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“Ghe Pime is Fhort.”

OW soon
Our new-born life
Attains to full-aged noon!
And this, how soon to grey-haired night!
We spring, we bud, we blossom, we are past;
Ere we can count our days, they go, they flee
so fast.

They end
When scarce begun;
And ere we apprehend
That we begin to live, our life is done;
Man, count thy days, and, if they fly too fast
For thy dull thoughts to count, count every
day the last.

Mg



The Message.

NN
(Gbanges.

HE changing year naturally remindg us of how
changing is the scene through which we are
passing.

" Change and decay in sll around T see,”
sang the dying poet Lyte, and surely we echo his
last words, not as mere sentiment of poetry, be it
rbyme or blank verse, but as hard, stern fact.

It is most humiliating to consider that we can see,
hear, and feel nothing that is not subject to change.
Within and without, before behind, and below,
above and around—everything varies or disappears.
Time, health, friends, intentions, circumstances—
each severally, and all together change.

Now, the Bible speaks of some solemn changes
which have occurred, or which will take place. We
read of those ““ who

CHANGED THE TRUTH OF GOD .
into & lie” (Rom. i.) Left by God to their native
ignorance and folly ‘‘because they did not like to
retain Him in their knowledge,” they changed the
glory of the uncorruptible God even into * creeping
things;"” and sank morally lower than the brute
creation. History will repeatitself. What man has
been he will become again (2 Thess.ii.) The human
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heart is ever the same. Polish and progress cannot
alter it.
“CAN THE ETHIOPIAN CHANGE HIS SKIN?"

Impossible. He was born black! Can the‘‘leopard
change his spots?’ Never, they are birth spots.
“‘Neither,” says God, “can ye do good who are
accustomed to do evxl" (Jer. xiil. 28).

A curate in India once boasted to a missionary
that he had ‘‘the cure of white souls.,”” Alas, all
souls are black, the white-skinned sinners’ as much
asthat of the descendants of Cush. Birth, education,
religion, are powerless to effect an inward change.
The Law never could change the heart of man.
Who ever became honest in heart by an act of
Parliament? Hence, we read in Heb. vii. of

“A CHANGE ALSO OF THE LAW.”

The law of Moses was not given to better man, but
to evidence how bad he is (Rom. vii.). It ‘“entered
that the offence might abound ”’ (Rom. v.). It was
** wenk through the flesh ”* (Rom. viii.).

A sculptor may be a clever fellow, but he cannot
carve an image out of a bag of sand. The fault is
not in him, but in his material. So ‘“the law is
holy, just and good;” but man is such bad material
that it cannot shape him into the moral likeness of
God. He must be ‘‘ born again ' and receive the
Holy Ghoet before a real change in his state can be
effected. Then there is a change indeed.

As soon s Jacob was bidden to go up to Béthel
(‘“ the house of God'') the word was, *‘ Be clean, and

CHANGE YOUR GARMENTS.”

The moral condition and environments of & sinner
are entirely changed at conversion. People do nof
recognise him as the same man. (See Jno. ix. 8,
9.) He makes a clean cut (or he ought to do s0)
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with the world, the flesh, and the devil. Old things
pass away; all things become new—new hopes, joyx,
desires. He leaves hisold sinful self at the Cross, and
-becomes more and more like his heavenly Saviour—
“CHANGED INTO THE SAME IMAGH
from glory to glory” (2 Cor. iii.). We always be-
come more or less like the object we are vccupied
with and admire. If a man of the world is known
by the company he keeps, so should the Christian
be (Acts iv. 18). Indeed, if right in soul, this is the
great thing he aims at (Phil. iii.), for he knows tha!
death changes everything else.

‘“If a man die, shall he live again ?'' says Job,
and he adds, “ All the days of my appointed time will
I WAIT TILL MY CHANGE CGOMES.”
Whether Job refers to death or to resurrection, what
he waited for is the only change that the natural man
can certainly wait for. When death comesallhisprot-
pects and possessions go with his breath. ¢ In thai
very day his thoughts perish.” What an awfu:
change death is to the sinmer; how glorious it i
to the saint. Yet death may never come fo u
believers, but if it does not, the Lord will come an«:
“CHANGE OUR BODIES
of humiliation and fashion them like unto His own
body of glory " (Phil. iii.). What a blessed chang:
that will be to us; yet how fraught with moment-
ous issues it will be to the world. It is said of th.
wicked, ‘“ Because they have no changes, therefor:
they fear not God’ ; but when grace closes anu

judgment begins they will have changes enough.
We read that Antichrist, the man of sin, will be
revealed, and shall * think to
CHANGE TIMES AND LAWS ”»
(Dan. vii. 25: contrast chap. ii. 21). Anarchy, re-
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bellion, cruelty, famine, lust, and general lawless-
ness will abound. Indeed, there will be little check
on the vile and defiant will of man, unless it be
the feeble and persecuted Jewish remnant. But
Jehovah shall speak and say:

“I AM THE LORD, I CHANGE NOT;

therefore ye sons of Jacob are not consumed ”’ (Mal.
iii.), and He shall appear for the deliverance of His
earthly people, the confusion of His foes, and the
establishment of His kingdom (Rev. xix.).

After a lapse of a thousand years, permanency
shall again give place to change, for evil shall again
vaunt iteelf (Rev. xx.); but fire shall descend from
heaven and destroy the adversary.

Finally, all things shall change, for in the pleni-
tude of His power God shall cause this earth fo be
burnt up (2 Pet. iii.). Like a huge bomb it shall
blow itself to atoms, and the new heaven and the
new earth shall be formed.

“Of old hast thou laid the foundation of the
earth : and the heavens are the work of thy hands.
They shall perish, but thou shalt endure: yea, all
of them shall wax old like & garment; as a vesture
shalt thou change them, and

THEY SHALL BE CHANGED:
BUT
THOU ART THE SAMBE,

and thy years shall have no end "’ (Pea. cii. 25-27).

Whatever be the changes of the coming year,
may both the writer and the beloved reader be kept
in the care and the changeless love of the changeless
One—*“ till He come.”

Our souls thro' many changes go ;
His love no change can ever know.

S.J.B. C.



The Serpent of Brass.

0 punish Israel for their murmuring and de-
parture from God they are visited by a plague
of serpents, spreading a terrible panic amongst

the people.

They spring with deadly coil from the sand. They
lurk unsuspected in the stunted shrubs. They hide
in the crevices of the rock. They creep within the
folds of the tent. There is a shriek, and the neigh-
bours hurry to find one within, gasping, fallen, dead!
Now a strong man writhes in anguish and is
stretched a corpse.

THE DREADFUL HISS IS HEARD,

and a mothersnatchesherchild. Alas, toolate! She
presses the dead body to her breast. They multiply
till no life is safe, no place is free. The calm night
is rent by the cries of the victims and the mournings
for the slain. Hundreds are dead on the way.
Households are dead at dawn.

Then the people come to Moees, saying, * We have
sinned; entreat the Lord for us.”” Then God directs
him to take a serpent of brass, and set it up on a
pole; and whoever looked at it should live. With
the cry of the perishing urging him to haste, Moses
shaped the serpent and set it up glistening in the
desert sun. ‘‘And it came to pass that if a serpent
had bitten any man, when he beheld the serpent of
brases he lived.” Such is the scene.

Hereisa weird picture of sin—of ‘“ sin in the flesh.”
Upon the still air of the wilderness there rings a cry.
The people, roused from their noontide rest, run
together, Herelies one writhing inthedust. What
ails him? There is no wound from which the life
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is oozing. There are no broken limbs, no sign of
any blow.

“Bring him forth from the tent,” saith one, “it
is the heat.”

“Set him in the shade,” saith another,

“It is the sun,” saith a third, ‘stand back and let
him have the air.”

“He is faint and overdone,” saith another, ‘‘ give
him food.”

But deeper than their eyes can see lies the mis-
chief. Asifthe heart had turned traitor to the man,
it hurries the poison through his veins and sends it
throughout the system. It creeps into the brain
and leaves it darkling; it goes along the limbs and
leaves them powerless. Then his struggles cease,
the man groans and dies.

THE MISCHIEF IS WITHIN HIM.

We talk of condition, temptation, surroundings,
but deeper than these is the poison of sin. 1t is
within, yes, within; an accursed poison in the soul.
It paralyses the will,and leaves the sinner indifferent
and dead to God. It creeps into the mind and
darkens it to God. Circumstances may aggravate
the poison within, but circumstances are neither the
cause nor the cure of the miechief. It is deeper
than any influences with which we can reach it, and
more than any surroundings can undo. The poison
i8 within—it is “‘ein in the flesh.”—*‘I know that
in me (that is, in my flesh) dwelleth no good thing”
(Rom. vii. 18).

