we read these words : ‘“ The blood of Jesus
Christ His Son cleansétn us from all sin"”
(1 Johni. 7) ; and again, ‘“If we receive the
witness of men, the witness of God is'greater:
for this is the witness of God whi¢h Hé hath
testified of His Son: He that believeth on
the Son of'God hath the witness in himself:
he that believeth not God hath made Him a
liar; because he believeth not the record
that God gave of His Son. And this is the
record, that God hath given to us eternal life,
and this life'is in His Son. He that hath the
Son hath lifé ; and he that hath not the Son
of God hath not life.” 1 (1 Jéhn v.'9-r12.)

“ See,” said I, ‘“éternal life is given to all
who believe on the Son of God, but those who
do not believe God's witness about Christ
have made God atliar.”

““What |” said the woman to me, with an
eager look; ‘“is eternal life given to all who
believe 2

““Yes, to all. God says so, therefore it
must be true. Take my Bible, and read
again for yourself the words I have read.”

She took the proffered Bible, and read the
passage. When she had done so, I said, ““The
words are there, are they not ?”

** Yes, they are, indeed,” she replied.

“Do you believe God when He says, ‘ He
that hath the Son hath life'? "

“ But,” asked the seeker for Christ, * can
all sin be forgiven ? Can a// ?™ and she laid
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emphasis on the word a//—** Can all sin be
forgiven?"”

*“Yes, by virtue of the blood of Christ.
We have just read that God says so. What
makes you doubt Hisword ¢”

“Well,” said she, ‘' I was a little girl of
about iwelve years of age at my home in
Devon, living with my father and an elder
sister, for my mother was dead. One day
a wood-waggon, under the care of two men,
stopped at the public-house opposite our
cottage. The men entered, and remained a
long time drinking.

*““When they cameout they were greatly ex-
cited, and one of them: uttered a fearful oath,
upon which his companion said to him,
‘There! you have sinned against the Holy
Ghost; you will never be forgiven in this
life, nor in the life to come.” Those words
made a deep impression on my mind, which
has remained ever since, and I fear lest I
may have sinned against the Holy. Ghost.”

““What! Has Satan been using this to
make you despair, and thus keep you from
Christ all these years? Do you think you
have committed the unpardonable sin ? ”

“Yes, I fear I have,” she said.

We turned to Mark iii. 30, and read, *‘ Be-
cause they said, He hath an unclean spirit.”

“You have never said that ? " said I.

Her countenance brightened as she an-
swered, ‘* No,” and in a momentthe stum-
bling-stone was removed out of the way,and
the load gone. She professed to rest in the
finished work of Christ. Blasphemy against
the Holy Spirit of God is altogether difierent

rom sinning against Him. Every sin isa sin
against the Spirit of God ; but to say of the
Son of God, ‘* He hath an unclean spirit,”
was blasphemy.

“Let us now,” I continued, ‘‘read two
passages which speak of sinning against the
Holy Ghost. ‘ Ye stiffnecked and uncircum-
cised in heart and ears, ye do always resis/
the Holy Ghost." (Acts vii. 51.) ‘Theyre-
belled, and vexed His Holy Spirit; therefore
He was turned to be their enemy, and He
fought against them.’ (Isaiah )xiii. 10.)
Surely, resisting the Spirit is sin ? Rebellion
against God in the presence of light, and

love, and mercy, when the word is preached,
is sin.”

Ask yourself, dear reader, this question :
Have I been doing all this ? All sin is sin
against God the Spirit. Butitis He who has
written [or your comfort, ‘ The blood of
Jesus Christ His Son cleanseth us from all
sin.”  Yes, that blood makes the foulest
clean — that blood washes  ‘ whiter than
snow.’”” Do not let Satan keep you, by his mis-
use of scripture, from the joy ofknowing that
your sins are put away from before the eye
of God by the precious blood of His Son.
And because God remembers, no more the
sins and iniquities of His people, it is our
joy to bless Him for the pardoning blood of
Christ. J.H. J—s.

EXTRACTS FROAM IGNATIUS.
“Itisbetter for a man to hold his peace, and
be, than to say he is a christian, and not to
be. It is good to teach, if what he says, he
does likewise.”

“LeT us do all things as become those who
have God dwelling in them, that we may be
His temples, and He our God.”

“ FAITH and love are the beginning and end
of life; for faith is thebeginning,and the end
islove ; and these two joined together are of
God;but all otherthings which concernholy
life are the consequences of these.”

IGNATIUS ON HIS WAY TO

MARTYRDOAM,
‘““ ALL the ends of the world and the king-
doms of it will profit me nothing : I would
rather die for Jesus Christ, than rule to the
utmost ends of the earth. Him I seek who
died for me. Him I desire that rose again |
forme. This is the gain that is laid up for
me.”
“ Now I begin to be a disciple ; nor shall
anything move me, whether visible or in-
visible, that I mayattain to Christ Jesus. Let
fire and the cross ; let the companies of wild
beasts ; let breaking of bones, and tearing of
members; let the shatteringin pieces of the
whole body, and all the wicked torments of
the devil come upon me, only let me enjoy
Jesus Christ.”
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A WASTED LIFE,

HO\V many who are apparently entering
intothefullenjoymentof all the worldly
pleasures within theirreachare tormented by
a conscience which had beentouched bythe
Spirit of God, perhaps in childhood, or, it
may be, at a pertod more recent. The heart
insuch circumstances flatters itself that there
will yet be time to follow the dictates of con-
science, and Satan, through the delay, rules
with increasing power. Sad, sad, state!

C. was the daughter of parents whose one
desire was to educate her for this world, but
inthe providence of God she was placed with
a devoted christian lady, whose character
deeplyimpressedtheheartof her young pupil.

Whilst under the care of this excellent
woman,C. learned to read her Bible with plea-
sure ; she became acquainted with the way of
salvation, and it is very probable that the
Spirit of God then touched her heart, as in
all the varied scenes of her after life she never
forgot the happiness of those early days.

But as the only inducement for placing
C. with this lady was the superior mental
training there to be acquired, the timearrived
when what are called accomplishments were
thought necessary, and she was removed to
a school where comparatively valueless pur-
suits were made of the first importance. The
result may be anticipated ; her young heart
was drawn from Christ, and when she finally
returned to her home she was ready to enter
into all the gaieties of life.

Being a girl of great personal attractions,
sprightliness of mind, and graceful manners,
she soon became a general favourite, and ere
long she married. Her husband’s position
enabled her to cultivate society, which ap-
preciated her as one of its brightest orna-
ments; and as years passedon she was known
as an earncst votary of pleasure, an enlivener
of every party she attended.

But what was the real state of her heart?
She was one of the most wretched of beings.
In the midst of the gayest scenes, and in mo-
ments of greatest excitement, one thought
of God would strike a pang through her
whole frame.

The best years of herlife were thus wasted
in the service of the god of this world, but
the time was approaching when, no longer |
able to follow the ways of her own choosing,
she had to be made conscious that it was in
vain to strive with the true and living God.

She was absent from home, for the benefit
of sea air, when one evening, whilst walking
on the shore, she accidentally met a christian
lady, whose character was well known to her.
There had been no previous intimacy, but
they entered into conversation, and the lady,
whno only knew C. as a fashionable lover of
pleasure, embraced the opportunity of speak-
1ng on the subject of the soul’s salvation.

What words can express the conflict of
feeling in those moments? * You are the
first person who has spoken to me about my
soul since I left school, and how often have
I longed that someone would thus address
me,” was one of her first replies; and then
followed a touching confession of the misery
of her life.

That was a walk never to be forgotten.
The gushing forth of that pent up heart was
overwhelming to both, and the scene was
hallowed by a sense of God’s presence.

But C. had so habitually resisted her con-
victions, that Satan still had power, and al-
though plainlyseeing thatthechristian's path
‘must be in separation from the world, she
dreaded the scorn andridicule of her friends.
Week after week she hesitated to confess
Christ before men, until at length her state
of healthrequired the best medical advice,
and like a thunderbolt fell the judgment of
the physician that she could not live. more
than three months. How terrible was-her
remorse for lost opportunities! For several
dayssheagonised underasenseofsinandfear
of death, but the wondrous grace of Godcame
in to speak peace to her soul by showing her
that Jesus had been made sin for her, and
then she began to live., She seemed as one
taken up to heaven to receive thoughts about
herself and everything around her.

The example and admonitions of her early
instructress were nowvividly recalled to mind,
and even the portions of Scripture she had
learned were recollected, with a freshness and
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powerthat astonished her, fortheyhad passed
from her memory during the interval.

She delighted at first in hearing hymns
read to her, and then, asshe neared her de-
parture, the word of God became most pre-
cious to her. ‘““Let me have the blessed word
of God ; hymns do not satisfy me now,” she
would say; and often would she burst forth
in praise for all that Christ had done for her.

But she never forgot to speak of herself as
a solemn warning to others., ‘I have thrown
away my life. Oh, that I had again an oppor-
tunity of taking my place before all the world
with the despised followers of Jesus!” Such
espressions were often heard to fall from her
lips. She had been ashamed to associate
with the people of God, but how often did
she nowexpress her intense desiretohave the
honour, if only for once, of openly taking her
place amongst them. This privilege, how-
ever, was denied her.

She spoke eamestly and faithfully to her
worldly friends who visited her, and surely
eternity will disclose that her words were
with power. She had proved that the world
could give nothing worth having, and that
divine realities alone could satisfy the heart;
and more than this, she could tell of being
united to a living Saviour for ever, and she
 delighted to dwell on His beauty and glory,
for her spirit seemed to be constantly in
heaven.

This continued until the end. She had
been apparently unconscious for some hours,
when the friend to whom’she had poured
out her heart by the sea-shore entered the
room, and was allowed to be alone with her.
Alter repeating some passages of scripture,
this lady said, *“If what I am saying is a
comfort to you, tell me by some sign, if you
can only move afinger.” At once, with a last
effort, she threw her dying arms around the
neck of her friend, opened her languid eyes,
and fixing them with a heavenly gaze that
spoke to the heart at once, she attempted to
speak. To anticipate her words, it was said,
““You will soon be with Jesus.”

¢ I shall, I shall,” was the earnest reply;
and in a moment her arms relaxed their hold,
her head sank back on the pillow,and she was |

gone to I1im who had loved her, and washed
her from her sins in His own blood.

Couldthatransomed spiritaddress you,dear
reader, what would she say? ~‘Seek the Lord
now, while He maybe found.” \WVastenotyour
precious moments in serving Satan, but *Be-
lieve in the Lord Jesus Christ, and thou shalt
be saved.”

If you have had convictions, do not trifle
with them. Oh, do not resist, God, for, be
assured, you will neverknowrest of heart until
you find it in the Saviour! ¢ Behold the
Lamb of God, which taketh away the sin of
the world.”

ATED

Intimacy with Christ.
THEtenth chapter of St. John’s gospelis
- familiar to all God’s children as one of
the portions of the sacred word most highly
prized. There is one short statement in it,
concerning the intimacy of Christ with His
own, to which we will presently direct our
reader’s attention, first glancing at the inci-
dents which led to its utterance by the Lord.

The dealings of the Lord with the woman
taken in her sin, His laying bare the con-
sciences of her accusers, and Hisdeclaration
of Ilimself as the Light of the world, led to
the rebellious utterances of some and the
faith of others who heard Him; but af last,
when he announced Himself as the I AN
(ch. viii. 58), the religious wrath of the/people
was roused and they took up stonesto stone
Him.

Thus in the very temple, where the divine
worship wasconducted, wasdefinite rejection
of Jesus by the people, accompanied with a
tumult of religious fierceness. ** But Jesus hid
ITimself, and went out of the temple, going
through the midstof them,and so passed by.”
As He left Jehovah's temple in the hands of
the men, who in their blindness sought to
slay I1im, His heart—at rest in His Father’s
love—was set upon the sheep for whom
He had come to die. And as Ile passed by,
—mark, dear reader, the dignity oIP His grace
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—as He passed by the fierce crowd, He saw
a man who was born blind ; a fitting illustra-
tion of the spiritually blind multitude He had
left, the men whose pride veiled their souls to
the shining of the Light of the world | Even
while the stones were in their hands Jesus,
pitying the sightless beggar, gave him eyes
to see. How excellent is His grace, and how
human misery and sin are but the occasions
for Him to show us what He is!

Thus did the Lord effect this work. He
made clay, and spread the clay over the blank
orbs of the man, and having anointed his
eyes, bade him go and wash in the pool,
which is by interpretation Sen/.

Wewatchtheman in the darkness in which
he was born, and had lived till of. full age,
groping his way to the pool, through the
washing in the waters of which he was to see.
Now he reaches the pool, he washes, and hé
sees| How grandly simple is the gospel of
God! But let us never forget that we must be
blind if we would see. Born blind weall were.
Such is the fact. But, alas, Pharisees say,
“ Wesee, and therefore their sin remaineth.”
How terrible to be so near the Saviour and
yet to perish, to be so near the light and yet
to remain in darkness! Woeto such as have
heard of Jesus, and who yet repent not. Is
itnotofsuchthatitistrue indeed-“‘towhomis
reserved the blacknes§ of darkness for ever ?”

Christ came into the world to save sinners.
But who is Christ ? By nature we are blind
to Him, and the mystery of His person is
like clay over our eyes. How then shall we
see? Go to the pooland wash. Trust not self,
obey the gospel, and God the Holy Spirit, the
Sent One, will open the eyes. Youshall come
seeing.

Here, then,isconversion. AllGod’s people
have had their eyes opened. Their testimony
everis, ‘' Onething I know, that, whereas Iwas
blind, now I see.” Allis different ; the dark-
ness is past. Noargument, no logic can drive
outofthe enlightened soulthe conviction that
conversion is conversion, that light is light.
Ten thousand blind téachers could not con-
vince one illiterate man having eyes to sce,
that alter all he was blind like them. God has
wroughtin thesoula work by His Holy Spirit,

and the convert is himself the witness to con-
version.

But to have the eyes opened is not all that
the soul needs. This in due séason every true
christian feels. We want Christ Himself as
well as His benefits. Nowa faithful witness
to the sight-giving power of Christ in the
gospel will in no wise lose its reward, though
itwillcertainly bring troubles and difficulties
from the hands of men. The Pharisees cast
out the man who had been blind; he was no
longer fit for their association. How could
afaithful witnessto Jesusasthesight-giverbe
fit for thecompany of suchas were bornseeing
—for suchasneeded not Jesus but were satis-
fied with themselves? (ch.ix.39-41.) Andthe
Lord Himselfhad testifiedthat Hecamenot to
call the righteous, but sinners to repentance
—the whole need not a physician, but they
who aresick; andsoit is now,yes,even to this
very day. Thereisa christianity that has no
Christin it,and which utterly rejects the con-
fession of His name. A man being cast out
oforthodox religious associations for Christ’s
sake, isnotpeculiarto the times of the tempie
and of Jewish Pharisees.

Being cast out, the man, though not know-
ingit, wasexactly where those who had taken
up the stones had put the Lord. Thisis a
most solemnreality. Christ and the man to
whom He had given sight were both outside
the temple and its glories, and if we consider
what the temple was in thosedays, we can but
feel what terrible isolation it must have been
not to be of it—but where Jesus is there is
peace as well as.light.

Having heard that they had cast him out,
the Lord sought and found the once blind
man. We pray you observe this, dear reader,
This is the second time Jesus found him. He
found him at the first in his blind state, now
He found him with eyes to see that to con-
fess Christ as the sight-giver was to be des-
pised and rejected even as Christ was. There
is adeep mystery of grace inthissecond find-
ing of the man, and it leads us to the subject
of this paper—intimacy with Christ. We
speak at times of what is like a second con-
version,andin somesenses not unwisely. We
know that no one can have his ¢yes opened
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twice—once saved we are saved for ever—
but none the less is it true that a man may
have his eyes opened before he hasan object
given him to engross his sight. And when
the object is presented to the opened eyes it
is like a second conversion.

Jesus found the man with eyes opened, and
then He revealed Himself to him as the Son
of God, and the once blind man gazing upon
Him was absorbed with Him. * Lord, I be-
lieve,” saidhe. “And he worshipped Him.”

The Scriptures do not enlarge on such
truths. They state them and leave us to
meditate upon them. The fact of a manin
Christ being caught up to thethird heavens,
and hearingthereunutterable words, is given.
It is for us to meditate upon the truth.

Jesus, the Shepherd, had found a shéep,
and this object-giving to the man who had
eyes to see, is the introduction to the lovely
parables and teaching of the tenth chapter
of John. Without the blind man before us
the pictures presented by the parables lack
the sheep.

The once blind man worshipped Jesus, we
say, his whole being was rapt with Him. The
Lord had revealed Himself to him as the Son
of God. With what a gaze must those once
sightless eyes have looked upon Him| As
we consider this, whatavolume of eternal joy
is opened up to us in those few words, ‘“And
he worshipped Him.” It is heaven on earth,
ana heaven forever.

No true christian is satisfied with the bare
knowledge of being saved; he longs to know
the Saviour. Let us then quote at length the
text which has given rise to these remarks;
‘“ I am the Good Shepherd, and I know Mine
own, and Mine own know Me, even as the
Father knoweth DMe, and I knqw the Father.
and I Jay down My life for the sheep.” (ch.
X. 14, 15.) The revised version, from which
the quotation is made, givesthe Lord’s words
theirtruemeaning,thedepthsof whicharenot
seen in our beloved authorised version. Not,
dear reader, that we would say their depths
could everbefullyseenl Whatwordsofwonder
are they!| Medilate upon them: Even as the
Father knows the Son and the Son knows the
Father, Jesus knows His own and His own

know Him. hat intimacy, heavenly, holy
intimacy is here | The christian, who reads
them for the first time, may well stand in
reverential wonder, overwhelmed with the
reality of Christ's love to him.

Say not, christian, this cannot be for me !
Are you not a sheep of His flock ? Are you
not His own ? The least in the family is as
muchthe parent’s own as the greatest. Jesus
found you. He soughtyou, Hecalled you, He
died for you, He laid down His life for the
sheep.

Do not look for your spiritual joys in the
synagogue—and we have all of us “our”
synagogue—but find them in communion
with Christ. Heisthe Son of God, worship
Him. Theministry of the Holy Spiritisthe
revelation of the Son and the Father.

It is unmistakable, that God irn these days
is bringing many of His people into-a con-
scious intimacy with His Son to which they
once were strangers. Shall weenquire, why
is this ? Is it not that yet a little while, and
He that shall come will come and will not
tarry? Is it notthat as heaven is so near, God
is giving to His people a foretaste of its joy?
Heart knowledge of Christisheaven for ever,
andisheavenonearthtill Hecome. xx.F.w.

COLUMNS -

The Two Cousins.
“ GOD loves you, but not your naughti-
ness,” I said one day to a dear little
girl during a conversation with herabout the
Lord.

A year passed away, and I was again visit-
ing at her father’s house, and saw my little
friend.

“ Does God love you?” 1 asked.

‘““Yes,"” she replied, with quiet confidence,
and then added, gravely, ** but He does not
love my naughtiness.”

““And who is the little girl with vou, dear?”
said I, as I saw a bright-eyed child of about
five years of age standing by my little friend.

“This.is cousin Carrie,” she said, and
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THE TWO COUSINS.

presently the two little children were upon
my knees, and we satandtalked of God, and
of heaven.

*Well, little Carrie, and what do you know
of the Lord Jesus 2" I inquired.

*“ Oh, 1 know all about those things,” she
said quickly; ** I go to the Sunday school,
you know.”

** Then, Carrie, you must tell me all that
you know about the Lord Jesus, for that is
what I love to hear.”

**1 do not know that I can tell you just

now,” she said, alter a moment’s pause, ‘‘but
I know all about it, and I know I love Him."

** Now, Carrie, I will ask you a little ques-
tion: Do you love the Lord {csus so much
that you would like to go to Ilim just now,
or would you rather wait a long time, till you
are grown up? "

The little child put her head on one side,
and was very thoughtful. Presently she said,
‘1 should like to go to be with the Lord
Jesus in heaven; but I don't know——"
She stopped for a moment, and then said,




Q0

Fartiiru, WoRbs.

** | should not like to go yet, because I don't
know whether I could leave mamma and
little Georgie.”

‘““Carrie, 'my dear,” said I, * your little
answer only shows that you are like a good
mwany grown-up persons—something is in
ﬁour heart before your love to the Lord Jesus.

ut if you only knew how He loves you, you
would not answer thus; if you only knew
what pleasure He has in a littlechild like you,
how the blessed Lord Jesus loves you, little
Carrie, it would make all the differencé.”

Carrie became still more thpughtful “Lhen
 she suddenly exclaimed, ‘¢ But I don’t kilow
that—nobody told mé that—and thif’s “the
thing of it 1"

So I began to

‘ Tell the story simply,
As to u little child,"”
to this one of the Lord’s little ones, of ‘how
He came from heaven' and died' to save sin-
ners, of how He liveb in heaven tobless His
people, and of how He is-coming again to
take all who are His to diwell with Him for
ever; and our little conversation came-to dn
end for that day.
 But the! thou ht of the Lord so loving
little Carrie filled the dear child's heart,ahd
as she wenthome through the pleasant lanes’
and ficlds she talked allrthe way of what’a
wonderful thmg it was that the Lord Jesus
should love her, and of how she had nevér
heard it before.

A few days afterwards the little cousin<
were heard'praying together under a hedge,
for they wantet, they said, to speak to the
Lord Jesus.

Little Carrie never forgot that day when
she first believed how the Lord loved her;
and now that years have rolled by it is our
joy to see her walking before her friends as
a bright christian girl.

“ We love Him because He first loved us.” Re-
member these words of the beloved apostle
John, dcar children. wW. G. H.

I AM ONE OF THE LORD'S LAMBS.
A HOT, dusty summer day, and a long,
, * weary road to travel over, and the large

flock of sheep and lambs, panting at every

'y

step, made many a pitying eye¢ look sadly
after them. Manya little ]amb lay down by
the road-side entirely spent and worn out,
while others limped along so lame, that it
seemed they, too, must verysoon give up the
struggle. Very slowly they passed on, and
last of all walked the shepherd, carrying in
his arms one of the poor lambs that had

falleri*down, unable to walk another step.

From the windows of a house overlooking
theroad several bright-faced little girls were
intently watching the flock, and many were
the pitying exclamations of the children, as
they watched one after the other of the lame
sheep and'lambs pass out of sight.

* 'Soon after; one of the little girls, who had

"been looking out of the window on that hot

July day, was wntmg to a friend, and if some

1 of the little readers of FAITHFUL WorbDs

coild have peéped over her shoulder as she
wrote, tﬁey would have read the following

-words :~~'*T amso glad I am not like those

poor. sheep and lambs, for the Lord Jesus is
my Shepherd,’and I am sure that He will
always take care of me. I do believe on Him
no, »and“Ilam one of the Lord’s lambs, and
it ' makesimeé so glad. I want to see the Lord
very much; and I am glad to think He may
core soon’”

Dear litile children, can every one of you
who read ‘this paper say what this little girl
could? Shetwas not quite twelve years old,
andv perhaps Some of you are just her ag

|'Cah yousay;*“Thé Lord is my Shepherd
"If you cannot, oh, do not put off calling to

Him for mercy. You are not ready for the
Lord to come, and He may be here very soon;
how would youmeet Him? Oh, do trust Him
nowat once, so that you, too, may be one of
His lambs.

It is so happy to belongto the Good Shep-
herd! He died for His sheep and lambs, and
now He lives to bless them. He thinks of
each one of the flock; no little weary lamb
can cry for help butjesus hears, and not only
hears, but succours the(eeble wanderer. Also,
Jesus is leading the flock to heaven. He goes
first, and where e goes His sheep l'ollow,
while on their way He gives them what, in His
love and wisdom, He sees they need. L. T.
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The Little Boy who Died and leed Again.
I\/IANY, many years ago, a little boy, an
only child, went with his father to the
reapers, who were gathering in the corn. The
little boy’s home was in Palestine, where, as
you have often heard, the sun is very hot.
It was customary in those days for the
fatherto take his eldestson into his ﬂelds, or
through his gardens, and to point out those
portions of the corn-fields, or of the grapes
or figs, which were;to be reserved as the

first-fruits for the Lord..For in the land of :

Judah, in “those, old» timés, the best of the
corn and, fruits of'the earth were given to
God. VVq_cannot tell whether the littlé boy
of whomtwe are about to speak'was accom-
panying his aged fathér on some such errand,
or whether the child was merely running by
his father’s side. However, whilethe daywas
still early, the boy suddenly cried to his father,
‘““My head, my head!” Some sharp pain
had selzed him. As we read the story, we
can but’ think he must have suffered from
a sun-stroke. 'Then his father bade a lad
carry the child home to his mother, to place
him under her tender care!

I am sure if my little boy’s head ached

very badly I should say, /* Carry him to his

motlhier,” or I should mysell' run with him in
my arms to her; for who cares for little chil-
dren-like @ mother.? who can nurse as she 2.
or whose tender voice and hand can soothe
so well as hers 2.

When. he was carried home the child sat
upon his mother’s knees, growing worse and

* worse, till the sun was at its noon-day, helght,
and then he died.

But why does the great ‘God ‘tell us this
story in I-{xs holy book ? for many a child has
cried out, My head, my head,” because of
violent pain, and many a little bog has died
upon his mother’s knees. then, is the
record of this boy given to usg’

The boy’s mother had cared for one of

]ehovah’s prophets, Elisha by name. Elisha
is a beautiful name, and in our language its
meaning s, *“God’s salvation.” What a grand
name for a man to have given to him | Just
suppose a great preacher of Christ having
such a noble name given him by God, how we
should all crowd rotind to hear him tell us of
Jesusour Saviour, and of God the Father, who
sent the Saviour of the world. We should
feel that such a man must know by the: Holy
Spirit’s teaching muchof the salvation o£God.
in order to be called by such a namé. Elisha
told people long ago of Jehovah and Hig sal-
vation, and because the mother soughf the
good of His prophet, God had glven her the
little son who now was lying still an'd cold in
\death.,

This is how the mother had cared for Je-
hovah’s prophet: she had set apart a,little
room in her house for him, and in that;room
she had placed a'bed, a table, a stoal;;and a
candlestick. The prophet had often slept on
that bed, and knew thé little room well, for he
‘was always welcome in that mother’s house ; .
and now with a-broken heart she took up her
dear little boy to Elisha’s room, and laid him
upon his bed.

Then she went cutimmediately to seek the
prophet. Nothing could satisfy her but see-
ing him. Elishawas dwelling upon a moun-
tain, named Carmel, not far from her home,
and to the mountain the mother went as
swiftly as herlove could lead. Think you not,
your mother would go anywhere or do any-
thing for yourgood? How she wduld hasten
for help if you werell!.

When Elisha saw the mother riding on her
ass as quickly as she possibly could, he bade
his servant run to-meet her,.and asL if it
were well with her, her husband, and her
child. Sheangwered the. servant, but hastened
‘on to the prophet, and then castmg herself

‘at .his feet, cned outrabout her:little son,

Then the prophet saw at once that the child
was either sick or dead.

So he sent on his servant with his stal to
place it upon the child’s face, but the mother
was not satisfied with that— nothing but
Elisha himself comingto her child would do

for her.
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I trust your mothers are as earnest for your |

souls as this Shunamite was for her boy, and
that nothing can satisfy them save the sal-
vation of God coming to you just where you
are. Now that is what we all need who are
not saved, for we are by nature ‘‘dead in
sins,” and nothing but the salvationof God
coming to us where we are in our ‘‘ dead "
state, can give us life and blessing.

So Elisha came to thehouse, and, lo | the
child was dead, and laid upon his bed!
Where the prophet had slept, there the
mother had laid her sleeping child, just as
by faith the christian mothernow, as it were,
lays her darling boy or girl in the place Jesus
took when He slept in death for His own—
as we should say, *“Lord Jesus, Thou didst
die for sinners; my child is a sinner—by
nature dead in sins—I plead Thy death for
him.” Your dear parents cannot save you,
but they can, by faith, put you, as it were, in
spirit, where Jesus died for sinners. He will
then show Himself as the Life-giver. We
who love you and write for you can do no
more, but we do it again just now, and in
happy confidence that some of you shall find
life—new life, everlasting life—in Christ.

Then the great prophet of God shut the
door of his little room, and prayed unto the
Lord. None was in that room but *‘ those
twain "—the lifeless little boy, and the man
of God. And Jehovah inheaven waslooking
downinto that room, and listeningto His ser-
vant's prayer. God is the answerer of prayer.

Theprophet thentook, asit were,the child’s
place. Helaid himselfupon him, ‘hismouth
upon his mouth, and his eyes upon his eyes,
and his handsupon hishands.” Pictureit,my
dear young friends, to yourselves—the dead
little boy, and stretched upon him theprophet
whose name signifies God's salvation. _

Did you ever really think how Jesus took
the sinner’s place? Look at Him upon the
cross. See Him nailed there, bleeding and
dying for sinners. Ah| He was taking, nay,
He had then taken the sinner’s place of death.
This is what God teaches us, and we love to
think of the blessed Jesus dying for sinners,
taking our very place of death in order that
He might save us and give us life.

After a while the flesh of the child waxed
warm; his life came back to him. Then, when
a little more time had gone by, he opened his
eyes. \WWho was the first person, do you think,
thathesaw? Hismotherl No; the prophet of
God! Who is it that we first see in our hearts
when Jesus our Lord gives us life, and then
opens our eyes? Why, the Lord Himself |
This is secret work between you and the
blessed Lord alone; butI trust,naylam sure,
many of our dear young friends know the
Lord Jesus Christ as their life and salvation.

Then Elisha opened the door and called
his servant, and bade him fetch the mother,
**and when she was come in unto him, he
said, Take up thy son. Then she went in,and
feli at His feet, and bowed herself to the
ground.” She first gave God the glory and
the praise through His servant, and then she
“ took up her son, and went out.”

How she must have kissed her child and
looked into his eyes with love and joy. Her
son, who'was dead, was alive again. God
had answered her faith and her earnestness,
as indeed He always does. Her boy was in
her bosom. Ah! dear boys and girls, youwho
have christian mothers, but are not yet saved,
believe on the Lord Jesus who died and rose
again, and who gives life everlasting to all
who come to Him. What joy will it be to
your parents! What untold thankfulness to
God will fill their hearts, and what joy your
souls. H.F.W.

TYNDALE, IN POVERTY AND EXILE,
JEGINS TO PRINT HISNEW TESTAMENT.
WE must now follow Tyndale across the

sea to that (oreign land where, as he
touchingly tells us, amid * poverty, exile,
bitterabsence from friends, hungerand thirst
and cold, great dangers, and innumerable
other hard and sharp fightings,” he was to
accomplish the work which was so near his
heart.

Daring the year 1524 he remained at
Hamburg, in welcome obscurity, quietly la-
bouring on at his task in some poor lodging.
For awhile he had hope of a helper in one
whom he calls his *‘faithful companion,"” but
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this friend did not remain with him, ‘* having
taken another voyage upon him to preach
Christ,” Tyndale writes, ‘* where, I suppose,
He never was yet preached” ; and Tyndale
workedonalone, whilethepileof sheetsready
for the printer grew day by day, until the
Gospels of St. Matthew and St. Mark, with
marginal notes, were finished.

In making his translation, Tyndale had not
thehelpsin grammarsand dictionaries which
translators in modern timeshave, nor had he
the same difficulties to encounter. Three
hundred years ago, books which would be
helpful to the study of Hebrew and Greek
were very scarceand dear, and the numerous
manuscript copies of the.Greek text which a
modern scholar must carefully compare, were
then undiscovered or unknown. Tyndale’s
translation was made from the Greek Testa-
ment of Erasmus, which had now reached its
third edition ; this he no doubt compared
with the Latin, and he may also have used
Luther’s German translation, but he could
not awail himself of that of Wycliffe, which, as
we have seen, was not made from the original
Greek, and therefore was faulty in many re-
spects; besides,the English of Wyclifie’sday
was fast becoming so old-fashioned that it
could even at thattime hardly be called a
tongue *‘ understanded of the people.”

Some writers have thoughtthat from Ham-
burg Tyndale wentto Wittemburg,and passed
somo timewith Luther; while othersconsider
it unlikely that the two translators ever met;
we know nothing with certainty of Tyndaleg’s
movemnentsuntil,inthe fo{ oswingyear, wefind
him at Cologne, a quaint old city upon the
Rhine, whither he had probably gone for the
sake of superintendingthe printing, not only
of the two earliest gospels, but of the whole
New Testament, the translation of which was
now complete. The city was noted as con-
taining the shrine of the “ Three Kings,” for
the wise men from the East who, led by
the star, came to worship the holy Child at
Bethlehem, were said to have been buried
there,andpilgrimsflockedto visit theirsacred
relics. A city so full of superstition did not
seem a likely place for the printing of the
first English New Testament, but there were

Erintets at Colognc, whose names were well-
nown in London, and communication with
England was easyand cheap. Itwas true that
in that very year 1525 there had been a stir
made ; men said the new doctrines were
spreading even there, and the archbishop had
forbidden any meetings to be held except
under the sanction of the Church. Still, in
one of the quiet streets of the old city, the
stranger who had taken refuge there might
hope to work on unobserved, until his task
was done.

Tyndale had lately received some money
sent him by the good London merchant, so
that he was able to pay for the printing of his
‘New Testament, and the great anxiety ol the
English people to obtain books forbidden
by the bishops was so.well known that two
printers, who had a Iarge warehouse in St.
Paul’s Churchyard, readily undertook the
work, sure that they would not lose by it,
and promised to print three thousand copies,
which were to be produced with the greatest
possible secresy.

The work was quietly proceeding,.and
eighty pages had been already printed, when
suddenly the printers received orders from
the Senate of Cologne to stop their work
immediately. All had been discovered then,
but when or how? ho had betrayed the
secret ? . Without waiting to unravel the
mystery, Tyndaleand Roye—a man sent by
Monmouth to help him to write and compare
the texts, but one who did not work for the
love of the truth as Tyndale did—gathered

| together the precious sheets which were al-
| teady printed and sailed away up the Rhine,

in the hopeof findingsomeother place where
the work might be safely finished.

It was one John Cochleus, of Nuremburg,
who had written against Luther and Melanc-
thon, who had discovered that ‘' two English
apostates " were lurkingin Cologne, accom-
plishing, unknown to any, a design so vast
and so destructive that he wrote at once to

Jing Ilenry, to the great Cardinal, and to

Fisher, bishop ol Rochester, to warn them
of it.

“Two Englishmen,” so ran his letter to
-tho king, *“like the two eunuchs who desired
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to lay hands on Ahasuerus, are plotting
wickedly against the peace of your kingdom;
but I, like the faithful Mordecai, will lay open
their designsto you. They wish to send the
New Testament in English to your people.
Give orders at every seaport to prevent the
introduction of this most baneful merchan-
dise.”

It happened that Cochleus was having a
book of his 6wn printed at this very time by
the printerswho were at work upon Tyndale's
translation. It was by means of some words
let fall in his hearing by one of them that
the secret was discovered. ¢ Whether the
king and the cardinal of York wish it or not,”
hesaid, ‘ AllEngland will soon be Lutheran.”
Suspicion once aroused, Cochlzus spared
no pains to leatn more, and by many artful
devices at last became acquainted with the
whole of the * wicked design,” information
of which he hastened to send to England.
He it was who had gone to the senate and
procured an order forbidding the printers to
proceed with their work ; but when, accom-
panied by a strong guard, he went to the

_printing office, prepared to seize the finished
sheets, he found that he was too late—they
were all gone, and the ‘“English apostates”
were already on their way to a fresh place of
refuge.

This was found at Worms, the city where
four years before Luther had answered for
himself before the emperor-and the great
assembly of the states-general—where in re-
ply to the question, ““1Vill you or will you not
retract?” he had uttered those words so full
of faith and courage: ‘I cannot and will not
retract; foritis unsafe fora christian to speak
against his conscience. Here I take my
staid ; I cannot do otherwise ; may God be
my help! Amen.” Itwas at this city, which
now, in the opinion of Cochleus was in a
fair way to become wholly Lutheran, that
Tyndale, undaunted and unweadried, once
more set himself to the task of completing
the work so often interrupted.

Probably aware that information as to the
size and appearance of his New Testament
would reach England before the book itself
could find its way thither, he resolved to give

it a new shape.: The’ book of which 3,000
copies were to have been printed at Cologne
was of a large size—a quarto volume—and it
was to have contained beside the text of
scripture many glosses, as notes at the side
of a book werethen called, from an old word
mearning an interpretation.

The Testament, which was now printed at
Worms, by a grandson of one of the inven-
tors of printing, was only half that size—an
octavo volume—and contained no glosses,
and no prologue or introduction. Of this
volume v,000 copies were printed. Thus
were the enemies of the truth of God de-
feated. Thus it came to pass that the first
English printed New Testament contained
only the text of sacred scripture.

It was doubtless a matter of regret to
Tyndale that the noteswhich he had so care-
fully prepared should not find a place in this
volume, which was to be the first-[ruits of his
labours, for in a short epistle to the reader,
with which the book closes, he bids him
‘““count it asathingnot havinghis fullshape,
but, as it were, born before his time, even as
a thing begunrather than finished.” Acknow-
ledging the “rudeness of the work,” he' looks
forward to a time when, if God permit, he
may *‘ give it its full shape . . . and give light
where it is required, and seek in certain
placesmore properEnglish . .. andshowhow
the Scripture useth many words which are
otherwiseunderstood ofthe common people,
and help witha declaration where one tongue
talketh not another.” The epistle ends by
bidding the reader ‘‘pray for”’ the unknown
translator.

The smaller volume completed, Tyndale at |
once proceeded with the larger, and the work
interrupted at Cologne was finished at Worms
with such dispatch, that in the spring of the
year 1526, books, crossing the sea by way of
Antwerp, in spite of all that the watchfulness
of king, orbishop, orcardinal could do, safely
rcached England, where, *as mxght have
been expected,’”” Dr. Westcott tells us in his
‘“ History of the English Bible,” **the quarto
edition first attracted attention, while, for a
short time, the undescribed octavo escaped
notice.” C. P.
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LIBLE TREES AND RIBLE TRUTI!S.
IV.—THE VINE,
AS itisourmainobject to connect the Bible
trees with the dispensationsof scripture,
we ask you to think of a period lasting sixteen
and a halfl centuries, during which God decalt
in patient goodness with His people Israel.
It is important to bear distinctly in mind
that Jsrael only wastaken by God under His
especialcare. A person might take a specimen
ol a certain class of trees, and cultivate it,
and judge of the whole class or family of
trees by the result of his experiment.
Now God selected Isracl out of all the na-
tions of the earth as the vine of His choice,

and sct it in the most favourable circum-
stances. As we read, “1

man has no love for God in his heart, and
the long trial of sixtecn and a half centurics
only proved that man was irreclaimable: and
Jehovah had to speak to Israclinthese touch-
ing words, ** How art thou turned intoade-
generate plant of a strange vine unto Me ?”

What was God's answer to the Psalmist’s
question. It was, ' Israel is an empty vine,
he bringeth forth fruit unto himself.” And
again, ** Their heart is divided ; now shal!
they be found faulty.” (Ios. x. 5, 2.) Our
Lord charged them with this in His parable.
in Matthew xxi. 34,35: ** When the time of
the fruit drew ncar, he " (the householder)
*“sent his servants to the husbandmen, that

' they might receive the fruits of it.  And the
husbandmen took his ser-

had planted thee a noble
vine, whollva right seed.”
(Jer.ii. 21.)
Thevinesinthe land of
Palestine grow to a great
size; we read of onc the
stem of which was about
a foot and a half in dia-
mcter, and the height of
which was about thirty
feet, which, by its branch-
es, formed a hut upwards
of thirty feet broad and

vants, and beat one, and
killed another, and stoned

another.”
You know how truly the
last part was fulfilled,

when, *‘last of all, he sent
unto them his own son,
saying, They will rever-
cnce my son. But when
the husbandmen saw the
sontheysaidamong them-
sclves, This is the heir;
come, let us kill him, and

long. The clustersof these
vines were so large that
they weighed ten or twelve pounds.