And now comes a simple man who ventures fo
suggest that it is a serpent’s bite! If the people of
those times were as clever as the clever people of
to-day, think of the derision with which it is greeted.
“A bhorrible delusion—an utter superstition. A
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notion fit for those dark ages before we were born!
Look at Man, sir. Do you not know that he is the
very top and crown of all creation? See him with
his lofty intellect, his kingly will, his majestic bear-
ing, set as one having dominion over the kingdoms
of the earth! Do you mean to say that a little
contemptible reptile, a thing that creeps in the dust,
can‘touch him, and destroy with such a swift and
fatal mystery? Nonsense, sir—it is most unphilo-
sophical.”

Butlisten, what is that cry? Run swiftly. Draw
back the curtain of his tent. See, there creeps the
serpent, and there lies the philosopher, dead, dead.
Dead with all his kingly intellect and lofty words.

Ah'! 8o men talk of sin. It is an article of some
ancient creed, a lingering superstition of the priests,
a mistake of our training. Would to God it were!

IT IS AN AWFULLY REAL THING.

Do you not know, have you not felt, this accursed
mischief within you? The good you would, you do
not: the evil you would not, that you do. Sin a
delusion, a notion, a foolish fancy! Why, into
what hundreds of homes I could take you this
very night, where staggers the d. 'nken man, the
drunken woman; and where the w. tched, white-
faced, ragged children cower terrified. Go and ask
the outcast loathing life ; go and ask the drunkard
as he grinds his teeth and curses that which is
dragging him down to hell, body, soul and spirit.
Do you object that I have taken an extreme case?
Where did the extreme case begin? What made
these extreme and exceptional cases if sin is not a
hideously real thing? And turn to the noblest, the
purest, the best you have ever read of. Do not their
eonfessions, their prayers, their struggles tell us the
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same thing? Sin is real, horribly, awfully, ac-
cursedly real. Ask a man who has tried to break
its fetters and cast off its tyranny. It is real.

Look yet again—The bite was fatal. Much
people died. It was no light affliction which was
but for a moment, a passing inconvenience that
wore away with time; no sickness was it from which
prudence and care could recover them. Not as
when Paul shook off his venomous beast into the
crackling flames, and it perished there. He who
was bitten, died; old and young, strong men and
frail woman.

*“Ah,"” said some of those who are always ready
to make light of an illness unless it is their own,
‘ he will get over it ; he is young, age is on his side."”’

“Ah,” said another, *look what a splendid con-
stitution he has, he will mend.”

‘“Ah," said another, ‘ we must hope for the beat.”

But much people died. It is the awful picture of
gin. It can have but one ending—

DEATH-DEATH-DEATH.

“The soul that sinneth, it shall die.” so rings the
warning of God.

How foolishly we talk of it. When it is the child,
we say, ‘ He is young and will grow better.” When
it is the youth, we say, *‘ Let him sow his wild oats,
and he will settle down.” Ah, what cruel folly!
What a man soweth that shall he aleo reap. When
he is middle aged, we say, ‘‘ Yes, it ig very sad, but
he has a great many good points, you know.” And
when he is an old man and dies, we say, *“ Well we
must hope for the best.” And in upon this Babel
there comes the terrible note of doom :—* The
wages of ein is death,” death, death, eternal death.
Ever are those two joined together, and joined to-
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gether of God; no man can put them asunder.
There is but one power that can ever sever the two,
and that is the death of Jesus Christ.—* He hath
made him to be sin for us, who knew no sin; that
we might be made the righteousness of God in him ”
(2 Cor. v. 21). That is the brazen serpent, and the
sinner who looks not thereon must die.

My brother, hold up the lamp of God, and let it
fall out here upon the path in which you are going,
and look on to the end of it. What voices are those
that sound from heaven, how tender and entreating,
how loud and commanding, bidding you flee from
the wrath to come? What voices are these which
sound from another world, weeping and wailing and
gnashing of teeth !

The lips of Jesus Christ, the blessed Saviour, He
who came not to condemn the world, but that the
world might be saved, He hath spoken of ‘‘the worm
that dieth not, and the fire that is not quenched.”
Figurative? ~ Certainly, but what underlies the
figure ? What does it shape and set forth? I know
not—God grant you never may ! But it is the figure
which sets forth the end and the doom of sin. If
sin is a light thing to be excused and laughed away,
what is the meaning of that Cross? Why, then,
must the Son of Man be lifted up? There in that
shame and curse and agony I see sin as I can see it
nowhere else. Sin is a deadly and fatal thing—Sin
has but one ending, and that ending is the awful
mystery of Hell.