When spcaking of Isracl by the prophet
Isaiah (scc chap. v.), God compared them to
‘““avineyard in a very froitful hill. He fenced
it and gathered out the stones thereof, and
planted itwith thechoicest vine.”" Il weturnto
Psalm Ixxx., Isracl is thus spoken of: *“ Thou
hast brought a vine out of Igypt; Thou hast
cast out the heathen, and planted it.”

You will recollect in the parable of the
treces in the Book of Judges that the vine
was to bring ** joy to God and man.” Such
would have been the result had Israel been
able to keep the law. The law said, ** Thou
shaltlovethe Lord thyGod with all thine heart,
and thy ncighbour as thysell,” and what a
scene of joy would have been those ‘' holy
ficlds" had Israel really fulfilled this. Alas!

A WINE;IRSY,

let us seize on his inherit-
‘ ance.”

Yes, this was the sad, sad end to the story
of God's faithfullove and tender care for Is-
racl, and their history ought to teach us this
lesson, that we can do nothing to bring forth
fruit to God apart from the grace that gives
us a new nature. I‘or,as our Lord says, make
the ** tree good " firat, then the fruit good.

What is Isracl’s present condition 2 It is
described in Ezckicl xix. 13, 14. * Now she
is planted in the wilderness, in a dry and
thirsty ground. And firc is gone out ol a
rod of her branches, which hath devoured
her fruit, so that she hath no strong rod to
be asceptretorule.” Well might the prophet
say, “ T'his is a lamentation, and shall be
for alamentation;" and the apostle, ** for the
wrath is come upon them to the uttermost.”
(t Thess. ii. 10.) I N.
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A BROKEN ROPE.

SOME years ago a little vessel was swiftly

passing on her way through a dark win-
ter night, rapidly neanng port. One of the
owners of the cutter was on deck, taking a
last look before “ turning in.” The watch
was sct, and all seemed safe, when suddenly
a startling sound reached the quick ear of
the captain, and almost before he had time
to think, he became aware thata huge vesscl
was bearing down upon them at full speed.
The watch was, perhaps, aslcep—at least it
was evident that those on board the large ship
wercunaware of the vicinity of the cutter, and
inlesstime than the reading of this has taken,
thetwo vessels were withinafew yards ofeach
other.

It seemed that nothing could save the
cutter from being struck amidships, and just
as the ships were about to crash together,
the captain, with a waming shout, made a
desperate leap, thinking to gain the deck of
the larger vessel. Alas! he missed his foot-
ing and fell down—down into the dark surg-
ing waves. Encumbered by his heavy sea-
boofs and coat, he tried to strike out and
swim, but his clothes dragged him down, and
his strokes were feeblc and vain. Ashe felt
himself sinking—sinking alone in the wild,
pitiless waves—he thought of the brothers
who so loved him, and who only a few:
moments before had Leen safe with him on
theirvessel: where were they 7 Ahl he knew
not what had happened to them, or whether
he should ever see them more.

As herose onceagain to thesurface he sud-
denly felt something strike hisarm. Eagerly
he groped about, and at last grasped a rope,
and joyfully began to pull it towards him,
thinking it must be hanging from ona of the
vessels that had comeinto collision, but, with
an awful failing of heart, hefound that itwas
only a lost cable, itself slowly sinking under
the waves |

My rcader, when bearing the talc of this’
brave sailor's eager hope as he first grasped
the rope which scemed to offerhim the assur-
ance of safety and.dcliverance, and then of
his agony at finding it-was uscless, it re-

minded me forcibly of others whoare trusting

theirall, notonly fortime, but for cternity, to
hopes just as fallacious as this hope of being
saved from drowning by a drifting rope. It
may be that your casc is even worse than that
of him whose story you arc reading. Hehad
the cold, dark billows around and becneath
him, but it may be that a heavier, a more
terrible weight is upon you, for upon you,
little asyou may heed it,““the wrath of God”
abides, if you have not fled for refuge to the
only Onc who can shield you from eternal
death.

Perhaps you are not unmindful of the great
rcalities of decath and judgment to come, yct
you are trusting to hopes which, after all, may
be vain as ropesof sand. Ifin anyway you
are thinking that you can help yourself in
this great matter of your soul's salvation, you
are certainly so trusting. No efforts, however
sincere, no tuming aver a new leaf, will be
ofany avail. There is One who alone could
say, *“I am the \Vay "—one single, glorious
Saviour—by whom alone we can be saved.
If you have not come to God by Him—if you
arcnot trusting in this one Saviour—you arc
lost, and all the broken ropes upon which
you may be laying hold are utterly worthless.

Asour friend lct go the deceitful support,
which he had so eagerly clutched, he sank
again, and well he knew that unless help
camc very soon he was a lost man ; he felt
that he was again sinking, and knew nothing
more until he found himself grasping some-
thing, at which probably he had caught as
he rose for the last time, and then, as con-
sciousness returned, he found himself in a
most perilous position—he was clinging to
the paddle-wheel of the stcamer )

Half dead with exhaustion, his voice so
faint that he had little chance of being able
to make it heard above the roar of the
waves, his onec hope was in the knowledge
of the love of his brothers who had becn
with him on board the cutter. Yes, their
cars werce cagerly listening for the faintest
sound, and, as they at last caught the pitcous
moans of their brother, every ncrve was
strained to reach him, and to release him
as tenderly as possible from his dangorous
position.
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Their hearts ached as they saw the blood
strcaming from the wounds which he had re-
ceived as he struck the vessel in his wild
leap, but, rejoicing that he was still alive,
they bore him to a place of salety.

Long days and weeks of suffering passed
away, and left him the mere shadow of what
hc had been before that terrible night, but he
had lcarmed a lesson of his own utter power-
lessness—he had leamed what it was to be
saved by another. Dear reader, have you
learned this with regard to your soul ? O,
I besecch you, think of it: do not lay this
paper down as though it did not concern
you. If you cannot say, *Christ Joved me,
and gave Himsell for me "—il you do not
know that you are saved by the blood of Iis
cross—go to Him at once; He isalways near
you; pat all yourtrust in Him, and you will
be saved, and you will be able day by day to
praisc Him who has taught you, letting go all
false hopes of salety, to cleave to Him, who
is able to save to the uttermost all who come
unto God by Him.

FESUS ONLY.

As christians, we may say that our dark his-
tory as men in the flesh has been closed at
the cross of Christ. There God condemned
sin in the flesh. (Rom., viii. 5.) Christ's
death is the prooftousof our end as in God's
sight, * becanse we thus judge, that if one
died (or all, then were all dead.” (z Cor. v.
14, 15.) The more we enter practically into
this, the greater will be our peace.

Lach heart knows /s zvn bitterness—let
us not linger over the past, let us no longer
occupy ourselves with the old ruin, which
is ever claiming from us one other look of
interest.

And what fills the present? Is it not the
Lord Jesus, Him of whom the Spirit testifies
to us now f(or our blessing? We have Him
as our Friend for all the varied necds of the
journcy, but thercare nomilestones to be yet
passed u{pon the way; for if we think of the
future, if we hope, what is our hope? *7iit
HMe come This fills the scene before us.
Jesus for the past, Jesus our present, and
Jesus fills the future. May we be Glledin Him.

IVHITE IN TITE BLO0D OF THE LAMNB,
IT was a dull, cloudy, showery day, carly in
the month of April. There was no ray of
sunlight able to pierce its way through the
heavyatmosphere that surrounded the peace-
ful looking village of T——y. With slow,
thoughtful steps, [ passed through the quiet,
narrow, and old-fashioned strects which lie
ncar the centre of that secluded hamlet.
Months had passed away since I had resided
inits well-known locality, and now for a short
time I had retarned on a visit to a friend.
Manyagrectingfrom friecndly voicessounded
familiarly upon my ear as I procceded to my
destination, and as I recognized one and
another, and pondered upon the changes
which had passed over many a countenance
since last I had looked upon it, my own heart
found special rest and comf(ort in thinking
of the cver-changeless One—Jesos Christ,
the same yesterday, to-day, and f(or ever.”
Into my mind came sweet, restful thoughts
of His love—Ilis constancy—His all-suffi-
ciency for all times, all seasons, all places.

Occupied with such thoughts - was un-
aware that ‘hasty footsteps were seeking to
overtake mine, until a hand placed upon my
shoulder, and a strange voice aroused me.
The speaker was a good-natured looking
woman of some forty ycars of age, the wifc
of a well-to-do tradesman in the village.

*I've been trying to overtake you, miss,”
said the good woman apologetically, as I
turncd towards her, half-wondering at being
thus accosted by her. *I wanted to let you
know at once how ill poor little Ethel ]. is,
and to ask if you could see her. dMaybe if
you could, you'd have a chance of speaking
a word toher. She'snot long for this world,
I fear, miss.”

A few more words of explanation, and 1
understood clearly the cause of her anxiety.
Ethel ]., of whom she had spoken, was the
daughter of parents who had very eamnestly
striven to rear their child in the faith they
themselves professed. At the same time they
anxiously desired that their daughter should
have every educational advantage that money
could procure,and regretted there being no
school in the ncighbourhood suitable,
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Ethel J. had at one time been a pupil of
mine ; and now, as the good woman spoke
to me of her sad state, how well could I re-
member the bright, eager face of myformer
favourite, and recall herintelligent questions
and answers over our morning Scripture les-
sons. Well I knew that, even at that time,
dear Ethel loved to read the word of God,
and to speak with childish delight upon the
many beautiful stories it contained. On
account of this she had been suddenly re-
moved from our instruction and sent to a
nunnery at some distance, in order that her
studies might be pursued under other influ-
ence. There the dear child had remained for
the past two years. I'rom time to time I had
heard of her during that period ; but I was
not aware that she had been brought home
in a far-advanced stage of illness; and, as
the good woman told me the sad story, and
added her fears that none would speakto her
of Jesus as the only Saviour of sinners, my
heartyearned overthedying girl,andIlonged
to speak to her of Jesus, the one ““Mediator
between God and man.”

Fully aware of the difficulties which Imight
have to encounter, very earnestly I cried to
God for an opportunity to speak yet once
more to the dying girl of the love of Jesus.
And He, who is the hearer and answerer of
prayer, was true as ever to His promise, ‘‘Ask
and ye shall receive.”

AfewhourslaterIstoodinthe sickchamber
to which 1 had scarcely dared to hope that I
should gain admittance. Wan and almost as
white as the pillow upon which it rested was
the face of Ethel, while the thin, transparent
hand resting on the coverlet told its own tale
of weakness. I needed not to be told that the
mortal career was indeed drawing to a close.
Silently I took my seat at the bedside, while
the sick girl’s large, lustrous eyes turned to-
wards me with a piteousexpression that I can
never forget. Then followed a longing, be-
seeching look at the mother, who was stand-
ing near,and [understood itall. Ethellonged
to be with me alone, as in the days of old.
To ask such aboon from the watchful mother
might be but to hinder the present oppor-
tunity, and close the way already so unex-

pectedly opened. But He who has ‘‘the
hearts of all men in His hand” gave an
answer beyond all expectation.

“I will leave you alone with Ethel a little,
Miss B.,” said the weeping mother a few
moments later, as the sick girl still lay look-
ing towards me beseechingly. ‘I wouldn’t
leave her with anybody else, but she always
so clung to you,” and so saying, the mother
left the room. Oh] how I thanked God for
His wonderful mercy, asking, too, for right
words to speak to that sin-sick soul.

With her head resting on my arm, Ethel
told me of the terrible burden of sin on her
soul—of the knowledge she had that she was
passing away from this world unsaved, un-
forgiven.

Silently I gazed upon one thing after
another in that bed-chamber. The crucifix,
the rosary, the sculptured Madonna —all
these were there, silently proving their utter
inability to give onethoughtof peace or hope
to the conscience-stricken soul.

With a full heart, I silently lifted the
Missal at the sick girl's side. ** There is no
peace here,” I said, as, ufter a moment’s
pause, I held the book before her gaze.
““There is no peace here—no pardon for sin.
The crucifix, therosary, the Madonna cannot
helpyou at this solemn moment; they cannot
wash away one sin from your soul ; neither
can the priest forgive you; he has no power
to absolve you—no sacrament that will make
you white and clean, fit for the presence of
a holy God. No! your soul is, indeed, black,
sinful, vile. God has said, ‘ The soul that
sinneth, it shall die.” But listen, dear Ethel.
There is One who has come down to this
earth and died instead of you. God's holy
claims were all met when Jesus suffered on
the cross, ‘the Just for the unjust, to bring
us to God." So perlect was that one atone-
ment, that all who believe in Him are * justi-
fied from all things.” The spotless Lamb of
Godlaid down His life and shed His precious
blood that your sins might be put away by
the sacrifice of Himself. ‘The blood of Jesus
Christ cleanseth us from all sin.’”

It was enough. Like a wonderful light
streaming into her dark soul came the joy-
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ful news of that ome atonement—that one
sacrifice. Weary vigils, long fastings, Ave
Marias, all were forgottennow, as the dying
girl drank in the sweet story of a crucified
but now risen Saviour. She learned that she,
a sinner, must be washed ““whitein the blood
of the Lamb."

“All sin—all sin,” she repeated. **The
blood of Jesus Christ cleanseth us from al//
sin.' I believeit. I'm ready to go now, and
I long to see Him and fkank Him for il.”

As I laid the drooping head on the downy
pillow, such a look of wondrous brightness
passed over the young girl’s face as she re-
turned my smile, that I could only bless God,
out of a full heart, for another redeemed soul
over whom the Father was now rejoicing.

Bitter was the disappointment of the
Earcnts when they learned the change that

ad passed over theirdaughtcr’smind. Sorely
grieved were they that she steadily refused
the consolations of the ¢ Church.”

* There is but one atonement, mother,”
Ethel would say=—"*" one sacrifice. ‘The blood
of Jesus Christ cleanseth us from a// sin.' Afy
soul s while 1n the blood of the Lamb.”

Once more I stood by the sick girl’s side.
Sweet flowers perfumed the chamber. Every
comfort thatlove could devise had been pro-
vided with lavish care. But they might not
longdetainthe happy spirit from the presence
of her Saviour. Already the death-dew was
on the marble brow, but the radiant eyes re-
cognized me, and the scarcely audible words
came once more in response tomy whisper—

 The = blood — of — Jesus — Christ —
cleanseth—{rom—all—sin.”

A few hours later, and all was over. The
priestcameand went. Hisuseless ceremonies
. were not needed in that chamber of peace.

Five days later, the precious remains of
Ethel ]. were interred with all the pomp and
ritual of a Romish funeral. But the happy
spirit of dear Ethel was in the full sunlight
of the presence of the Saviour who had died
for her! Feathery plumes might wave above
the hearse, and heavy incense be wafted
through the air, but it was nothing to the
ransomed spirit. She was ‘“‘absent [rom the
body, present with the Lord.”

How had she reached His blissful pre-
sence ? ‘' /Mot by works of righteousness
which she had done,” but b god's grace,
for He had given dear Ethel to delseve the
wonderful message of the love of a Saviour
whose * precious blood cleanseth from all
sin.”

Dear reader, can you say, ‘I know Jesus as
my Saviour| “His precious blood cleanseth
from all sin.’ My soul is made white in the
blood of the Lamb ?” M. V.B.

CONTACT WITH CHRIST.

IN the multitude of our religious exercises,

in the outward approachto Christ of those
who are His, how little there is of real per-
sonal contact with Flim| How can we be sure
thatthisisthecase? If wetouched Him, virtue
would flow out of Him—and the virtue does
nof flow out. Why ? Because we have been
but as the multitude of whom we read that
they thronged and pressed Him ; we have
not touched Him.

Thisisthesecretof goingtoHim in prayer,
and coming away unsatisfied, the secret of
our meaningless groaning before the mercy-
seat. Do we indeed know that our cases
admit of no cure but from Christ Himself ?
We have spiritual maladies, diseases of the
soul, of which we all must be conscious ; do
we look for healing to Him alone ? No hand
cantouchusbutthatblessed hand, that nailed
hand, the hand that was pierced for us. If
we really entered into the deep necessity of
the case, it would urge us to Christ. éod
afllicteth not willingly ; these very diseases
of the soul may be used to bring us into con-
tact with Him who is the source of all virtue.
May we learn what it is to use this precious
Saviour; what it is to touch Him so that
virtue may flow from Him | B—k.

THE TEST.
WiEN we come to our dying hour, it willnot
be with us, how much of the letter of scrip-
ture we know, or how versed we may be in
doctrinal knowledge; but How rich is the
grace of God thathassaved us,How precious
is the blood that has cleansed us.
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ON OBTAINING SCRIPTURAL
KNOWLEDGE,
SCRIPTURE truth is known by the chris-

tian in two ways—intelligently, and ex-
perimentally. The same person may and
should possessthisdoublecharacterof know-
ledge, but itis possible that he may have the
intelligence without the experience, or the
experience without the intelligence.

If the experience of a truth be had with-
out intelligence, the loss to the soul will be
in the way of wisdom. As an example, a
believeris sure of his own personal salvation.
He has received some word of God by the
Spirit’s work within him, which has assured
himthatheissaved,and hehasnomoredoubts
or fears on the subject Yet perhaps he can-
not explain,norindeed sce clearly, the truths
as unfolded in the Scriptures relative to sal-
vation. Hence he is in enjoyment of that
which'he does not fully compreherd, save
as faras pertams to himself, for he knows in
his soul salvation is his own.

So long as he walks with God, this want of
intelligent understanding will not cause him
to slip, but in the hour of conflict he will be
at a great disadvantage, for he will not be
able to wield aright ‘“the sword of the Spirit,
which is the word of God.” There will be
confusion as to what this text means and
what the other means, the mind will get en-
tangled, and possibly, at least for a time,
there may be defeat and the soul may be cast
into doubt.

We see dear and faithful believers, for
want of intelligence of the plain meaning
of the word of God, not unfrequently cast
down by the enemy and often under severe
spiritual pressure. e cannot, therefore, be
too eager to know the meaning of what God
says, and “ Thus saith the Lord’ is of impor-
tance to the believer beyond utterance or
conception.

However, the object of these few remarks
is not so much the consideration of the ex-
perience of a truth without the clear intelli-
gence of its meaning, as that of the intelli-
gent understanding of a truth without due
experience of its reality. \Ve say dwe ex-
perience, for we do not wish to push the

delicate consideration of christian experience
beyond just limits. It is comparatively easy
to speak of intelligent knowledge of a truth,

for words express what is the knowledge of
the truth discoursed of; but experience is
what belongs to the heart, and is for the in-
dividual christian the vital energy of the
words he utters. The head may test know-
ledge, the heart must test experience. A
christian who has passed through esperi-
mental knowledge of a truth, discerns the

spirit of the speaker who describes what he
has not felt.

A man may be as clear as crystal yet as
cold as ice; he may have ability to detail the
varied parts of a divine truth, but still move
no heart towards God. On the other hand,
blundering words and ill-formed thoughts
may go right home to the soul, and draw the
affections Godwards, even at the very time
the heareris fullyaware of the lack of intelli-
gence in the words he hears uttered.

We said, if a believer be wanting in Scrip-
tural knowledge of a truth of God, he is by
this lack exposed to the enemy should he get
in spirit away from God. \Whatshall we say
then of the dangers besetting him who,being
intelligently acquainted with a doctrine,
having his mental powers [urnished with its
mysteries, is not experimentally versed in
the truth intellectually known? He is in
danger of the very condemnation of Satan
himself—that is,of being puffed upwith pride.
Yes, he is in danger of evil of the spiritual
pride of boasting himself in his acquain-
tance with divine truths, relative even to the
glory of God, the death and resurrection of
His Son, and God's way of blessing man by
and in Christ! Such is the subtlety of the
human heart that the believer may—yes, fre-
quently does—take hold of a truth of God
and use it for his own elevation. “ Know-
ledge puffeth up,” and the believer, having
knowledge without the experience of the
truth known, becomes puffed up with pride
to his eventual shame and dishonour.

Without seeking to detail the sorrows en-
suing on such a state of soul, we may throw
out a word or two as to what is the cause of
such a state,as this may help towards avoiding
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the condition. The main root, then, of the
evil is moral absence of spirit from God.
The Bible is read, or probably books ex-
plaining its truths are read, and doctrines
are mastered by mere human strength—Dby
brain power, or memory, or the like means.
In a word, the Spirit of God, who dwells
within us,is ignored, and the mind is allowed
the place of mastering divine truth instead of
the believer submitting himsell, humbly and
revercently, to the moral effect of the truth of
God upon his spirit. \We cannot lecarn divine
trutheffectually saveas wegainourknowledge
in God’s presence. A process in our souls
accompanies the right acquisition of know-
ledge.

1t is far less dangerous to be stupid and
not to be able to comprehend a truth doc-
trinally, yetto live in its power and to move
in its strength, than to know its details and
yet to be practically outside its force. In the
onecase, the very senseofignorancemayhelp
to keep the belicver humble; in the other,
the sense of knowledge will pufl him up. In
the first, God will be sought and His pro-
tection looked for; in the second, the truth,
or human ability to wield the truth, and not
God, will be trusted in. DMany are marvel-
lously intelligent in the Scriptures, who for
years havo lived in the pride of their know-
ledge!l Their brain acquaintance with the
letter of the truth hzs been used simply to
cnable them to look down on their fellow
christians, as a scientific man might use his
knowledge to despise ordinary men because
of their ignorance.

If it be asked, Where is the remedy? the
answer lies in the moral attitude before God
the individual believer takes. It is entirely
a private matter between God and the chris-
tian. But the private demeanour of the soul
before God is a very great consideration in-
deed. \When we were converted we had to
dcal with God alone; when wereceived peace
we dealt with God alone; in all the great
spiritual crises of our lives we have dealt with
God along, and if we dic we shall have to
go out of this world alone with God; in a
word, everything that is stable and ¢enduring
in the soul results from personal dealing

with God. Now, if we take up any truth in-
tellectually—merely intelligently—we have
left God out in our personal obtaining of
Scriptural knowledge, or, shall wesay, of the
knowledge of God; forthedoctrinesof Scrip-
ture give us the knowledge of God. Let us
beware, since for mortal man to take up the
knowledge of God as he would a matter of
scicnceisadcadlyeviltothesoul's prosperity.

God has graciously revealed Ilimself to
His people in and by Ilis word, and cvery
sense of that revelation which we may re-
spectively possess will certainly produce in
our souls 2 fresh experience of God Him-
self. And when this personal knowledge of
God, by Ilis Spirit, is gained, the lifc and
thoughts of the believer will be formed and
coloured by such knowledge. The belicver
will live out what has passed through him
and become part of him. His practical life
will be thelanguageof hisinner being. He
will Jive out that which lives in him.

And this living out and, by the manner of
life, speaking out of what lives within, com-
mands men’s souls who hear; it is a witness,
a testimony to God. On the other hand, the
mercly intellectually acquired knowledge of
thehighest of divine mysteries,onlyfalls upon
men's souls as fall the words of instruction
in science. —_—

A PRACTICAL WORD.

A YoUNG woman, upon an offer of marriage,
consulted an old friend belore making her
momentous decision. He asked her if her
husband that was to be was a christian. To
be truthful, she had to say, ** no; but,” she
added, *‘ he wasn't really éad, not worsethan
other young men who hadn’t thought of re-
ligion; it was only that he had never given
it a thought | His thoughtlessness need not
be any hindrance to her Her adviscr's
answer was blunt, but it told. " If heis not
a child of God," said the old man, ‘‘ he must
be a child of the devil ; there is no half and
half: and il he is the latter, and you marry
him, look out, my girl | you'll have a deal of
trouble with your father-in-law.” This de-
cided the case; the engagement was broken
off, and the young woman saved from the
misery of an uncqual yoke. B,
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FASIHIONABLE RELIGION.

IN most religious circles much of the pre-
vailing thought of the day is attributable to
fashion. This is a serious statement, and re-
quires explanation. \We mean this: Nr.
preachessuchand such anexperience,and his
congregation feelsthat it oughtto experience
what Mr. preaches. Hencetoexperience
what he preaches is, for the moment, the s
fashion, or, what is worse, n0f to experience
it is to be out of fashion.

A certain *“ line of truth" is regarded by
a religious school to be 74¢ truth for the day: |
hencenottobe *“in" thatlineistobe outof
fashion. Alas! as the fashionable world will |
pinch itself into the shape of the new mould,
so do these would-be-followers ofother men,
in what God has tavght them for their own {
souls, seek to squeeze or to distend them- :
selves, as it were, spiritually, into the ex-
perience or the line of truth proper in other
eyes.

Thisconductisreallycontemptoflthe Holy
Spirit, whoteaches and, bytheword, produces
the experience God would have in Hispeople.
Godworksin His peopletowilland to do His
good pleasure, and His ways with cach one of
us are just what we need for ourselves, and
just in accordance with His will.

REJOICE WITH ME.

IT is the expectation of our hearts to find

sympathy from our [riend in the hour of
our sorrow. I'erhaps because of our natural
selfishness, we do not so readily carry our joys
as we do our sorrows to our friend. A little
child, in its simplicity, runs with its pleasures
and its pains to its parent, and will give its
smiles even to a stranger; and oftentimcs
the smile of a child has awakened in the
stubborn soul of a rnan memories of the past,
which have saved him from deeper ruin.

In spiritual things there is surely a loss
among God's people who fail to enter into
the joys of the Lord in what He is doing on
earth. Did we think of His joys as well as

carry to Him our sorrows, we should be
brighter and more Christ.like christians.

of parables (Luke xv.) which unfold to us the
joyol God—the Son, the Holy Ghost,and the
Father—over the lost sinner when found and
brought home.

** Rejoice with me " says the shepherd to
his friends and neighbours; ¢ Rejoice with
me’’ saysthe woman to herfriendsand neigh-
bours; and the father, too, thus addresses
the selfish elder brother, ¢ It was meet that
we should make merry and be glad.”

Most high privilege is it on earth to be
made the receptacle of the sorrows and the
joys of a fellow man, to bearthe burden to-
gether with the afflicted heart, to share the
pleasure with the gladdened spirit. But con-
sider, fellow christian, the privilegeofbeing
calledtorejoice with the Lordin His joysover
a sinner being brought, by His grace, to the
place whereHislove would havethesinnerbe.

There is essentially in the gospel a depth
of gladness in the sense of divine grace,
which fills the heart that realizes the grace;
and where a christian has settled down into
a gloomy state of soul, we generally find he
has drawn himselfl into his shell and has
forgotten these gracious words of the Lord,
* Rejoice with Me.”

1 CAN SING T0O-DAY.

I Naquictcornerofalarge,well-known room,

situated in one of the most fashionable
watering-places in England,agroupof young
girls, not many weeks since, had gathered
around their teacher. Open Bibles were in
their hands, and many an eager, thoughtful
countenancetold of deepinterest in theafter-
noon's lesson, ‘* Service for the Lord” had
been the subject of meditation during that
happy hour in the Sunday-school. Some of
those young hearts had been stirred to their
deepest depths, as they were reminded of the
wonderful love of a Saviour who had died for
them,and redeemed them to Himself, hence-
forth to claim them as His servants—His
friends. Doubtless some of those christian
maidens would go forth, refreshed and en-

| couraged, with hearts more (ully consccrated

to the Lord who has bought them, to prove

* Refolce with Me " are beautiful words, | in after hours of labourand conflict that they
occurring asthey do in that marvellous group | had not that day gathered round the word
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THHE AFTERNOON CLASS.

of God in vain. Already the hands of the | for by her side was a companion, a stranger
clock were pointing to a quarter to four. Ten | of, apparently, eighteen years of age. With
minutes longer, and the class muost be dis- | a half-hesitating air, as if unaccustomed to
missed. ' such a scene, she seated hersell near her
The sound of hasty feet coming down the | friend.
aisle caused the teacher to look around. A | Theteacher's eye was on the clock. Little
shade of momentary annoyance at so late an | more than five minutes remained: yet her
interruption passed over her brow, as she | heart was in her work, and, seeing that both
recognized one of the members of hcr class, | girls were comfortablyseated, withan carnest,
and onec whom she had cause to fcar was ! but silent prayer for wisdom how to use the
not as punctual in her attendance as she | precious moments that were left, she once

might have been. But the girl was not alone, ' more addressed the class.
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“Decar girls,” said she, as her gaze rosted
upononcand anotherofthatinteresting circle,
‘““we have been speakingmuch this afteroon
of service to the Lord. It isa sweet subject,
and those of us who know and love Him will,
I trust, lcarn at His blessed feet how to scrve
Him acceptably. DBut can you cach say, ‘I
know Him ; I will serve Him; I love Ilim
because He first loved me?’ I fear there
may be onc in this group who has not yet
‘passed from death unto life,’ one who has
not yct *been turned from the power of Satan
unto God.'

*¢ Satan, the encmy of your soul, woald do
all in his power to kecp you (rom accepting
the blessing which God o%’crs you. Hewould
lead you to believe that service of anykind
must pleasc God; but, sinners as we are by
naturc and practice, no good deeds of ours
can ever bring us into His favour. Is there
not onc present in this little number who
would like to know Jesus as her Saviour?
From the heights of glory the blessed Lord

esus came down to ‘seek and save the lost.’

¢ by the Eternal Spirit offered Himself
without spot to God. ‘He bare our sins in
His own body on the tree,’ and put away our
guilt ‘bythe sacrifice of Himself." Then God
raised Him from the dead, proving that His
rightcousness was fully satisfied. And now,
to each one here, comes the gracious word
—*Though'your sins be as scarlet they shall
be white as snow.” Accept the pardon He
now offers you. Then you, too, will learn to
serve Him. How sweet is His scrvice ! All
His ways are ways of plcasantness—all His
paths are paths of peace.”

The teacher paused, for already the super-
intendent had risen to announce the closing
hymn. Surely it was by the direct guidance
of the Holy Spirit that the words were so
peculiarly appropriate to what had preceded
them.

Looking over the teacher's hymn-book,
Sarah M., the last new comer, joined in sing-
ing the words of the first stanza; but she
paused as she reached the second. God
was working in her heart; not lightly might
she usc words of such decp incaning and
importance.

| “ I lovem l)rcdoua Saviour because Ile died for me,
(4

And If T did not serve IHim how sinful I should Le.
I know He makes me happy, and hears me when I

pray ;
By faith I'l) cling to Jcsus, the Bible says I may.

And since I've found the Saviour (the firstlink in the
chain),

I'll trust in ITim for ever, till heaven at last I gain.

I love that bLlessed country whers tears are wiped
away,

I want to live with Jesus, the 1lible says I may.”

Quietly and reverentlythe scholars knelt in
prayer; but Sarah M.’s emotion had visibly
incrcased. Sobs were audible in that quiet
schoolroom, while fervent prayer ascended
to God for blessing on the sced sown that
afternoon.

Lovingly did the teacher plead with that
sin-stricken soul, when all othermembers of
the class had retired. DBut Sarah M. could
not believe that the good news was, indeed,
for her. Like aterrible mountain of guilt she
saw the sins she had committed. God, in
His great love, permitted her to see the depth
of her need, that she might better learn the
all-sufliciency of the atoning blood.

Anxious, dejected,andat times inanalmost
despairing condition, Sarah remained for two
whole days; but at the end of that time the
light brokeinupon her soul. Again she heard
the gospel ofCErist.tho blessed ncws of what
Christ is and what He has done for sinners.
Againshe heard of peace and pardon through
the blood of His Cross; and like a little child
she reccived the message for herself. Joy
unspecakable filled her heart as she heard the
words of Jesus—** I am come to seek and to
save that which was lost.”

“] can singto-day, teacher,” she said, with
a bcaming countenance, on the following
Sunday, when the closing hymn was again
announced. ‘The Lord has given me some-
thing to praise IIim for ever and cver.”

Decar young reader, have you ever Ilcarnt
what it is to be at peace and rest beneath the
shelter of the atoning blood? If not, delay
no longer. You may be happy to-day; for
Jesus still says, “Come unto Me, all ye that
aro weary'and heavyladen, and I will give you
rest.”” “ Ilim that cometh to Me I will in no

| wise cast out,”




FartiuruL WOoRDS.

107

BIBLE TREES AND DBIBLE TRUTHS.
V. THE FIG.

IN our last papers we looked at Israel as

connected with the vine. We will now

trace fora little the history of this nation in

connection with another tree, viz., the FIG.

The olive, the vine, and the fig seem to be
the arboreal insignia of that favoured nation.
The olive was to supply light, thec vine to
communicatejoy, and the fig wasintended to
cxhibit fruitfulness for God.

“ [ saw your fathers as the firstripe in the
figtreceat herfirsttime,”istheprophet Iosea’s
beautiful descriptionofIsraelatthetimewhen
{ehovah first took themupas Hisown people.

norder to fullyappreciate the aptness of this
figure as applied to Israel, it is necessary to
know that this tree will grow and bear [ruit in
places where no other tree can; indeed, it
lourishes most luxuriantlyinbarrenandstony
situations.

We now ask you to open your Bibles at'

Mark xi. 13. Jesus was on His way from
Bethany to Jerusalem. Ile had been looking
forfruit f[rom Hisbeloved people Israel; only
the previous day He had beenin the temple,
and *“looked round about,” and noticed
everything that was taking place. He sawa
people possessing what was outwardly right
and fair; their temple, with its service, its
sacrifices, and its priesthood. Yetallwasbut
an empty form—no reality for God. So the
Lord would impress upon Ilis disciples how
abhorrent to God was all this outward show
without reality; and the next day, on Hisway
to Jerusalem, e saw ‘“a fig tree afar off,
having leaves; He came, il haply He might
find anything thercon: and when e came
to it, e found nothing but leaves.”

“Nothing but leaves”! Just think of that|
A fair outside profession—a mere outward
show, and nothing else.

“Ah!” you will perhaps say, ‘ but further
on it says that ‘ the time of figs was not yet,’
so how could He expect to find any?"” Well,
in order that you may able to understand this,
we must tell you that figs are of two sorts—
the “boccore” and the * kermonse.” The
black and white boccore, or early fig, is ripe
in June, while the kermonse, the fig properly

so called, is rarely ripe till August. There is
also a third crop, which occasionally hangs
on the trec all through the winter.

Now, neither sort blossoms, nor sends out
flowers like othertrees; but they may be said
to shoot or send out their fruit like so many
little buttons, before even theleaves appear.
Thus you will see that the fruit is the first
thing that is formed ; so that, when the Lord
Jesus came to the tree and found leaves, there
should have been fruit as well, * for the time
of [gathering] figs was not yet.”

The Lord then proceeded to express Iis
solemn judgment upon this tree, thereby pro-
nouncing a judicial sentence upon the nation
of Israel, all efforts to produce fruitfulness
having failed. Just such another awful judg-
ment will be pronounced upon all who make
aprofessionof Christ,unless theyreallybring
forth fruit to God. H. N.

THE STORY OF A BOY KING.
IT is the high-priest who is crowning this

little boy; we know him by his beautiful
robes. Then this young king who stands in
the picture, with his sceptre inhis small hand,
must have beena king of God's people.

But what a little boy he does seem to wear
a crown, and be called a king! One might
almost think he was standing there to be
crowned king in play, not in earnest. But
look at the high-priest’s face; you see he is
quite grave as he puts the crown upon the
head of little Josiah, the child of whom we
read in the Bible, that he was a crowned king
of the people of Judah when he was only
cight years old. Think of such a child sitting
upon the throne of the kings, in the city of |
Jerusalem |

Do youremembera verseina psalm whick |
speaks of the precious ointment which was
poured upon Aaron’shead,andran downtothe
skirts of his garments ? This sweet perfume
was made of many fragrant spices; God had
said just how it was to be made; and it was
not for common use, for it was called the holy
anointing oil. Before the high-priest put the
golden crown upon Josiah’s head, he poured
some of this precious oil upon his head, and
anointed him to be king. A king who reigned
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over God’s people was called *the Lord's
anointed.”

God has told usthat even a child isknown
by his doings, whether his way be good and
whether it be right. Of this boy-king God
wrote a very beautiful character; something
is said of him that is not said of any of the
other kings.

You remember that although King David
did wrong things when hewas not thinking of
what God wished him to do, yet he was atrue
servant of God,and God said he was a man
after His own heart. It was in the way of
King David that this young king wished to
walk; hewanted toplease God, and God took
notice of this, and said of him these words:
“‘He tumed not aside, to the right hand nor
to the left.”

But how could such a child know the way
to please God, or to do what wasrightin His
sight? God couldteach him, youngas he was,
and give him wisdom to know what wasright,
and courage to do it.

For both thosethings are wanted, arethey
not? Often,whenachild,evenmucholderthan
eight years of age, at which Josiah became
king, {nows quite well what is right, he does
not do it because he is afraid of what other
children will think or say. How strange that
those who are afraid to do what is right are
notafraid to do whatis wrong! How strange
for anyone to be afraid of a boy ora girl, but
not afraid to displease God |

I do not suppose that this wish to please
God and to do right was always in the heart
of King Josiah. Perhaps on that day when
the sweet perfume was poured upon his head
he was thinking, as I daresay most little boys
ofeightyears would havebeen thinking, what
a fine thing it was to be a king, and to have
a golden crown; but God put more right
thoughts of what it was to be a kinginto his
heart before he was much older.

Many children learn what is right from
their fathers. Perhaps you think King
Josiah's father had taught iim as soon as he
had begun to speak and to understand, and
so he remembered all the lessons he had
learned! Ah, no! King Josiah's father did
not fear God, or serve Him, and he could not

teach hislittle sonanyright ways. He reigned
two years in Jerusalem, and all that time he
cared foridols—not for God: ** he [orsook the
Lord God of his fathers, and walked not in
the wayof the Lord.” This is what we read
about King Josiah’s father in God's book of
truth,

The end of his life came soon, and it was
as sad as could be. Therecame a day when
this king who had not feared God was ter-
ribly afraid, for he was in great danger.

None of the false gods to whom he had
prayed could warn him of the danger, orsave
him from it. His wicked servantskilled him
in his own house, and there wasnone to de-
liver him. So this is the sad story of how it
came to pass that his little son became king,
and sat upon the throne of his murdered
father.

Perhapshis mother taught him to fear God.
We cannot tell ; the Bible only tells us her
name, and the name of her country. There
wasone, however,of whom the boy-king may
have learned, for the prophet Jeremiah was
in Jerusalem at this time.

A prophet speaks for God; he tells the
people what God has told him.

It was when the young king had reigned
thirteen years that this prophet bcgan to
speak in God's name, and to give His mes-
sages to His people.

\Vhat sort of messages ?

Very solemn ones; so dreadful that
Jeremiah did not like to give them; he felt
afraid and ashamed. The Lord told him he
must speak the very words which He sent him
to speak to the people, and not be afraid of
their faces, and God Himself touched the
prophet’s mouth.

But wereall the messages dreadful ?

No, not all, for God is love, and He kept
on caring for His people, though they had
left off caring for Him a long, long time.
God told Jeremiah to cry with a loud voice
to the people in Jerusalem, and say that He
had not forgotten them, though they had for-
gotten Him—that was one message.