THE GREAT REMEDY.

‘¢ As Moses lifted up the serpent in the wilderness,
80 must the Son of Man be lifted up: that whoso-
ever believeth in Him should not perish, but have
overlasting life.” Notice that this Remedy came
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from God, as the remedy of the serpent of brass came
from God.
THE SNAKE CHARMERS.

If Israel were as enlightened as men are in our
times, the people did not die for lack of advisers
and opinions. And, doubtless, they tried all their
own remedies before they turned to the Lord, I
could think that none would be so busy as the
charmers. Amongst them would be some who knew
the secrets of the Egyptian snake-charmers. In the
** mixed multifude '’ may have been the professional
charmer, boasting & descent which could not fail in
its authority. And they come bringing assured
remedies. There is the music that can charm the
serpent and destroy the poison. There is the mystic
sign set around the place that made it sacred. There
are mysterious magic amulets to be worn for safety ;
this on the neck and this about the wrist. There
is a ceremony that shall hold the serpent spell-bound
and powerless.

But come hither. Liff up this curfain. See here
one lies on the ground.

‘‘ He sleeps,”” you say.

Nay indeed, he will never wake again. Why, it
is the charmer! Here are the spells, the charms
and the mystic signs all about him. And lo! there
glides the serpent; the charmer himself is dead.

Meany are busy still with their charms—Church
services, softened feelings, muttered prayers. Nay,
nay, they avail nothing. Religious forms, ceremon-
ies, creeds, are empty and uccless if they stop short
of the Cross of Christ. * Even so must the Son of
Man be lifted up.” In Him, and Him alone, is
salvation. * For what the law could not do, in tha§
it was weak through the flesh, God sending His own
Son in the likeness of sinful flesh, and for sin, con-
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demned sin in the flesh ”’ (Rom. viii. 8))
Others, doubtless, urged more severe measures.
Cut deeply into the wounded part.

BURN OUT THE POISON.

And still much people died.

Ah! the agony and strife, the bitter shame, the
keen cutting of remorse, the misery and anguish
with which ™ einners have striven for deliverance.
But all in vain—all in vain. Are you not tired of
the mummeries of the charmers? Priests and
preachers, creeds and theories, is it not time to seek
a true remedy ? The agony and anguish of your
own efforts, the misery of your own failures, can you
not find some better way than this ?

Moses prayed, and there came an answer. Swift-
ly he bade the workmen make a serpent of brass,
and eagerly he set it up upon the lofty staff. And
then throughout the camp went the heralds with
the tidings—‘* God hath given us a remedy. When
any mean is bitten let him look upon the brazen
serpent, and it shall come to pass that he ghall live.”
Blessed be God that He hath devised a way of sal-
vation. We want no other. Against Him have I
sinned. With Him alone have I to do, and that
which He hath provided I can assuredly accept.

Ah, what a sight it was! Haggard eyes and faces
pale in death turned to the glistening sign, and at
once the fever ceased, the sufferer lived. Here and
there came eager groups, bringing some dying one
to-look. Gasping, he reaches the top of the hill.
The vision bursts upon him. He lives! he lives!
““When he beheld the ssrpent of brass he lived.”
“ Whosoever believeth in Him shall not perish but
have averlasting life.”

( Adapted—from a Gospel Address.)



14

chfs.

ILE passing through the street, if a straw

dropped from my hand I should think noth-

ing and say nothing about it. But should I
lose a five-pound note, I should at once think of and
speak of my loss.

And why?

Because I knew its value, and could do very badly
with its loss.

‘I have lost the sheep,”” says the shepherd, because
to him it was valuable,

*] have lost my piece of silver,” says the woman,
because she could ill afford to lose it.

I have lost my boy,” says the father, because he
loved the boy. The lostis valued, the lost is loved.

Oh, what love is in that little word of one ayllable,
“lost!” You even may not feel that you have lost
God ; but the grace and value and appreciation all
begin on His side. You have chosen the world, the
devil, and the flesh ; but God says:—

“] love you, I do not wish to do without you. I
feel I have lost something. Suns and stars, planets
and comets, day and night, summer and winter, are
all under My control. The reins of ten thousand
stars and systems are held in My uncreated hands.
Angels that excel in strength rejoice to do My will,
and obey My commandments. The sea hears My
voice and calms its waves. ‘The floods clap their
hands’ to My glory. The forests shake at My pres-
ence. But, oh! man, made in My image, placed at
the head of creation! I have zosr rmee. Still I
love thee, have so loved thee that I have said, Thou
art lost to Me; so loved thee that I have sent My
only begotten Son to seek thee.”
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(3 Cor. v. 1.18,)
T I W]

AN it be right for me to go
On in this dark, uncertain way ?
Say “I believe’” and yet not ‘“know”’
Whether my sins are put away ?

Must clouds and darkness veil my brow
Until I dwell with saints in light ?

And must I walk in darkness now
Because I cannot walk by sight ?

And shall I just begin to say,
Oh God, Thy gracious Word is true,
And cast my doubts and fears away
When all the world will own it too ?

How can I forth to sinners go,
And tell of grace so rich and free,
If all the while I do not know
Whether that grace has smiled on me ?

How can it be my joy to dwell
On the rich power of Jesus’ blood,
If all the while I cannot tell
That it has sealed my peace with God ?

How can I be like Christ below,
How like my Lord in witness shine,
Unless with conscious joy I know
His Father and His God as mine ?
Is this the way to treat the One
Who wooes my confidence and love,
Who by His death the work has done,
Which God has ratified above ?
Saviour, forgive my unbelief ;
No more I tremble, fear and doubt;
I came to Thee in sin and grief,
And Thou wilt never cast me out.
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“Ye were Sealed.”

*In whom ye also trusted, after that ye heard the word of truth, the
gospel of your salvation: in whom aleo after that ye believed, ye ware
ed with that holy Spirit of promise.”’—Eph. i. 13.

The sinner.
And who is sealed by the Holy Ghost?"

The believer.

Nothing could be more simple: the sinner hears
the gospel, and believes it; and the believer, being
sealed by the Holy Ghost, is brought into the enjoy-
ment of all that belongs to him.

I will illustrate what I mean. Suppose I want a
hundred sheep, and go to the nearest sheep-fair,
and find what I want. I say to their owner, “Iam
prepared to give you two pounds each for your
sheep.” He contracts to sell me the sheep at the
price, I put down the money, and thus the sheep
become mine.

What do I do next with them?

Drive them home?

No, I do not take them home immediately, I am
not in such a hurry: before I drive them a yard I take
my paint pot, and I put my mark upon every one of
my sheep. IfI fail to do this, in driving them home
they might get mixed up with some other people’s
sheep, and I should not know which were mine.

Alas! that is the way Christians do get mixed up
with the people of the world, and often you cannot
know the one from the other. It will not do for me
to say I think I know that sheep to be mine by a leg
mark, or by the turn of his ears, or by his horns:
no, I muet be sure of my own, and so I put my
peculiar mark on each. Similarly, in giving the
Holy Ghost, God puts His mak, clearly and dis-
tinctly, upon all His own.

_/HO believes the gospel ?
L
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But let me ask you this: Did the mark I put upon
the sheep make it mine?

You know it did not. I put the mark on it because
it was mine, but it was the money I paid for it that
made it mine.

So it is the work of Christ, the hlood of Christ,
that redeems and saves, and brings the soul to God,
and then the Holy Ghost is given to dwell in the
believer as God's seal upon him, and the earnest of
the good things that belong to him, so that the
believer is sure of glory; his heart is now put in
possession of eternal things, and he enjoys them.

It is like the bunch of grapes from Eshcol, which
Israel saw in the desert, and beautiful they were, it
took two men to carry one bunch. The people were
not in the land when they saw those grapes, but
having seen the grapes, they had a taste of the land
before they got into it.

Before you and I go to heaven, we have, by the
Holy Ghost, a taste of heavenly things. We know
that we belong to heaven, and we know the
atmosphere of the place we are going to. We know
the Father, we know the Saviour, we have eternal
life, and enjoy communion and fellowship with the
Father and with the Son.

W.T.P. W.

“Your Faith.”
et

NO faith (Mark iv. 40; Deut. xxxii. 20). Little

faith (Matt. vi. 80; xvi. 8). Strong in faith
(Rom. iv. 20). Rich in faith (James ii. 5). Your
fuith groweth (2 Thess. i. 3). Great is thy faith
(Matt. viii. 20; Luke vii. 9). Lord increase our faith
(Luke xvii. 5).
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T rue Science.

| POV LIS T RO N M T
“ Opposition of sci nee fulsely so called.’’—1 Trix. vi. 20.