Another message was about what God had
done for His people; the prophet was to re-
call totheir hearts how after He had brought




109

Fatnrur Wonps.

o
)

i

{

B

i '
}
f

(5 8 A A S 5

-

e
-~

//Fﬁif o

__

G

LOY-K1

ITHE




I1IO

Farrurur. Worps.

them out of the land of their slavery, He had
led them *‘through the wilderness, through
a land of deserts and pits, through a land of
drought, and of the shadow of death,” yet
they bad gone away, in their hearts, [rom
Him.

Again, Jeremiah spoke the words of God
to His people and told them that God had
brought them into a beautiful land and had
planted them there—a noble vine, but they
had turned into a bad plant which gave God
no fruit. Yet still God said to His people,
“ Return to Me.”

But they did not return, and God listened
from heaven, and heard, and ‘‘they spake not
aright, and no man repented of his wicked-
ness.” Then Jeremiah was sent with this
message: ‘ As you have forsaken God,” he
said, ““and served other gods, so you shall
serve strangers in a land which is not yours.”

Mostoftﬁe messages wereaboutthisthing.
This was why God could not let rain come
upon the land, because the people prayed to
the sun-god and the moon-god, and set u
imagesunderthetrees,and deckedthem witE
silver and gold, and called them their gods,
though they were only wood or'stone and
had notmadethe heaven nor the carth. God
told Jeremiah to tellthe peogle that He was
angry, and would send them @ sore punish-
ment, from whichthesefalse godsshould not
be ableto savethem. But still, after they had
done all this, God said if they would 8nly say
they had been wrong, He would have com-
pals]sion on them ; for God loved His people
still.

Another time you shall hear what King
Josiah did about the false gods, when:he had
been king for twelve years, and how a trea-
sure was found again after having been lost
for a long time. L.

THE ENGLISH NEW TESTAMENTIN
ENGLAND : HOW IT WAS RECE/VED.
IT was, probably, early in the year 1526 that

Tyndale’s English Testaments began to
arrivein thiscountry. Theywere carried over
sea by some merchants of Antwerp, who had
been accustomed to conceal the forbidden
Lutheran books, among their merchandise,

which were now so eagerly sought for by the
English people. Thus,silentlyand bystealth,
were the first printed copies of the English
New Testament conveyed to our shores {rom
a foreign land, by stranger hands.

After reaching London, many of the hooks
were soon on their way to country towns,
carried among their other wares by pedlars,
who everywhere found a ready sale for them.

But this silent circulation of a book count-
ed so dangerous to the welfarc of the peo-
ple, was not long to continue. Wehaveseen
that warning had been given by Cochlacus of
the, coming of the English Testaments be-
fore they crossed the sea. Not long after
this King Henry received another waming
froman Englishgentlemantravellingabroad,
who wrote in haste.from France to tell him
that he had learnt in his travels that an
Englishman had translated the New "Testa-
ment into English.  Within few days,” so
ran the letter, ‘* he intendeth to arrive with
the same imprinted in England ”’ ; and the
writer concluded by earnestly entreating the
king, knowing what harm such books had

done.in +his realm.in time past, and how

strictly the, publication of English Bibles
had been forbidden by the bishops, to have

.a care for the integrity of the christian faith

within hisrealm, ‘“which cannotlong endure
if these books may come in.”

We.may not doubt that the man who wrote
thus, wrote honestly.and faithfully, believing
that ‘he was doing his country service in
giving warning of aicoming danger. But
does not such a warning tell itsown sad tale?
The state of darkness andignoranee in which
out countrymen then were may be judged
from the fact that'the coming of-God’s own
message ol mercy to;them, 'in words which
they could understand without need of an
interpreter, should bethus spoken of as if it
were some pestilence or overwhelming na-
tional calamity |

Thistwofold warning,however, wasnotlost
upon the king. IHenry was acquainted with
the German doctrines, as theywere called, (or
he had lately been at the pains to examine
some of Luther'swritings, and had written a
bookagainst him, which won forhim from the
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pope the title of Defender of the Faith, the
initial letters of which title, in Latin, you may
read upon coins of the present time. Inthe
preface to this book—which was in English,
forthe king had a mind that hispeople should
understand what/Zehad to say to them, though
they were counted unworthy to receive the
words of God in their own common speech—
in this preface he told his people that he had,
“out of love and care for their wellare,”
determined that these *“ untrue translations,”
which would only mislead them, should be
burned.

You will observe that the king condemned
the new translation as *“untrue”; this was,
indeed,thegroundtakenbymost of thosewho
undertooktojudgeit. Oneofthemostlearned
men of the time spoke of it as **ignorant, dis-
honest, and heretical,” and another had read
it only to find two thousand errors init. Yet
students of Scripture to-day wonder at the
precision and accuracy with which Tyndale,
in spite of almost overwhelming difficulties
and discouragements, accomplished his work.
At that time there was no appeal from a sen-
tence once pronounced by the great Church-
men, especially when their judgment was
confirmed by so absolute a king as Henry
VIII. Tonstall, Bishop of London, at whose
house Tyndale had once hoped to make his
translation, was appointed to preach at St.

Paul's Cross against the books, and then they |

were to be thrown into the flames. Men
whispered that the volumes said to be so full
of errors were burned lest any should examine
them and find none; but there was one per-

son to whom the news of this wholesale de- |

struction brought no shock of surprise. ‘‘In

burningthe New Testament,” wrote Tyndale, |

‘““they did none other thing than I looked
for; no more shall they do if they burn me
also; if it be God's will it shall so be. Never-
theless, in translating the New Testament 1
did my duty.”

Not long after Tonstall’s sermon, in the
autumn of the same year in which the books
first appeared, proclamation was made that,
whereasthe NewTestament had been craftily
translated into English, and copies, some
with glosses and some without, had been

widely dispersed, every man in London must
deliver up any copy which he possessed, that
it might be cast in the fire. A careful search
was made, and numbers of Testaments were
burntin Antwerp, London,and Oxford,while
those with whom the books were found were
counted heretics ; but still the people hun-
gered for the words of life, and the circula-
tion of the English Testament went on.

You may wonder, since so many copies
were burned, how the supply of books was
kept up. This is the story told about it :—

Tonstall, who was a kindly man, and un-
willing that any should suffer, i{ suffering
could be avoided, devised a plan for taking
the troublesome books out of the way, that
he might not be obliged to punish those who
read them. He asked a well-known T.ondon
merchant, trading toAntwerp, to procure for
him as many Testaments as he could. The
merchant, who was well disposed to Tyndale
and his work, accepted the commission, and
executed it, taking care, however, thata fair
price should be paidforthe books. Hundreds
were, accordingly, bought up in Antwerp,
broughtoverto London,and burnedat Cheap-
side; but the result of this plan proved very
diflerent fromwhatthe Bishop of Londonex-
pected. Some Dutch printers, seeing such
an extraordinary demand for English books,
took upon themselves to reprint Tyndale’s
Testament; and so, in a year's time, to the
astonishment of Tonstall, the books which he
fanciedhe had well-nigh destroyed to the last
leal were coming over in greater numbers
than ever.

Sending for his (riend the merchant, he ac-
cused him of having deceived him. * You
told me you had bought up every copy—what
docs this mean ?" he said, angrily.

*The books were bought, my lord, as you
desired,” replied the merchant ; *“but they
have printed more since,and I don't see how
you can put an end to this printing, unless
you buy up all the types and presses.”

Sometime afterwards Tonstall learned that
Tyndale, who was then busily at work upon
his translation of the early books of the Old
Testament, had been enabled, by means of
the money whichhe had been paid forthese
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Testamcnts bought only to be destroyed, to
live in quiet security,and give himself wholly
to his work.

Thus did God make the wrath of man to
%raise Him, and bring good out of evil. The

utch printers were but instruments in His
hands; for it was not from any love of the
truth that they printed the fresh supply of
Tyndale's books, but because they were
shrewd enoughtoseethat the English people
weredetermined to have them,and that, either
by friends or enemies, they would certainly
be bought. One of these Dutchmen, being
convicted of causing fifteen hundred English
New Testaments to be printed at Antwerp,
and bringing five hundred of them into Eng-
land, was severelr punished.

When we compare the price at which these
first printed Testaments were sold with the
prices of books at the present time, we shall
think them to have been costly, as well as
dangerous to the purchaser. It is true that
the difference made bythe invention of print-
ing was very great. Before this wonderful
discovery a written book cost at the rate of
two shillings a leaf. Tyndale's Testaments,
if bought in large quantities, only cost thir-
teen pence each, while the price of a single
copy was about thirty pence. We must not
forget, however, that these sums of money
were then worth quite ten times as much as
they are now.

Bythe year 1530, six editions—in all, per-
haps, as many as 15,000 books—had been
secretly printed; yet so careful was the search
for them, that now, in England, there remains
of the Jarger volume only one fragment, con-
tainingonlythirty-one pages, which waslately
discovered bound up with another book, and
is carefully preserved in the British Museum,
and of the smaller only two copies.

The fragment contains a list of the books
of the New Testament, and a picture of St.
Matthew, who is represented as writing his
gospel, dippinghis pen intoan inkstand held
by an angel. It endswith the twenty-second
cgapterofhis gospel. Upon the inner margin
there are some references, as in our Bibles,
only much fewer; upon the outerthe glosses
or explanatory notes, some of which merely

explained words which might not be readily
understood, while others were calculated to
give grievous offence by the bold way in
which they pointed out how ill the doctrines
and customs of those high in office in both
Church and State agreed with the Scripture.

The prologue, or introduction to this larger
volume which, you will remember, was the
first, the printing of which was interrupted
at Cologne, is very interesting, as showing
the singleness of the translator's aim. Here
are a few words from the beginning of it, just
as Tyndale wrote them, but not given in the
spelling .of his time, which is very old-
fashioned now :—

‘] have here translated, brethren and
sisters most dear and tenderly beloved in
Christ, the New Testament, for your s piritual
edifying, consolation, and solace; exhorting
instantly,andbeseechingthosethatarebetter
seen in the tonguesthan I, and that have
higher gifts of grace to interpret the sense of
the Scripture and the meaning of the Spirit
than I, to consider and ponder my labour,
and that with the spirit of meekness. And if
they perceive in any places that I have not
attained the verysense of thetongue, ormean-
ing of the Scripture, or have not given the
right English word, that they put to their
hands to amend it, remembering that so is
their duty to do.

‘“For we have not received the gifts of God
for ourselves only, or for to hide them, but
forto bestowthem untothehonouring of God
and Christ, andedifying of the Gongregation,
which is the body of Christ.”

SEEK AND YE SHALL FIND.

A oy or girl who is a good seeker will
generally get on in this life, for such a child
must have eyes and perseverance. Now I
wish you might all have eyes as regards the
treasures spoken of in the Bible, and perse-
verance to seek diligently till you found the
treasure each for yourselves. There are some
of my young friends, who seek for beautiful
texts of scripture, and when they have found
them, they store them up in their hearts.
Look into the Bible for beautiful things; seek
and ye shall find.
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NOW 1S THE ACCEPTED TIME.

‘T was a Lord’s Day morning in December,
onc of those clear winter mornings, which
arc so enjoyable and exhilarating to the
strong, but which, being so often preceded,
as was this, by a night of sharp [rost, are so
often [atal to the weak. The quiet of the
sacred morn pervaded mylittle home, and the
beautiful scene—wood, meadow.land, and
fallow field—which laystretched out before it
reposed insweet resemblanceof Sabbathrest.
Ever and anon I paused amidst my house-
hold duties, at the window or the open door,
to breathe in its spirit both of beauty and
repose.

There was nothing in the winter’s morn-
ing to suggestdeath, unless to such as sought
for such suggestions; but if death were
thought of at all, it was in connection with
resurrection from it. It is not forlong, how-
ever, that we are permitted in this world of
graveyards to forget the bitter truth that
dcath reigns. My mood of tranquil morning
joy was soon disturbed by a hasty summons
into his presence, who is so truly called the
king of terrors.

A young woman was at the gate, and her
message was—

**Will youcome, please, andsee mymother;
she is at the point of death, and wants to
sece your”

Telling her I swould come immediately, I
prepared to go, saying, rather bitterly, to my-
self, I feared it was another case of sending
at the last moment for a religious friend to
help make a so-called ¢ peace with God.”
Still we know that **while the lamp holds
on to burn, the greatest sinner may return,”
and as I hurried on along the road I prayed
that it might be so in this case.

It was one of a row of four or five neat
cottagestowhichIwent. Assoon asl stepped
into the clean, sanded kitchen, I could hear
the laboured breathing of the dying woman;
and it was with trembling limbs 1 ascended
the well-scrubbed stairs, thinking the while
that it was probably all too late. Scrupulously
clcan was the bed-room through which I was
led tothedeath-chamber, where, covered with

sheets of coarse material, but of snowy white-
ness, she lay whom I had come to see—a
woman of some sixty years,

She waspropped up by pillows, to ease her
in breathing, for she was dying, the women
about her said, ol heart disease and dropsy,
and could breathe only in that position. To
my great relief I saw she was quite sensible;
so after a few enquiries, in the course of
which I found that she was quite aware that
she was dying, I asked her if she was pre-
pared to enter the presence of God.

Then came 2 hushand adecp silencein the
room. Nota sound was to be heard save the
ticking of the clock. which stood upon the
drawers, solemnly measuring out for herthe
last of life, solemnly telling that soon for her
thereshould betime no longer. With quiver-
inglips,in distinct though tremulousaccents,
she replied—

‘* No, I am not that. I can’t say asI’m pre-
pared ; I've not been the woman as I ought
to have been.”

A suppressed sob from the' women around
her followed this avowal of unpreparedness
to enterthe solemn eternity just at the door.
To me, the answer, though fearfully solemn,
was in a sense satisfactory. I felt thank(ul for
its directness, its truthfulness, for the con-
viction, the consciousnessitexpressed of be-
ing unf(it to appear before God. If she had
spoken well of hersell in the least—and she
might have done so, for although she said
of herself thatshe had not been the woman
she ought to have been, I kpew herto be one
of the nicest women of the place—I should
have felt very hopeless indeed.

There was no mistaking from her looks
and her tones the reality of the desire tobe
prepared, and her deep regret that she had
not been the woman she oughtto have been,
so I proceeded to try to show her that al-
though she had not been that, she might

et be made meet to be partaker of the in-

eritanceof thesaintsin light. Iwasanxious,
however, that she should receive the good
wordof grace fromtheLord'svery own words;
so turning to John iii,, I read to her of the
Son of Man being lifted up on the cross—
dying there for sinners, and as the Object for
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the d{ing sinnerto look unto and be saved;
and also read of God’s love in giving His Son,
and the Lord’s own words, ** that whosocver
believeth in Ilim should not perish,” and I
begged herjust to take what God has given—
just to believe on the only begoticn Son of
the Father, sent, not to condemn the world,
but to save it.

She followed with deep attention and in-
terest, responding intelligently to every re-
mark I paused to make, receiving it all,
indeed, more than I ever before saw any one,
‘“as a little child.”

“Now,do youbelieveonthatonlybegotten
Son?" I asked, when I had done reading and
remarking.

“Yes,” she said, in a bright, confident
tone, ““I bLelieve that God gave I1im for the
world, and for mec amongst them.”

*“Then,” I replied, ** you know what is said
of those who believe in Him? ‘\Whosoever
believeth in Him shall not perish, but have
cverlasting life.” "

Sherepcated the words, familiarindeed to
her,and afteralittle mmore conversation I left.

I went againin the evening, but could only
remain a few minutes, as the doctor came in.
I remember well, however, her exclaiming,
* God must haveloved the world to give Ilis
Son. I have sons, but I couldn’t do that with
them.” I had not been speaking of this, nor
had I in the morning insisted so much upon
God's love in giving, as upon the necessity of
the death of the Son given, and then of the
sinner’s only hope—Christ, who died to save
the lost. Itreminded me of that word (John
v.24): ‘ He that heareth My word, and be-
lieveth on Him thatsent Me, hath everlasting
life;” and I could but thank Him that she
had heard Ilis word.

The next day my [riend again spoke of how
God must have loved the world to give Ilis
Son; andwhen ] remarked how the Son must
have loved. to be willing to be given. and
that for and to those wholoved I1limnot, she
cxclaimed, *“It'sjust wonderful, it's wonder-.
ful ;" and I could but join with her. And
indced His Jove never before appeared so
wonderful : the heart felt bowed under the
senscof it. ““But lle is called ‘Wonderful,'”

she went on; ** Councillor ¢ The Mighty
God."”

On a following day, during the few hours I
was with her, I contented myself with merely
asking if she trusted Jesus. She replied,
veryslowly, “ Yes, yes, [ can trust Jesus, my
Saviour, my friend.”

Again,somedaysafterthe woman’sthoughts,
cven inwandering, ranon thingsdivine. Once
I caught tho words * passed from dcath unto
life,” and anothertime, ““I could almost hear
what Jesus wassayingto me.” Then she tried
toexplaintome thatshe was “light-headed,”
and presentlyasked, *“Who was it blessed the
insane ?7” I said *‘Jesus,” and told her of
the man whom IIe made tosit at Ilis feet,
clothed and in his right mind, which seemecd
to satisfy her.

After this my poor [riend had to pass
through a time of great distress. It wasa day
toher indced of ¢ pains and groans,and dying
stripes.” DBut I felt it was well. Tn her weak-
ncss,thatday,she would constantly cry, ©* Now
is the accepted time, now is theday of salva-
tion;”” and ‘“ God so loved the world.”

Butasthedayworconshe wasagainresting
in pcace on Christ. Once I caught the words
“Vith Mein Paradise,” and shortly after she
said, *“ Is it to-morrow thou shalt be with me
in Paradise?* ‘* No, it is to-day, and I think
it will be really ¢ to-day’ with you.”

Sleep then prevented reply; but on her
awakening, I caughther words, ¢\With Me."”

It was touching to hear her once call out
the word ** Saviour” with great distinctness,
cxtending her arms as if indeed she saw the
Lord ; and then-she said *“ To-morrow.”

Late in the evening I wished her ** Good-
nightevermore,” and thenasked hersolemnly,
““What has Jesus done for you?” She said
with much distinctness, *‘ Ile has saved me
from my sins; ‘*God so loved the world
that Ile gave His only begotten Son,’” and
her voice faltered—she could say no more.

I was much struck on onc of the days I
visited her, when, late in the afternoon, her
youngmarried daughter fromadistancecame
to scs her. The mother merely whispered
her daughter's name, nsked for * the chil-
dren,” and then repeated  Now Is the ac-




116

FarturorL WoORDS.

cepted time, now is the day of salvation.”
Her heart was away from the earth and filled
with thoughts of eternity.

Surely those words can never be forgotten
by that daughter—her mother's last words
to her. Surely, so often repeated as they
were, they can never be forgotten by the
rest of her family, or by the women—her
neighbours—whowaited on her with somuch
true kindness. Maythese solemn words not
be forgotten by you, dear reader, of this true
unvarnished tale. E. B—=

EVERLASTING SUNSHINE.
““THE sun isshining behindthe clouds,” said
afriend toan-aged christian, vhowasat times
assailed by doubts. ‘‘Itisthe sun that dis-
pels the clouds,” she replied.

Yes, thank God! His love is always the
same; whatever clouds may dim the vision of
His brightness, He—our Sun—is always un-
changeably the same—He is the same yes-
terday, to-day, and for ever.

At times even bodily depression causes
us to occupy ourselves with the experiences
of whatweareherebelow; inselfwearealways
the same—unchangeably bad; the natural
man is “ enmity "’ against God—not subject
to the law of God, neither indeed can be,

How can we have happy feelings when oc-
cupied with so corrupt an object as self 2
Occupation with what Christ is, with what
His love to us is, dispelsthe gloom, and fills
our hearts with joy, and peace, and praise.

“ Rejoice in tde Lord alway * (Phil. iv. 4.)

A WORD W!TH PROFESSORS.
HavING been for several years a ** professor”
only, and knowing the misery of that false
position, since by the grace of God I have
been led to relinquish it and to trust in
Jesus, I feel anxious to address a few words
to any who are holding a similar position.
To such I would say, having been from your
earliest years surrounded by a religious at-
mosphere; having been drawn, as you ad-
vanced in years, inlo religious work, reli-
gious ordinances, your religionmay be merely
one of association. Your outward conduct
may be such that those around look upon you

as decidedly pious; but Godlooks atthe heart,
and you know your heart is not right in His
sight.

How often you wish people would not take
it for granted that you are a christian; you
dare not expressyouranxietyforfearof ‘ what
they would think of you” ; you could not bear
to be thought a hypocrite, and yet, my(riend,
you are one, even as I was,

My hypocrisy kept me from Christ, and
not till I wasforced to unveil that sin before
Him, and to declare my true self, did God
grant me by His Spirit a simple faithin His
Son.

Itmay, yea,itwill costyouafearfulstruggle:
but “*if we confless our sins, He is faithful
and just to forgive us our sins, and to cleanse
us {from all unrighteousness.” The peaceand
joy that result from faith in Christ will expel
all fearof man's thoughts. May you be thus
enabled to believe with the heart unto sal-
vation.

I HAD SCALDED HIS FEET.

A CHRISTIAN man had once, on a public oc-
casion,soroughlyand severely takenanerring
brother to task for a fault, that, disheartened
and downcast,the erring brotherseemedever
tocarryabout with him the brand of the chas-
tisement. The chastisement seems, however,
to have had a softening influenceon thechas-
tiser, for afterwards he would urge others
always to speakkindly to the erring—always
to help Christ's feeble ones, and never to
hinder any; and, above all things, to be zery,
very careflul in reproof. He would say, ‘It
would have been better for me to have left
the few travel stains on my poor brother's
feet, than to have taken, as I did, boiling
water to wash them, I felt sick at heart to
see him unablelo walk, because/ had scalded
hisfeet. It isn’t every oné that is fi/ to wash
a disciple’s feet.”

No, dear reader, alas, it is not; fault find-
ing js not washing the feet; exposing one
another’s shame is not the ministry of Christ
for one another. The devil can expose our
sins even to God, but he cannot remove—nor
does he wish to do so—one sin from God's
people. It would be better tohold one’s pcace
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about our (ellow christians than so roughly
to handle themthattheirfeetshould betorned
out of the way. E.

CHRIST THE ONLY RESOURCE OF
THE CHRISTIAN.
THE Lord Jesus was in the wilderness, a
desert place where there were no re-
sources, and we read that when He saw the
multitude who came to Him, Heasked Philip,
#\Whence shall we buy bread, that these may
eat?” He stood there, Himself the answer to
His own question. In the presence of wants
innumerable, there is one resource for God’s
people—Christ. Let us ask ourselves—we
who know Him as our Saviour—do we thus
look on Christ? Do we thus reckonon Him?
Do we tell Him everything, small and great?
for nothing is too small to bring to Him.
God would have the tendrils of our hearts
clasEed around Christ, not trailing on the
earth; there is a place there for them; there
is security there, satisfaction there, and no-
where else. Christ is not only Man, but God.
Heknows our sorrows, our feelings. He that
planted the ear, shall He not hear; He that
fonined the eye, shall He notsee? And He
is the resource of His people as they travel
throughthis world,more helplessthan others,
for they are without natural resources. A
christian does not act from honour, still less
from ambition, but he does what is right be-
canse Christ is before him as his motive.
Christ is God's one resource for us in every-
thing. Do we seek to use Him thus? p—»k

WORKING FOR GOD.

THE subject of this story, William B., was

once a careless man and a drunkard, but
God was pleased to reveal Christ to him, He
and his wife heard that they were lost and
ruined sinners, and that nothing but the blood
of Christ could wash away their sins. They
both became happy christians, and together
trod the heavenly road.

William soon hegan to work for the Lord
who loved him. Asheand his wife were con-
stantly reviled for their religion by the people
with whom they lodged, they removed to the
house of a widow. William spoke to her of

Jesus and His love to poor sinners. To his
surprise, he found that this was no new tale
to the poor widow, \ith many tears, she told
him that in years gone by she had been led to
believe in Christ,to know Himasher Saviour,
and to rejoice in His salvation. Butshe had
left her first love; the world had taken hold
of her heart and drawn it away from her Lord;
little by little she had backslidden, till now
she seemed to have no love for Him, nor any
hope of heaven.

William’s earnest words [ell with power on
her soul, and his heartfelt pleadings at the
throne of grace on her behal‘l)' were heard and
answered. The Lord revealed Himself afresh
to the widow, and healed her backslidings,
and she was [ull of thankfolness to God, who
had not left her to herselfl, but had sent His
servant to bring back His wandering sheep.
Truly, there was joy in that humble home,
as together they blessed God for His love
and grace to them.

When William was first brought to God he
was unable to read, but as he desired to study
God’s word for Aimsel/, he set diligently to
work, and soon was able to spell out a chapter |
in his Bible.

One Sunday evening he was speaking in
the street of Jesus’ dying love. Hislanguage
was simple, but his heart was full, and out of
its abundance his lips spoke. As he finished
speaking amancameup to him,and told him
that his words that night had saved him from
self-destruction. *‘ My children are in want of
bread,” he said; I have no work, and I can-
not bear to see them starve, and my drinking
has done it all. T meant to drown myself to-
night, but I dare not face the judgment you
have been speaking of ; I am a lost sinner;
what shall I do?"

The word of God was brought home with
strong power to the poor drunkard. He saw
himself a great sinner, but he also saw Christ
a greal! Saviour. ]Joy filled his heart and he,
who a short time before had left his home
intending never again to enter it alive, re-
turned to tell his friends what great things
God had done for his soul. Ile soon pro-
cured work, and as he no longer wasted his
money on drink, he was able to give his
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family food and clothes. No one would re-
cognise thepoor drunkard in the respectably
dressed working man now raising his voice
towarnsinnersto flee from thesrathto come,
on the very spot where he heard the same
waming which was to him the power of God
unto salvation.

For several yearsWilliamand his wife lived
in the widow's neat little house. They were
as a son and daughter to the lonely woman,
but at length she was taken ill, and it was
cvident she was soon to be called away.
Night and day she was nursed by her chris-
tian lodgers; by them, too, the mangle was
still kept at work, that the widow’s wants
might be supplied. When William camehome
from work he always went to her bedside,
and her face would light up with pleasure at
his approach. As the end drew near she
was filled with peace and joy. ¢ Oh,” she
said, on one occasion, “{ bless God for
sending you here; you have been the means
ofallmy present joy.” Soon after she peace-
fully passed away in the arms of her faith{ul
friends.

William B. is still working for his Master.
Iis chief desire is to bring lost sinners to
Christ, and cternity alone will tell the resalt
of his humble labours. 1In such a changed
life is the witness of what divine power in
the soul really is. 3. M. B,

I HAVE HOLD OF THE CHAIN.

ONE Sunday evening a preacher had been
speaking upon the subject of the dying
thief, andin closing, likened the mercy of God
to a golden chain, which, asil were, He holds
to us from Ilis throneon high. “If we,” said
he, ** by simple faithlayhold of thatchain, I1e
will raise us to Christ’s throne in glory.”
Theserviccover,thespeakerreturnedhome
weary and discouraged. Time rolled on, and
the sermon itself wasalmost forgotten, when
onc day as he was passing through the town,
in which he had preached, a poorly-clad
woman stood and looked very hard at him,
as if she would first be certain as to the per-
son to whom she desired to spcak. Prescntly
she came (o him and eagerly inquired his
name, and when she heard 1t, she, with a

countenance lit up with heavenly delight,and
eyes filled with tears, exclaimed—

‘' Oh, sir, I have long wished to sce you,
for I have a dying message to give you. Do
you remember preaching a certain sermon in
which you spoke of the sinner sunken in sin
taking hold of the last link in mercy’s chain,
and being raised to the height of glory ?**

“ I remember something of it,” he replied.

“Well, sir, my son was present that night;
he has since dicd, but belore he passed away
he called out for you. As we did not know
your whereabouts, his wish to see you could
not be gratified. These were his last words:
‘Mother; tell the gentleman 7 Lave hold of
the chain."”

O the glory of the grace
Shining from the Saviour’s face,

Telling sinners from above,
God is light, and God is love.

SALVATION.

ALVATION may be regarded from threce

different standpoints. \Ve may speak of

the salvation of the souls of the unsaved—of

the salvation through the trials and dangers

of this world of those whose sou!s are saved

—and of that final salvation whichawaitsthe

believer; his being saved out of the world,

and his being brought to glory. Salvation,

therefore, may be regarded as past, present,
and future.

The salvation of the soul of the believeris
an nccomplished fact—it is a solid and en-
during work—it is wrought by God and un-
alterable, and every one who trulybelieves on
the Lord Jesus Christ is saved. But if the
soul be saved from wrath to come, there is still
a constant nced for the almighty hand of Gad
in saving the believer through all the count-
less dangers and difficulties of daily life.
Satan, the world, and the flesh are fierce
focs from which every child of God stands
in continual need of salvation.

The two standpoints, from which we view
the past and the present salvation, are often
confounded in themindofthebeliever; he so
deeply feels the need of daily salvation [rom
his spiritual foes—and from himself, we may
add—that thercby he frequently loscs sight of
what God's work in the salvation of his soul
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really is. The future salvation—the coming
deliverance from this earth, and this body of
humiliation, intothelibertyof heaven and the
glorified state—is perhaps not generally con.-
founded with the past and the present salva-
tion which is the believer's; but, unless the
past and the present has each its due place
assigned to it, the enjoyment of the certainty
of the future salvation will certainly be want-
ing.

The very term salvation implies the neces-
sity for a Saviour. The use of such a word
carries with it the acknowledgment that the
person requiring salvation is, to say the least,
in a position of danger. A man at ease in his
armchair at home, when all is well, does not
require salvation, but if his house were on
fire the whole case would be altered. A
sinner is i danger of hell fire—such is his
position. He is also lost, inasmuch as he
cannot save himself out of his position of
danger. A man whose house was burning
might or might not be able to save himself,
just asthe meansof escape wereorwere not to

and; but there is no alternative open to the
sinner; he is not only in danger of hell fire,
he isalso lost,and, if he is to be saved, hemust
be saved, not by himself, but by a Saviour.

Until we believe our lost state and our
position of dangerthere will be little concern
in oursouls as to salvation. \Vhen the jailor
of Philippi felt the earthqualke, sawthe prison
doors all open, and heard the calm voices of
the beloved gospel labourers—** Do thysel(
no harm,”” his conscience, awakened and ap-
palled, drove him to the prisoners’ feet with
the cry, ** Sirs, what must [ do to be saved ?”
(Acts xvi. 30.)

Our first concern must be to seek to’show
the sinner the danger of his position. Unless
aman knows that he is lost, he will not wish
tobesaved. And when he knows it, he will feel
it. When the man seated quietly in his arm-
chair on the top floor of his house knew that
all was ablaze below, straightway he [elt the
misery of his lost position. Five minutes pre-
vious to his knowing that the house beneath
him was in flames he felt comfortable and at
case, but the knowledge of the fact of the fire
below made him feel in 2 moment what an

aw(ul thing it is to be lost. So, when the word
of God comes home to the heartwith power,
straightway the sinner leaps out of his ease
and comfort,andwideawaketotherealitiesof
eternity, longs and cries for salvation.

There is no such thing as beéingin a state
of salvation,as to the question of sins. A man
may be going tothe booking oficeto get his
ticket, but he has not got his ticket till he has
got it. e may be going to obtain a place
in the train, but he is not in the train till he
isinit, Maybe he will be too late, or perhaps
he has not the money topayforthe ticket; his
intentions will not secure him a seat. His in-
tentions may be very wise, and we will re-
cognize the admirable resolves of many a
poor sinner, but of what worth are they?
Too many perish, despite their wisc inten-
tions; .the old saying, that the way to hell is
paved with good resolutions, is terribly true.
Let us look at the question in the light of
our everyday behaviour. Did we ever hear
of anyone who was bent upon going by train
to a certain citg being satisGed with merely
wishing to get his ticket, and never getting a
seat in the train going thither 7 What should
we say, in this practical age, if our neighbour,
who had but five minutes to catch a train,
quietly seated himself b}' the wayside, and in
| answer to ourwarning, “Youwill be too late,”
drowsily answered, “'I hope L shall be in
time"”? What should we say of our friend’s
intentions ?

Yet such is the character of the answerswe
too often receive in response to tho appeal to
the lazy sinner to arouse himself and seek for
mercy. Men tell ustheyhope theyshall get to
heaven some day, and remain satisfied with
their baseless hopes. Whether they have any
divinely given certainty for their hopes, alas,
neverseems to enter their minds. Solong as
there is anindefinite, misty kind of indifTerent
intention on their part to look some day or
other for salvation, these souls would have us
believe they have good cause for satisfaction
that by-and-by they will by some hap reach
heaven. Alas, alas, there are thousands of
immortal souls who treat the question of
eternal salvation with far less concern than

| their daily business of catching a train at a
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railway station| \What an aw[u] memory to
carry about through eternity, ‘“1 was more
in carnest not to be late for my daily train
than I was all my lifetime as to the salvation
of my never-dying soul.”

God frequently uses the earnestness of
those who are saved to convince the unsaved
of their lost state; on the other hand, the
devil has no better recruiting officer than a
worldly, half-and-half believer. A man over-
board in the ocean islost; he is inimminent
danger of death; it is simply a question of
time, and if not saved, sink he must. And
such is the position of every unsaved soul in
this life—it is simply a question of time ; he
is sinking down into eternal perdition.

We do not say a man feels he is lost and
therefore knows it, but because he knows it
he feelsit. The word of God discovers to us
our condition. *“The Son of Man is come to
seck and to savethat which was Zes/.” (Luke
xix. 10.) The Lord speaks of the sinner
underthe figures of a fos/ sheep, a los/ piece of
silver,and a Jos/son. (Lukexv.) And when
we believe God we fee] the truth of His word.

The sheep strays away and is lost because
itisits nature towander. Here isthesenseless-
ness of the sinner. Nowbynature *‘all we like
sheep have gone astray” (Isa.liii.6); we are
senseless even if miserable, we are senseless
even if perishing, for by nature we do not
know howto return: ‘“the way of peace have
they not known.” (Rom. iii. 17.)

The lost piece of silver shows to us the
fnsensibilily of the sinner. Silver does not
feel; it is precious to the person who has lost
it, but if a piece roll out of the hand of its
owner and becomelost, it is not in the nature
of silver to feel. Nan is by nature insensible
to God, and tohisown state in relationto God.
Were it not that we are precious to God, we
should remain lost for ever.

The history of the lost son opens a deeper
evil still. Itis not here the senselessness of
the sinnerin wandering from God and from
blessing, or the insensibility of the sinner to
his lost state, but the defermined wicked will of
the sinner to get away from God in orgler to
find pleasure in sin. He ‘“took his journey
into a far country”; yes, thither we all have

taken our journey, and with the deep, deter-
mined will to be out of God's presence.
Neither the sheep, the piece of silver, nor
the prodigal were partly lost; they were al-
togetherlost. The Lord Jesus did not come
to seek and to save thatwhich was nearlylost,
but thatwhichwaswhollylost. Thedrowning
man does not say to his saviours in the life-
boat, I am not quite lost yet, so leave me to
try my best,” but gratefully accepts the salva-
tion they bring him, Thesinner who knows
he is lost longs to be saved. Heis the one
gratefully to receive God’s salvation.

How the Sailor saved Harry.

A BRIGHT summer day at the seasidel

How many happy, well-cared for boys
and girls know the charm there is in buildieg
sand houses and castles on the broad smooth
beachwithnofearthatanyone will scold them
for making their clothes dirty, for does not
the sand shake off and leave hardly a trace
behind ?

What child does not know the delight of
seeing the tiny crabs left behind by the tide
inthelittlepools amongtherocks,and watch-
ing them scamperaway when hetries to take
them up ?

There were dozens of happy children on
the beach at S one day last summer, all
so busy in their games that little Harry was
qQuite unnoticed, and so he managed to get
away from the rest and go ofl to explorea line
of rocks which ran side by side with the shore
all along the coast for miles. At low tide the
sands were dry right up to these rocks, and
they looked like a row of sharp teeth ; there
were [amous little hiding places and splendid
treasures of shell and seaweed to be found
among these rocks, but at high tide they were
quite covered by the water.

1 suppose Harry did not think of this, as
he wandered on until he reached to the
highest part, and played there so happily
that he never noticed how fast tho sca was
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HUW ThE SAILGR SAVED HARRY.

rolling in.  On the great waves came, and | help came from the shore, but, alas, he was so
thoughthey did not yet reach the place where | worn out by hisuscless struggle with the waves,
he was, yet as the tide rose the water crept | and soparalyzed with fright, thathecould not
round and through the jagged points of the | climb, and there he clung, helpless!
rocks till the strip of beach between llarry ‘ Dcar little readers, do you know that you
and the shore was quite covered. | are just like Harry, unless you belong to the
All at once he saw his'danger, and scram- | Lord Jesus? At any moment the waves of
blingdown hetricdtowadethrough the waves, | decath may rise, and come nearer and nearer
but ah, they were alrcady too deep for him, |to you, and you will not be able to get away
and were getting deeper every moment. The | from them.  You cannot get into heaven by
poor bewildered child then turned round and \ yourselves,any more than Harry could get to
tricd to climb the rocks and wait there till | the shore.
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What did Harry want? \Vas it not some-
one able and willing to come and take him
safely across the great waves ?

Yes, thatwas just what he needed, and glad
I am to tell you that help came just in time.
A strong sailor made his way through the
waves, took Harry up, and never put him
down till he was high up on the shore.

Do you think Harry would not trust the
sailor, or that he wanted to stay out there on
therocks? Oh no, he was too glad to feel the
strong man’s arms round him to think ol not
trusting him ; too glad to get safe to land to
want to stay on the rocks any longer |

Dear children, the Lord Jesus will take
you up and keep you by His power till He
puts you safelyin the glory of heaven. The
sailor came to IHarry ; the Lord Jesus came
down into this world and died so that you
might be forgiven and be able to trust Ilim.
Wouldyounotliketo know that you belonged
to Iim, and were quite safe because He was
taking care of you? Then just trust Him,
tell Him all about it, and you will find how
happy itis to besafe because the Lord is keep-
ing you all the way.

THE WIDOW AND THE TURNIP,

SHOULD you like me to tell you a pretty

story of God's loving thought fora poor
widow ? It will show you how much He
notices every little thing about His beloved
children, and how tender e is in His care
overthem. I thinkit will make you happy to
hearit,asit did me; forwe sometimeswonder
if it is possible that the great God really does
take thought for usin very little things, when
we know He has such very great things to
care for and think of.

On the top of a hill outside our village is a
little cottage, where lives Widow I<.

Early one Saturday morning she began
thinking how she should manage for her
Sunday's dinner: she would get a sheep’s
bead and make some soup; but then, she
thought, the soup would not be worth having
without a turnip boiled down in it, and this
she had not got. Well, shatold her heavenly
Father that she trusted Him to care (or her

in all things through the day, and then, with
aquiet mind, went about her work. But many
times that morning the turnip kept coming
into her thoughts; for she could not at all see
how to get one.

The men were coming back to their work
at the stone quarry hard by, after their mid-
dayrest, when Mrs, K. cameoutof her cottage
to throw some bits to her fowls. Just at the
low garden gate she saw one of the workmen
coming towards her, and there under hisarm
was “as beautiful a turnip as you could wish
to see.”

* Do you happen to want such a thingas a
turnip, missus? "’ said the man, balancing it
on his hand.

‘It is the very thing I do want,” she an-
swered.

“Then here it is for you,” said the man.
“Farmer B. gives me one now and again,
and I thought I would wash and trim this
one and bring it up to you this morning”;
and, putting it into her hand, he passed on
to his work.

Mrs.K. turned again into the little cottage,
and laid the turnip down on the table with a
very full heart. It was so plain that God had
thought of her in this little trouble.