VA SN LI LIER ST M

HE evil genius of Infidelity wooed all the sciences ;
but they have all cast him off.

He sought to make a home among the
stars; but from every sphere there issued a voice
having in it a tone of Christ, and evermore repeat-
ing, “When He prepared the heavens, I was there.”

Scared from the heavens, he betook himself to the
depthe of the earth, intent on rearing a fortress,
founded on the primitive rock, built up with all the
strata, and garrieoned by megalosauri and other
monster inhabitants of former worlds. But as he
proceeded with his imagined citadel, ever and anon
sounded forth the same voice, echoing amid all the
rocks, ¢ When there were no depths, I was brought
forth; when there were no fountains abounding
with water; before the mountains were settled;
before the hills, I was brought forth.”

Driven from the depths, he turned to Ethnology,
and from the woolly hair of the negro, the wild
nature of the Indian, the wretched visage of the
Australian, and the distinctive types of Mongol and
Caucasian, of African and Malay, tried, in the cold-
ness of his heart, to construct an evidence that
mankind was not a race of one blood and one
brotherhood. But Physiology, tracking his path,
gends us to-day from every tribe, the testimony as
to man’s body, that *“God has made of one blood all
nations of men, for to dwell on all the face of the
earth.”

Then he betook himself to Orientalism, sure of
finding in the towns of Eastern eages brillian$
demonstration that the inspiration of Scripture was
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a fable. But now, from Shastra and from Veda,
from the lore of Bhuddhism, from the statutes of
Confucius, we hear coming a voice, which is com-
pelled to murmur, ‘“All Scripture is given by inspir-
ation of God.”

Driven from every other scientific retreat, he
sought a rest in Archaology, boasting that he would
find in the pyramids of Egypt, in the ruins of
Nineveh and Babylon, of Jerusalem and Rome, dust
enough to blacken the brow of Christianity for ever.
But this day we hear from the banks of the Nile,
the Tigris, and the Euphrates, an ancient voice
proclaiming, “God, who at sundry times and in
divers manners, spake in times past ... ... . hath
spoken to us by His Son."” The stones of Jerusalem
and Rome lift up their voice and ery, “ Jesus Christ,
the same yesterday.”

At His footstool, true Science must ever meekly
bow, and loyally proclaim, “We can do nothing
against the truth, but for the truth.”  , 4p5p )

A Zetter.

To the Editor of The Massage. """

DEan Bi1r,—Accept my grateful thanka for your kindness to me in
sending 8o reguiarly durin%vlooz your most useful magazine—The Messags—
for my lighthouse work. e shall gee the resulta of our work when up
yonder in His presence.

And now may I ask you te kindly continne sending the 50 copies each
month during next year, for the same purpose ; snd also let me know the
very lowest price you would charge to send me 100 every month, besides
the 50, as I would like to send the written ministry to all the lighthouaes on
our own coasts, which now number 172. 1 feel sure the magazine must be-
a blesaing to those lonely ones. 1 never cease to pray for them, and am
looking forward to meoting many in glory whose hearts have been cheered
and brightened through the silent Message. My means are very limited,
and it is through sell-denial only that I am able to do this work, and I am
heartily thankful to all God's dear children who have so kindly helped me
in my little service; so do please give me all the help you can, for His
sake. Yours, in Christ's work, -

Epi1Toft's NoTE.— We send 172 copies each month gratis to this dear worksr,
and publish ths above to again remind our friends of the many demands upon our
Free Grant Fund. Who will help?
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The Lord’s Approval.

<O TR NG WRITHER N>
T should be joy to anyone who loves the Lord
Jesus to think of having His individual peculiar
approbation and love—to find He has approved
of our conduct in such and such circumstances,
though none know this but ourselves, who receive
the approval.

But, beloved, are we really content to have an
approval which Christ only knows?

Let us try ourselves a little. Are we not too
desirous of man's commendation of our conduct? or,
at least, that he should know and give us credit for
the motives that actuateit? Are wecontent, so long
a3 good is done, that nobody should know anything
about us—even in the Church to be thought nothing
of? that Christ alone should give us the ‘‘white
stone” of His approval, and ‘“the new name which
no man knoweth save only he that receiveth it*'?

Are we content, I say, to seek nothing else? Oh!
think what the terrible evil and treachery of that
heart must be that is not satisfied with Christ’s
special favour, but seeks honour (as we do) of one
another instead!

I ask you, beloved, which would be most precious
to you, which would you prefer, the Lord's public
owning of you as a good and faithful servant, or the
private individual love of Christ resting upon you—
the secret knowledge of His love and approval?

He whose heart is specially attached to Christ will
respond, “ The latter.”” Both will beours, iffaithful;
but we shall value this most; and there is nothing
that will carry us so straight on our course as the
anticipation of if.

J.N.D.
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THE BRIBE

In the Day of His Rejection and the Day of His Glory.

HE whore is called ‘ great.” The bride is called
“holy.”"—She is called ‘“‘the holy city,”” not
‘““the great city.”” Holiness characterises her.

Gold, precious stones, and pearls, John saw
adorning both, but under different circumstances.

“The whore" decked herself out with them,
whilst the One she professed to own was absent in
heaven, rejected by men, and she used such adorn-
ments as an unfaithful woman to attract the kings
of the earth.

““The bride,” on the other hand, is decked with
them only when she is displayed before all as the
Lamb's wife. She waits for all that. To please
His own eye no such adornment is needed, but when
ehe shall be displayed to others as His wife, He will
provide her with gold, precious stones, and pearls,
go that she shall be seen by all in His own beauty.

J.B.S.

Separation.

ERIOUS people often complain of the snares
they meet with from worldly people, and yet
they must mix with them to get a livelihood.

I advise them, if they can, to do their business with
the world as they do it in the rain. If their business
calls them abroad they will not leave it undone for
fear of being a little wet, but then when it is done
they seek shelter and will not stand in the rain.

So providential and necessary calls of duty that
lead us into the world will not hurt us if we find the
gpirit of the world unpleasant and are glad to retire
from it and keep out of it.

That which is our cross is notlikely to be our snare.
(From * Cordiphonia,” by John Newton.)
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“All Things but Loss”

LLIE T MR N
*Yea doubtless, and 1 count aln.hnrngs bn"t, loas for the excellency of the
knowledge of Christ Jesue my Lord : for whom I have suffered the loes of all
things, and do count them but dupg, that I may win Christ.’’—PaiL. iii. 8,

« BT was that very spot, sir,” said a working shoe-
maker, pointing to a place in his little work-
shop; ‘“yes, in that very place, sir, six years

ago, that the Lord spoke peace to my troubled soul;

and how good and gracious He is.”

Such was almost the beginning of our happy and
profitable intercourse, on paying & visit to this dear
brother.

He then said something like this: ‘“When I was
converted to God, and knew the Liord Jesus Christ,
His Son, as my Saviour, I thought, I shall now
gurely prosper in my little business; but in this I
was sadly mistaken, for my earnings very soon fell
off. The first year I earned three shillings a week
less, the second year three shillings & week less, the
third year four shillings & week less, and then my
earnings became so little that I thought I must give
it all up, and seek some other employment, though
I had so enjoyed the Lord's presence with me in
this little place.

‘“‘Accordingly, knowing a kind Christian man, who
held a good situation in a large factory near this, I
asked him if he thought he could procure me employ-
ment of any kind in his place of business, and he
promised to let me know when there was a vacancy.

“But after this I became deeply exercised before
the Liord as to what I was about. ‘Is this that I
am seeking according to my own will or the Lord's
will? Is He bidding me to give up my present
calling and seek another? for I have had much of
the Lord’s presence, and enjoyed His sweet company
when working alone in this corner.’
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““And ju-% then the Lord seemed to say fo me,
‘Which win you have? Will you go into the factory,
and mix with the ungodly multitude with large
wages, or remain in this corner and enjoy My
presence with small earnings; which will you have?’

““If was a serious moment. I turned it well over
in my mind. I coneidered how weak I am, how
easily turned aside, and began to think that if I went
into that factory to work, I might be drawn away,
and lose my blessed Lord’s sweet company.

“So I said, ‘Lord, let me have Thy company,
even if i must be with small earnings; I'd rather
suffer logs than not enjoy Thy presence with me.’

““Now, sir, itisremarkable that from that time work
began to come in more than for a long time before.”

We could not help thinking that the result was
just what we should have expected. We believe
that one of the greatest hindrances to souls is their
being 8o taken up with desire for worldly prosperity.
The consequence is that the Lord has not got His
rightful place in their hearts; and, however many
excuses they may make, the question really is,
“Am I seeking earthly gain, or the enjoyment of the
Lord's presence?