Children, do youknow God as your Father,
as thisdearwidow does ? Ilave you theprivi- -
lege of bringing-Him your little troubles day
by day? And when you pray do yout really
believethat Heliears you? Iemaynotalways
take you out of your difliculties as quickly as
He did Mrs. K. in the matter of the turnip,
but it is none the less truc that Ie has heard
your prayer. Now, as I say good-bye, I will
give you a very sweet little verse to learn:
““Casting all your care upon Him, for He
careth for you.” D.&A.C

FalTH.

SEEK, dear young friends, to bring all your
little troubles to God. Believe that when you
tell Ilim your troubles IIe hears you, and
do not forget to look for the answer to your
prayers; and by no means forget to thank
God for hearing and answering your prayer.
In order to help you in this, keep a careful
record of answers to prayer.
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WHOSOEVER.
\;V HEN the children of Israel were nearthe
end of their wilderness journey, afier
almost forty years of God’s care and mercy in
guiding them through its dangers, they com-
mitted agreat sin; they spake against Godand

against Moses: “\Wherefore have ye brought |.

us up out of Egyptto die in the wilderness?”
(Numbers xxi. 5.)

Therc is one lesson our dear young friends
who love God will surely learn as they passon
through life—that the heart of man is des-
peratelywicked. Weshould almost think that
Israel would have learned by experience not
to speak against God, after nearly forty years
of His care. Butsaid God, ““They do always
errin their heart, for theyhave not known My
ways.” Now,as youare beginningli{e, do not
forget to watch God’s ways. Consider how

Hedcalswith you in yourwilderness pathway; .

store upin yourmemorythedifferent dealings
of God with you, either as a child at home, or
as a boy orgirl at school. Do not errin your
heart because you do not know His ways.

Well, these children of Israel said, “*There
is no bread, ncither is there any water.” As
for there being no bread, they could not say
“thercisnomanna,” sincecachmoming God
spread it around their tents ; but they said of
it, “ our soul loatheth this light bread.” They
had grown weary of its taste.

“Then the Lord sent fiery serpents among
the people, and they bit the people; and
much people of Isracl died.”

God visited their sin upon them, and Isracl
cried for mercy. Then it was God bade Moses
make a fiery serpent of brass, and set it on
a pole, so that whosoever amongst all Israel
was bitten mightlook to the serpent of brass
and live. *‘ And it came to pass that, if a
serpent had bitten any man, when he beheld
the serpent of brass he lived.”

This event, which happened so near the
close of Isracl’s wilderness journey, was that
which the Lord Jesus used in order to picture
to us the way of life for sinners perishing in
theirsins. As wercad Ilis words, as given in
the third chapter of the gospel by John, we
hear what lle said before Ile preached the
words which Matthew,Mark,and Lukerccord.

Those evangelists teach us how our Lord pro-
cldimed the coming of the kingdom of God,
and God'’s love for the poor, and His liberty
for the oppressed. John tells us of the Lord
speaking of His death, whereby we who be-
lieve on Him live.

““ Whosoever,”” says the gracious Lord |
1Whosoever ! Do you think Nicodemus under-
stood this word ? I1e could understand how
it was that whosoeveramong all Zsrae/looked
to the serpent of brass lived, for Israel was
God’s chosen nation. I wonder whether he
understood the Lord’s great words of God's

love to thezwor/d. It was not Israel only that

God so loved that He gave His only begotten
Son. Had that been so, we should not dare
to write these words, and but very, very few of
our young friends would care to read them. 1
do not say none would care to do so, for it was
only the other day a young Jewess was telling
us how the Lord Jesus had died for her, and
how He had saved her from hersins. But we
who are sinners of the Gentiles should have
not one hope for mercy were it not for God’s
great word—iw/hosoever,
“Whosoever” means Jew or Gentile, every-
body, anybody, old or young, good or bad,
either the high and noble,orthepoor and the
base. Yes! thank God for His word—who-
soever. It is God's own gracious word [or us
all. And not only is this word Ged's, but it
is also Jesus Christ’s, Ilis Son’s word. God
so loved the world that He gave His Son.
Jesus came to save us, and He set Himself to
accomplish the work of salvation, and who-
soever believes on Him has life eternal.
Did you ever think of our Lord thus speak-
ing to Nicodemus, explaining to him how Ile
was to be lifted up, as Moses lifted up the
serpent {n the wilderness ? Asthe days of His
life on carth passed by, the Lord had His
being lifted up constantly before Him. Many
did not believe who He was before Iis cross:
still the gracious Saviour died that whosoczer
believeth in Him should not perish, but have
everlasting life. Many at this moment do not
believe on Him but still, for all, the fulncss
of this gracious word stands as Ile said it.
Let me turn to you, dear young (riend, who
have not yet believed on the Lord Jesus to
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the saving of your soul. Unless you believe
you cannot be saved. ‘T'here was only one
way of life and salvation from decath for the
Israclites who were bitten—the brazen ser-
pent,and looking upon it. Though the serpent
was lifted up, though the sun shone brightly
upon it, though hundreds of others might
have looked and been healed, still unless the
bitten man or child looked for himself there
could be neither lifc nor salvation.

Two things would be required in order to
make people bitten by the fiery serpent look
to the serpent of brass. One, the belief that
they were bitten ; the other belief, that whal
God said about looking was true. And so it

is this very day. Somc do not look to Jesus
crucified for sinners, because they do not be-
lieve they are lost and ready to perish ; others
feel they are sinners, but do not believe what
God says about His Son dying for sinncrs.
Now, lct us learn a little lesson (rom our
picture. Someof the bitien people are look-
ing—some are not. Some seem to prefer to
dicthan lo look. A mother is holding up her
little child that it may look, and some point
others to theserpent of brass, as if to persuade
them to look. But do youknow who must look
in order to live? The person who is bitten.
So it is with you. Your fricnds cannot look
for you. If you hadtolind anythingby look-
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ing for it, your own eyes would have to search
for it. No one else could look in yourstead.
So it is with the look of faith. You yourself
must believe on the Lord Jesus; you must be-
lieve what God tells youconcerning sin—yes,
your sin, and the needs be for His Son todie
to putaway your sins. Wecan onlypointyou
to Jesus; we can onlyentreat youtolook unto
Him and be saved; more than this we can-
not do.

Now our Lord has died, and is risen again.
He has suffered; He hasbeen lifted up. All
those sorrows of His are passed, and it is His
joy to welcome every one who comes to Him,
and this brings us back to the beginning of
our little talk with you: Heis the Manna,the
Bread from heaven, for all His people. May
each one find more and more joy in Him, and
find Him fresh to their hearts everyday of this
wilderness journey !

THE ENGLISH NEW TESTAMENT

AT OXFORD.

YOU remember that just a year after the

first bales of goods containing English
New Testaments were put ashore in this
country, an order was given by the great
cardinal that London and the neighbouring
country shonld bediligentlysearched for for-
bidden books, and all who possessed them
were called upon to give them up. It must
have been a pitiful sight to see the poor
country folk, who had spent their hardly-
earned savings upon a book which, difficult
though it might be to them to read it, yet
contained God’s message to them in their
own mother tongue, coming one by one to
deliver up their treasure that it might be
cast into the flames. DBut the order was not
lightly to be disobeyed, and the search was
carried on so vigorously that but few hiding-
places could remain undiscovered,

One of the first places visited by theoflicers
who had charge of this business was the
house of a curate, named Garratt, who lived
in Honey Lane, a narrow street hard by
Cheapside.

In order that you may see how real was the
danger at this time, and how much faith
was needed by any who desired to obey God

rather than man, we will look back a little
and see what Garratt had been doing, and
why his house should be one of the first to
be visited.

Some months before, when the Dutch
tradem had been seeking a safe resting-place
for a number of Testaments which they
had conveyed to London, Garratt, a faithful,
though timid man, had quietly come forward
and offered to take them into his house.
There the English books, which were soon
to become so dangerous to any who har-
bourad them, were stowed away, and the
good curate kept anxious watch over the
treasure entrusted to his care. Already well
known to the poor by his simple sermons,
preached in the old church of All Hallows,
in the City, Garratt soon attracted an un-
welcome amount of attention by holding
meetings for reading the Scriptures. Then,
becoming bolder by degrees, he sold the
Testaments of which he had taken charge,
to any who would buy them,and even carried
them from place to place, offering them to
the country folk in the neighbouring villages.
It is not wonderful, then, that the officers ap-
pointed to search for forbidden books should
soonhavefound theirwaytoHoney Lane. All
was done very suddenlyand without warning.
The proclamation had hardly been made be-
fore the search began, and when Garratt’s
house wasvisitedthemaster wasabsent. After
vainly seeking for him at the house of Man-
mouth,thegood merchantwhohadbefriended
Tyndale on his coming to London, the offi-
cers heard that he had probably gone off to
Oxford to sell his books there. To Oxford,
therefore, they proceeded.

You will rememberthatat Cambridge there
were many scholars and students who had
received the word of God as good seed in
their hearts, and who loved to read the Greek
Testamentof Erasmus togetherin their quiet
meetingsatthe White House. Someof them,
among the rest Tyndale’s [riend John Fryth,
had lately removed to Oxford, for Wolsey,
who loved learning and was always a (riend
to learned men, had founded a college there,
in which he took great interest.

Little knowing what would result from his
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efforts to obtain the services of ripe scholars
for his new college, he removed thither some
of the most noted of the Cambridge men,
who brought with them to their new home
at Cardinal’'sCollege aknowledge betterthan
the human learning for which they #re so
famous.

In the city of Oxford, then, Garratt was
selling his books to ready buyers when
news was brought him that the oflicers of
Wolsey were close upon his track. Greatly
alarmed, he hastened to the house of his
friend Anthony Delaber, who himself tells
the story of his distress. Advised by him,
Garratt, under another name, left Oxford un-
observed, and set out across the country,
hoping to find refuge with a brotherof Dela-
ber’s in Dorsetshire, until he could get safely
over sea ; for in England he could nolonger
remain.

\When Garratt had left him Delaber pro-
ceeded to collect all his forbidden books, for
besides a stock of English Testamentshehad
several of Luther's works in his possession.
Having securely concealed these within a
secret recess in the walls of his chamber, he
left his rooms for others, taking with him the
Testament of Erasmus and a IFrench com-
mentary on the gospel of St. Luke.

Meanwhile Garratt, on his way to Dorset-
shire, carrying a letter from Delaber to his
brother, was in sore trouble and perplexity.
The more he thought of the plan for his
safety which had been devised by his friend
Anthony, the more unworthy of a servant of
Christdid it seem. e knew thathis friend's
brother, to whom he was going, under a
feigned name, to offer himselfl as curate, was
one who would have no sympathy with a
‘“known man," as the friends of the gospel
began to be called. If he were to enter his
service, even for a dime, would he not be
obliged to deny his faith, and follow many
practices which his conscience told him were
contrary to the truth as he had learned it?
Nay, would he not be obliged even to teach
to others what he did not himself believe ?

Verily it would be better for him to go to
prison or to death than to take such a way of
escape; and after long conflict (forthey were

no imaginary dangers which he must face if
he would be faithful) Garratt’s mind was
made up. Retracing his steps, he went back
to Oxford, and quietly retired to rest. That
same night he was taken from his bed and
locked into a room in Cardinal’s College,
while news of his arrest was sent to Wolsey.

Garratt contrived to escape, however, and
found his way to the new rooms occupied by
Delaber, who was much surprised to see him,
believing him to be in safety with his brother.

With surprise was mingled alarm, both for
himself and his friend, for Garratt had not
come alone, but was accompanied by a ser-
vant of the college who had shown him the
way. ‘‘Alas, Master Garratt,” Anthony said,
hastily, * you have ruined us both.”

The poor curate stood before him trem-
bling, and besought him to save him. ¢ With
deep sighs and plenty of tears he prayed
me,” said Delaber afterwards, in describing
the scene, ‘““to help to convey him away,
and so he cast off his hood and his gown
wherein he came to me, and desired me to
give him a coat with sleeves, if I had any ;
and told me that he would go into Wales,
and thence convey himsell to Germany il he
might. Then I put on him asleeved coat of
mine, of fine cloth in grain, which my mother
had given me. He would have another cap
of me, but I had none but priestlike, such as
his own was. Then kneeled we down to-
gether on our knees, lifting up our hearts
and hands to God our heavenly Ifather,
desiring Him with plenty of tears so to con-
duct and prosper him in his journey that he
might well escape the danger of his enemies,
to the glory of Fis holy Name, if His good
plcasure and will so were. And then we
embraced and kissed one another,and so he
departed from me apparelled in my coat.

“When Master Garratt had gone down the
stairs from my chamber, I straightways did
shut my chamber door, and went into my
study. shutting the door unto me, and took
the New Testament in my hands, kneeled
down on my knees, and with many a deep
sigh and salt tear I did with much delibera-
tion recad over the tenth chapter of St.
Matthew’s gospel. And when I had so done,

R—
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with fervent prayer I did commit unto God
our dearly beloved brother Garratt, earnestly
beseeching Himinand for Jesus Christ’ssake,
His only begotten Son our Lord, that He
would vouchsafe not only safely to conduct
and keep our saiddearbrother fromthe hands
of all his enemies, but also that He would en-
due His tender and lately-born little flock
in Oxford with heavenly strength by His Holy
Spirit; that they'might be well able thereby |
valiantly to withstand to His glory all their |
fierceenemies, andalsomightquietly, to their |
own salvation, with all godly patience bear
Christ’s heavy cross, which I now saw was
presentlyto belaidupontheir youngand weak
backs, unable to bear so huge a one without
the great help of His Holy Spirit. This done,
I laid aside my book safe.”

If you read the tenth chapter of St. Mat-
thew, you will see that the Lord Jesus Christ
spoke to His disciples of how they should
be persecuted, and told them plainly that
they should be hatedof all men for His name’s
sake; for the disciple was to be as his Master.
Is it not touching to think of Delaber thus
in his hour of fear and danger, turning to
this chapter, and reading the words in which
the disciples were warned to expect persecu-
tion, even unto death; yet encouraged to
have no fear of those that kill the body, but
cannot kill the soul ? That promise of the
Lord to those who were faithful, * Whoso-
ever shall confess Me before men, him will
I also confess before My Father which is in
heaven,” must have been very sweet to him.

Next day, while the news of Garratt’s
flight was received with deep thankfulness
by his friends, the offlicers of Wolsey were
filled with dismay. They knew not how to
justify themselves for allowing their prisoner
to escape. Delaber, fearing that the servant
who had brought Garratt to his rooms would
betray him, spent the time in the company
of his brethren, who, when they saw him
pale and trembling, could only commend
him to the care of God. If it were known
that he had helped his friend to escape, no
doubt heavy vengeance would fall upon him.
Venturing at last to return to his rooms,

Delaber started back in astonishment and

dread; the door which he had carefully locked
behind him was open, and all his furniture
was in confusion, and his bed-clothes were
scattered about the floor. While he stood
wondering, a monk came to tell him that
armed men had brokeninto his rooms during
the night, and had even pierced his mattress
with their swords in their endeavour to make
sure that Garratt was not concealed some-
where. He went on to say that he had been
sent to conduct Delaber to the prior. When
brought before him, he confessed that Garratt
had been with himthe day before,but neither
the prior nor Bishop Tonstall, before whom
he wasnext brought, could induce him to say
anything more.

After trying to move him by threats of im-
prisonment and torture, they gave orders that
he should be placed in the stocks, and so left
him.

When Delaber, now two years ago, had
sought the [riendshipofoneof theCambridge
gospellers whom Wolsey had brought to his
college,beseeching that hemight bewith him
as a son with a father, he had received faithful
warning of what mightawaithim.* Alas,” said
his friend, pityingly, ‘‘you know not what you
ask! MNyteaching is pleasant to you now, but
the time will comewhen God will laythe cross
of persecution upon you; you will dragged
before bishops, your name will be covered
with shame in this world, and all who love
you will be heart-broken on account of you.”

‘“Surely,” thought Anthony, “the time
whereof he spoke has comenow;"” and, with
many a groan, he prayed to God to grant him
to be faithful, and to give him courage to die
ratherthanbetrayhisbrethren,forhe believed
that by his means Wolsey would seek to dis-
cover how far the contagion of heresy had
spread among the scholars of Cardinal’s
College, and from them throughout Oxford.

YouU are not called to be martyrs for Christ’s
name, but none the less arc you called to be
faithful to Him. As we are faithful in little
things, so shall we be in great things. Do
you think the noble men who dies to Christ
could have done so had they not /e Christ ?
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BIBLE TREES AND BIBLE TRUTHS.
VI.—THE PLANT OF RENOWN.

IN our previous papers we looked at Israel
as having failed in every way to meet the
mind of God. Lctus go backin our thoughts
some tSoo years. Fourthousand long years
of this world’s sad history have rolled away,
and now God is about to test man in a new
and different way—in other words, He is
about tocommence a new dispensation. With
this new dispensation we will connecta sym-
bolictree, ‘““the plantof renown,” and whom
this plant represents we shall presently see.
God in His fresh dealings with man was

not looking for fruit from man, as under the
law. Instead of looking to man as such for

Then, what a suitabie place for rest is a
shady tree! Jesus said, ‘** Come unto Me,
and I will give you rest”; and the one who
has come to Him can say, in Old Testament
language, ‘‘I sat under His shadow with
great delight, and His fruit was sweet to my
taste.”

Thus we find the seven things—root, stem,
bough, branch, fruit, leaf, and shade—are all
in Jesus.

Since Christcame to the earth God has not
been looking to man in his nature state for
fruit. Israel was God’s sample tree. The
olive failed to give light, the vine to give joy,
and the fig to produce sweetness. You re-
member how John, the forerunner of Jesus,

frvit, He planted, as
it were, His own tree,
‘““whose [ruit was in
itself,” and this was
none other than His
only begotten and
well-beloved Son.

If you will find the
reference to the texts
printed in this skele-
ton tree, you will see
that the allusions to
the Saviour as a tree
are full of meaning.

The first part of a

said to the people of
Israel, “The axe is
laid unto the root of
the tree: therefore
every tree that bring-
eth not forth good fruit
is hewn down and cast
into the fire.”

Jesus, on the con-
trary, had during the
years of His ministry
on earth always al-
forded infinite delight
to His Father. He
could truly say, “I al-

.- -—

tree is its roof. Of the

ways dothe things that

Lord it is said He was a “ root out of a dry | please Him.” Ilc had brought “forth fruit in

ground,” also * the root of David.”
Second, its sfem. Jesus is said to be ‘‘ the
stem of Jesse.”

His season.” How good is fruitin its season!

' So with Jesus, everything was perfect. At the

end of Iis wonderful life and ministry, He,

Thirdly, the dongh shooting out from the | of His own perfect will, ‘ offered Himsell

stem. He is said to be ‘* a fruitful bough.”

From the bough there spring the tender
dranches. So we read of ‘‘the man whose
name is the Branch.”

The next thing we look for in a tree is
Jruif. And, oh ! what a contrast is Jesus to
Israel! Instead of looking for fruit and find-
ing none, we read : ‘ He shall be like a tree
planted by the rivers of walers, that bringeth
forth his fruit in his season.”

Thenthetreerequirestobeclothed with zer-
dure:soof Jesus, the ‘‘godly man" of Psalmi.,
it is said ‘* His leaf also shall not wither.”

without spot to God.” His life was taken
from the earth, and the next time we read of
Him, under the figureof a tree, wefind Him
as blooming in the paradisc of God.

Thus ended this fresh dealing of God with
man—God, full of love, had given His Son,
who perfectly revealedthe Father,and showed
unmistakably that man was lost indeed, and
full of bitter enmity and hatred against per-
fectandinfinite goodness. Such conducton
the part of man was enough to change the
love of one less than God into hatred; but
God ‘‘cannot deny Himself."”
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ON FOR NINETY, SIR.

ONE Sunday, the writer was engaged with

some otherchristian workers in Oxford-
shire, going from place to place distributing
tracts and proclaiming the gospel. In driv-
ing into a tolerably large village they found
a group of men assembled necar the green,
whose curiosity was excited by sceing a white
pony and chaise stop in their midst. This
curiosityincreased as one of the strange visi-
tors rose and said, ** \Ve are ambassadors for
Christ, as though God did bescech you byus:
wepray youin Christ's stead, beyereconciled
to God.” (z Cor.v.20.) “Tor God so loved
the world, that He gave His only begotten
Son, that whosoever believeth in Him should
not perish, but have everlasting life.” (John
iii. 16.) **Be it known unto you therefore,
men and brethren, that through this Man is
preached unto you the forgiveness of sins:
and by Him all thatbelieveare justified from
all things.” (Acts xiii. 38.)

That voice rang clearly through the still-
ness, and many were the hearers who stood
attheirgarden gateslistening to the message
of pardon for *‘all mannerof sin®’ (Matt. xii.
31), through faith in the blood of the Lamb.

Anagedwoman,wrappinghershawlaround
her, came slowly down the lane, and taking
up ber position close tothe stepof the chaise,
stoodallbutmotionless,listeningtothe words
of eternal life. She had planted her stick
firmly upon the ground, and leaning forward,
until bent nearly double, was supporting her
whole weight upon the stafT.

As soon as the speaker had finished, he
was curious to know something of this in-
tercsted hearer ; so quietly stepping to the
old dame’s side, said, as he took her hand,
] sce you areleaning upon your stick, mo-
ther; areyouleaning upon Christ, I wonder?™

The aged cyes brightened; the face which
had been turned to the carth was lifted to
the beautiful sunshine, as she answered with
quaint cmphasis, ** That be just what I'm
doing. Leaning on Jesus.”

“So it Is *Thy rod and Thy stall they
comfort me,’ with you?”

“ Ay, it just be, 8ir; it's comfort, it is."”

““Then you have a strong stafl to lean

upon ; lean hard; for you are getting weak,
I sce.”

‘*“ Smartish on for ninety, sir."”

So, just to test her, the following question
was put—** Well, I suppose after so long you
do not want 1o give up your Saviour?”

Ifthe reader could have scen the old lady,
as she straightened her bent frame to its full
height, and gave her reply, all doubt as to
the value of genuine piety would have fled.
¢t Part with my Jesus? Not for the world |
The world ?-—{Iot forten thousand worlds 1"

\We never find a real christian discovering
in old age his faith in Christ to have been
in vain. Here was a poor, simple.minded
creature, “ smartish on for ninety.” who had
proved the truth of God'’s promises during a
long life, and who reckoned her Jesus to be
better than *“ ten thonsand worlds.”

‘ So you have given your heart to Him 2"
continued the preacher.

‘“ Ay! my hecart, my soul, my body—He's
got it all.”

What a happy instance of full and com-
plete trust—all given into the hands of the
Lord Jesus. L.

I AN FEARFUL TO DIE.

SOME years ago, if a stranger had passed

through the pleasant village of G ,
he could scarcely havefailed tonoticecahouse,
standing in its own beautiful grounds, sur-
rounded by clumps of evergreens, while the
flower-beds upon the lawn were bright with
lovely flowers, and he might have thought
the owner of such a home one to be envied.
Al how little we know the real stateof thosc
whom we pass heedlessly by in this journey
of life !

Comc with me to onc of the rooms of this
beautlful house. Standat the doora minute
and listen. Hark! what are those agonised
words repeated over and over again ¢

“I am dying, I am dying, and 1 am fearlul
to die."

Is there no ray of bopo to lighten that
fearful gloom? No, not onel Long hours
has the owner of the houso lain thero, toss-
ing restlessly on his pillow, repeatinyg thosc
terrible words, and none can comfort him.
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A strong, fearless man he has been, with
the indomitable energy of the IMorth from
whence he came, tinging all his life of over
seventy years, during more than thirty of
which he has been a most regular attendant
atchurch. Strictlyhonourablein all his deal-
ings,priding himselfuponablamelesscharaz-
ter, and keeping, as he fancied, the ten com-
mandments as his rule of life.

Well, does not all this avail him now?
Cannot he find comfort in the hour of need
from this same blameless life of so many long
years ? Let his own words answer:—

“I am dying "—it was true; none dared
contradict him—‘1 must meet a holy, holy,
God, and I am fearfal to die.”

It was even so; all those years of self-
righteousness were seen to be valueless now
that the light of eternity was poured upon
them ; all those fortresses of good-doings
werc broken down by one stroke from the
hand of the One who doeth wonders, and he
saw himselfl at last as 2 lost sinner.

For days his distress of soul had been so
great that his attendants knew not what to

0; at last it was suggested that they should
send for a christian neighbour. He came at
once, and was soon scated by thesideof the
poorsufferer,whosehaggardface, surrounded
by masses of iron-grey hair, showed the an-
gaish of his soul. Ilis eyes gleamed with
almost wild intensity as he turned thenm upon
his visitor, and said—

“What must I do? I am dying,and [ am
fearful to die.”

““ You cando nothing,” was the reply; “but
Christ has done for you all that you nced,
all that God rcquires from you. e died upon
the cross as the One who was able and wil-
ling to bear the punishment of vour sins.
1le is alive in the glory now ; e will receive
and pardon you now.”

“But that is not all—it cannot bc all;
have I nothing to do? God is the holy, holy,
holy One; 0%1, I cannot meet Him sol”
This was the poor man’s cry.

For nearly two hours the visitor stayed,
and then left, having placed alarge text with
the words, * By Him all that believe are justi-
fied from all things,” where the eyes of tho

sick man inight rest upon it. Hastening
home in deep anxicty, he wrote at once toa
friend, vho hadbeen greatly used of the Lord
in bringing peace to souls, asking him to visit
Mr. W. He did so, and the result will best
be learned by again taking our stand at the
door of the sick room. As the first visitor
once morc enters he is welcomed with the
words—

*I am glad to see you,” and the former
agonised tones arc changed for thosc of
happy assurance as the sufferer continues,
“1 am not afraid to dic now 1 see that Christ
died for me,and has made me fit to meetGod.
No, I am not afraid now,” and truly the
change in his face told of the change within.
*“To think,” hesaid, ¢ that I have been a re-
ligious man for thirty years, and yet ncver
knew before God's way of salvation!”

Reader, are_yox at pcace as you remember
that you also have to meet a holy God ? L.T.

A TRUE GLASS.

““They that abserve lying vanities forsake their own mercy.”
QUEEN ELIZABETH one day called for
a true glass, saying that she had not

seen one for years. Slie was surrounded by
everything that earth’s glory could give, and
courticrs daily vied with each other in paying
| flattering complimients to her, speaking of
 her youthful beauty and gracefulness. All
who werc present trembled as they heard the
| call for a true glass, anticipating the conse-
| quences, but her command must be oheyed.
| It was brought, and she took it in her royal
| hand ; she gazed upon the truthful reflection
of her own f[eatures, but, instead of finding
the youthful beauty which her flatterers spoke
of, she saw the wrinkles ol old age and the
unniistakable signs of Lier passionato nature.
She only gazed a moment upon it, then
dashed t{;c mirror to shivers upon the ground.
She could not bear the naked truth, .
I have met an old man (pattern of many
others), whose hairis gray and whose stepsare .
faltering; he is evidently near the grave.
The devil, who deceives the whole world.
whispers in his ear that he is so respectable
and even religious that ie nceds no Saviour.

Ie has never donc anybody uny harm, he
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attends church, he is very familiar with his
prayer-book, and if he has committed a few
little sins in his long lifetime they will pass
unnoticed ; on the whole, he is one of the
best men he knows.

There is an old book, called * The Word
of Truth,” which describes him asaccurately
and precisely as a man's natural face is
reflected in a true glass. Does this book
coincide in its description with the flattery
of the devil? No: far from it. Amongst
many terms applied to himthere, we find the
following : * sinner,” ‘ ungodly,” * without
strength” (Rom. v, 6, 8), *“‘lost” (Luke
xix. 10), and a *child of wrath, even as
others” (Eph. ii. 3). Has he never read
this # Yes, he has; but he loves the devil's
lies, and cannot bear the naked truth, there-
fore he finds fault with the book which con-
demns him, and seeks, so far as it is in his
power, to dash it to pieces.

Reader, hear God's word !

* They received not the love of the truth,
thatthey might be saved. And for this cause
God shall send them strong delusion, that
they should believea lie : that they all might
be damned who believed not the truth, but
had pleasure in unrighteousness.” (z Thess.
ii. 10-12.)

The world is [ull of the devil's lying flat-
teries—thousands of souls are beguiled by
him; they tum their ears from the truth,
their minds are filled with fables, they areo
deal to all God's tender, earnest entreaties
of graceand love; they are blinded by Satan,
whois leadingthemon to the fearful moment
when God shall leave men to the lies they
have loved, and to everlasting perdition.
Grieved for their misery, God’s heart yearns
over men with tender love and compassion ;
so great is His love, that *‘ I1e gave ITis only
begoticn Son, that whosoever belisvetb in
Him should not perish, but have everlasting
life”" Now, reader, Ile speaks to you, and
warns you by His word: in it, and there
alone, you have 1118 TRUTH—LAC lruth as to
your state and condition by nature, a god-
lcsn, helpless, hopcless sinnet, and zke /ruth
as to the perfect eternal salvation which God
has provided (or those who are such in

and through Christ Jesus, His blessed Son.
‘Through * belief of the truth” we are saved ;
but those who refuse to receive the love of
the truth that they may be saved will be left
to the lie they have loved, with its fearful
consequence—eternal damnation. Shut out
for ever from the presence of the Lord and
all that scene of eternal glory and blessed-
ness, where believers in Jesus shall have
their place with Him, there will be found
together the maker of thelie (the devil) and
those who have loved it, spite of God's warn-
ings and entreaties. (Rev. xxii. 15.)

“ QO sinner, to the Saviour bow :
The truth believel”

IR
LOVE IN THE LORD.
TWO young christians lived for some time
in the same family, the one as gover-
ness to the children, the other ascompanion
to the aged grandmother, and were, in con-
sequence, much thrown together. The young
governess, who was, in every sense of the
word, alone in the world, conceived a most
ardent affection for the companion, who,
while she loved her friend, yet did so with
far less apparent ardour;. But time passed.
The governess at length possessed a home
of her own, in which her early friend was
ever amost welcome guest. During one of
her visits, the companion,whose health had
given way, suffered almost unceasingly the
most acute pain. One day she proposed that
they should pray together. They did so, and
for the first time alone. The effect was won-
derful,and not ever to be forgotten by either.
Kneeling thus together, close to God, Ilis
lovo was in an especial way shed abroad in
their hearts,and they loved as they had never
loved before.

That friendship, however true, is not per-
fect which is unconsecrated by prayer; and
thefricnds who liave not introduced God into
theirlove, have yet the only satisfying as well
as the sweetest joy to taste. \When once the
fcelingof restraint, which often prevents even
christian(friendsfromtrecalingGod asa Friend
—one to be spoken to not enly in secret—is
removed, there is also removed all lct or
hindrance to true christian love itself.
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That love between David and Jonathan,
which was wonderlul, passing even Lhe love
of women, was it not because of ‘‘the LorD
between meandthee,”as Jonathantouchingly
expresscd it? Did not Jonathan ““strengthen
David's hand in God”? Was it not *the
kindness of the Lord " which he asked from
David for himself and his housc? and was
it not ¢ the kindness of God ” which David
gave? No youthlul love, if merely human,
would ever have attained such strength.

Scarcely less sweet than meeting the Lord
alone is meeting Him in the sweet socicty
of one beloved of Him, It was sweet to be
Mary, who saw Him all alone and (rst on
that day of His resurrection ; but sweet as
well was it, for those two disciples whose
hearts He made to burn within them, on the
cvening of that day. Man's unity is two,
but that of God isthree; and ‘“a three-fold
cord is not quickly broken.” Love in the
Lord is not only the swectest and intensest
love, but it is cternal. E. B—n,

NEARNESS TO CHRIST.

BELOVED christian reader, secck above

all else to knaw Christ as your personal
Friend. Donotconsiderthisanexhortationto
unholy familiarity, since [rom this your spirit
of reverence may well shrink. Trce,the Lord
is high and loft{, and inhabits cternity, and
His pecople are His solely by sovereign grace.
But Jesus stoops, yes, He has stooped to
carth, He has been humbled here, and while
here has called His own His [riends. And
now that ITe, as a Man, is exalted above Lhe
heavens, He is the * same Jesus,” and sceks
of Hls people, loved everlastingly and pur-
chased by His blood for Himsell, the aflec-
tion of their hearts. He secks your heart's
afTection to be devoted to Himself, and you
cannot give this to Hitn unlcss you know Ilim
as He is,

The apostic Paul says, ‘* that I may know
Him "™ e did know llimas his Saviour:
he did knew the victuos of the cleansing
blood, and knew, loo, what his future would
be, ecven glory with Christ in beaven ; bul, as
a man on carth on the way to Christ’s glory,
the apustle says, ** that ] inay know Iim.”

He doces not say, that I may know about
{csus; no, he sought to know Him Himsclf.
Vhat hallowed companionship does this de-
sircindicate! Whatlike-mindedness withthe
Lord in histhoughtsand ways. We feel that
when a man can thus speak, the Lord haslet
His servant into His secrets, and opened to
him His counsels.

Now, as we cannot know an carthly person-
agesave by being in his company,so must we
be in the company of our Lord, if we would
know Him. Those hours of ourlives, which
are spent in meditation and communion are
our golden scasons. Seek for times for medi-
tation, if you would not live a life of exterior
christianity. .There is such a vanily under
the sun, as the whir) of religious excitement,
and a christian may lose heart-touch of Christ
by reason of rounds of services and religious
work. In theolden days when our Lord was
here on carth, He bade His disciples enter
intotheirinner chamber,shuttheir doors and
praytotheir Fatherin secret. Oh! what need
i5s there in this day of specd for us to do like-
wise.

“ Christseems tometodwell upstairs while
Ilive downstairs,” a christian once said to us.
It was notlo that believer, at that moment, as
if Christ and the christian were in the same
room. That christian knew Him personally
astheSaviour,and His personal care and love;
but the heart-touch was somehow lacking.

The christian will not be the less practical
in his daily duties, nor will he be an un-
natural person in his relationships in life, if
he be recally in the friendship of his Lord.
The Lord's life on carth witnesses to what
Ilis people should be. Whercver He went
He shed His heavenly light. IHis light made
manilest the surrounding darkness, but in
its shining the disciples walked.

\We were observing a little glowworm the
other evening. The creature was like a starof
heaven shining on the dark bank whereon it
crept, and as weconsidered itssilvery star-like
way, we thought of the christian shining with
hcavenly brightness wbile slowly pacing this
dark carth. Ours should be a heavenly light
in a dark world, and as Christ is dwelling in
our hearts by faith so will the truoc light shine.




Farturur \Wonrbps.

134
IT IS NO DELUSION.
J . D., a gay, carcless young man, possessed |
rarecmental powers, but hewasan infidel. |
Atthe age of twenty-four a [atal sickness Jaid
its relentless grasp upon him, and it was but
too cvident that his days wero numbered.

Christian friends tried to bring to bear|
upon his mind the great realities of cternity,
but he only turned a deaf car, or by his subtle
arguments gained a seeming victory. DBut
God's ways are notas our ways, and e who
gave up His only Son to die for sinners was |
about todraw this young man to Himself ina |
most marvellous way.

After a day of severe suffering he fell intoa
troubled sleep, and drcamed that he was
standing on the top of a mountain which he
had often climbed when a boy. Allaround,
the well-known scene presented itself to his
view, but he seemed to be hemmed in on
cvery side; what the barrier was he could not
tell, he only knew that there scermed no way
of escape. Instinctivelyglancing upwards, he
saw the form of One wearing a crown of
thorns on His brow, and carzying in His hand
a scroll, on which was written in letters of
red, ** Escape for thy life.”

** Where, Lord, where?” the young man
asked, in eager haste.

*Yonder,” He answered, pointing to a
cross—and the drcamer awoke.

Sittinguprightin hisbed, hecried, ¢ Where
is He?"

**Who ?" said the nurse.

*The Saviour ; 1 bave seen Him—give me
a Bible.”

Theexertionbroughtona violent paroxysm |
of coughing, and he lay for some time cx-
hausted. The nurse advised him to try and
slcep again.

“] cannot,” ho said; “ 1 may awake in
hell.”

Big drops of perspiration stood upon his
brow, and the expression of his face told of
the agony within, as he requested the nurse
toread about the death of Christ, The nurse
read from the Gospel by Sl.d)ohn, and, as she
camclolho:ewoné)rouswor JHtisfinished,”
the listener stopped her. ** Read that again,

repcated, he whispered, slowlyand distinctly,
" Yes, it is finished ; I am a guilty sinner, but
Jesus has done it all for me.”

The light shone like a lightning flash into
his soul, and enabled him to venture his all,
(ortime and for eternity, at once upon Christ,
who had finished the work of salvation for
| sinners upon the cross. He desired that his
mother, who had long prayed for him, should
be called, and, as she knelt by the bedside,
| mother and son mingled their teaes of joy.

JamesD. rallied a little alter this, and lived
for some weeks, bearing a bright testimony
to the grace of God. lle gathered all bis old
| companions around him, and declared what
the Lord had done for his soul.

*‘Nonsense,” said one, ‘I thouglitas youdo
once, but I have found it was all a delusion!”

*« It is no delusion, but a reality,” replied
James; ‘“ like me, you must meet God, and
nothing but Christ will avail you then.”

James entreated them to come, and prayed
carnestlyforthem. Thatprayer wasanswered
for two of his friends, and but a short time
ago they also departed to be with the Lord.

In tlie few short weeks during which J. D,
lingered, his growth in the knowledge of
divine things was rapid. Hisone theme was
Jesus. Ile nevertired of speaking of the Lord
who had doneso much for him.

Theday beforehis death hesaid toafriend,
*1 have now my greatest joy and deepest
sorrow ; my joy is that Christ has done so
much for me, and my sorrow that I have
nothing but a wasted fil’e to give Him.”

But nothing wassu(Tered tocloud his bright
spirit; as onewho was permitted to see the
end sald, ' death was not tho name for it; it
was a triumphant victory."”

Reader, theliving Saviour addresses you to
tis cross and death. ““ And I, if I be lifted
up from the earth, willdraw all men unto Me ”
John xii.32), were Ilis words before e suf-
fered, and now Ho lives in the glory, and
whoever believes on 11im who died and rose
agalnshall, like J.D.,gowhere Christls.  k.x.

“This man, after Ile had offered one
sacrifice for sins for ever, sat down on the

please,” he said, and, as the words were

right hand of God.” (lleb. x. 132.)
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MAN CANNOT SAVE HIMSELF.

ALAS, alas, how hard it isto lead the proud

heart of man to believe that which God
saysabout him! ‘“Lost” isone of the hardest
words that an unsaved sinner can spell. By
common consent sinners declare it does not
mean what it describes. 1[ people really be-
lieved they were lost, they would not find it
so difficult to believe what it is to be saved ;
for when a man knows what /s means, he
soon learns the mecaning of saved. Most
people think they are half or at most three-
parts lost, not altogether lost; that they will
not believe. They funcythey have an oar to
cling to, or a lifc-belt on, or something that
belongsto the old ship self, to support them;;
hence, when God's salvation is presented to
them, they do not regard it as the absolute
and perfect thing which it is.

Partlyowing to this latent sclf-trust, which
is the very bone and blood of man, we find
God letting the sinner feel what sinking is.
Ilence what soul-agony some pass through,
what groanings, what despair! The heavens
seem brass above them, and God one who
will not hear. They cryand agonize, but re-
main struggling and sinking, as they believe,
into hell itself. If the sinner would give it
all up and accept God's sentence, he would
soon know thatthe Son of man came to seck
and to save that which was lost.

A friend of ours, whois a rcmarkably good
gwimmer, and who had rescued the lives of
many, saw onc day, as he was passing over
a bridge, 2 man in the river bencath him,
Many were looklng on at the struggles of
the hapless man and listening to his cries.
People may argue about what the lost slate of
a slnner is, but no one who was drowning in
aswift river would be in the mood to discuss
whether he was or was not lost. The realiza-
tion of his position would effectually dispose
ol arguments| Our frlend threw aside his
coat, leapcd off the bridge, and swam up
to the drowning mun. Ide snatched at the
casy swimmer, who bade him be still. Our
friend’s command to the man to be still was
of no avail. Ilewould not unreservedly sub-
mit himself 10 bu rescued, and it was Im-
possible to save the man so long ashe would

scek to help himsell bysnatching atthe swim-
mer. \What was to be done? Much to the
indignation of the crowd on the bridge and
river-banks, our friend left the drowning man
as it were to his fate,andthen turning towards
him, struck him with his fist a heavy blow
and so rendercd him insensible.

“Shamel shame!” criedthe people, butonly
to exchange their judgment for admiration
as,a moment later, they saw the strong swim-
mer put his hand under the now subject man
and bring him to shore.

“‘I could not have saved him in any other
way,” was our fricnd's answer to the many
inquiries for his motive.

It is not according to God that a man
should know that he is saved, all the while
he is struggling to save himself, and God
docs at times allow most severe blows to fall
upon the struggling sinner in order to make
hiin submit to the rightcousness of God. But
the severity springs f[rom love to the sinner,
On the other hand, where there is obedience
to the word, the sinner learns quickly what
God's salvation is. The first difficulty with
the soul isto lead it to believe the danger of
being lost, and the next to believe that sal-
vation is wholly of the Lord: not partly of
the Lord, partly of sell. [Sirst we have to
seek to awaken the sinner to the sense of his
danger, to awaken him from the sleep which
must cnd in everlasting death ; and next to
prove to him from the word of God that
Christ, and Christ only, can save him.

There are some who are foolish enough
to suppose that they can save themselves.
Such sinners do not believe they are lost.
They disbelieve the plain language of the
word of God ubout their condition in Ilis
sight. Such pcople will never get to heaven,
wherethe song is sung, **Worthyis the Lamb
that was slain,”” Their heaven would be like
their earth ; their earth hasforits song, *“ We
are not so bad as others, we arc moral, reli-
gious, pious, we arcworthy,” Alas, alas| the
end of this self-righteousness will be weep-
ing and walling and gnashing of tecth., Why
did Jesus die ? why was Ile slain ? why
did He shed His blood ? was it that we
might save ourselves by our own works ?
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It was *“ notby works of righteousness which
we have done” (Tit. iii. §), says the Scrip-
ture; ‘' Not of works” (Eph. ii. g). but ac-
cording to God's mercy, and by llis grace
we are saved.

\We were speaking the other day to a man
about the safvatlon of his sovl. **Arc you
saved 2"’ we said. -

*“Well,” he replied, *“I go to church regu-
larly, and live right as near as1 can; what
more can 1 do?"” ** Have you ever thought
of these words,” we said, “*the blood of
Christ 7’ What dc they mean ?" Reader,
seck carnestly to know what these solemn,
yet precious words, " the blood of Christ,”
mean. \Vhen you are taught the meaning of
them by God the Holy Spirit, you will never
wish to speak again of saving yourself, or of
your own righteousness, but vou will love to
extol the name of Jesus the Saviour. \When
the apostle Paul had cast aside his own
righteousness. his grateful heart delighted
in saying, ** This is a faithful saying. and
worthy of all acceptation, that Christ Jesus
cameintothe world tosavesinners; of whom
Iamchiel.” (s Tim.i.15.) Brightandblessed
words, ‘*worthy of all acceptation | Have
you accepted them ? Iiave you humbly and
with deep gratitude reccived them? Can you
s2y, Yes, Christ Jesus came into the world to
save sinners; I am a sinner, and 1 was a lost
sinner, a perishing sinner, but Ii¢ has saved
me. _

LIGHT.
“Brixng it into the light,” we say, when we
have to decide on the real character of that
which is under our eye, *‘ this place is too
dark for us to judge as to its actual nature
and worth.” So may wesay of our work for
God, orofourwaysone with another, *‘Bring
itinto the light.” Norigl:t estimate of what
we are, or of what we do, ¢an be formed in
a dark place. As christians, we are called
to shun the dark place, as well as dark
dceds, dark words, and dark thoughts: *“God
is light, and in Him is no datkness at all;
and if we walk in the light as llc is in the
light, we have fellowship with one another,
and the blood of Jesus Christ His Son
cleanscth us from all sin.”” Theonly placeto

judge rightly of what we are and what we do
1s the light.

SOMETHING WORTH FIGHTING FOR,
lN the first book of Chronicles we read of
David’s mighty men. David was the
Lord's anointed, the king Jehovah had set up
—a type to us of our Lord. These mighty
captainsofthe kinghave someof theirchoice
deeds recorded in the cleventh chapter, and
among their great victories is told that of
Eleazer, who stood with David when “‘the
Philistines were gathered together to battle,
where was a parcel of ground (ul!l of barley.”
This barley field was worth fizhting for, for it
was the people’s food. ** And the people fled
from before the Philistines,” even as timid
saintsofGodtothisdayfleefromthefoe. They
live by every word which procecdcth out of
the mouth of God, but they fleec from before
the foe who would deprive them of their food.
Now the mighty man who is near David
will fight for the ** parcel of ground full of
barley.” Itisafruitful piece, it must not be
lost. **And they set themselves in the midst
of that parcel and delivered it.” This was
grand.They deliveredthefood ofGod’s people
from the foe; **and the Lord saved them by
a great deliverance,” Hear this, christian
soldiers; up, fight for the food of the people
—thetruth of God. Deliver you the truth of
God from their hands; do not think of your
ease and comfort, or of yourdanger, and the
Lord will save you by a great deliverance.

e
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The Young King and the Lost Book.

\VHEN King Josiah had reigned twelve

years in Jerusalem he began the great
work of his life. When he began, he did not
leave off, he **turned not aside to the right
hand or to theleft,” and did the work which
God had given him to do for Him.

You remember how much God had to say
to His people about their sin in making gods
for themsclves. They had set up imagesto
the sun-god and the moon-god in groves of
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beautiful trecs, and there they went to praise
these falsc gods and to pray to them.

King Josiah might have done as his (ather
did, and have praised these gods of wood and
of stone, and bowed himself down before
them, but God had put a different spirit into
him. Listen to what is written in the Bible
about him. ““Intheceighth yearof his rcign,
whilc he was yet young, he began to seek
alter the God of David his father: and in
the twelfth yecar he began to purge Judah
and Jerusalem from the high places, and the
groves, and the carved images.”

So this wasthe work which the king began
in the twellth year of his reign. He had
learmed to know the true God, and he would
haveno imagesto false godssct upin hisland;
but broke them all 1o pieces, and cut down
the groves of trees where they used to stand.

But how did King Josiah know the true
God? Youknow the Lord has said, “ Those
who seek Me early shall find Me.” How old
wa;r] osiah when he began to seck alter God ?

o was about sixteen years old, and he
was about twenty—quite a grown man—when
he began to throw down the images and
break them in pieces.

You are quite right. But do not [orget
that long before this king had any thought
of secking after God, God had been sceking
him, knocking at the door of his childish
heart, and spcaking to him in words of love
and pity.

How do we know this? Does it sayso in
the Bible ?

Not exaclly in this place, but in many
other parts of the Bible, wo learn that the
heart, even of a child, by nature turns away
from God, not to IHim.

How long did Josiah the king take to de-
stroy all the idols ? And what did he donext,
to serve God ? '

He took six years to destroy the idols,
forallthat time he was going round thecoun-
try to distant cities, so that no idols should
be-left.anywhere. Vhen he had destroyed
them all; he returned to ‘Jerusalem, and he
thought a great deal about the house of God
there, that beautlfultemplewhlch King Solo-
mon had built,

Why did he think about the temple ?

Becauseitwas broken downinmany places.
While the people had been making beautiful
groves and altars for the false gods. they had
allowed God's house to fall into decay. Just
as King David had desircd to build a house
for the Lord. so now this king, who walked
in his ways, wished to restore His house, and
make it beautiful again.

So that was the next work which he did,
after he had taken away the idols from the
land ?

Yes, King Josiah could not do this work
with his own hands, but he spoke to some of
hischiefmen,and toldthem to use the money
which the people had given lor the house of
God, to pay the workmen, and to buy stone
and wood to mend the broken places. Some
of the workmen only carried loads, and
helped those who were building; but a beau-
tiful thing is written in God’s Book about the
men who did this work about the house of
the Lord. *They did the work fuith/fully.”

What does that mean? And why does
God tell us about it ?

It means that there was no nced for any-
one to mind the men at their work: they
knew that the eye of God was upon them,
and they did all they were doing in the
very best way they could, not leaving any bad
places where they thought itmightnot show.
And no one was idle or half-hearted about
his work.

It was just then that the treasure of which
we were spcaking was found. It was the high-
priest whofound it.- He said, ‘I have found
the book of the law in the house of the Lord,”
and he gaveit to Shaphan, the scribe, and he
rcad it before the king.

Ob, that is what the picture is about. 1Is
that roll of paper the book of the law ?

Yes; all books looked much like rolls of
paper at that time. The book of thelaw was
thesameto the people of Judah as the Bible
istous,foritwasall that God had given them
of Higsword. You know He has givenus a
great deal more; but, whether much or little,
wvery word of God is precious.

But the king looks rather (rightened, and
not at all glad.
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Ah, that is because he was thinking of how
displeased God must be with His people for
having forgotten Him so long. \When the
king heard the words of the book of the law
he rent his clothes.

\Why was that ?

To show his grief. Then he sent a mes-
sage, and said, ** Goye, enquire of the Lord for
me, and for the people, and for all Judah,
concerning the words of this book that is
found: for great is the wrath of the Lord that
iskindled against us, becauseour fathers have
not hearkened unto the words of this book, to
do according unto all that which is written
concemming us."”

This was the message. The word which
God sent back in answer was verysolemn and
dreadful in the first part, like those messages
which He was sending by His prophet to the
people. God said Ile was very, very angry
with His people because they had forsaken
Him and gone alter other gods, and He said
He was going to bring trouble and sorrow
upon them.

But was that all the message ?

No; the last part was for King Josiah, and
these were the words which God sent to him:
* Because thine heart was tender, and thou
hast humbled thyself before the Lord, when
thou heardest what Ispake against this place,
and against the inhabitants thereof, . . . and
hast rent thy clothes, and wept before Me ; 1
also have heard thee, saith the Lord. Behold
therefore, 1 will gathar thee unto thy fathers,
and thou shalt be gathered into thy grave in
peace; and thine eyes shall not see all the
evil which I will bring upon this place.”

When you are older you will be able to
read in the second book of Kings and the
second book of Chronicles much more about
the reign of the boy-king Josiah, of whom it
is written, * Like unto him was there no king
before him, that turned to the Lord withall his
heart, and with all his soul, and with all his
might, according to all the law of Moses (you
know that was the Bible then); neitheralfter
him arose there any like him.” Many kings
have received praise of men: this king re-
ceived praise of God, in His word, which
lasts for ever. L.

BIBLE TREES AND BIBLE TRUTHS.
VIL.—THE MUSTARD TREE.
IN our last paper we saw that the death of

Jesus, the“Plant of Renown,” terminated
the period during which God sought to win
back to Himself the confidence of His re-
bellious creatures. Man having proved fruit-
less even when the Son of God was on earth,
God has henceforth concluded all men every-
where as both dead and lost.

A newand fresh action of His grace com-
menced nearly two thousand years ago—just
a short time after Jesus had gone out of the
world. This new period is one of pure, rich
sovereign grace. Thatis, it isa period when
God is freely and fully bestowing infinite
blessings on all who believe on His Son, the
Lord Jesus Christ.

This period commenced in a wonderful
way. Asmallcompany of despised followers
of the lowly Jesus were assembled together
in an upper room in the city of Jerusalem.
 Suddenly there came a sound from heaven
as of a rushing mighty wind, and it filled all
the house wherethey weresitting; and there
appeared unto them cloven tongues like as of
fire, and itsatuponeach of them.” This was
the descent of the Holy Ghost, who baptises
all who believe into one Body, of which the
risen and glorified Christ is the Head. All
who believe are henceforth united one to the
other and to Christ.

After a time, many others, besides the true
believers, pretended to belong to this com-
pany of christians, as they were soon called.
The Lord Jesus had foretold, as we read in
Matthew xiii., that this little beginning would
be like a tiny ** mustard seed, which is the
least of all seeds,” but that, ultimately, it
would growto such proportion, thatthe fowls
of the air would come and *‘lodge in the
branches thereof.”

At first christians were hated and despised
on every hand; they were, in fact, as the
apostle Paul says, ‘the offscouring of all |
things.” Alternot manyyears, however, they
sought and obtained the patronage of the
world, which had formerly persecuted them
cven unto death. Then unbelievers found
their way into the company of true believers.
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The mustard seed was growing into a large
tree, and the fowls of the air were finding an
abiding place in its branches.

This tree must be destroyed as those in
connection with Israel were cut down. Let
us refer to the Epistle to the Romans, where
we Gentiles arc compared to a wild olive tree
grafted into a good one; and we are expressly
warned that, if we do not continue in the
goodness of God, we, too, shall be cut off.
Aswe look through the length and breadth of
christendom, can we say that, as a mass of
people, we have continued in the goodness of
God? Surely not! IHHence judgment on
christendom is coming, and will fall un-
sparinglyon all who name the name of Christ
with the lips, but who possess Him not in the
heart.

This remarkable period, during which our
lot is cast, is now hasting to a close. What
will transpire afterwards we hope to see in
our next paper. H. N,

How little Joe was made Happy.

DEAR young Friends,—Perhaps you have

read a story such as this before. 1am
going to tell you of a little boy whom the
Lord Jesus made happy, and then took home
to be with Himself. {wondcr whether you
know that your sins are forgiven, and if the
Lord Jesus has made you happy ? The dear
little boy of whom I now write knsw the for-
giveness of his sins; and if you have never
thought about this before, I hope you will
do so as you read this paper.

One bright summer e¢vening, two friends
and I were walking leisurely across tho fields
on our way home, when we came to a little
gate,andas we did so Joe B. sprang forward
to open it for us, touching his hat respect-
fully as we passed. So bright and happy did
he look as hestood there | we little thought
we were goinlg to speak to him for the last
time; yect so it was. ‘Ilow is grandfather
to-day ?" one of us asked before we passed

on. *Very poorly, thank you, sir,” answered
the boy; *‘he seems worse to-night.”

Now I musttell you something about Joe’s
home ; and perhaps, too, you will like to hear
his age. e waseleven yearsold, and rather
tall; he had a nice, bright face, and was a
sharp, clever lad. Joe lived with his grand-
parents and aunt in a pretty little cottage in
a hollow. He was very happy, for he dearly
loved those with whom he lived.

Joe's grandfather was old and bed-ridden,
and he had long expected that the Lord Jesus
would take him home; he was anxious to go,
too, poor.old man, for he longed to be with
the Saviour he had loved for many years, and
sometimes found the ¢ waiting-time"’ rather
long. Noone thought that the bright, happy
boy of eleven would be the first to go. Yet
such was the case.

Well, as I said, that little talk with Joe was
the last we had. Soon after this we went
away to Scotland, and whilst there reccived
a letter which contained this news: ‘ Poor
Joc B.is very ill. The doctor doubts if he
will recover.” We were very sorry to hear
this ; but were still more sorry when, a day
ortwolater, anotherletter came, which said :
‘“Joe B. died this moming at three o’clock.”
But there was com/ort in this letter, for the
writer added, * Ide had been a christian
aboutthree months,and had confessed Christ
to some of his schoollellows.” Oh, my dear
young friends, could others say the same of”

you were you to be called to dic?

We did not return home till many weeks
after this; but the first Sunday after our
arrival in our own village I went down to the
cottage where Joe had lived, to see his aunt
and to hear something about him. ‘“Was he
hap;g when he died ?*’ I asked.

*“Oh, yes, miss,” she answered. And then,
with many tears, she told me about his con-
version, and the illness which came on soon
after, ending in his death.

She said the first thing that made Joe
think about his soul was the sudden and
solemn death of a woman in the place. The
aunt noticed that for two or thrce days after
this event he went about the house very

silently and quietly, and at last, one night,
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LUTTLE JOE AT TilE GATR.

after he had gone up stairs, and she had
thought him in bed, she heard him call her.
“ Auntie,” said Joe, * won't you come up to
me, | want to speak to you.”

*“ What is it 2"’ she asked.

“Oh, I can'ttell you like that,” he replied ;
“*do come up, auntie.”

So, when she was (ree to do so, the aunt
went up, and then she found poor Joc very
unhappy. It was no wonder that he was so,
for he had found out that he was a sinner,

and he knew that God could not have sin
in Ilis presence, and so he was verysad: he
said he longed for rest, but did not know
how to get it.

So Joe's aunt told the little boy how he
might find rest in Jesus, even by belicving
on I1lim, and she prayed with him, and then
left him.

When little Joe rose in the morning a new
object and a new desire scemed to be befare
him. This those about him could not fail to
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notice. Surely, the object was Christ,and the
desire was to live for ITim. He went about
the cottage singing so loudly and cheerfully
that at last his aunt asked, “ Why do you go
on singing like that, Joe ?” *Oh, auntie, I
can't help it,” said Joe, I am so happy.”

Then the aunt went on to tell me about the
little boy'sillness. Hisauntdid notthinkhim
SO \'ex)'iﬁ, but one evening when she was busy
down below she heard him call {rom hislittle
bed upstairs, and ran quicklyto him. He was
very restless and begged her to come and
hold his hand; he * could not keep it still,”
he said. So she came and sat down beside
him, and stroked the weary littlc hand till he
grew quieter, and then they talked together
about the Lord Jesus.

The aunt did not know it would be the
last talk, hut it comforted her afterwards to
think over it, and to remember what they had
said, and I think the'Lord Jesus Himsell
must have led her to repeat the verse which
she did to Joe, and to ask him vne little
question.

Still stroking bis hand, she said, “ Joe, do
you remember those words, ‘Absent from the
body to be present with the Lord ?* Would
you rather be ‘ present with the Lord’ ?”

“Oh yes, auntie,” he said, *“it would be
far better.”” And sothey talked alittle longer
together, and then Joe'seyes closed wearily,
and at last he quietly slept.

His aunt bent over him, and hearing that
he was breathing regularly, she put the rest-
less little hand down again, and covered him
overtenderly,andlefthim. Then having made
her arrangements for the night, she, too, lay
down and slept.

But about three o’clock in the morning
once more little Joe called her. She quickly
ran to him aﬁnin. He was sitting up in bed,
“So coldl” he said. She wrapped a blanket
carefullyround him, and laid him downagain,
but as she did so, one little sobbing sigh
came from his lips, and dear Joe was gone.

The old grandfather slept peacefully down
below, but Jesus had * called a little child
unto Him.” Yes, little Joe's spirit had gone
to be with the Lord Jesus. It was *far
better® to be with Him, he had said but a

short time before, and now hec was to prove
it so.

Little Joe's body sleeps in the churchyard,
awaiting ‘‘the voice of the archangel and the
trump of God,” when he with all who love the
Lord {esus shall rise quickly and joyfully to
meet Him. R.

IMPRISONED FOR THE TRUTI/I'S SAKE,
AND
BURNING BIBLES.

DELABER and Garratt soon met again,
for although, as you may remember,
Delaber had started on his journey, intending
to find a hiding-place in Wales, he was over-
taken by the cardinal’s messengers when he
had gone only a little way from Oxford,
brought back, and imprisoned along with the
friend who had so resolutely refuscd to betray
him. And now in the quiet university areign
of terror began; thesearch for English Tes-
taments continued, and all with whom they
were found were counted guilty of heresy.
It was very grievous to the proud cardinal
to think that his college, which he had in-
tended to be the glory of England and to
carry his name down to distant times as its
founder, should thus become the home of
those who read and sought to distribute books
condemned alike by the voice of the Church
and by the law of the land. He was deter-
mined to root out heresy from Oxford, even
though in so doing he might have to sacri-
fice some of the choicest of those scholars,
whom he had brought thither that they might
adorn the noble university by their [earning.
Beneath Cardinal's College was a deep
cave, where stores of sait fish were kept. This
den became the prison of many of Tyndale’s
Cambridge friends,among them John Clarke,
who had warned Delaber of the persecution
which was coming, and Fryth, afterwards
Tyndale’s companion and helper abroad.
There they remained in the damp, unhealthy
air, and in darkness, through the bright days
of spring, when all things were rcjoicing in
the sunshine, and fed only upon salt fish.
The only change that came to the poor cap-
tives as the days went by was when, one by
one, they wvere taken into the light of day that
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they might be tried for their offence. At last
onemorning they were all,sometwentyyoung
men, led out, each carrying a faggot to show
that he counted himself worthy of the fire, to
a place ontside the town, where a great fire
was kindled. Into this firc they were made to
cast the books which had been found in their
rooms, and then the little company were led
back again to their miserable dungeon.

We may well imagine how gloomy their
prison looked to them after having been per-
mitted once more to sce the sweet light and
the fair face of nature. And how sadly the
prisoners would remember that in publicly
burningthe books, which had been the means
of such blessing to them, and in doing pen-
ance for having harboured and distributed
them, though they had yet escaped death
themselves, they had not “ witnessed a good
confession.” Garratt and Delaber, as well as
Fryth and Claske, and many others who truly
loved the Lord and honoured His word, took
part in this act of penance, and the cardinal
trusted that he had broken the spirit of the
Oxford scholars, and that all men wouvld now
set them at nought, and count the doctrines
they had taughtand the bookstheyhad burned
alike unworthy of belief.

OfDelaberwechecarno more. Garratt seems
by some means to have obtained his liberty
for a season. But the timecame when he was
again arrested, sent to the Tower, and taken
thence to die at Smithfield, the place where
so many martyrs werc to yield np their lives.
The Lord had strengthened the timid heart,
and confirmed the wavering faith of Iis dis-
ciple, so that he no longer shrank from the
terror of the suffering of such a death, but
hcartily embraced it, in all things more than
conqueror through Him that loved him.

Perhaps,as thetime draggedon,and node-
liverance came, tho poorprisoners in thecave
under Cardinal’'s Collegethoughtit would be
easicr to di¢ than to live. Spring had given
way to summer, but no light came to them,
and, oppressed by the bad air, consumed with
thirst, seemingly forgotten, like dead men in
their graves, their spirits sank, and their
bodies were 8o worn and wasted that they
almost shrank from meeting each other as

they wandered up and down their narrow
cellar. In the carlydays ol their captivity they
had been accustomed to talk together, for
this boon was not denied them ; but now, if
onc met another, in their sad pacing to and
fro, they passed in silence. At last Clarke, the
onc to whom so many had looked up as their
teacher and friend, fell down, and remained
in a fainting condition, unable to move. The
rest believed him dead, and gathered round
him as he lay upon the damp floor ; they felt
his cold hands, and tried to warm them in
theirown,and, kneeling beside him, repeated
in hisearcherished words of hope and cheer
{rom the Bible forlove of which they were all
suffering this long anguish of imprisonment.

As they prayed and wept over him, the
sufferer revived, to linger through a few more
days of darknessand weariness. Then three
others sank down; and it was whispered that
four of the Cardinal’s College prisoners were
at the point of dcath, and their friends ear-
nestly besought Wolsey to have compassion
upon their miserable state and release them,
cre it was too late, from their fright(ul dun-
geon.

Ie gave permission that the sick men
should be carried to theirown chambers, and
they were taken home to the rooms which
they had left six months before, in all the
vigourof youth—onlyto die. Wolsey,doubt-
less, touched at receiving the news of their
death, gave orders that alt the other prisoners
should be set at liberty, upon condition that
they remained at Oxford, not going ten miles
from the town. When they came forth, so
altered were they, and such sad marks had
their captivity set upon them, that the [riends
who came to mcet them almost fafled to
reccognize them.

It is well that we should take such a story
as this to heart, dear children; it is well that
we, who have never known any trouble for
tho sake of God’s word—unless, perhaps, the
troubleof that indifference of heart that leads
us to value it so little and to read it so care-
lessly—should never forget how decarly the
love of it, and the desiro to make it known
to their neighbours, once cost these young
Inglishmen.
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THE INDIAN CHIEF AND HIS SON.
£ FRIEND of ours who labours in the
gospel was telling us, some little while
ago.about the Red Indians whodwell in parts
of Canada. *'fwasworking,' said he, **near
an Indian setifement, when [ was asked bya
cliief to visit his son, who was dying of con-
sumption. This chiel was a christian man,
and his carnest desire for his son was that he
might be saved.
“Forsomctime I endeavoured toset belore
the young man the glad tidings of salvation,
hut apparently mct

Theyoungman had received the word of life,
and he loved to gather all his relatives and
friends around his bed and to speak to them
about the Saviour he had found.

** Ilis mother was onc day weeping by his
bed, and only those who have been much in
the company of the Indians can enter into
the meaning of such a remark. ‘A mother
weepingl' Yes; the Red Indians are taught
notto weep. They are taoght neverto betray
asign of whattheyfeel. Butshewasweeping,

and a tear dropped upon her son's brow.
Looking up, he said,

with noresponse. On
leaving, Ifeltitright
to tell his father so.
With much emotion
the chiel replied, ‘1
no scholar—me can
do nothing—but me
sure Jesus, He do
something.’

“The young man
wasascholar; he had
comehome from col-
lege; formanyof the
younger Indians in
certain districts are
cducated. Indeed,
I could take you te
some of their poor
huts, where. il you
were to spcak about
the truths of Scrip-

Ny,

AL
LN A

** Mother, why do
vou weep 2 Because
I shall be so happy ?
['m going to be with
Jesus. 1 am afraid
you are¢ not sure you
aresaved. Butifl you
are saved you will
soon comc too—to
heaven, where I am
going.”

“Oneof hisdying
requests was that s
hodyshould be borne
by fourchristianmen
to its last resting-
place, and that a
hymn should besung
at the side of the
grave.

‘““Need [ say thisre-
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ture, the Red Indian
would take down his
Greek Testament, and discuss the force of the
words with you from the Greek! But,though
this youngman was well ecducated, he did not
know the Lord Jesus Christ. But his father
had faith in the Lord for his son’s salvation—
‘ but me sure," said he, * Jesus, e do some-
thing.

“*Nowthe Lord dclightsto answerthe faith
of Ilis people: the chiefl could not be sure
that Jesus would do something for him and

be disappointed.

INDIANS AND TRNTI

quest wascarried out?
“Theyoung Indian
| now rests a little while, hisspiritabsent from
' thebody, present with the Lord; for soon ‘the
| trumpet shall sound, and the dead shall be
raised incorruptible,” and all who belong to
Christ shall leave this carth for the Father's
house on high. Nany a Red Indian will be
found amongst the numberol God's people in
' thatday,for many of these people have learned
to know the Lord Jesus as their Saviour, and
| God the FFatherasthe true God. They have
turned to God from idols, to serve the living

**Some time after I paid the young man |and true God, and to wait for His Son from
another visit, and it was to rejoice over the | heaven. \Where willyou, dear young reader,

shecp that had becen lost, but was now found.

be found on that day?




FAITHFUL WORDS

JHE TEX U ON THL WALL.




146

Farrurur WoRrns.

THE TEXT ON THE WALL.
TIIE following incident is recorded as a
proof of the way in which God honours
1lis own word, and also with the hope that it
may encourage christian workers to labour
on patiently.

In a country village some fifty miles from
London lived H., a man whose openly pro-
fane, drunken life made him the terror of his
neighbours. IHe was a labourer, and his
wile went out to the villages around as a
charwoman. A christian lady, for whom
Mrs, I1. was in the habit of working, soon
leamed her pitiful story of privation and
misery, and cruel usage from her husband.
She sought to comfort and help her, and at
last the poor woman began to fecl that there
might be hope even for her husband, and
olten entreated thelady togo to their humble
home, and speak to him as she had spolken to
her. For some time thelady was unableto go,
until onc day, when Mrs. H. went asusualto
her work, she told thelady that her husband
was 80 ill he was obliged to keep hisbed, and
““What I shall do now I don’t know,” said
the poor woman, sobbing, ** for his temperis
dreadful,”” and again she entreated that one
visit might be paid to the sick man.

The promise to call and see him wasgiven,
though reluctantly, for H.’s violence was so
well known that the lady did not feel at all
sale in going alone to his house. Having
promised to visit him, however, she one
moming made her way to the cottage,
knocked several times, and, recciving no
answer, at last opened the door. The one
room, which formed the ground-floor of the
cottage, was empty, so the visitor guessed at
once that Mrs. H. was away at work, and the
sick man alone. Not knowing what to do,
she stood some minutes waiting; then, going
to the foot of the stairs, knocked again, but
no answer came ; then she spoke, but still
no answer. \What was she to do—go upstairs
and perhaps face a furious man, or go home
and wait for a better opportunity? No; she
would not go away; so, lifting up her heart
to the Lord, she slowly mounted the stair-
case, and cntered the bed-room only to find

it cmpty. A feeling of terrorcameoverher,

and her first impulse was to turn, and rush
downstairs, and out of the house: for what
would H. say if he rcturned and found her
there? TFor aninstant fear prevailed ; then,
remembering that she had brought with her
a large gospel text, with trembling fingers
she fastened it up on the wall just opposite
the foot of the bed—fastened it securely,
spitc of the terrified fecling that made her
heart beat painfully; and then, having
finished her task, she fled down the dark
staircase and out of the house as quickly as
possible.

A few days afterwards NMrs. H. came up
to sece her, and her first words were, ** Oh,
ma’am, 4id you put up that text?’” Then
she told bow that, on the morningafter Mrs.
H.’s visit, she had been awakened by her hus-
band shaking her, and asking, as he pointed
tothewall, whereZha/came from. Shelooked,
and, when she saw the blessed wordsof God's
love tosinners, in hersurprise she said,'* The
Lord must have putitthere; Ididn't; and
there's been nobody here!"”

There the text remained for three years or
more. The lady left the neighbourhood, and
the event was almost forgotten by her, when
one day she received a letter from Mrs. H.,
telling her that at last the text had done its
work.

“ Onc day,” she wrote, ‘“ my husband said
to me, ‘' Betty, rcad me that text. \What does
it say '

**God so loved the world that Ile gave
I1is only begotten Son, that whosoever be-
lieveth on Him should not perish, but have
everlasting life.’

““*Does it say that ? Read it again.””

Mrs. H. read the verse again; a pausc;
and her husband said, * Read It once more.”

Once more the words of love fell upon his
car,and then he said, quictly, ** Zhat 1cill do® ;
and, in a very different tone to that which he
geuerallyused,he added, ** Now,you go down
and sit by the fire, Beuy: it's cold up here,
and [ am all right now.”

That day was the beginning of a new life
for poor II. ¢ Her husband was so kind
afterthat,” hiswifesaid ; **nomore cursingor
swearing, no more cruel words, but peace
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and happiness as the result of hearing and
believing the message ol God’s love.”

The letter went on to say that the husband
was rejoicing in Christ, and that the writer
felt she must find out where the Jady lived
who had so long before put up the text which
God had used to save her husband. The
rcader may imagine the praisc which the glad
news called forth, and what an encourage-
ment it was to the lady to go on seeking to

| dowhatlittle shecould for the Onewho loved

her and gave Himself for her. L.T.
I GOT HIGH-MINDED—THAT IVAS IT.
R W. had to rough it in his youth. Vhen

* buta child he was actually bought and
sold twice. No loving mother gave him a
good-night kiss, no kind father told him of
Jesus. Young R. had to feel blows instead
of kisses, and to hear cursings instcad of
loving words.

Having had such a training, the ‘' tares”
which had been sown so plentifully in his
young heartsprang up and brought forth all
too soon their sorrowful fruit. Larly in life
R. trod in sinful paths, and he was lor many
years a sad specimen of one led captive by
Satan at his will.

Such was R. before *““the grace of God
that bringeth salvation " shone into his dark
heart. Ile came to the Light, and, oh, what
a change it wrought in his life and walk |
He enjoyed peace with God—old things had
passed away,and all things were becomenew.

\While he continued to pursue with dili-
gence his humble occupation, he now began
totestify openly of the grace that had sought
and found him — yea, of that Blood that
clcanseth from all sin. Gently and simply
did R. speak, as he could find occasion, and
the Lorcr owned and blessed his labours. At
atime when cholera was raging, he was cspe-
| cially active, fearlessly at the bedside of the
| sick and dying, preaching peace by Jesus
Christ.

Of many things R. knew but little, yet
he gould happily say, ** One thing 1 know,
that whereas 1 was blind, now I see,” and his
veryimperfect cducation was morcthan com-
pensated by the furvour of his spirit, so that

believers found his company refreshing and
profitable.

As years rolled on, however, a time of trial
came, when the enemy of souls, ever active,
sought to ensnare this devoted child of God.
A most subtle trap was laid, and, sad to say,
the unsuspecting R. was soon caught in the
cnemy's coils. Yielding to temptation, old
tastes and habits revived, and he rapidly slid
backwards into a path of sin and shame.

His christian friends noticed that R. was
not with them so frequently as before ; then
sad rumours rcached their ecars. One and
another of them visited him, but heanswered
their plain questions with false excuses, and
began toavoid the companyof thosewho love
our Lord Jesus Christ. Nevertheless, at one
time there was reason to hope -that be had
repented, for he again sought the company of
his fellow christians, and seemed brighter
in spirit and happier in mind. These hopes,
however, were soon dashed ta the ground.
R. again declined. His sorrowing friends
prayed for him and visited him, but, as he
refused to listen to them, they could only
leave him to walk in the path he had chosen,
while they continued to grieve over his fall
and to entrecat the Lord for him.

Truly, this sheep wandered very far astray,
but the Good Shepherd went unweariedly
after him until I{e had found him,

One morning a friend told me that R. was
very ill, and asked me to visit him, saying,
“You will find a very great difference in
him.” 1went, and found him lying upon his
bed, pale and emaciated. Knowing what had
happened, how could I address him ? My
thoughtswere directed to the Gifty-first I'salm,
which [ read aloud.

This scripture seemed just suitable to R.’s
case, and it gave us both liberty to speak
freely. To mygreat joy, I found that the Lord
had alrcady wrought a work of grace in his
heart, surpassing all my expectations. Heo
sorrowfully but candidly owned to what an
awful extent he had gonein sin, to thegreat
dishonourof hisLord; while, out of asoftened
but thankful heart, he acknowledged the lov-
ing hand that had so mercifully snatched
him out of the dreadful vortes, into which he
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had becn sinking dceper and dccper. He
saw it all now. Specaking of his own sad and
prolonged departure from the Lord, he said,
‘“ It did not begin with——"" mentioning the
particularsin which had so easily beset him ;
**jt was not that; no, it was not that. I was
asked to visit the sickand thedying. I went
where the cholera raged, for I was not a bit
afraid ; [ knew that the Lord was using me,
and 1 got high-minded. Yes, I got high-
minded—that was it—that was it."”

Beloved fellow-labourer in the gospel,
espccially do you and I nced to observe the
solemn exhortation, *“ Be not high-minded,
but fear.” Ve may be very diligent in the
Lord’s vineyard, we may with joy discoverthat
the Lord has been pleased to own and bless
our labours; yet if our hearts arec centred
upon service, instead of being fixed upon
Christ, we are treading on dangerous ground.
‘““ Abide in NMe,and I in you,” said our Lord
and Master. *' As the branch cannot bear
fruit of itself, except it abide in the vine ; no
more can ye, cxcept ye abide in Me."”

Towitnessa restoration such asR.'s proved
to be, wasenough tofillone’s heartwith praise
and thanksgiving. When I parted from him
I could only praise the Lord as I thought of
thegrace that had brought thisstrayingsheep
home—ofthe mercy that had restored to him
the joy of God's sa{vation—and of the peace
of God which had once more taken posses-
sion of his heart.

* The Lord has restored R.’s soul. Is it
His will that he should also be restored to the
confidenceofthose whomhehad left, tofollow
the crooked paths of his own wilful heart’s
devising ?” This question pressed heavily
upon my spirit, 8o that I felt ] must visit R.a
second time. Receiving from him the assur-
ance that he would gladly hear what I had to
say, I told him of the sorrow, of the griefand
pain his friends had endured concerninghim,
for I felt that I must be faithful and withhold
nothing from him. His reply was a bitter
lamentation :—

**I've dishonoured the Lord and grieved
my brethren ; I'vedishonoured the Lord and
grieved my brethren,”

Doesthisincet the eyeof one who has gone

astray P— How long will you dishonour the
Lord? Return, beloved one, return! Oh,
why do you linger in apathof sin andsorrow?
Delay not, but rcturn at once to the loving
arms of Jesus—to the Lord, who alone can
restore the soul. Ile will frankly forgive you
all; it may be that He will restore you with
joy to your brethren—that He will open your
{ips, and your mouth shall show forth His
praise.

R.’s grief was certainly not lessened by the
thought that probably he never would be re-
stored to health and strength—never be able
again to honour the Lord by a consistent
walk beforemen. He desired me tobecome
his messenger to several christian friends,
whom he mentioned by name—to entreat
them to come to him, in order thathe might
acknowledge before them his sorrow for what
had passed—to tell them how the Lord had
restored his soul, and to meekly ask their
forgiveness for the wrong he had done them.

Surely I need not speak of the joy with
which tgis message was rcceived. The same
Lord who in mercy had restored R.’s soul,
restored to him also the confidence and af-
fection of his christian friends. Soon after
this he fell asleep in Christ. J.

PRAY WITHOUT CEASING.

IN the gospel of St. Luke the Lord is repre-

sented scveraltimesasengagedinprayer,
a circumstance in exquisite kecping, surely,
with the intention of the gospel—which is to
present Him to the gaze of adoring hearts as
the Son of Man, perfect in His dependence
upon God—and onefraughtwith deepsignifi-
cance to us. In this, as inallthings elsc, He
has left us an example that we should follow
in His steps.

In the perfect dependence of the Lord we
do not see that lifcless, impassive spirit which
some affect, who profess to be so dependent
astobeindependent of times and scasons for
prayer. Oh, nol Andifit was IHispractice to
withdraw for prayer, should it not also be
ours?

Inthe midst of Hiswork,and the height of
His fame, Jesus retired to pray. There went
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*a fame abroad of Him: and great multi-
tudes came together to hear, and to be
healed by Him of their infirmities. And Ile
withdrew Himsell into the wilderness and
praved.” (Luke v. 15, 16.)

Therc must be this withdrawing of our-
selves frequently into the sole company‘of
God, if we are to do His work, and if we
are to know Him at all as friend knows friend.
Yet how disinclined the heart often is to it.
How seldom are we really face to face, as
it were, alone with God, unless forced into
His presence to obtain some mercy, some
needed boonl But for Jesustowithdraw Him-
sell into the wilderness to pray, was for love
to delight in the sole companionship of its
object. ‘‘I1 am not alone, for the Father is
with Me.” Ifservingman was sweetto Him,
tbe service was rendered in communion with
His Father, and His God? And this holy
dwelling of His soul in the Father's love was
Hisrefuge as tbe perfect Man. n,

REST.

THE following lines are from the pen of
a R'oung christian, one who has but re-

cently found Jesus forher own Saviour, Dear

young friends, may you be stirred also to live

for Christ,to s?eak of Christ,andtospendand

be spent for Him. Give to Him your youth

and fervour; devote to Hisservice the bright-

est days of life. Remember that you will soon

behold Him in heaven. What will be His

word of welcome to you then ?

Oh ! how I longed to go to Him—to Him

Who died for me! .] had no fear of death,

But only longed to go to Him and rest—

To rest far, far away with those I’d loved

Awhile on earth : no toil, no care, no fear,

No labour, only rest, and rest with Him,

In whose fair presence His belovdd ones

Find peace, and joy, and life for evermore !

“Oh | take me, God, unto Thyself,” I cried ;

“Oh ! take me soon”—and even as I spoke

A weariness fell on me, and I slept.

And as [ slept, I dreamed ; and Tol I sailed

In a lone bark, across a golden sea,

Towards the bright shores of an unknown land.

No sun, no moon was there, and yet was all

Light—’ligbtcr far than day. And as I looked

Methought I saw a city, crystal clear,
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Like unto purest gold, with jasper walls,

And gates of pearl. Soon I had landed there,

And stood rejoicing on the peaceful shore.

I knew that this was heaven, God's own throne,

And gratefully I fell upon my knees,

And thanked my God that I had seen thissight—

That He at last had brought me safely home

Into His promised rest, ! raised my eycs

That I might look again, and, lo ! One stood

And gazed on me with love unspeakable.

It was the Lord, the “ altogether lovely,”

* The chiefest” and the best “ among ten
thousand.”

He spoke to me—Fle spoke so tenderly,

1 held my breath to listen, as He said

That all I saw before me, all was mine,

And here at last T might remain and rest

For cvermore. But, then, He turned and looked

Into my bark—my empty bark, and sighed.

I grieved that Heshould sigh,and wonderedmuch,

“Though thou hast loved Me well, dear child,”
He said,

“Thou hast not loved to tell thy fellow men

Of Me, that they might know what I for them

Havesutfered. Thusfull might havebeen thy bark

With a rich freight of living souls so brought

To Me” Then I wept, and could not answer.

I knew I had becn selfish—had not cared

To tell my joy to others. I had longed

To go to Him myself and be at rest ;

I cared not for, nor thought of other souls.

He looked at me, and once again He spoke

In accents tender : * Child, thou lovest Me?

Then wilt thou for My sake rcnounce this rest

For a short space of time, and go to earth

Once more, and there relate to weary souls,

Tossing, as thou hast done, on life's rough waves,

What a safe haven thou hast found? Bid them

To share thy bark and also come to Me.

M I{ l;:(\ind shall guide thy course, My word shall

o

In check the surging billows, and My ligzht
Shall gleamacross the waters unto thee.
Thou hast no cause for fear, so wilt thou go
And work for Me?”

“Yea, Lord, I'll go for Thee
Whither Thou wilt, for Thou wilt strengthen me
With might, to speak and work for Thee, and help
To bring a few more wand’rers to their home,
A few more heavy-laden ones to rest.”
I stepped with joy into my little bark,
Thankful that I might do some little thing
For Him who loved me so and dicd for me.
The heavenly city faded {rom my sight :
I could no longer see His form, but felt
That He would ever care for me, and guide




150

Farrurur WoRrbps.

Me safely home, at length when He should sec

That rest was necdful. I could trust His love.

1 woke, and found that it was but a dream,

Only a dream ; but still I knew that He,

My Lord, had scnt it me, and I resolved

That through His grace and strength I'd fight
for Him—

Fight with His focs, and capture from their grasp

Thosc bound in fetters—chains of sin—and help

To set them free in the sunshine of His love,

To lead them to His feet.

TELEGRAMS TO0 HEAVEN.

LD Mary’s active days are over, and very

quietly she sits now in a low chair, by

the cheerful blaze of a large fire, in a long
ward of the great workhouse.

Her friends would hardly recognizein the
calm, placid, old woman the once bustling
person they had known ; she who used to be
here, there, and everywhere, so busy in her
work about her house, now paralysed, too
infirm to move, seated from morning till night
just where they place her. It was a great
change, her neigbbours thought a very trying
one; but Mary, like her namesake of old, had
**chosen the good part,” and, as she sat at
the feet of Jesus, and beard His word, she did
not find her confinement so irksome as her
pitying [riends imagined.

*‘Indeed I am very snug and very happy,”
she answered to their sympathising words,
**and I have plenty to do too, though I do
justsithere where theyput me in the morning
till night comes round again. Shall I tell
you what I do? Just pray for every one all
day long. Isaythat my prayers go like tele-
grams to heaven : only they are adeal more
wonderfu! than any telegrams the telegraph
oflice sends out; for, at most, these can only
go round this world, but my prayers go right |
up into the ear of the great God in heaven.
And He does send such answers to my tele-
grams, f4a/ e does, and never gets tired of
them; so thenI make bold to send up a few
more.”’

No wonder that old Mary is happier now
than evershe was, for in her helplessness she |
is doing a work far greater than many an one |
who, Martha-like, seems more busy in the

Master’s service.

Many a rain-cloud, that has emptied itsell
on the dry, thirsty land, has found its birth-
place in some hidden lake, far off among
the mountains ; rising there, as a faint mist
into the heavens, and coming down from
thence in refreshing showers to water the
parched earth, or to cool the sultry air of
some distant city. \Who knows what rich
blessing Mary’s eamest prayers may have
brought to souls who have never heard of the
poor old saint in her quiet corner. Surely
Epafhras was such another, “ labouring fer-
vently ” in prayers for the saints, that they
might ‘‘stand perfect and complete inall the
will of God.”

Dear reader, do you sometimes grieve that
youcan do solitile for the Lord Jesus,and for
thosewhomIle loves? Rememberold Mary’s
‘““tclegrams,” and think if, at least, yoa could
not send up a few such to our God, who hears
and answers prayer. * Verily, verily, I say

unto you, whatsoever ye shall ask the Father
D.&A C.

in myname, e will give it you.”

Grace shown and Power given.
W HEN God lays hold of a sinner and

brings him to Himself, His ways with
such a soul can only be like Himself. God
is great, and does great things; and because
God is what He is, His salvation is wonder-
ful. We have to tell of this great salvation,
from sin and from wrath, through the work
of the Lord Jesus Christ, for sinners; and
also, we have to record God’s ways of dcal-
ing with each soul of His saved peopleindi-
vidually. Ontheonehand, there is the mighty
work of the Saviour on behalf of myriads of
souls; ontheother, the gracious, tender care
of God overeach saved soul, working in him
to will and to do of His good pleasure.

A very beautiful illustration of this way of
God with His people is opened out to us in
the history of the patriarch Jacob. \We know
that Jacob was not altogether a fine natural
character. Ilis brother Esau'’s testimony of
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him, ** Is not he rightly named Jacob ? lor
he hath supplanted me these two times”
(Gen. xxvii. 36), points to a want of openncss
in Jacob, and unfolds a view of his taking
advantage of his brother, which is painful
cven in natural character. But God in His
sovereign grace had set His heart on Jacob,
even as now Iie takes up the sinner, not
because He finds that which is lovely in the
sinner's character, but because He f-Iimsclf
loves to bless.

After a time, according to the govern-
ment of God, Jacob had to reap what he had
sown : his ungencrous ways met their re-
ward ; and he fled from his home becausc of
Esau’s anger. ‘Lacob thus became a homeless
wanderer. When he was some way on his
journey the night closed around him, and
Jacob was in darkness. So the solitary man
took of thestones of the place where he was,
and put them for his pillows, and lay down
in that place to sleep. (Gen. xxviii. (1.)

\Vhen a sinner realizes whata position he
has brought himself into by sin, when he
is conscious of the desolation of this world,
and when darkness closcs around him, what
is more natural than that he should seck a
little ease, gotosleep, and forget his sorrow?
Man would fain hide from his soul the gloom
of his surroundings: he cannot bear to medi-
tate as in the presence of God. To sleep to
the realitics of where a man’s own sins have
brought lim, seems to be the chief aim of
the unsaved soul. How many of us, now
awakened by God in grace, must own to this
fact] Oursins brought us into circumstances
of miseryand darkness, and then wo sought
our comfort in forgetfulness of the reality of
our position.

When Jacob was asleep, unconscious as o
where he was, God, in His sovereignty and
mercy, spoke to him] How gracious is God |
When we were afar off, when we were in-
sensible to Ilim, IIis ¢cye was upon us, and
just as we were, Ilo spoko to us. \Vhen
God speaks to a sinner, it is according to
His own soverelgn grace. God's ways are
the expression of what e is. Would that
cach one of us might truly belicve what a
God is our God. It is not only that lle

speaks to us, but ITe speaks cut what is in Elis
own heart about us. \When a soul, aroused
to hear God’s voice in Ilis word, has a
listening car granted him, he will presently
learn that God blesses His people according
to His own standard, according to what He
isin Himself, and not by any means accord-
ing to what men think they nced or {cel they
are.

A glory opcned over the sleeper in the
desert! Helay in the darkness, utterly un-
conscious of God's thoughts about him, when
God sent him a vision. He beheld the
Lord God standing in heaven looking at him
lying upon the earth, and the angels of God
ascending and descending theladder, which,
set up on carth, reached even to where the
Lord God stood. ‘Why were those angels
going up and down that ladder? Theactivity
of thosc heavenly messengers was being exer-
cised on behalf of the man God purposed to
bless. \Vhat sights might our eyes not scc
were they but opened? even as it was with
the servant of thc prophet when he beheld
the horses and chariots of fire round about
Elisha. (2 Kings vi. 17.) Are not the angels
all ““ministering spirits sent forth to minister
for them who shall be heirs of salvation ?”
(Heb. i. 14.)

But it is God Himsell, not His angels sent
to minister to poor feeble man, who shall fll
ourthoughts. God Himself stood atthe topof
this beautiful ladder, and He spoke to Jacob.
Nowmark how God speaks to the sinner. He
does so in a way absolutely different from our
natural expectations. God did not find fault
with a]acob (Gen. xxviii. 13); God first de-
clured who Hewas, then llis purposes respect-
ing Jacob (13,14),and then His gracious will
to keep Jacob safe till all I1is declared pur-
poses should beaccomplished (15). Nowitis
thus that God speaks to us still. He reveals
Himself, the God and Father of our Lord
Jesus Christ; and His purposes to bring His
Ecople into glory, holy and without blame

¢fore Ilim in love; and then God assures
cach soul to whom He has so spoken, of 1lis
gracious mercy, and that Ile will never Icave,
necver, no, never forsake him.

Jacob did not enterthen and therointo the
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meaning of God's words. It is a mistake o
suppose a sinner all at once receives into his
soul the {ull measure of what the gospel of
God is. It was many a year before j)acob
entered into the counsels of God concerning
him. Thefirsteffect on hissoul uponawaking
out of his slecp was fear. He said, “ Surely
the Lord is in this place; and [ knew it not. |
And he was afraid, and said, How dreadful
is this place!” Now this utterance seems
very remarkable. God had spoken in match-
lesskindnessto Jacob,buttheresulton Jacob’s
soul was fear.
whichis produced in the heart and conscience
of the sinner,when hehears in hissoul forthe
first timewhat God in His loveand grace is to
sinners. Fearfillsthe breast. *“ Howdreadful
is this placel thisis none other but the house
of God, and this isthe gate of heaven.” Can
we notindeed say, when a sinner is awakened |
to hear God's voice, his convictions of sin,
and the sense of what he is, wilness that he |
has been at Bethel ?

May each reader know, in the inmost re-
cesses of his soul, such a Bethel—such a
house of God as this. On the one hand, the
revelation by God to him of what God is for
His people; on the other, the deep sensein
the soul, of the utter unworthiness of man in
the presence of God.

Jacob's natural character displayed itself,
even in his vow to God made upon the mar-
vellous revelation and the promisesjust given
to him, ' I am with thee, and wili keep thee.”
“If God will be with me, and will keep me,”
said he. Alas| for cur hearts, and our * /
God will bewithme.” What a comf(ort it is
to know that God has purposed, and that God
has promised, and that He will perform |

acob’s natural character alsv displayed
itsell in his saying, * Of all that Thou shalt
give me |l willsurely givethetenthunto Thee.”
We must remember that he had nothing save
his staff when God promised him his wealth,
All that he eventually possessed came to him
by the sovereign goodness of God.

I8 it not written to us, for whom God spared
not I{is own Son, but delivered 11im up for
us all —to us, to whom, with IHis Son, God

Such, however, is the result ‘ -

you therefore, brethren, by the mercies of
God. that ye present your bodies a living
sacrifice, holy, acceptable unto God, which
is your reasonable service” ? (Rom. xii. 1.)

We would yet linger a little over Bethel.
God does not forget the day when Ile first
spoke to us. Can we forgetit? Itisaques-
tion the christian who has been converted
for, may be half his lifetime, does well to ask
himsell.

‘“ Oh ! happy day when first we (elt

Our souls with true contrition melt,

And saw our sins of crimson guilt

All cleansed by blood on Calvary spily.”
On that day did we not in spirit consecrate
ourselves to our God ? Perhaps we were very
ignorant of Him in that day, but His grace
to us moved our hearts towards Him. We

| knew oursins were washed away in the blood

of His Son, that God was our God, and heaven
our home, and we yielded ourselves then and
there in spirit to our God who loved us.

Do we suppose God forgets those yieldings
to I-Iimself‘?) “‘Thus saith the Lord; I re-
member thee, the kindness of thy youth, the
love of thine espousals.” (Jer.ii.z.) Years
had rolled over Jacob’s head when God said
to him, ‘I amthe God of Bethel, where thou
anointedst the pillar,and where thou vowedst
a vow unto me.” (Gen. xxxi.13.) Sucha
voice may perhaps startle some in the middle
life of their christian course on earth, and
raise in their hearts the inquiry, What! have
the very mercies of God inlife made my soul
forgetful of the love of its espousals ; of the
kindness of my youth ?
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Religious Egypt.

LONG before the exodus of Israel, and be-

fore the judgment of Jehovah fell upon
LEgypt, that land was in what would be now
called a high state of civilization, \Vhen a
nation bas a finn system of government, an
army, judges, and polite society, it is called
| clvilized—that is, the skill of its people has

will also [reely give all things—* I beseech

cnabled the whole nation to work together for
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ANCIENT EGYI"I'IAN PROCESSION.

AN
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the common good. The greatest wonders of
ancient Egyptian civilizationwerc connccted
with religion. The ruler was pricst as well as
king—indeed, he was a kind of god in the
cyes of his people. This is not surprising,
since Egypt was aland of idols; the sun in its
cloudless sky, the Nile, watering its rainless
earth, and the very beasts of the field being
objects of adoration. To their gods the
mightiest buildings were erccted and the
greatest statues fashioned, which the world
has cverseen. Civilization and religion went
hand in hand in ancient Egypt; but theirs
was a rcligion of lies, and a worship of
gods which are no gods. The true God was
unknown, and His power was despised.
Forsome hundreds of years the people of
Israel were settled in thisland of idols. The
Israclites knew of the true God, and some of
them knew Him as thcirown God. Itisthe
samcto-day. Inthe midstof pcoplewhoreally
do not knowwho God is, pcople who profess
His name are to be found, but His children
aloncknow HHimastheirGodand theirFather.
Such of yon as have seen—perhaps on the
Contincnt—areligious procession in honour
of somc *“saint” will be interested in our
Eicture, which gives a general idea of an
“gyptian religious procession. Wecould not
give a picture of one of the very grand pro-
cessions, for thousands of people took part
in them. DBut you can sce a boat or ark, in
which isanido! carried underitscanopy,and
following it some great person, having in his
left hand a censer, and in his right a vase.
Priests bear the ark on poles, while a chiefl
pricst walks by their side, clad in leopard’s
skin. Players on instrumcnls of music pre-
cede the idol, and the whole array glides
into a temple on the bank of the river. As
we think of these heathen processions of
hundreds and hundreds of years ago, and
considerthe religious processionsof our day, |
the outward show of the old idolatry seems
strangely like that which has crept into chris-
tian countries.
It may have been when engaged in some
religious ceremonial that Pharaoh went out

to the river, as we read in Exodus vii. 1 g and
viii. z0. Attheriver's brink Moscs methim,

declared tohim Jehovah’sword, commanding
the liberty of the Israelites, and then Aaron
with the rod of judgment smote the waters
in the sight of the king and all his scrvants,
and before their astonished eyes the sacred
Nile became blood.

The last days of Isracl's bondage in Egypt
had come, for Jehovah had begun to work
for their deliverance. Had He so willed it,
Israel might have gone out (ree at once, but
He had His own purposes both in respect to
them and their oppressors, and His purposes
took some months in theiraccomplishment.
But when God begins to work He goeson to
the end, even though it may seem at times
that He has stayed His hand. The Lord had
promiscd Israel liberty and a land flowing
with milk and honey, and He is not slack
concerning His promise as some men count
slackness. Now, how trueis this of ourtimes!
With Him a thousand years are as one day,
and onc dayas a thousand years. (2 Pet.iii. 8.)
He has said that judgment is coming on this
world, and thereforc come it will. He has
said, His people shall be delivered from the
coming judgment, and thercfore delivered
they will be. No one, no thing, canstay the
word of God.

Howstrangely must the tidings have fallen
on the cars of the little children of Egypt
when their parents first told them of the
Hebrew prophet NMoses, who had dared bid
their great king Pharaoh to let the Israelites
go! No doubt many a smile went round
the clegantrooms and palaces of those long
bygonedays. What wonld the pricstsof the
great temples think of the Hebrew prophet’s
word ? But the day of judgment for Egypt
came, and the firsthorn of those beautiful
houses died, and the priests of those great
temples lived to see Jehovah’s judgments
cxccuted agalnst their gods.

What occurred in those days—the voice of
warning against the world and the promise
of [rcedom for God’'s peoplc—i8 occurring
now: only now the promise for God’s people
isdcliverance from theworld before the judg-
ments are cxecuted on it. The day is near
at hand. *“ Vet a little while, and He that
shall come will come, and will not tarry.”
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The Lord will soon call His people to their]
home.

Religion and civilization will continue for
a scason after the Lord’s pcople are gone,
but the judgments that are declared against
thc world will fall upon it, and all the boast
of this day and all its greatness will perish.

A Litile Child’s Happiness. l
“(OH, Mother dear,” cried a little girl, !
as she ran to her mother’s arms and
kissed her, * how happy it is to be good !"’
There had been many a little scene of strife
in that home among the children. Not, dear
boys and girls, what generally is thought
much of, but litlle quarrels, little sharp
words, and little angry looks. But the power
of the name and love of Jesus had entered
that home. The mother felt it, her little
ones felt it, and when the father came home
in the evening he felt it too. And the
happiness of His gentle rule caused our little
friend Lo exclaim as she did.
You need to be ruled by the Lord Jesus
as well as to be saved by i{im, and He will
not only save you from sin, but make you

happy in His love.

LITTLE EDNA AND THE BISCUIT
LETTERS.
WOULD you like, dear children, to hear
about a dear little girl with whom I
travelled awhile ago in the train?

As she was going alone on her journey,
she had been given into the care of the
guard,and he kept her ticket for her. Some-
one had given her a few of those letter bis-
cuits with which one can spell words, to
amuse her, and we had not long left London
before I noticed that she had putan E, a D,
an N, and an A together, and I daresay if you
had been there you would have guessed, as I
did, that Edna was my little companion’s
name.

After some time we were left alone to-

gether in the carriage, and then I asked her
il she could spell me a very beautiful name
beginning with a J. She spelt * Julia,” but
that was not the name I meant; so I asked
her if she could spell a very wonderful and
beautiful name, 2 name which was only borne
by one, who once lived on this earth, Abh,
then she knew what name I wanted, and with
a bright look and ready fingers she spelt
‘' Jesus” for me.

After a little while I asked [or another
name. What do you think it was ? I said,
‘“ Can you spell the name of any one whom
Jesus loved ?” I watched her little fingers,
as they put the letters together, until 1 saw
that she had spelt—what name do you think?
why ‘“Edna,” to be sure. So then I knew
that this little girl had learned something of
the love of the Lord Jesus, and the thought
made me glad.

When I asked her how she knew that He
loved us, she spelt heranswerin these words,
““He died for us.”

This was a right answer, was it not, dear
children ? DBut it was a solemn answer too.
That the holy Jesus, the Son of God should
die for us shows indeed how He loved us;
but it also shows how terrible our sins are,
that He should need thus to suffer.

We reached our destination soon after-
wards, and the guard came to find his little
charge.

I trust, by and by, I shall meet dear little
Edna in the presence of the Lord, in that
place which He has gone to prepare for His
own. Will you also be there, dear children ?

Remember, only those ‘ who have washed
their robes and made them white in the blood
of the Lamb"” can be fit for that holy place.

MY HOME IS THERE.

/IARIE and Anne were the children of
4¥2 English parents, but they had lived in
Spain from their carly childhood. When
Marie was nearly soventeen, and Anne [our-
teen, their mother brought them over to
England to be instructed inthelanguage.and
they were placed under the care of a chris-
tian lady, who lost no time in teaching them
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tn read ; andas they were very anxious to get
on with their studies, and were withal very
persevering, they made rapid progress, and
were soon rewarded by being able to read
casy English books.

But there were more important things for
them to learn than reading English. They
knew scarcely anything about *“the old, old
story of Jesus and }lis love.” Their [riend
often told them beautiful stories from the
Bible,to which theylistened very attentively,
but they seldom asked any questions, and
were very silent as to their soul’s condition.
Yet in after days Marie told her teacherhow
wretched she used to feel at that very time,
for a deep longing to know the pardon of all
her sins, and to have the certainty of going
to heaven, had taken possession of her.

One cvening Mariec was walking along a
public road, when the sound of singing at-
tracted herattention. Being extremely fond
of music, she stood still to listen. The sound
came from a hall at the road-side, wherea
company of people were assembled to hear
thegospelpreached. * Howsweetitsounds!”
she said, and scarcely knowing what she was
doing, she stepped inside the donrway. The
congregation was singing—

“ Above the waves of earthly sirife,
Above the ilis and cares o{life,

Where all is peaceful, bright, and fair,
My home is there, my home is there I*

*“Ah1” thought Marie, ‘“that home is
heaven, but itisn't my home. How I wish1
knew I was on my wayto heavenl” DBut the
last verse of the hymn was being sung, and
theyoung girl's earwas bent closctothe door
that she might not losc one word.

* Neyond the bLright and pearly gates,

Where Jesus, loving Saviour, walits,

Where all is paaceful, bright, and fair,

My home is therc, my home s there

My beautifal home, my beautiful home |

Inthe land where the glorified ever shall roam,
Where saints so bright wear crowns of light,
My home is there, oy home is there 1"

The singing was over; the listener had not
lost a word,and as she listened, a deeper and
more earnest longing to go to that beautiful
home, to be with the Lord Jusus, filled her
heart.

While Marie stood against the door, it

suddenlyopened,andthe door-keeperinvited
her in, so she went in and sat down.

* That night,” said she, alterwards, ** will
cver be remembered by me as a night of
nights, for 'twas then that the Lord Jesus
spoke peace to my soul. I saw for the first
time in my life the meaning of His name of
Saviour—wondrousname to me a sinner! J
knew my need, and felt His power to save.
What 1 could not do for myself, He did for
me, and in such a way as to glorify His God
and Father. DBefore I left that hall, I, too,
could say, ‘ My home is there |'”

Marie's heart was filled with praise to God
for His goodness to her.

“He watched over me,"” she would say,
‘“all the whileI was in Spain, where my mind
was so dark about Himsell; and then He
broughtme to England for the very purpose,
1 belicve,of opening myblind eyes, andtamn-
ing me from darkness to light—Ifrom the
power of Satan to God.”

Anne was not long in discovering a very
great change in her sister, and the Lord
opened her heart, too, giving hera desire to
knowthesame precious Saviour. Neitherwas
she long left in doubt as to His willingness
lo bless her. Her tears ofjoy, and her earnest
manner when questioned as to her trust in
the Lord Jesus, told as plainly as her words
that her soul was saved.

* ] believe I'm saved,”” she said, **because
God's word says, * \WWhosoever belicveth on
Him, hath everlasting life,” and God does
mean what He says.”

“True, true,” said we, “and no one can
ever be lost who simply believes God.”

Ourdearyoung friends becameveryunxious
thattheirparents should knowthe Lord Jesus,
too, and much prayer was offered to God on
their behalf, Long letterswerewrittento their
father,andoftendid theyentreattheirmother
to hearkentothe gospel, whichhad been such
good news to them.

Our young readers will be interested in
hearing that Marie and Anne had never seen
snow, though they had seen groves of orange
trees, bearing leaf, flower, and fruit at the
samc lime, and many strange and lovely
sights in sunny Spain.
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WHITER THAN SNOWw,

One winterdaythe snow fellin great abun.
dance. Annce clappedherhands with delight,
andexclaimed, **Oh, how white, how lovely ™

Maric was more thoughtful ; she said—

I hketolook at it; it is so very beautiful;
but I love to think that a sinner washed in
the blood of Jesus is whiter than snow. We
saw no snow in Spain, and we did not know
our Saviour there ; now, how different! We
can say now, ‘ Unto IHim that loves us, and
has washed us f[romoursinsin Ilisown blood,

and hath made us kings and pniests unto God
and [lis Father; to llim be glory and do-
minion for cver and ever.'’

When I last heard of Marie and Anne, they
were bright and happy, waiting, like the
Thessalonian saints. lor the Son of God from
heaven, and while awaiting His return to take
them to Ilis beautiful home, still praying for
their parents’ conversion, and sceking in
many ways to please Him who has donesuch
grcat things for them. L. B.S.
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MY BEST TEXT.

“ MoTHER,” said a little girl on coming
home from the Sunday school, ‘1 want to
ask you something.”

*“\Vell, dear, what is it 2"

*“ Do you know which is my best text 2

“Tell me. my dear.” replied the mother.

** Well, mother, you know that I'm just
scven years old, and my little text has just
seven words in it, and this is it :—

**Tt is time fo seek the Lord.' n.

THE STORY OF DR. BARNES.
ABOUT the time when the Oxford stu-
dents were arrested, hands weresuddenly
laid upon Dr. Barnes, one of the most lcarned
men at Cambridge, and orders were given that
diligent search should be made throughout
the colleges for forbidden books. Thirty
members of the university—probably many
of them those who had been known as fre-
quentersof theWhite House, wherethe Greek
Testamentreadingstook place—were pointed
out to Wolsey as likely to be tainted with the
contagion of the German doctrines,and their
roomswere the first tobe searched. Nobooks
were found, however,forthosewho possessed
them had received timely warning, and had
conveyed them awaybefore the olficers came.
Dr. Bames, who was carried oflf to the
cardinal’s palace at Westminster, to answer
before him the grave charge of heresy, had
really given offence by a sermon preached al
the university, which had been reported to
Wolsey. In explaining his text, * Let your
moderation be known unto all men,” the
preacher had, in a very marked manner,
alluded tothe pompoasandshowyprocessions
in which Wolsey was accustomed to move
from place to place, and had asked whether
scarlel and gold raiment and pearls befitted
the servants of Him who lay in the lowl
mangerat Bethlchem. It were better, hesaid,
that the great ones of the church should quit
their magnificent palaces, sell their costly
robes, and give to tho poor, that they might
be more like their Master,
There could be no doubt that, in speaking

dignitary of the Church then in England,and
when Wolseysawthe man, whose sermon had
been reported to him, kneeling at his feet, he
did not spare him.

He asked him, notwithout reason, whether
he had not scope enough in the Scriptures to
teach the people without settinghim upas a
laughing-stock before them. This question
might well fill the heart of the preacher with
uncasiness, for the man whom he had thus
held up to ridicule was the most powerful
man in England. Perhaps, too, Barnes felt
the truth olsthe words in a deeper sense than
that which Wolsey attached to them; for
surely it was no part of the mission of one
who stood before his fellow-men as an am-
bassador of Christ to talk to those who were
perishing for lack of the bread of lifc of the
golden shoes of the proud cardinal, of his
crimson gloves, and of the silver pillar which
was borne before him in token of his being
a pillar of the Church.

\Vhile Barnes was trying to justify himself,
Wolsgey abruptly closed the interview by tell-
ing him that,if he could not find six doctors
of the Church who would swear that he was
not guilty of heresy, he must be burnt,

Dr. Barnes had been bold in preaching
against error. Lven before hc had met
Bilney, and had those conversations with
him which were the means, by God's bless-
ing, of leading him to Christ as the only
confidence of his soul, in his sermons on St.
Paul’s Epistles, he had struck many a blow
at the folricsand superstitions of thereligious
teaching of his day. DBut to be occupied
only with what is false, cven though it be to
denounce and cast it down, does not give
strength to the soul when brought face to
face with a terrible death to be borne for the
truth’s sake.

The threat of Wolsey did its work. During
the long night in the Tower, which followed
his interview with the cardinal, those dread-
ful last words came again and again to his
mind, ever bringing fresh images of horror,
as hedictated tothree ofhis studentswho, for
love of their master, had followed him to
prison, a long statement in defence of his

thus, Dr. Barnes aimed a blow at the greatest | doctrines.
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Next day a paper was brought for him to
rcad. It was written by his judges, and he
was told that he might save his life, if he
would, by putting his name at the bottom of
it tosignifythat itexpressed his own opinions,
and then reading it aloud in public without
omitting or allering a word.

To do this would be acting a lie; it would
be denying the truth, which he had learnt
from the unchanging word of God, and
Barnes recoiled from the thought.

“1 would rather die than sign that paper,”
he said, resolutely.

“ Alas,” cried those who had been sent,
il possible, to shake his purpose, **is there
then no help for it? Verily you must die,
if you take not this onI[)' way of escape; you
must die, and then""—the words were craltily
spoken—'* and then, when better times have
come, times when you might defend what
you count truth, no man making you afraid,
your voice will be silent, and there will be
none to be her champion.”

Then, pressing nearer and dropping his
voice, one of his [riends whispered, * Think,
oh, think what it must be to be burnt alive!l”

Barnes did think—had he not been dwel-
ling all night qun the terror and the anguish
of such a death until heart and flesh failed ?
And, sore beset, he took the pen they offercd
him, and signed the paper.

It seemed but a little thing; those words,
Rober? Barmes,\were soon wrilten,but even be-
fore the ink was dry, the thought of how much
they meant rose before him in itstremendous
reality, and all the arguments which had
seemed so fair showed themselves the vain
and unworthy excuses which they were.

He who was a deceiver from the beginning
had deceived this servant-of Christ for a
time, but the Lord graciously gave Barncs
another opportunity of being Ilis faithful
witness, even unto death. Ile lived tolearn
that God had no need of him to defend Ilis
truth by his life, and by-and-by we find
him uttering such words as these: ‘' Tho
sun and moon, fire and water, the stars and
the elements, yca, and also stones shall de-
fend this cause, rather than the truth should
perish.”

The following Sunday was fixed for Dr.
Barnes, the Augustine prior, to perform
a public act of penance at St. Paul’'s. The
great cathedral was full, and upon Lhe
steps Lhe cardinal sat enthroned in all his
pomp, as Barnes entered, accompanied by
five Dutch merchants, who had been con-
victed of bringing the English New Testa-
ments over the sea. One of the six held a
large candle, and each of them carried a
faggot. They knelt in silence while they
listened to a sermon preached to them by
Fisher, Bishop of Rochester. Then, being
led to a fire which was burning before the
great cross at the gate, they walked three
times round it, throwing in their faggots,
which helped to consume the books which
were also thrown into the burning; and then,
having received from the bishop absolution
for their sin of heresy, and the assurance that
the Church had graciouslyreceived these her
erring sons back to her bosom, they were
again led to prison.

This act of penanceat St. Paul’s happened
about the time when the like scene was en-
acted at Oxford.

In the autumn of the same year, just when
Frythand his companions were released from
theirloathsome dungeon, Barnes too was set
free,and sent back to his Augustine monastery.
In less than a month he was again in danger,
a charge being brought against him concern-
ing a conversation which had been over-
heard between him and two countrymen who
possessed the gospel in English. Escaping
from the officers who were in search of him,
he contrived secretly to get on board ship,
and take refuge in Germany, where he is said
to have spent some time with Luther. It was
fourteen years after the time when he had
loved his life in this world too well that Dr.
Barnes, with Garratt and a faithful martyr
named Jerome, suflered at Smithfield. Each
in turn made confession of his faith in Christ
as his only Saviour, disclaiming all other
ground of confidence, and so, band in hand,
they passed through the fire intothe presence
of the Lord, who had counted them worthy,
and had, by 1lis mighty grace, made them
willing to suller for 1lis name.
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BIBLE TREES AND BIBLE TRUTHS.
A FORSAREN nOUGH.
“ IN that day shall his strong citiecsbe as a
forsaken bough....Because thou hast
forgotten the God of thy salvation, and hast
not been mindful of the rock of thy strength,
therefore shalt thou plant pleasant plants,
and shalt set it with strange slips : in the day
shalt thou make thy plant to grow, and in the
morning shalt thou make thy seed to flourish :
but the harvest shall be a heap in the day of
grief and of desperate sorrow.” (Isa. xvii.
g-11.) This is one of the many passages
which describe a time of sorrow and trouble
such as this world has never seen.

You will recollect that in our last paper we
looked at the Mustard Tree, as well as the
Wild Olive Graft, and from them learned
lessons referring to the present period of
God’s dealings with men : that is, the period
beginning with the descent of the Holy
Ghost on the day of Pentecost, and ending—
how soon we know not—when all believers
will be caught up to mect the Lord in the air,
and to be for ever with Him.

This period is a time of pure grace. God
is now making known Hiskindness and love
in saving the lost and undone. ¢ The grace
of Godthat bringeth salvation hath appeared
to all men.” It is the day when He makes
good the tree, and then looks for good fruit.

Nevertheless, God warns that, if His good-
ness is not continued in, judgment must fall.
Alas | we have only to look around us to sce
that the world still refuses to receive the
testimony to the truth as it is in Jesus. This
period of grace will not always last : Jesus,
who now sitson HisFather’s throne, will rise
up and shut to the door, and there will be
found inside all His saved ones;—outside, all
neglectors, refusers, despisers!

But will that be the end of the world? Oh
no; another period, which we have termed
that of ** Tue ForsakeN Bouen,"” will then
commence. For when all true christians have
beentakenawayfrom the world,and the Holy
Spirit of God no longer works as He does
now; the *“ Man of Sin” will arise, and the
period of * Thorns ™ will be reproduced, but
in a far worse way than formerly.

Isracl willthenbeindeed a forsaken bough.

No one can rightly imagine what an awful
time that will be. The exact length of its
duration we cannot say with absolute cer-
tainty, but we gather from certain passages
in the Book of Revelation that the severest
part of it will probably last about seven years.

That harvest will indced be ' in the dayof
grief and of desperate sorrow.” The united
voice of all the Scriptures is—WRATH IS
COMING uPON TUE EARTH. Flee from the
wrath to come is God's warning word. The
true belicver, however, can now say, *‘I am
delivered from the wrath to come.” Can you?

Joseph,a type of Jesus,is called a ““(ruitful
bough,” and you may now pluck the fair fruits
which hang within the reach of all. Soon it
will be in vain to look for pardon, peace,
forgiveness, joy. heaven.

Bo you ask, \Vill there afterwards be no
hope? None whatever for those who, having
heard the gospel, believed it not in the day
of grace. They will be punished with ever-
lasting destruction from the presence of the
Lord and the glory of His power. Theend
of the period will be the manifestappearing
of the Lord Jesus, accompanied with ten
thousandsof Ilissaints, to execute judgment
upon all that are ungodly and that obey not
the gospel of our I.ord Jesus Christ.

Then shall the men of Belial be, all of
them, as thorns thrust under the pot. Tull,
sweeping, unsparing judgment will end that
period. Thiswillbeadayofthickdarkness, but
even in the midst of it God will begin towork
again, for we are told that He will set His
hand a second time to recover the outcasts
of Israel. He will remember His promises to
them, and the good Olive Tree will again be
brought under cultivation, for St. Paul tells us
that God is able to graft them in again.

God will then send the Jews as His mis-
sionaries to the far-off nations who havenot
heard His name, and Lthe result of their mis-
sion is brielly summed up in the end of
Matthew xxviii. Those who have believed
God's servants will inherit an cternal bless-
ing, and then will commcnce the period
known as the millennium, or a thousand
years' blessedness with Christ. L. N,
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M GLAD TO ACCEPT IT.
. \/VILL you go and sce my husband ?"”
said a poor woman, who had recently
been converted. “ He is ill, and I think he
may soon dic, and 1 am very anxious about
his soul.”

“Is he awakened as to his condition?”
I enquired. ““Can he say what you said a
short time ago—*‘I'm lost, and on the road
to hell?'”

*“Ah | my poor husband has not got to that
yet, 1 fear; but you see, ma'am, I am very
ignorant about such things, having only just
come to Jesus myself. He is a much better
scholar than I am, and he reads the Bible a
great deal, and talks about the wonderful
stories in it, but then he does think himself
so good. He has been a teetotaller, too, for
many a year, and is a very industrious man:
as good a husband, and kind a father as ever
was, has he been, and he seems to havea sort
of pride in his goodness. He does not like
me to say much to him, for he says he knows
so much morc than I do.”

The wife and I agreed to pray for the
husband, and on the following evening,
accompanied bya friend, I went to Mr. C.'s
home. He was sitting by the fire with his
vife and yonngest son. He appeared glad
to sce us, and asked us to speak loudly, as he
was hard of hearing. 1 took the proffercd
seat next to him, and waited to hearwhat he
had to say. Ile told me of his complaints,
his work, how long he had bcen employed
by onc master;, of his club, and his tec-
totalism. At last 1 asked, “Do you rcad
much ?"”

“Yes,” he said, “I alwayskeep the Bible
here, ma'am,” and he turned round and took
a large-print Bible off a table; then putting
on his spectacles, he turned over the leaves
admiringly, saying, ‘‘Somo pretty storics
there are-in it, too. Now what could be
prettier than the tale of Joseph and his
brethren, or of Daniel in the lions' den?”

“ Let us leave both Joseph and Daniel,” I |

said, “and hear what God has to say about
ourselves. In the third chapter of Romans
it §8 written, ‘AN have sinned, and come
shortof the glory of God.” Each of us in this

room isincluded in that word *all,’ but there
is a difference, for some of us can say we are
going to be in the glory with the Lord Jesus
Christ ; your wife will be therc; what about
you?"”

Great beads of perspiration stood on his
brow, but nota word did he speak. I opened
the Bible, and read from Matt. vii. 13, 14,
‘Enler ye in at the strait gate: for wide is
the gate, and broad is the way, that leadeth
todestruction, and manythere bewhich go in
thereat: because strait is the gate, and nar-
row is the way, which leadeth unto life, and
few there bethat find it Now, C.—~there are
two ways spoken of in the verses which I have
read; canyou tell which way you are in?”

‘I am in the broad way,” said he, slowly.

““And where does that way lead ?”

A solemn silence followed my question.
In that little room God, by Iis Spirit, was
working, opening the blind eyes. Theanswer
came—

‘It leads to hell!™

“My poor husband,” cried the wife, *“God
grant that you may never go therg!"

My companion and I could.only thank
God for giving another sinner to see his lost
condition. ‘‘All things that are reproved arc
made manifest by the light: for whatsocver
dothmake manifest is light.”” (Eph. v. 13.)
"~ “God is love as wellaslight,” I-.continned,
“and ' God commendeth Hislove toward us,
in that, whilo we were yet sinners, Christ died
forus." (Rom.v.8.) Now will you rest your
soul upon the word of God, and accept is
offer of rich, boundless mercy? "

But James C. had been asleep for nearly
sixty ycars, and was now only just-aroused to
the [act that hislife had been a terrible mis-
take, and that his. rightcousnesscs wero as
filthy rags. Well, then, might he be afraid,
and reiterate, “I'm going to hell 1"

Ve repeated in his ear the good news of
accomplished redemption; of peace made

‘through the blood of the cross; of God's

satisfaction in the work of His Son, and of a
risen and glorified Saviour at God's right
hand. DBut he sat stolidly silent, seemingly
onlyalivetothe truth that f\e was in the broad
way (hat leads to destruction.
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Committing him in prayer to God, we left
him, my friend whispering in his ear, *Him
that cometh unto Me I will in no wise cast
out.” (John vi. 37.)

Various causes prevented me [rom seeing
him again for about three weeks, though his
wife told me that he was so ill as to e con-
fined to his bed, and his agony of soul
appeared to increase.

““Surely,” said she, *'the Lord will have
mercy upon him. He prays sometimes all
night, calling upon God to save him from
going down into the pit. Can’t you go and
see him again ?"’

‘* Let us wait upon God, to use His own
word, whether by one of us or by any other
channel,” I replied. But soon an opportunity
opened itself for again seeing him, and I was
favoured by being alone with C. The wife
had gone lor his medicine, and a neighbour,
who was sitting by the fire, arose and left the
room, saying she knew we shouldlike to be
alone. I turned tothe sick man, who looked
very ill and very sad, and said.

*“ My poor friend, 1 know your body is
suffering, but is-it well with your soul ?”

“ Oh that it were!” he replied.

“You know that you are a sinner ?”

““Indeed I do; a very vile onc too.”

*“ “This is a faithful saying, and worthy of
all acceptation, that Christ Jesus came into
the world to save sinners.” ltis also written
that ‘ I1e that believeth on the Son hath cver-
lasting life.” It is worthy of your acceptance
to believe that Christ Jesus came into the
world to save sinners.”

A bright look came over his facc, as he
said ““I'm glad to accept it.”

‘““And do you really believe on the Son of
God 7"

He looked at mec then, nor did I question
the words he uttered : 1 believe from the
very depths of my soul on the Lord Jesus
Christ, and I have everlasting life.”

““ And what has the blood of Christ done
for you ?”

While the tears rolled down his cheeks,
he fairly smiled, and said, “ Cleansed me..
from all. .sin.”

* And what have we to do 7"

“To thank Him for what He has done.
Let us thank Ilim now.”

While the praises of this new-bom soul
went upward, the wife camein; she saw the
change, and a joyful ** Praisc the Lord,” came
from her lips.

James C. remained for some time a feeble
invalid, butit was good to see how God used
him among hispoorrelatives and neighbours,
many of whom were sick and dying; some to
whom he declared the way of salvation have
gone to be with Christ, and others are ready
to follow.

It has been observed that he had read the
word of God, and knew much of the letter
of the Scriptures; when he became con-
verted the Holy Ghost used this knowledge
and gave him to understand the things of
Christ and show them unto him.

We may truly say of him, the Lord saved
his soul, satisfied his heart, and then put him
to sleep.

Reader, have you learned that you are in
the broad way ? If so, will you accept God's
salvation ? E.E.S.

WHAT WE SELE NOT YET, AND
WHAT WE DO :-SEE.
. WE seenotyet all thingsputunderHim,"
(Heb. ii. 8.) We do not yet see the
beautiful order of God’s govérnment on the
earth with man on God's behalf in his place
as the head of God's creatures.

The words of the eighth Psalm concerning
the excellency of Jehovah's name, acknow-
ledged in all the earth, with His glory set
above the heavens, and strength brought by
Himoutof the mouthsof babes and sucklings,
and the enemy stilled by Him, is not yet ful-
filled. That day is yet todawn. It will come.
When the sons of God enter into the liberty
of the glory (Rom.viii.), then shall the groans
of creation be hushed, and man shall rule for
God in subjection to God on this earth. “But
now we see not yet all things putunder Ilim."”
No, on this earth is disorder and suffering :
neither is it in man or for man to put the
crooked straight, noris it for the chrlstian to
dwell with a brnken heart on the powerand
misery of sin, as if he should remedy this
world’s condition.
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God has other purposes in view for His
people, and that we may enter into His pur-
poses we need gaze upon the beautiful sight
to which the sentence following that which
speaks of the disorder on carth, re-addresses
our hearts, ¢ But”—asif turning for the mo-
ment the eye away from the present unruly
scene of earth—*but we see Jesus, who was
made a little lower than the angels for the
suffering of death, crowned with glory and
honour.” (v.g.) Orderand honour prevail in
the glory on high.

‘There sits the **same Jesus,” who became
amanon man's behalf, who was made a little
lower than the angecls—yea, for the suffering
of death. What words in which to speak of
Him—the suffering of death! Not death
simply, but its suffering also : for such was
His precious will and love for us.

We do notsce on earth what the people of
God would behold. The Father'skingdom is
not yet come, His will is not yet done as in
heaven, so on earth— “but we sce’ the

comforting, the invigorating sight, Jesus.

in heaven, crowned with glory and honour.
Occupation with the sin and misery of earth
distresses and burdens theheart ; looking to
Jesus where He is .occasions [reshness and
joy to the soul, calms the spirit, and restores
its heavenly balance.’

We cannot rectify‘the world—we are not
even called to the effort—but we are called
to care for the sorrowful and the tried who
are aboutus. But in order to eflectively do
this—that is, to do it in the power of the
Spirit of God—we need truly to be able to
say [rom our hearts, ** But we sec’ Jesus
where He isl

THE FINE PAID.

A SHORT time ago there might have been
seen, in a third-class carriage on one of
our Scotch railways, a policeman sitting witn
a handcuffed prisoner by his side. The man
had broken the lawof theland,and wasgoing,
as fast as steam could take him, to the place
where he wasto suffer the punishment for his
evil deed.
Bat stop! The passengers seem greatly
interested in this man’s case, every one more

or less feeling for him. Question after ques-
tion is put to the policeman as to the cause
of his conviction, and the severity of his
scntence.

[tseemedthathe had been poaching in the
River Tweed, close to the town where he lived;
and having been caught and found guilty, he
had been sentenced to pay fifty shillings or
to suffer thirty days’ imprisonment.

*“Could he not pay the fine?"” the pas-
sengers asked.

No; and so he must go to prison. Pre-
sently a gentleman, an entire stranger to the
prisoner,andto allinthe compartment, asked
whether, if the fine were now paid, the pri-
soner could go [ree.

“ Certainly,” was the answer.

The gentlemanthen very kindly agreed to
pay the fine. When the train stopped, the
policeman with his prisoner and the gentle-
man left the train, the money washanded over
to the authorities, the discharge was made
oul, the prisoner’s handcuffs were taken off,
and he was [ree. Another had done for him
what he could not do for himself.

He was now free to returnto his home and
family; one would hope with a deep sense
of the fruits of sin, and of gratitude to the
one who had met the demands of the law
for him.

You will say, doubtless, that this was a
very kind action onthe part of the gentleman.
It was, but let us use it to lead us to con-
sider the matchless love of God in sending
His only Son to meet us on our journey to
punishment, for Jesus came to seek and save
that which was lost.

Ilowever, any illustration falls far short of
the reality of this love of God to man.

This poor prisoner had no claim upon the
kindnessof the gentleman who had thus be-
friended him. But the Scripture tells us that
in our case it was ‘ when we were enemies”
to God that He gave His Son to die for us.
(Rom. v. 10.) There was nothing in us to
prompt God to love us, yet Fe /las loved us
with this infinite love.

Dear reader, do you believe this love of
God?

Do you believe that God loves the sinner ?




F arturur WoRDS.

165

What would you have thought if this poor
man had refased to allow the gentleman to
pay his fine ?

Surely he would have deserved to go to
prison twiceoverif he had refused such kind-
ness. But how are you treating God ? His
grace brings salvation to you. lHave you ac-
cepted His mercy?

You have sinned, you have broken Hislaw,
and, do what you will, you cannot pay the
debt. As fast as time can take you, you are
beinghurried along to suffer the terrible, end-
less punishment of your sin. Is it nothing to
you that the blessed Son of God has died for
sinners 7 ‘What news is this for you that you
may be saved ? May you feel yourneed and
own that you are a lost sinner, and believe
on the Lord Jesus Christ, who gave Himself
das our ransom. F. McL.

TWO SPRINGTIMES IN ONE YEAR.

ONE who has watched Nature for some
years, and has sought to catch the mean-
ing of her parables, remarks that he knows
none more suggestive or cheering than that
parable which she gave us this summer.
One spring day a violent gale blew from
the south. It was just at that time when the
elmswere adorned in theirdelicate first green
leaves, when the young pink-tinted sycamore
leaves were beginning to unfold, and when
the early oaks were opening their mellow
buds. The result of that gale was such a
sight asisseldom to be witnessed. Elmsand
sycamores were scorched as with fire, their
tender leaves were shrivelled up, and black
and burnt they rustled upon the branches,
while the oaks looked asif it were winter.
Many said the trees must die, and as the
month of May wore on, and they remained
' barren and unfruitful, it seemed as if the
- gloomy prediction would be realized. Butlol
' Junecame, and with it tothese stricken trees
a second spring. By degrees the elms were
cladagain,and the sycamores shook out their
pendent flowers, and at last the oaks, which
seemed so hopeless and lifeless, were robed
again in the mellow garb of.spring. Fears
were entertained on account of some of the
oaks, for till June was well advanced, they

stood ir. the hedgerows and on the hill-sides
facing the south looking as bare as winter.
But slowly, slowly theirvigour of life asserted
itself, and so it is, this year these trees have
had a second spring.

Is there not herein a parable to us, and a
voice 1o cheer?

It is not every christian who stands facing
the storm; somearesituated in more secluded
spots than others, and so escape the bitterest
of the death-laden blasts of trial and distress
which others experience. But to such as
have been stripped of their leaves, and who,
though it be their midsummer, yet seem as
lifeless as winter, may we not say, Take
courage, and learn of life and strength from
the trees.

A mighty strength for recovery lay in the
trees, and it asserted itsell by beginning the
laborious work of spring all over again.
There was no new [reshness instilled into
brown and withered leaves, no restoration of
the lifeless partsto living freshness; butfrom
within there commenced an unseen work,
which resulted in a slow and gentle putling
forth of the tender shoots one by one and
little by little. So it came to pass that
where more favoured trees were in full large
leaf—such as the ash, which, being so late
in its verdure, escaped the effects of the
blast—the unusual sight was seen of the oak,
out of its order, just beginning its year-life
over again,

Noware there not resources in God’sking-
dom of grace excelling those of His in the
kingdomof nature? Shall anychristian doubt
that He, at whose command the life of the
trees clothes the forest with verdure, that He,
our God, has power to clothe the most back-
ward or soul-stricken of His people with more
than their early freshness? This is impossible
to doubt.

The believer has Christ as his life, and in
the believer the Spirit of God dwells, and
though the blasts of temptation may have
withered his life’s early promise, still where
there is honest confession of this truth, and
also patient waiting on God, little by littlo
the graces of Christ within and the beauty
of holiness shall surcly express themselves,
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The beginning of the recovery will be un-
seen, it will be a process going on in the
soul, known perhaps to God alone. but the
end will be a witness to men. Such work

| will necessarily be gradual.

It was observed, too, that the black,

| withered-up leaves remained in their places.

No restoration of these touk place ; but they
became gradually hidden by tho beauty of
the fresh life. e cannot alter the past.
We cannot mend the broken and ruined
work of bygone days; but if we look only to
Christ, we shall not be wanting in freshness
or in fruit.

Let the stricken believer hope in God, and
espect [rom Him., Look for an arising of
such freshness and vigour, that what now
scems a lifeless life shall yet be graced with
the beauty of a second spring.

THE WAITING ROOJ.

FEW years ago a gentleman had oc-

casion to visit alittle town in Kent. e
missed the train by which he intended to
return, and, Gnding that he had two hours to
wait before another train for London should
arrive, to pass the time he bought a novel,
and, comfortably seating himself in the wait-
ing room, was soon lost in his story.

Shortl{ after, two young men entered, and
seated themselves not far from him. The
elder of the two had sometime before been
brought to the knowledge of the Lord, while
his companion had only the day before found
Christ as his Saviour, and, in glowing lan-
guage, he was telling of his newly-found joy.

Quite unintentionally, the subject of our
story overheard their conversation. e lis-
tened at first with the quiet smile of one who
hears the ravings of an enthusiast; but the
joyful carncstness of the speaker made him
fecl the reality of thewords which he uttered,
and they took a firm hold upon him.

He rose hastily and leftthe waiting room,
but gtill he scemed to hear that young voice
repeating its bright testimony. Ilis heant
craved rest—happlness—something certain
to cling to in this world of shadows and un-
rcality. If Christ, he thought, could give
such a joy and happiness as these two lads

ossessed, how willingly would he surrender
is fortune, hisall, lo be the possessor of
such a treasure.

The train came up, and he left Lhe station;
but the impression which he had reccived
remained, and for some time he wasin a state
of deep anguish of soul —an anguish border-
ing on despair. Iic was as one walking in
a labyrinth, who cannot find the clue to the
way home. How blessed it is to know that
everydesircofthesoul,aimlessand wandering
asit mayscem, is marked by the graciouseye
of Him who neverforone moment ceases in
Iis care for the poor weary heart, which it is
His purposeto fill with His own pecacel

Oftendidthatgentleman praythathe might
sce those young men again, whose testimony
had awakened him to a sensc of His distance
from God and nced of His grace. Hehad no
idea who orwhere they were ; but onc after-
noon,aboutthree monthsafterthememorable
conversation which he had overheard, the
thought struck him that they might belong to
the place where he had seen them, and he
determined to try and find them out. Taking
aticketfor C , he was soon speeding on
hisway, withmanyamisgivinglest hisjourney
should bein vain. Thetrainstoppedatthefirst
station, a passenger entered, and the gentle-
man of whom we write, glancingat bim, im-
mediately asked himsell where he had seen
the face before. Yes, surely he could not be
mistaken; he had alrecady [ound the one he
was in quest of, for his fellow-traveller was
none other than the clder of the two young
companions who had spoken together in the
waiting room thrce months befare.

Heintroduced himself, and told histale to
a willing listener, who pointed him to Jesus
for pardon and peace, and told him that he was
dishonouring God by trying to save himself,
while he had only to believe what God said
and trust in the finished work of Christ.

The train again stopped. The seckerafter
Christ nnd Lis companion stepped upon the
platform, and there in that waiting room,
where the Lord had first spoken to his soul,
He spoke again, but this tioie the words were
words of peace.

Having found Christand rest in Him, the
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subject of this story became at oncea bright
andactive worker forHlim, Thename of Jesus
was ever on his lips and in his heart, and he
longed to make that saving name, that name
of power, known far and wide.

Beloved reader, are you resting your soul
on the finished work of Christ? Nothing
else will do. Every other prop will slip from
under you, but resting on Jesus, the sure
foundation, you are secure. Benot deccived;
do not put off the great question of yoursoul's
salvation. God places peace and pardon be-
foreyouto-day,butnotto-morrow. Oh, come,
and, in coming, find rest to your soul. x.R.

Ladr

““NOTES

'SCRIPTURE.

Power Given.

We will now turn toanother great crisisin
Jacob’s history.
thirty-second chapter of Genesis, giving
special attention to the exercises of Jacob's
soul there recorded. God would bring Jacob
back to Bethel. Thehouseof Godand thegate
of heaven should have Leen his dwelling-
place, even as to-day our spiritual dwelling-
place should be the heavenly places where
Christis. “Ifyethen be risen with Christ, scek
those things which are above, where Christ
sitteth on the right hand of God. Set your
affection on things above.” (Col. iii. 1, 2.)
True, Jacob, as the record of this chapter is
given, does not return so farasto Bethel, but
we know he is on the journey there.

Now God has His wonderlul ways, which
He carries out with each one of IHis people.
God was about to give Jacob power with
Himsel( and with men. “The believer needs
power to overcome for God. DBut this power
is never vested in a believer as of right : he is
but a vessel to contain it,and does so accord-
ing to his daily dependence on God. **\Ve
have this treasure in carthen vessels, that the
cxcellency of the power may be of God, and
not of us” (2 Cor. iv. 7); and when we arc
weak, then are we strong.

Will our reader study the |

If God opens the heavens to us, we know
that what is our portion there is also that of
‘“all saints.” ¢ Blessed be the God and
Father of our Lord Jesus Christ, who hath
blessed us with all spiritual blessings in
heavenly places in Christ.” (Eph. i. 3.) The
greatest, the highest, the most marvellous
blessings, are as much for the weakest of all
saints as for even Paul the apostle. But when
we come to such a question as power, we have
that which is distinctly personal and indi-
vidual. Goddealswith theindividual believer,
working in him to willand to do of His good
pleasure. Each and all of God's people will
have the same heavenly home, but there is
a vast difference betwceen saint and saint on
earth. Some are the prey of every passer-by ;
others are strong in the Lord and in the

| power of His might.

Now when Jacob, as we read in our chap-
ter, had planned and arranged, according to
the subtle wisdom of his soul, he still had,
even as have all saints in the great crises of
their lives, to dea! with God alone. *“ And
Jacob was left alone.” (Gen. xxxii. 24.) At
what we may call the hour of his conversion
Jacob was alone: then God spoke to him.
Now, in the hour of this great crisis of his
life, God allowed Jacob so to arrange his
plans that when all his skill had exhausted
itself, Jacob was again found alone,and once
more it was night.’

It is well to revive in our souls the memory
of God's dealings with us. ‘\Whoso is wise,
and will observe these things, even they shall
understand the lovingkindness of the Lord.”
(Ps. cvii. 43.) Togothrough thislife without
deeply pondering over the ways of God with
us individually, shows 2 wantof wisdom which
tends toward spiritualinsensibility. Nay, we
would venture to say, in the light of such a |
psalm as that from which we have just quoted, |
that God expects His children to observe Iis
dealings with them in their path on this
earth.

Aloncand in thedarkness, then, was Jacob.
‘““ And there wrestled a man with him unuil
the breaking of the day.”” Do we not scein
this that God had a controversy with Jacob?
The heaven-sent messenger was wrestling
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with the pilgrim on carthl Solemn con-
sideration for our hearts.

He was in great straits of soul as to his
circumstances, in deep exercise concerning
his possessions and his family, yea, as to his
own life's security, for Esau and his four
hundred men were marching to meet him,
** For I fear him " (Gen. xxxii. 11), he had
prayed to the Lord. DBut, notwithstanding
his trial, no comfort was as yet poured into
his spirit, but instead ** there wrestled a man
with him.” Perhaps our reader knows cx-
perimentally, in degree at least, what this
means.

God was dealing with Jacob directly and
personally. God was not going to allow His
servant to cross the river in his own strength
and wisdom : He had a deep purpose of
blessing for Jacob, which He was working out
by passing him through an exercise of heart
so that he should be prepared for God to
work inhim. Jacob did not, at the moment,
apprehend God's ways with him. e know
well what thisisby studying ourown histories.
Hence Jacob went on wrestling till the break-
ingof theday. He struggled on. He would
not give up. He pat all his strength and
vigourinto the conflict. Yield he would not.
But go forward on his own way and in his
own strength he could not.

Then, “when he saw that he prevailed not
against him,” that is, when the heavenly mes-
senger saw, He put Jacob into the place of
power—"* he touched the hollow of his thigh:
and the hollow of Jacob’s thigh was out of
joint, as he wrestled with him.” Then the
“man,” was, as it were, forleaving. ‘“Letme
go, for the day breaketh,” but that touching
of Jacob’sthigh had given Jacob thesecret of
prevailing power ; for, clinging to the mighty
One forsupport, he cried, ‘1 will not let thee
go except thou bless me.”

This is what would be called now-a-days
the second conversion, orthe entering of the
christian into the secret of power. DBchold
that wrestler, nowclinging to him with whom
he had struggled through the night! A lame
man cannot wrestle, but he can clasp and

ray. Andthusitwas that power entered (or
gacob. So, when in this clinging posture,

while in faith saying, ‘* ‘1 will not let thee
(;o except thou biess me,” He said unto him,
Vhat is thy name? And he said, Jacob.”
Supplanter—the old name indicative of the
natural, unlovely character. The truth about
ourselves does not come out anywhere so
clearly as when, in our helplessness, we are
clinging to Christ for strength, for then we
dare tell the truth about ourselves.

Now, that natural strength is relied on no
longer, and the truth about self is told, the
visitor says, *“ Thy name shall be called no
more Jacob, but Israel ; for as a prince hast
thou power with God and with men, and hast
prevailed.” Jacob, yet no longer Jacob, but
Israel, the prince with God, is strong in the
Lordandinthepowerof Hismight, “*and He
blessed him there.”

May we not say that the way by which
God brings His people individually to dwell
in Bethel—the house of God and the gate
of heaven—is by the deep exercises of some
Peniel, where they see God face to face, and
where He deals with them in such a way as
to take away hope in self strength, teaching
them Himself as their All ?

A COMMON EXPERIENCE.

A PERSON not fully established in Christ was
recently giving us a little of her experience.
“[ used to expect christians,” said she, *“ to
be perfect, and would say to my friend, who
professed to be saved, ‘ You are only a de-
ceiver, for you do things and say things you
should not.” "

“You held the looking-glass up to your
friend 7" we said.

‘** Yes,” was the ready reply, ‘“and then I
held it up to myself,and began to look at my-
self, and say, ‘ You are not a christian : how
can you be one, inconsistent as you are ?’”

Now, this is an experience common to
many. \Vhat we have to do, as to our fellow
christians, is, in love, to look for Christ in
them; and what we have to do, as to our-
selves, is. by faith, to see that we are in
Christ. We have not to look at the faults of
others, neither have we to look in ourselves
for goodness.
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Comwe, my Little Lawb.
’I HE ollowmg story of a little child was

told me by the mother herself, though,
alas, she did notknow the blessed Saviour who |
had won the heart of her little boy. She was
a hard working-woman—helping to support

her family by letting lodgings. She had many
children; and this little one, the youngest,
three and a hall years old, was sent for the
whole of cach day to an infant school, the
motherbeingtoobusytoattendtohim. There

' he heard of Jesus, and of His love for little

children.

The mother told me that it had been her
practice to give to each child, as soon as it
was able to understand anything, a book with
Scripturepicturcs. Shehad neverfeltherown
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needasasinner, and could not thereforeteach
them about the Saviour—the One who died
forsinners. But, as she expressed it, she did
not wish them to grow up without ‘““religion.”

The book of which her dear Charlie be-
came possessed was a well-known one for
children—** Peep of Day *"—in which a plc-
turc of Jesus blessing little children greatly
attracted him; and so often had it been
turned to by his little hands, that it was torn
from its place.

Charlie’s mother loved her little son, and
entered with tender care into his childish in-
terests.
to come when he should lay aside his frocks
for knickerbockers ; a great event to a small
boy. IHismother promised that whenshehad
made him two pairs, he should begin them ;
and he begged that his frocks might thenall
be giventoa little girl at the school, of whom
he was very (ond. -

At length the new garments were ready,
and on the morrow he was to put them on. So
cagerwas the child aboul this, to him, great
. event,thathe asked to havethem on the same
evening, so as to feel what it would be to
wear them; and when he was attired in them,
such was his delight that he could hardly be
made to put them off: and. go to bed.

In the moming, when his mother went to
call him, he said, * Mother, I'm not going to
get up to-day."

Surpriscd, she said, * But, Charlie, remem-
ber your knickerbockers!"

“Yes, mother,” he replied, ‘T know. DBut
they don't wear knickerbockers in heaven,
and I'm going to heaven. 1've scen Jesus,
and He saidso”—beckoningwith hishand—
“«Come, My little lamb; come, My, little
lamb’; and I'm going to Him.”

The mother could not understand it ; the
child appeared well; but she let hiin have
his way, and he had his breakfast in bed.
All the forenoon he lay in her lap, and there
dozed heavily ; waking only to repeat a verse
or tryto saya hymn, and then he dozed again.

He had but one thought in his mind, and
that related to his favourile picture, and all
that he asked for was this picture. The
book was found, but the page was gone;

A

His one great wish was for the time |.

where it could be, the mother could not say.
However, Charlic had * scen Jesus,” and his
Lheart was satisfied.

Very softly little Charlic slept away. At
three in the afternoon he was with the
Saviour who had called His little lamb ; with
Him who came *to savethat which waslost.”
(Matt. xviii. 11.)

When his frocks were collected for his little

fricnd, the treasured picture was found care-
fully folded in a piece of thick paper in one
of the pockets! What a sweet voice of
Charlie’s love to the Lord.
That little lamb was one of those thathad
been given to the Lord by the Father. Ile
had died to save him. 7To that dear child,
unknown as one belonging to Ilim, and in
that house, where not another soul had
tasted Iis love, Jesus had revecaled Him-
sell ; and had madehim contentand glad to
leave everything that had held hislittle heart
to carth, to be with Him in heaven.

And so it everis. \When we have ¢ seen
Jesus,” when the heart is satisfied with I1im,
the things of carth are not worth looking at.

‘““ e that cometh to Me,"” the Lord Jesus
says; not ‘‘he who once came,” but *‘he
that cometh to Me shall never hunger; and
he that believeth on Me shall never thirst.”
(John vi. 35.) s C.

NOT A CHRISTIAN.
"I KNOW 1 am not a christian; I don't
profess to be one,” was the light and
carcless answer, given by a young girl not
long since, after a fcw carnest words had
been spoken to her for her soul's good.

She seemed to think, poor girl, that really
some small credit was due to her for not pre-
tending to be what In realityshe wasnot; as
if, when brought face to face with her Maker
and her Judge, she could by her bold answer,
“ I have never professed to be a christian,”
escape the reward of her indifference.

Yet this very girl could calmly look back
and remember the death-bed of a dearly-
loved sister, and say, ‘' Oh, she was a chris-
tian il ever there was one, and oflen did she
spcak to me about beingsaved and of goingto

heaven."”
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Loveofadmiration,of dress,and of worldly
companions seemed quite to *‘ choke " any
serious thoughts, which her sister’s conver-
sation and happy end might have caused,
and an occasional attendanceat Bibleclassor
the preaching ol the word wasthought by this
young girl interest enough for her to take in
‘all thatsortof thing,” as she called religion.

Dear young readers, I hope these words, so
lightly spoken, ““ 1 know I am not achristian,”
will strike you as solemnly as they do me.
Whatan awful thingisthisto*know!” How
strange that anyone can go on cating, drink-
ing, sleeping, playing, taking pleasure in
all the trifling things of this poor, perishing
world, and not troubling about what is to
follow after this carthly life is over. Then,
perhapssuddenly,death comes,andthegiddy,
thouggtless one is snatched away to hearthe
Lord utter His terrible ‘I know”—*Verily 1
say unto you. J 4now you not.” (Matt.xxv.12.)

I want you now, dear young friends, to
think for a few moments. You know of some,
whom you love, who are waiting for the Lord
Jesus to come from heaven and take them to
Himself. They aretrue believers in the Lord
Jesus Christ, and they can each say, ¢ I know
that I am a christian.”

I should like you to write down the truth
about yourself. Would you have to put down
I know I am, or I know I am not, a chris-
tian? That little word ‘“not’—that word
makes all the solemn difference.

Should the Lord Jesus come to-day, do you
think that by saying, ‘I know I am not a
christian, but then I have never pretended to
be one,” you would be allowed to go up into
the glory with His people? No, indeed!
And, oh, dreadful thought! it will be of no
use saying then, * Oh, if only I had thought
about this, and had cared about being saved
before, 1 might have gone up too, but now it
is too late.”

Now is the time God gives you to be saved.
Oh | be ready. I will relate to you a simple
incident of the danger of delay.

Alittle girl was once told by her kind aunt
that she would call for her, at a certain timo
in the day, to take her with her cousins ina
carriage to some beautiful gardens. This was

a great treat for Florrie, and she was most
anxious to go. But her aunt attached one
strict condition to her promise, which was
this, that Florrie should be ready when called
for, otherwise she would be left behind.

Florrie, of course, meant to be ready, but
her spirit of delaying overcame her, for as
the time drew near, she would put off pre-
paring for her journey. In vain her cousins
entreated her; she only laughed at them,
telling them *‘ there was plenty of time yet.”
A faithful servant warned the foolish girl
several times of the risk she ran of being left
behind, but only reccived from Florrie an
angry and rude reply.

At last she was suddenly called for when
in the very act of trying to make up for lost
time. She was not ready, and the door was
shut upon her. So she was left behind.
Great was her sorrow, and bitter her disap-
pointment, but no one could be blamed for
it but hersclf.

Alas, when the Lord comes to take His
people home, I fear that many an one will
not be ready. Oh! what will it betobe “ left
behind ** at the great, solemn day of whichl
have been speaking ?

Those words of the Lord Jesus arc spoken
to you, dear children, as well as to grown-up
people, ** Fherefore be ye alsoready: forinan
hourthat ye think not the Son of Man cometh.”
(Matt. xxiv. 44.) E. G.

THE BIAN WHO IWWVANTED TO SEE YESUS.

WI-I EN the Lord Jesus was here on earth,
He was going along a road one day,
surrounded by ever so many pecople, when
a man ran out of the crowd and climbed up
into a tree. \hat was it this man wanted ?
[1e wanted to see Jesus,and as he was alittle
man, he could not look over the peoples’
heads, and so he got up into the tree, because
he heard that Jesus was goingto pass that way.
Presently the Lord came to the tree 1n
which the man was; it wasa sycamore, which
has long branches and large leaves which
grow very thickly together.  Jesus stopped,
and looked up. Hark, Ile speaks to the
man. What does Hou say? You recollect
that the man wanted to sec Jesus.
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“ Zacchus, make haste and come down ;
for to-day I must abidc at thy house.”

- How pleased the man must have been to
have sucﬁ avisitor! Hereceived Jesusjoyfully.

It is very happy for us to be sure that Jesus
knows when anyone wantsto see Him. He
read theheart of Zacchxeus,and thought of him
among the hundreds of people who crowded
around Him, but many of whom, alas, did
not care to see Him in their hearts.

Do any of you want to see Jesus? e is
in heaven now, yet we can come to Him,
thouih we cannot see Him with our eyes.
We have to believe what He says, just as a
little girl once believed her father,though she
could not see him. He was in a dark cellar,
and she wanted to go to him, and he told
her to jump and he would catch her. She
said, “ Butitisso dark, father, I cannot see
you.” But at her father's word she jumped,
and he canght her in his strong arms.

Dear little ones, trustthe words of the Lord
Jesus, though you cannot see Him, as the
little girl trusted her father’s word. He died
on the cross, that by His precious blood He
might wash awayall the sins of every one who
comes to Him. All who believe on the 1.ord
will soon be with Him, not only for a little
while, like the man was who wanted to get a
look at Jesus, for presently Jesus will fetch
them to be with Him for ever. S. E.

A LITTLE WORD OF COUNSEL.
Ll'ITLE children need the loving care and
thestrength of the Lord for them quite
asmuchasgrown-up personsdo in theirtrials.
You have your little worries as much as old
eople have theirs, and there is only one way
or you to overcome, and that is by goingto
the Lord for strength.

When a trial of your temper or patience
comesyoucannotfiightitinyourownstrength,
but if youlook off from the trial to Jesus, even
ifit be but averylittlelook, strengthwill come
from Him 10 help you. The more often you
go in this way to the Lord, the more you will
find Him as yourstrength, and thus the things
which oncemadeyou very cross and disagree-
able, will only make you go to the Lord for
strength.

Do not keep thinking how unkind so-and-
so is, or how selfish someone else is, but think
of the Lord Jesus. This will be a cure for your
vexation about your troubles, indeed it will.
And the Lord has not only died for you and
made you His for heaven, He also lives for

you, and would have you know Him as your

friend and your strength for earth.

TIHE SHEPHERD WHRO DIED.

“1T po not think I can be one of Jesus’
lambs,” a little boy sobbed out, as he lay in
his father's arms. * And why so ?” enquired
his father. ** Because I do not feel I am,”
the child replied.

After tryingin various ways to comfort the
heart of his little boy, and yet being very
anxious not to say one word which should

lead his child to think lightly of what it is to

be a sinner, the father repcated this text,
““The blood of Jesus Christ, His Son, clean-

seth us {rom all sin.”” These words satisfied
the child directly. Do {ou, dear young friend,
know their sweetness

HTRUE_ MRENGOD's |
[StomesREEigfServants

¥ ".-}_‘.f.y
More about Master Bilney.
ONE more name must be added to the
number of those who — like the
tradesman in earlier times whom the country
Fcople loved to call ‘“doctor’ Nan, and
ike Dr. Barnes in the times of which we
are now reading—were allowed to glorify
God in the fires from which, in the hour of
weakness and, perhaps, of self confidence,
they had once turned away—that of Thomas
Bilney.

If, in these little sketches of some of those
who suffered to win for us the treasure which
we now enjoy, the treasure of an open Bible,
the story of their weakness is told without
any disguise, it is not that we would dwell
upon the failure of servants of Christ who
truly loved Him, but rather thatthe grace of
the Lord towards them may be seen, and that

I

1|
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MLNEY LED TO THE STAKE

we may remember, 100, how bitter a thing | than to Him who said ** My grace is sufli-
they found it to have listened to their own | cient for the. TFor My strength is made
cowardly hearts, and to the pleadings of those | perfact thorow weaknes.” (The words are
who would have them pity themselves, rather | quoted as Tyndale wrote them.) And, again,
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‘* Feare none of thoo thynges which thou
shalt soffre. Befaythfull vatothedeeth, and
I will geve the a croune of lyfe.”

Perhaps the most touching instance of this
sorrow of heart for unfaithfulnessis found in
the repentance of Bilney, of whom we have
read as the means used by God for the con-
version of Latimer, Barnes, and many others.
It was in this same yecar 1527, the year in
which the young men charged with having
distributed heretical books were pining in
theirunderground prison at Oxford,the same
year in which Dr. Barnes was arrested and
brought before Wolsey on the grave count of
heresy, that Bilney was accused of having
taught Lutheran doctrines at Cambridge.
A friar gave evidence that, during a con-
versation which he had bad with him, Bilney
had said thatthe Scripture of Godoughttobe
inEnglish, thatall men mightknow what was
fortheirsoul’s health; thathe had, moreover,
counted theindulgences granted by the pope
ofnoavail,andhad spoken blasphemyagainst
theblessed saints,denyingthattheydoalways
intercede forsinfal men, knockingat the door
of heaven.

The friar said that Bilney had affirmed, in
the words of Scripture, that * ther is one
God, and one Mediatour betwene God and
man, which is the Man Christ Jesus.” Where-
upon the friar had answered that there were
no saints when Paul wrote that, but that the
Church had now taught the faithful to offerup
their petitions to God through the blessed
Virgin and other holy saints. Again Bilney
had replied in thewordsof Scripture: ““Truly
our Lord Christ said, * Verely, verely, I saye
vnto you, whatsoever ye shall axe the Father,
in My name, e will geve it you." Let us,
then,” he said, *“ask helpin the name of Him,
who is able to obtain for us from God His
Father whatsoever weask, lest at the day of
judgment we should hear Him say, * Hitherto
haveye axed nothinge in My name.’” It was
upon the information given by this friarthat
the accusationagainsthim wasformed. Ton-
stall, beforewhom Bilney was taken, that he
might answer for himself, was gentle in his
treatment of him, using every persuasion be
could think of to induce him to give way and

retract whathe hadsaid. Atlast hesucceeded:
he could not, thank God, take away from
Bilney’s heart the good seed which had taken
root there, but he did shake his constancy in
maintaining what he knew to be true. Bilney
tecalled his words, and, after carryinga fag-
gotin a procession, and standing before the
prcacher at Paul's Cross as a penitent, he
was released.

The Bishop of London had read the lettcr
from Bilney, which told, in simple, earnest
language, the story of his conversion, and
how the faithful saying that ¢ Jesus Christ
came into the world to save sinners” had
brought him a peace which fastings and
prayers and indulgences could never bring.
Bilney had also told him, in all simplicity,
that he had sought to cause cven children to
understand that they “should not so trust in
these ceremonies that, being satisfied there-
with, the?'Should loatheand depart from the
Saviour.”  Perhaps this letter may have
touched him ; itis certain that, having wrung
the act of penance from him, he suffered him
to go back to Cambridge unmolested.

‘IFrom Latimer we learn with what feelings
Bilney returned to the little flock, who had so
long hung upon his words,*and sought his
counsel in every difficulty. * For a whole
year,” hesays, when writing, longafter (when
thistimeof persecutionfortheword of Christ
waspassed,and that other trial which was to
tryhimhadnotyetcome), “ Bilney wasin such
anguishandagonythat nothingdid him good,
not even the communication of God's word ;
for he thought that all the scriptures were
against him and sounded to his condemna-
tion. Yet,forallthat,God afterwards endued
him with such strength and perfectness of
faith, that he not only confessed his faith in
the gospel of our Saviour Jesus Christ, but
also suffered his body to be burned for that
same gospel’s sake which we now preach in
England.”

The first ray of hope which came to Bilney
while at Cambridge came with the thought
that God would yet permit him to witness for
Him by making a public confession of the
false way into which his fears had betrayed
him. I'ortwo years he diligently studied the
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scriptures in secret, and then, with many
prayers to God for guidance, strong in a
strength not his own, he left the university
and went to his native county of Norfolk,
where, passing from village to village, he
openly confessed hissin in denying what he
knew to he true, and preached the gospel to
the people.

“] go up to Jerusalem,” he had said to his
Cambridge friends, alluding to the words
of the Lord Jesus when He was about to
suffer, and there is no doubt that Bilney was
resolved, if God permitted him to do so, to
lay down his life; for he told everywhere the
same story, saying that the doctrines he had
abjured were indeed the very truth of God,
and bidding others take waming by his ex-
ample of unfaithfulness. It was for giving
away Tyndale’s New Testaments, and a book
of his called * The Obedience of a Christian
Man,” that Bilney was at last arrested and
imprisoned. Orders came from London that
no mercy should be shown him; he must be
burned in his own city of Norwich, as a re-
lapsed heretic—that is, one who havingseen
and confessed the error of his ways, hadagain
fallen back into his old courses—that those
who had drunk in the gospel from his lips, as
he preached to them in the fields and by the
wayside, might sec whither such doctrinesas
his tended, and might take the stern lesson
to heart.

The day before that fixed for his death
some fricnds who came to see him, thinking
to cheer the martyr, said that the fire would
indeed be of great heat to his body, yet that
the comfort of the Holy Spirit would cool it
to his everlasting refreshing.

“I feel by experience,” said Bilney calmly,
as he put his finger into the flame of a candle
which was burming on the table, ‘‘and 1 have
long known by philosophy that, by God's
ordinance, fire is naturally hot, but it isbut a
painforatime, followed by unspeakable joy.”
Then he compared the fire which should con-
sume him on the morrow to that chariot by
which Elijah was taken to heaven, for to him,
as to God's prophet of old, the end was sure,
though the way to. that end might be such
as might well makehcart and fleshfzil, Bilney

thenrepeated those words from Isaiah. which
may still be read, deeply marked by his pen,
in his Latin Bible—* Fear not, for I have
redeemed thee, I have called thee by thy
name; thou art Mine. When thou passeth
through the waters, I will be with thee, and
through the rivers, they shall not overflow
thee; when thou walkest through the fire,
thou shalt not be burned ; neither shall the
flame kindle upon thee; for I am the Lord
thy God, the I1oly Oncof Israel, thy Saviour.”
Then, saying with touching emphasis that
he was like a storm-tossed mariner, ready to
cndure the buffeting of many an angry wave,
in the hope of more speedily arriving at the
desired haven, he bade his friends farewell.
And so, on the morrow, calmly and with
stedfast faith, he “fell asleep”—for in such
words we may speak even of death in its
most terrible form, when we know that it is
for the happy soul redeemed by the wondrous
dcath of Christ only the entrance to the

presence of its Saviour.
‘“In the dungeons aad in the deserts,
Have Thy saints, by the world despised,
With joy untold, and unmeasured,
Looked on the face of Christ,
In the torture and in the fire,
'Midst the scomn and the hate of men,
They have scen but the light of I{is presence
Around them then,”

To the country folk who saw him die, and
who remembered his words, that cruel death,
so willingly embraced, came as a solemn
confirmation of thetruth of whathe had told
them, a seal set upon his ministry ; for had
he not proved to them that the truth for
which he died was worth dying for? and
should not thattruth, by God's grace, hence-
forth be to them worth living for? c. r,

BIBLE TREES AND BIBLE TRUTHS.
SEVEN TREES—TIIE CEDAR, SHITTAIN, MYRTLE,
OIL, YIR, PINE, AND DOX.
THESE scven trees denote a time of

carthly blcssing, such as the world has
not seen since man sinned and was cast out
of Eden. These trces are all grouped
together in one verse in the Old Testament,
and they arc planted that men may see, and
know, and consider that the hand of the
Lord hath done this.
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Let us now sec what they mean. You will
bear in mind that a very sad time of awful
judgment isyettosweepoverthisgniltyearth,
and it will be, as the word of God says, when
His ** judgments arc in the carth, the in-
habitants of the world will learn rightcous-
ness.” (Isaiah xxvi. 9.) Judgment is the
frequent prelude to blessing.

God will gatherthe remnant of Iisancient
peoplelsracl back totheir own iand,and make
Jerusalem the joy and centre of the whole
carth. Christ Jesus, once rejected and de-

'and a little child shall lead them.  Israel will
sit, everyman under his vinc and under his fig
tree, none daring to make him afraid. Satan,
the world’s greatfoe, will be bound in the pit.

Blessings will abound on every hand. The
 fruits of the carth will be multiplied, and the
rincrease of the ground ; the land that was
| desolate shall become like the Garden ef

' Iiden. ** All the treesof the field shall know

that I the Lord have brought down the high
tree, have cxalted the low tree, have dried
up the green tree, and have made the dry

tree to flourish: I

spised by them,
they will then own, f
andexclaim,* Bles-

scd is e that |
comcthin the name
of the Lord.” :

It will then be

seen, for the first
time, what the
governmentof God |
in full display is on
the earth. **A King
shall  rcign in
rightcousness, and |
princes shall rule
in judgment.” Re-
hellion will not be
borne with as now,
it will be instantly
punished.  Then

will be the reign of
rightcousness. We

e TaN LS
[

the Lord have
spoken and have
done it.” (Ezck.
xvii. 24.)

Thisis adescrip-
tion of what will
yet take place on
the carth. . Whata
contrast to the pre-
sent time!  But,
like all carthly
scenes, it will have
an end. Satan will
be loosed out of
his prison at the
cndofthethnusand
years, and then
man will vield to
his temptation.

Persons may say
il they were placed
in circumstances

havethisprefigured ==
in the carly part of
Solomon’s reign. David, a type of Christ as |
rejected, allowed hisenemicstolive. Solomon
as a typc of Christ in His glory, by one of
the first acts of his rcign cleared out of his
kingdom all that offended and djd iniquity.

In the days represented by these seven
trees, not only will sin be unsparingly put
down, butall sicknesses will havetheirsuited
remedies in that wonderful tree we read of
in the Book of Revelation, ** whose leaves
are for the healing of the nations.”

Then will beatimeolunparallcled blessing.
The wilderness shall blossom as the rose:

TUE bR,

similar to those in
which Adam and LEve were found—in the
midst of all the happiness and (reshness of
the morning of crcation—they would not
disobey God. God is going to give man
a similar opportunity. \What will be the
result ?

Turn to the end of Revelation, chapter xx.
There we read that Satan, after being loosed
from his prison, will succeed in deceiving
tne nations. This will bring in the end, and
then all the dealings of God with the world
will be over. Onetreec more remains forus
to spcak about. \Vhat it is we shall see in

and the lion shall lie down with the lamb,

our next paper. H. N.
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VOUR OIWWN SAVIOUR.
NLY a trifling act of courtesy, but it had
the effect of unsealing the lipsand win-
ning the confidence of an elderly lady, who
was, on the evening of which I am writing,
my only fellow passenger in an omnibus.

Fixing a long, earncst look on my face, she
said, with considerable energy of manner,—

““Tell me, have you ever tried to do good
to any one and got no thanks for it? "

Astrange question, andstill more strangely
putl Iwassilent fora moment—a very short
space of time, yct long enough for me to cast
myself on the Lord for grace to give a right
answer. ‘

* Perhaps I may have done so sometimes,
but if so it was only a test as to whether 1
wanted to do the seeming good to please
myself, or to serve the One to whom I owe
everything—the Lord Jesus.”

“Doingit forthe Lord Jesus! I reallydon’t
understand you,” said the lady, in surprise.
* But then I never did anything for I1im in
all mylife; I don't even know how to begin
to serve Him."” ,

“ You cannot serve Him until you know
Him as your own Saviour; until by faith you
know that your sins were once and for ever
put away by Him on the cross. Ilave you
trusted Christ ?”’ I asked.

‘I cannot sayI have,in theway you mean,”
she replied, *“ but I know a great deal about
Him; Lhaveread the NewTestamentoverand
overagain. IassureyouIadmirethe charac-
terof Christ; I like to think of how Ile went
about doinggooad—and Hiswas suchadeath,
too: such wonderful patience, such noble
forgiveness of enemies—prayingfor Iisvery
murderers, ‘ Father, forgive them, for they
know not what they do.””

My companion spokd earnestly, and I
replied,—

‘* All that you have said about our blessed
Lord is true, quite true, but you must know
more than tho moral beauty of Ilis path as
a Man among men, or you do not trust Ilim
ag your Redecemer.© Before anyone can ex-
perience rest of soul, ho must know Christ
as the eternal Son of the eternal God.”

“But thereare somany different opinions,”

she objected ; ‘‘even good men do not always
think alike.”

**Yes, many opinions, but only one stand-
ard by which to try them all—the word of
]Qod," I said, and repeated the well-known
ines,—

‘* None but Jesus can do helpless sinners good.”

‘Say those words again; oh, let me hear
them once morel"” and the thin hand of my
companion caught my arm eagerly. Again I
repeated the simple words, and she said, with
deep feeling,—

‘““It's just fifteen yearssince I heard those
words before; I can never forget the time;
my youngest son was in such a strange, low
way, his brothers said religion had turned his
brain, andthat hewas goingmad. Sometimes
he would walkupand down hisroomforhours,
wringing his handsand crying, ‘God be mer-
ciful to me asinner|’ But he came to himself
suddenly, saying the words you repeated just
now. I neversaw such a change in anyone;
heseemedso[ull of joy, thoughhe talked very
strangely. Iesaid it was not his prayers or
his tears that were the ground of his hope, it
was only the precious blood of Jesus. He
went abroadsoon after, but he writes us sach
beautiful letters, and what you said reminded
me of them.”

Our omnibus journey was at an end, and
we parted with a hasty good-bye.

Beloved reader, are you resting in mere
admirationof the characterof the Lord Jesus?
If so, you are still unsaved—still unshel-
tered by His blood—still a strangerto God's
thotdghts about Ilis beloved Son. ¢‘Behold
the Lamb of God, which taketh away the sin
of the world.” )&

AN EARNEST CRY.

LATE one evening, a christian neighbour
asked me if I would go with her to the
next house, to see a poor woman who was
prostrate on the floor, crying to God for
mercy. I at once accompanied her, and found
a woman kneeling on tho floor, and locked
in her daughter's arms, the mother crying—
“ Lord, have murcy upon me! Lord, save
me! Lord, wash me from my sins| Lord, give
me power {o believo Thee! TLord, 1 thank
Theo for having spared me (or this hour!
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Lord, wash mc now |
blessing now!"”

Ido not cver remember having seen a soul
in such heart-rending sorrow, and so ear-
nestly desiring to be saved at once. I sat
down by herside,and asked hertolisten for
a moment, and then quoted, ** Him that
cometh unto Me, I will in no wise cast out.”

She said, I belicve it.”

I asked, *“Then have you come to Him ?”

Sheanswered, *Yes, [ have come, but He
has not removed the load of my sin yet.”

Again she cried for mercy, and repcatedly
exclaimed, **Wash me now, save me now,
my Saviour!”

I reminded her how the Lord had said to
a poor woman—a sinner—at [is feet, ** Thy
sinsare [orgiven,” and assured her that these

Lord, give me the

veords are addressed by Him at this very hour.

toeverypoorsinner who reallycomesto Him.
The woman still cried for power to lay hold
of His word, imploring the Lord to relieve
her now. AsIknelt and prayed to the ever-
ready Saviour to give relief to this poor soul,
she wrung her hands, repeating over and
over again, “ Yes, Lord, now.” I quoted
several times, ‘‘ Him that cometh unto Me, I
will in no wise cast out,” and, * Thy sins are
forgiven.”

About an hour was thus spent, alternately
praying for her, and quoting those precious
words of the Lord Jesus, but she seemed un-
able tolay hold of Him. At lengthI told hier
only to belicve, for the Lord was waiting (or
her to accept the very peace and rest she was
so desirous to obtain. How intensely I felt
that at that moment there was ‘‘joy in
heaven” over a repentant sinner! I thenleft
her, and rcturned home.

In some twenty minutes I again went to
see her, and she wis now on her knees with
her head on her husband's lap, cntreating
him to come and get the blessing too. She
knew she was forgiven, and all her anxiety
was for her husband aad their young son, a
lad of about fourtcen years of age. She was
[ull of gratitude to the Lord, and to us who
had prayed for her, and sought to bring her
to Christ. I proposed praise for the Lord’s
goodness to her, and prayer for the husband

and son. We knelt down, and the exclama-
tions of praisc and gratitude from the newly-
saved onealmost drowned my voice as [ gave
thanks to the Lord. Her fervent * Oh do,
Lord,” and **Save my Georgy,” as I asked for
the conversion of those still unsaved, might
have been heard in the street. )

When I left, the husband, decply aflected,
said, ** Do pray for me,” and I promised, by
God’s help, to do so daily, until he had his
load of sin removed, forhe, too, longed to be
saved.

I retired to rest that night thankful for
the fresh proof that God hears and answers
prayer, and could not fail tosee His hand in
keeping mc¢ at home on that evening, in
readiness for thelittle service which He had
so praciously permitted me to render.

The next morning I called, and found the
new-bornsoul quietly enjoying therelicf from
her ‘‘great burden of sin.” I should men-
tion that her married son had found *‘peace
in believing”alittle more thana fortnightbe-
forc,and the youngman’swifeonlythreedays
previously. Shetold methatwhen she heard
that these relatives werc saved, she [elt so
keenlyherlost condition thatshe had scarcely
slept since; but thatonthat \Vednesdaycven-
ing she had felt so utterly wretched that she
had beenobliged tocryaloud for mercy. That
cryrcached the earsofthe God who “‘so loved
theworld that He gave Hisonly begotten Son,
that whosoever believeth in FHim should not
perish, but have everlasting life,” and an
answer of peace was conveyed to the poor
suppliant.

Whatmarvellousgrace shown tothat famil
in such a brief space of time! and it surely
becomes us to hope that the husband and
younger son will soon be saved.

NowIwould usk you, dear reader, have you
cver felt sin to be an unbearable load ? Ilave
you ever cried formercy,? Do you know that
sin, ifunforgiven, will land you in the lake of
fire ? or arc you, like thousands of others, in-
different as to eternity? I would urge you
now to comeé to Him who says, ** Him that
cometh unto Me, I will in no wise cast out,”
that you may hear for yoursell those peace-
giving words, * Thy sinsare forgiven.” T,
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RE?’ O/CE IN THE LORD.
“ REJO CE in the Lord a/way,” says the
Scripture—not merely when it.is fair
sailing, but in stormy weather also. The
apostle was in a dungeon when he said,
**Rejoice in the Lord alway, and again, 1 say,
rejoice.” His surroundings did not conduce
to joy, but bis joy was in the Lord. We re-
member how he, with Silae, sang praises to
God when in the inner prison at Philippi ; and,
when the beloved saints of that city were
going through their trials for Christ’s sake,
the apostle sent to them, from his chains in
Rome, thecheering exhortation, *“Rejoice in
the Lord alway.”

Christians, generally, might bealittle more
joyful in the Lord than they usuallyare. There
Is some voom for it, surelyl Then says the
apostle, *“The Lord is at hand ”—that is,
close by, to care for, to protect His people.
Itisa great tbing,in the presence of enemies,
to be under the guardianship of the mighty
One. There would be deeper repose of heart
if we did more truly believe in His presence
for us.

Now, rejoicinginthe Lordalway,and know-
ing Him at ourright hand, what shall be our
demeanour towards others? DModeration—
gentleness—yieldingness. Let your modera-
tion beknown untoaﬁmen—most practical re-
sult |and onedue to the Lord fillingourhearts
with joy,and covering us with His protection.

HE IS OUR PEACE.

VW E who sometimes were afar off are made
nigh by the blood of Christ, for He is
our peace. (Eph.ii. 13, 14.)

Mark, troubled heart, the word does not say
that anything in you is your peace, but that
He, Christ Jesus, who shed His blood for you
upon the cross, and who lives for you in
heavenis. Howeverthe state of the soul may
change, still Christ is our peace; whatever
Satan may say, still Christ is our peace. e
changes not ; His work is perfect; what He
has doneabides for ever, and God is glorified
by that work. Shall not your heart respond
with praise to these great words, ‘“He is our
pcace" ?

A CHILDS DREAM.

. I’LL tell you what it was that first brought

me peace,” said a young (riend to me
the otherday. *WhenI was a child you often
told me that it was for the chief of sinners—
forthose who hated Him—that the Lord Jesus
died, and I felt that I was not bad enough to
hate Him; I thought I could neverhave been
wicked enough to spit in His face. I knew
I did not love Him, but thought I could not
have a heart as hard and as wicked as the
hearts of those who mocked Him when He
was dying upon the cross—that surely there
was some good thing in me that kept me
from feeling inclined to treat Him as they
did.

‘“ But then I remembered that it was for
sinners, and not for good people, that Jesus
died, and this thought kept haunting me, so
that I could not rest. At last, in an agony, I
prayed to God to teach me how wicked I
was—to show me, if it was even by a dream,
that my heart was just as bad as the hearts of
tshose who crucified and mocked His blessed

on.

“Days and weeks went by, and still I had
no rest; but one night God, who had heard
my prayer, sent me the answer. Idreamt that
I was passing near an open space, and seging,
by the crowds who were collected there, that
something unusual was taking place, I looked,
and saw three crosses, and% knew that the
One who was nailed to the centre cross was
the Lord Jesus Christ. I noticed that there
were two separate crowds of people standing
by; those who: formed the one group were
mocking Him, while those who formed the
other were weeping.

““One, and then anothercame out from the
mocking crowd, and spat in the face of the
sufferer,and, as I looked upon Him, the same
hatredarosein myheart; 1,too,advanced and
spat in His face.

** He spoke not a word, but turned upon me
such a look of agonized love that it broke my
heart. It showed me my vileness and the
horribleness of what I had done, and I could
no longer choose but turn and join the weep-
ing little crowd of those who loved Him and
sorrowed (or Ilis sufferings.
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*“ That night I learned something of what
my heart was, and of the love of IIim who
had died for me. I awoke, believing at last
that God loved me, and that Jesus had dicd
forme, even when myheart wasenmityagainst
Him.”

Yes, beloved reader, God loved my young
friend, even when there was not one thought
of love in her heart for Him. And Heloves
us also, for * God commendeth His love to-
ward us, in that, while we were yet sinners,
Christ died forus.” (Rom.v.8.) Itmatters
not whether you think yourself good or bad
—abigsinner oralittle sinner—we are com-
missioned, asin Christ’s stead, to beseech you
to bereconciled to God. The blood of God's
only begotten Son could alone fit you for
God's presence. Nothing less could have
done it—nothing more is required. It was
God who laid oursinsuponthehead of His
spotless Son; the price that God's justice
demanded has been paid to the utmost.

Nothing that you can do will make the
least difference as to your acceptance with
God. Think you that God could accept your
poor doings, as if the work of His beloved
Son were not enough to secure eternal sal-
vation? Away with the insulting thought !
Jesus, the blessed Son of God, was a perfect
sacrifice to satisfvforeverthe claims of a holy
God. Nothing you can ever do, or think of,
can make the shadow of a claim for you to
God's salvation. It was God's majesty that
was outraged by the sinner’s sins; it was God
who loved the sinner; it was God's hand that
provided the remedy, and, with the sacrifice
He Himself provided, His justice is for ever
satisfied. Jesus said, *' It is finished” ; the
work He came to do is done; and if that
is enough for God, poor sinner, is it not
enough for you also ?

OUR SUN AND SHIELD.

Yes, both !—all the brightness and warmth
of the sun, and all the protection of the
shield. The Lord is both for His people. Let
us turnour faces toward our Sun, and rejoice
in God, and let us hide from our enemies
under His protection, and be at peace.

YESUS THE MANNA.

ESUS ig the Bread of God; He is also the
Manna for His people. The manna fel(
morning by moming around the camp of
Israel in the wilderness, and those who rose
up early gathered thereof. The manna wasg
the staple food of Israel in the wilderness; it
was their bread, theirstaff of life. So is the
Lord the food of His people in thewilderness
of thisworld. Heisour Bread—notonly our
Life,but thesupport of ourspiritual existence,
and thus our Staff of Life. As we need our
daily bread, so is Jesus the Manna for the
daily wants of our souls. When He is in-
differently sought after, when there is but a
poor appetite for Him, the spiritual state of |

the child of God is sickly.

We each eat our daily bread for ourselves,
according to our strength and appetite, and
whatwe eatbecomespartofourselves. Hence
the figure that brings to us Jesus as the
Manna is most practical in its teaching. No
one can feed on Christ for another; each
child of God does this solely for himsellf.
What is thus received in the heart is private
and personal. It isasecret between Christ
and His own who feed on Him. The world
cannot see or gather the food upon which
the soul of the christian feeds. Moreover,
none but the individual who finds the pre-
ciousness of Christ in his daily trials and
difficulties, in his pains and sorrows, knows
the special grace of the Lord to him, himself,
in his peculiar circumstances.

We all are aware that Christ is the Manna,
but the individual child of God who feeds on
Christ, knows Him according to his own ex-
periences of Christ. Experiences of what
Christis are secret, though believers may tell
others of His grace and goodness.

Thus in those who truly feed on Christ
there arises what we may term a holy secret
betweenthel.ord Himselfandthem. \Vehave
our earthly confidant; there are certain in-
timacies which are nevershared bymorethan
twohearts. And we maysay, thereisa private
sweetness to the soul of the child of God, a
secret between Christ in heaven and him on
earth, which it is the Lord's pleasurc that
none other shall share.
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Christians have joys in common and griefs
in common, but never can one receive for
another the special ministryof the Lordtothe
heart wherewith He soothes and solaces in
life’s trials.

Searching for Him as theManna, and find-
ing Him prepared for us before we rose to
search for Him; and taking Him, as it were,
to ourtents and feeding upon ¥im, formsin
the believer on earth true christian character.
The christian becomesChrist-like by feeding
on Christ,

Now our Lord tells us that in heaven He
will givetohim who has been the overcomer,
in a day when the masses mingle with the
world and are in spirit united with it (Rev.
ii. 14.), to eat of the hidden manna (17).
What will be this manna in heaven ? There
will be no rising up early in the moming
there—no retiring alone into the tent there!
For there no noonday heat shall be known,
and there earth’s pilgrimage and tents will
have been for ever left behind.

True, but God has His delights in Christ.
In heaven, in glory, the manna of God’s peo-
ple is at God's right hand, evenas the manna
that fell in the wilderness was placed in the
golden pot within the ark in the Holiest of
All, and laidup before the Lord. That golden
pot was located in the sanctuary; it was not
there to supply the needs of the pilgrims in
the wilderness, but to utter its voice, as it
were, in the ark of God to God.

TheLord haspromised His people on earth
the hidden Manna when they reach glory.
Not simply Himself, as we feel our need of
Him, but Himself to {ced our affections ac-
cording to the thoughts of God about Him.
Tliere will be an unceasing, onvarying de-
light in Christ there, according to God's
thoughts of Him in glory, for all who have
found Him here suited to them in their need
on earth.

Thus Christ will be for all eternity the
Manna for His people. lleis the same yes-
terday, to-day, and for ever, and His people
will eternally delightin Him. Moreover, He
gays, ‘' I will give" tothe overcomer “'to eat
of the hidden manna,” for it ever is and ever
will be }His joy tosatisfythe hearts of His own.

1

THE LORD'S LOVE TO THE SINNER.
THE Lord was weary, and He sat on
Jacob’s Well in the noon-day heat. The
well was deep, cut in the solid rock, and its
cool waters were far down beneath His feet.
Presently there came to the well to draw its
water a woman from the city of Samaria hard
by,hushedintheheatofitsnoon-daystillness.
Behold the Lord of glory, a weary Man,
and the woman, a sinner of Samaria, by the
well-side! Thirst had drawn her to Jacob’s
Well—thirst for the water of which we drink
but to thirst again; thirst had drawn Him
from glory on high to this weary world—
thirst for our salvation, our eternal good.

Then, as]Jesussat by the well-side, He dis-
covered to the sinner her sinfulness, and
Himself the Christ, the Saviour of the world.
She believed, and filled with the joy of sal-
vation, left her water-pot, and went to the
city and proclaimed to the men the coming
One. Right blessed mission, resulting in
many of that city believing in Him.

When the disciples, who had gone to the
cityto buy meat, returned to Jesus, they found
Himrejoicinginrefreshment of which Hehad
partaken. Our gracious Lord had given of
the living water to a sinner. By His gift to
the sinner, Hereceived joy for Himself. Won-
drous grace! showing to us His love toward
us. And so it is'still, even to-day. There is
joy in the presence of the angels over one
sinner that repenteth. In heaven He is the
same Jesus He was on earth.

Will you not receive Him, thirsting, un-
satisfied heart ? \Whatever the earthly fountain
from which youwould drawyourrefreshment,
remember that you will thirst again. But the
waterv[esus gives shall everlastingly satisfy
you. Yetit isnot so much for your own bles-
sing that wewould with our last words for this
year entreat you to receive Him, but because
suchis Hislove for the sons of men that your
salvation shall be a fresh occasion of rejoicing
to Him.

e bled and died to save the lost; His
untold sufferings are the price at which He
bought His people; Helivesto bless, and in
blessing is His joy. Come now, fall at Ilis
feet, and own Him Lord.
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If He comes.

ITwas alovelyeveninginthepleasant month
of May. Already the golden sunset was
tinting the clouds with a marvellous beauty,
and the strange, wonderful light came steal-
ing along over the soft, grcen lawn, then
across the wide carriage-drive, and finally in
at the staircase windows of an old-fashioned
house in the county of Gloucestershire. Very
beautiful was the stream of red and golden
sunlight, as it rested at last upon the massive
brass rails which formed the balustrade of
the wide oaken staircase of thehouse in which
sweet little Mabel was at that time a guest.

Mabel was a tiny child of little more than
four years of age. So fair, so delicate was
she, that she looked too fragile for earth;
yet so sweet and gentle also in all her
ways and words, that from the moment she
became ourguestshealso becamecanobjectof
universal love andattraction. Notaservantin
that busy establishment was there who would
not have done anything in her power to give
little Mabel pleasure.

Sweet little'Mabel had come to our town
on a visit to a very dear aunt, but the fond
relative had been suddenly called away from
home., Not liking to leave her little niece
solely to the charge of her servants, Mabel
had been entrusted to our care. And a very
precious charge we found it to be during
the short time she remained with us.

Some dear little boys and girls will want
to know if little Nabel loved the dear Lord
Jesus. Tamso glad to be able to tell you she
did. Veryoften shewould speak in hersimple,
childish way of His goodness and love in
leaving the bright heavens on high to come
down and dieon thecross forher sins. Often,
too, her little face would beam with pleasure,
as one and another told her of some wonder-
ful story of the love of Jesus to poor suffering
sinners. But there was one thought that filled
Mabel’s little mind more frequently than any
other,and that wasthe sure, certainknowledge

that Jesus was coming again. Then she knew
she should be able to tell Him how much she
loved Him for all His goodness to such a
little child as herself.

NowImust go back to that part of my story
when the beautiful golden light was shining
on the brazen balustrade, and lighting up the
fine old oaken staircase with a flood of bright-
ness. It was a pretty sight, one that nceded
to be seento berealized. Mabelhad observed
it on the first evening of her arrival, and had
often spoken since of the * light on the ban-
ners.” Herlittle eyes sparkled with pleasure
again that night as I carried her upstairs
on our way to my bed-chamber. Merrily
she prattled at first of the ‘“ light on the ban-
ners,”’ and then in a softer, more reverential
tone spoke of the good God who had made
the wonderful light and told it to come in at
the staircase window, that she might sce it.
Just for a few moments I paused on the first
landing, and pointed out to the child some
beautiful spring blossoms standing in a vase
near the window.

“Do the flowers love the light on the
bannerstoo?” she asked in her childish way.

I told her in simple words of God’s good-
ness to the flowers, and how He had made
the light as ncedful to them as tous. But
in her eagerness to lookat the delicatetints
inside one of theleaves, Mabel almost forgot
that her pretty wax doll was in her arms.
Happily I caught it as it fell, so that it re-
ccived no damage. With one arm closely
twined round the doll,and the other clinging
round my neck, Mabel and I mounted the
remainder of the staircase and cntered my
room.

Thinking of the child’s simple faith and
confidence in the heavenly Father’s care, I
thoughtfully attended to her various little
wants, and prepared her for repose. With a
beating heart I listened to Mabel's simple
prayer. Likea child in converse witha father
was the short petition that fell from the
childish lips. After thanking the Lord for
keeping her so safely all day, she concluded
in these simple bul trustful words—

“Please, Lord Jesus, bring dear auntic
back safe, like you done uncle.”
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BIAUEL AN® THE SUNSIIINE ON THE BALUSTRADE.

I laid the littiec head on the soft, downy
pillow; then, withan carnest kiss on the little
upturncd face, prepared to depart. A hasty
glance round the bed-chamber to see that all
was as it should be, and I must say * Good-
night 1" All was in perfect order; cven the
child's doll, comfortably tucked up in a small
vacant bed in the corner of the room. An-
other touch to the arrangement of the snowy
curtains, and I opened the door to descend.
But if I was satisfied, Mabel was not. Her

quick cye had dctected something that had
made her uncasy. Springing out of bed,
with an alacrity that for the moment quite
astonished me, she reached the bed in
which, according to her directions, I had
placed her doll.

*What is it, Mabel darling 2" T asked, as
I stood by the Iittle white-robed child, and
marked her cager and yet satisfied expression
of countenance.

““You put the sheet too much over Dolly’s
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face,” was the ready reply. *‘It's all right
now; I've put it so she can see Jesus if He
comes.”

Once more I laid her on the snowy pillow,
and mused thoughtfully over her wish for the
Lord to come,and her strange childish fancy
about herdoll. Silently I sat by her side till
the little eyes had closed in slumber, and
things of earth were all forgotten. It was
with a full heart that I joined the family
circle, and told of the simple words of that
little child, with their precious lesson to my
own heart.

And now, dear little boys and girls, do you
love Jesus as Mabel did? Do you love to
hear the sweet stories of His love to poor,
sinful man 7 Have you everthought that He
came down from the bright heaven to wash
away your sins ? Do you see His work in the
beautiful flowers and golden sunlight that
surround you ? Perhaps you will think these
are a great many questions for little boys and
girls to answer. But I am just going to ask
one more. When you lie down in your soft,
cosy, snug little beds, do you think to your-
self, *I should like to see Jesus when He
comes ; perhaps IHe may come to-night”?

—_— M.V.B.
MORE ABOUT TVYNDALE AND HIS
TRANSLATIONS.

IN 1529, one year after the public burning

of his English New Testaments at Paul’s
Cross, Tyndalesailed from Antwerp for Ham-
burg, where he arrived in safety, though he
had a perilous voyage, and was shipwrecked
off the coast of Holland. At Hamburg he met
Myles Coverdale,ascholarlyman,drivenfrom
his home in Cambridge by the harsh laws
against those who held the new opinions; we
shall hear more of him by and by. It must
have been a cheer and comfort to the other
friendless exile to meet him, though the news
which Coverdale had to bring from home was
sad enough to daunt even a stouter heart than
that of Tyndale.

It was when all things were against him
that we read of David that he * encouraged
himself in the Lord, his God.” Tyndale had
long known God as his “refuge and strength,
a very present help in trouble"; he listened

to the evil tidings, and then, bating not one
jot of heart or hope, turned again to the task
to which God had called him, and in which
atthistime he had a fellow labourer. *‘Master
Coverdaletarried for him,” writes Foxe, ‘‘and
helped him inthetranslationof the whole five
books of Moses, from Easter till December,
in the house of a worshipful widow, Mistress
Margaret Van Emmerson, a great sweating
sickness being the same time in the town.”
It is possible that Fryth, who was at Hamburg
about this time, and who had a good know-
ledge of Hebrew, also helped in this transla-
tion. Only the Book of Genesis was printed
in Tyndale's lifetime, but the whole work was
preserved, and is very interesting, as being
the first attempt to translate any portion of
the Old Testament into English from the
language in which it was written.

That'this work was in progress soon be-
came known in England. Perhaps the trans-
lation of the first Book of the Bible may have
already been seen there as early as the fol -
lowing year, for we find among the list of
books forbidden by the bishops, at a council
called by special authority of the king, ‘the

 translation also of Scripture corrupted by

William Tyndale as wellinthe Old Testament
asintheNew,” ismentioned. The king, inhis
proclamation concerning these forbidden
books, says that he, as Defender of the faith,
which title, you may remember, he had lately
received from the pope, was  full loth to
suffer such evil seed to be thrown among his
people,so to take root that it might overgrow
the Catholic faith” in their souls. All such
English books were to be ‘“utterly expelled,
rejected, and put away out of the hands of
his people, and not suffered to go abroad
among his subjects.”

In this grear assembly, much was said on
both sides conceminithe question whether
it might not be the king's duty himself to
authorise and appoint certain men “‘to cause
the Scripture of God to be translated into the
English tongue, and to be communicated to
the people” ;—lor you must not forget that
Tyndale’s translations were forbidden, not
only because they contained errors, but more
particularlyonthe groundof thelrhaving been
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done without leave from those in authority.
After long discussion, it was decided that the
time had not yet come for such a work.

The document is still in existence which
dcliberatelyasserts that‘“the havingthewhole
Scripturein Englishis not necessary to chris-
tian men ; but that, without having any such
Scripture, endeavouring themselves to do
well, and to apply their minds to take and
follow such lessons as the preacher teacheth
them, and so learn by his mouth, they may as
well edify spiritually in their souls, asif they
had the same Scripture in English.”

This proclamation further states that the
king, having considered the matter,*’thinlketh
in his conscience that the divulging of the
Scripture at this time in the English tongue
to be committed to the people should rather
be to their farther confusion and destruction
than to the edification of their souls.” At the
same time Henry promised to have a faithful
translation made, that when his people by
their ‘‘sober, quiet, meek, and temperate
conduct” had so approved themselves in
the matter of detesting pernicious books and
abhorring heresies and new opinions, *that
all fearof misusingthegift of Scripture should
betakenaway,” he might haveit in readiness
to bestow upon them.

As it is mentioned in this paper that all
who were present at the assembly agreed to
the condemnation of the forbidden books,
and also to the withholding of the Scriptures
from the people until a convenient time were
come, it is with strange feelings that we sce
the name of Latimer among them. A letter
to the king, written by him at the end of the
same year, makes it clear that he, at least, did
not give his voice in favour of the decision
of the council. In this letter he pleads for
Tyndale’s translation, saying that it had been
“meekly offered to every man, who could and
. would amend it if there were any fault,” and,
.alldding to the proclamatlon,assures theking
that three or four who were present at the
assembly would have had the Scriptures go
forth in English, but were overborne by the
rest. Then, laying aside all fcar, he carnestly
entreats the king to see to it that he * may
be found a faithful minister of God’s gifls,

and not a defender of His faith—for He will
not have it defended by man or man’s power,
but by His wordonly; bythe which He hath
evermore defended it, and that by a way far
above man’s poweror reason, 2s all the stories
of the Bible make mention."” Thus, faithfully
and fearlessly, did one man in England dare
towrite to the most absoluteand unscrupulous
monarch our country has ever known.

It is a matter of regret, and also a fact
which may serve in some degree to explain
the determination of the great churchmen to
root out, if possible, every remembrance of
Tyndale’s works fromthe heartsof thepeople,
that not only does the * Obedience of a
Christian Man,” the most noteworthy among
them, containunsparing,evenviolent, attacks
upon many things_ taught and practised by
them, which he showed to be corrupt and
contrary to the word of God, but his trans-
lations of the Old Testament, as well as the
New, were disfigured by glosses, which were
often not simple explanatory notes, but con-
tained stinging words of satire.

Onec ortwoexampleswill serve to showhow
deeply he offended the priests. Over against
the words ‘“ They blessed Rebekah ” (Gen.
xxiv. 60) he writes, “ To bless aman’s neigh-
bour is to pray for him, and to wish him good
—not to wag two fingers over him.” Again,
when Baalam asks, *“ How can I curse whom
God hath not cursed?" Tyndale, in his gloss,
assures his readers that *The Pope can tell
how!”

“The servant of the Lord must not strive.”
Surely Tyndalo had forgotten this word of
Scripture when he used his marginal notes
thus, as weapons to pierce thosewho opposed
him, instead of meekly seeking to instruct
them !

It is Pleasant to turn from this side of
Tyndale's character, and look at him in his
every-day life at Antwerp. An interesting
littlo sketch of this is given us by Foxe, who,
after speaking of his *‘ diligent travail " over
his work, tells us that, ** when the Sunday
came, then went he to some one merchant’s
chamber or otlier, whither came many other
merchants; unto them would he read some
one parcel of Scripture, the which proceeded
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so [ruitfully, and sweetly, and gently from
him, much likc to the writing of John the
cvangelist,thal it was a heavenly comfort and
joy to theaudience to hear him read the Scrip-
ture.” Thus we see how that love for the very
word of God, which was the passion of his life,
showed itself cven in his voice and manner,
as he read it aloud in the land of his exile.
Cc.r.

BIBLE TREES AND BIBLE TRUTHS.
THE TREE OT LIFE.

IN our J)revious papers we have briefl

traced the various dealings of God wit
this earth. We have secen the Morning of
Innocence lasting for a Lrief period, and
characterized by (1) The Tree of Life and the
Tree of Responsibility.

Next the period of (2) Thorns, a time of
unrestrained wickedness, when lawless man
gratified his sinful lusts.

Then (3) The Wild Olive, beginning from
the time when God swept the earth in judg-
ment by a flood.

After that the (4) Root of the Olive, or
God's call of Abraham.

Thenthe,(s5) Cultivated Olive,FigandVine,
or God's dealings with the Jewish nation,
under various aspects, to prove whether it
was possible to obtain any good from man.

Afterwards (6) The True Vine, or the per-
sonal ministry of the Lord Jesus Christ Him.
sclf, which terminated by His being nailed
to the cursed tree.

This we saw was followed by (7) The Mus-
tard Tree. or God's dealings during this day
of gracé.

Then came (8) The Forsaken Bough, or
‘he awful state of those who are left behind
~hen tne Lord comes.

Afterthat,again,the(g)SevenTrees, setting
forth the perfection of blessing for the earth
during the personal reign of the Lord Jesus
Christ during the millennium.

We have now one more trece to look at—a
tree, however, in no way connected with this
poor, sad carth of ours, Itis ‘“Tue Tree
or L1FE, which isin the midstof the paradise
of God.”

No enemy can ever enter that lovely scene,
or mar the beauty and usefulness of that fair
and ever-bloomingtree. Satanandhisangels
and his poor deluded followers will be in the
lake of fire; Christ and His loved ones will
be in a scene far surpassing in loveliness
man's carthly paradise. It will then be seen
how grace has triumphed—gloriously and
blessedly triumphed !—in bringing lost sin-
ners into a state of blessedness far higher
than Adam could ever have known.

You will notice that there is only one tree
in that lovely place above. In the earthly
paradisethere was another—theTree of Res-
ponsibility. What has become of this? You

‘will recollect that the Lord Jesus when on

earth was compared to a tree. and as such
took upon Himself all the broken respon-
sibilities of His pcople,and believers can say,
‘¢ He Himself bare our sins in I1is own body
on the tree.”” The question of'sin and its
consequences is for ever settled for those
who believe on the Lord JesusChrist. The
shall never come into judgment. Christ has
borne all judgment due to them. He took
their place on the cross, and now opens to
them the paradise of God, where they will
be for ever with Himself.

There He will ever be the gustainer of
thelife He has already imparted to those that
believe. They live.because He lives. His
people will ever be dependent on Him. He
vill ever be their food.

Most blessed to hear Him say, *“To him
that overcometh will I give to eat of the tree
of life, which is in the midst of the paradise
of God.” Blooming thero for all etemity !
My reader, will you be there? Have you |
turned to Him?

Remember He has said, * Every tree that
bringeth not forth good fruitishewn downand
cast into thefire.” If youarestill unsaved,and
will bo honest with yourself, you cannot but
own that your life has borne no good (ruit for
God. Oh! turn then, I pray you, to the
only One, Christ Jesus, who can make tho
trce good, and may it becoms true of you
that you are ‘‘a tree of rightcousncss, the
planting of the Lord, that Ile might be
glorified.” 1. N,
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SOUL, THIS NIGHT.

Farturve \Worns.

ELLEN was a very lively little
girl,and a favourite in our Sun-
day-school. She was (ull of fun;
rather too much so, her teacher
sometimes said. But he was one of
those patient, persevering Sunday-
school teachers, who had taken for
his motto, * My class for Jesus."”
He toiled on, Sunday after Sunday,
month after month,and many of his
littlescholars were brought to know
that theyweresinners,and to believe
that Jesus was their great Saviour.

But Ellenwas not converted. She
was very regular, and said her text
perlectly,butshewaswithoutChrist.
Shewould often come and giveus to
understand that she was not going
to pay any real attention to what
was said. Often, at the close of the
meeting, I heard her teacher pray
thatEllen and others like her might
have no rest until they had given
their hearts to Jesus.

Well, Ellen had taken her library
book home as usual, and intended
having a good read, as che called it.
While she was reading her book she
came to a text of the word of God:
““Thou fool, this might thy soul shall
be required of thee

Ellen put the book away, and
began to occupy hersell with other things.
But it was of no use; the words, *‘ Sou!/, this
night,” kept ringing in her ears, until at last
she went to her own room in secret. There
thereality of heavenand hell filled her young
heart. What could she do? How happy for
herto have lcarned of Jesus and ldis love as
she had done, in the Sunday-school. She
went to the loving Saviour just as she was,
and told Him all about hersell.

Do you think e received her 7 Oh yes,
IHe did; and there was rejoicing in heaven
over this little repentant child, who had so
many times turned a deaf ear to the words of
love. Ellen was truly in ecarnest,she really be-
lieved in her heart,and all her sins were taken
away, and she passed (rom death unto lifc.

ELLEN READING.

Ellen and I have often spent happy hours
togcther, talking over old times, when she
was a little girl, and I remember her saying,
“If any one had no rest until she came to
Jesus it was I.”

And now, dear little children, it is" my
carnest prayer to-day that you may not rest.
until you can say from your heart, ‘‘ Jesus is’
my Saviour.”

* Oh, come, for time is fleeting fast,

The day of grace is hasting past,
And Jesus lle will come nt last, —Come away.” B,
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