*“Is communion with Him the uppermost desire
of my hear{?”

Perhaps no point is of more importance for us
really to settle in the presence of God. If worldly
advantage, to say nothing of the accumulation of
wealth, has the first consideration, let it not surprise
us if such go further and further away from the
Lord; but if we are willing to suffer loss, and to lay
aside everything that hinders our enjoyment of His
sweet company, then we may be sure that He will
not forsake us as to food and raiment.

Wae believe the seripture is as true as ever, * Seek
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ye first the kingdom of God and His righteousness;
and all these things shall be added unto you.” We
do well to remember that to the believer it is said,
“Unto you it is given in the behalf of Christ, not
only to believe on Him, but also to suffer for His
sake’ (Matt. vi. 33; Phil. i. 29).

H.H.S.

“The Point of Joyful Delight.”

(Extract of a letter.)
—mee—

mAY your life lie in the point of joyful delight

in the Father's will. If you make plans,

meke them as David did, when he said, I
will be yet more vile.”" Let us plan still to chose yet
a lower, a rougher path. Many sow the seeds of a
life of misery, and kicking against God, by planning
for themselves comforts their Master never sought.
Oh, as His lowly followers, let us not seek to sit
where our ‘Master stood and served, nor seek a cus-
hioned seat, when He had nowhere to lay His head.
We shall find that the Lord Himself will continunally
thwart us, and yet compel us at all times to praise
Him, binding upon us, as with rivets of gold, all the
priceless treasures of heaven.

ANNNNSRRNY Y333 0N NANNNNNNNSSNNNNNRNNNRANN]
“Supply Our Need.”
4t il
g

@UR lamps burn low—more ofl,
=4 Spirlt Divine:
T Our branches droop—more life,
O Heavenly Yine!
We want the power to serve,
The power to praise and pray;
Oh, from Thy fulness, Lord, supply
Our need each day.V



25

Two Great Revivals.

<SR A ERAMAAN <>
HERE were two great revivals in the history
of Judah's kings—that under Hezekiah, and
that of Josiah.

The first was characterized by faith. .

You will all, doubtless, remember how Hezekiah
prayed and spread the letter before the Lord, and
the Lord came in and destroyed the mighty army
of Sennacherib.

But Josiah’s revival had another characteristic,
which was, attention to the Word of God. The roll
of the book was found, and then came the wondrous
revolution effected by the judgment of all things by
that perfect standard.

By analogy you have these two revivals in the
history of the Church. That of the Reformation
was characterized by bold faith, breaking up existing
things; and although the Word of God was in
measure the basis of appeal, things were not judged
according to its standard. Rather was it a 7e-form-
ation of that which was, or seemed to be, the Church
around.

In the present day, another action has come, and
God is leading those who have an ear to hear back
to Seripture; close attention to the Word of God
gives a character to the action of His Spirit in the
Church at the present time. Everything is judged
to which the veneration of centuries and the antiq-
uity of ages had lent a charm, and had led souls
away from Secripture; God has taken care, in His
infinite, boundless mercy, that when He has com-
mended us to Seripture in the last days, we should
find in it everything needed for the exigencies of

every hour! F.G.P.
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“The Lord alone did lead him.”
Pl L Pl T ol o ol )

NE day when I came to the little thicket on the
cliff where I used to lie and watch the eagle's
nest through my glass, I found that one eaglet

was gone. The other stood on the edge of the nest,
looking down fearfully into the abyss, whither his
bolder nest-mate had flown, and calling disconsolately
from time to time. His whole attitude showed
plainly that he was hungry, cross, and lonesome.
Presently the mother eagle came swiftly up from the
valley, with food in her talons. She came to the
edge of the nest, hovered over it for a moment, so
as to give the hungry eaglet a sight and smell of
food, then went slowly down to the valley with the
food, thus telling the little ons, in her own way, to
come and he should have it.

He called after her loudly from the edge of the
nest, and spread his wings a dozen times to follow.
But the plunge was too awful; his heart failed him ;
and he settled back in the nest, pulled his head down
into his shoulders, shut his eyes, and tried to forget
be was hungry. The meaning of it all was plain
enough. She was teaching him to fly, teiling him
that his wings were grown and the time was come
to use them; but he was afraid.

In a little while she came back again, this fime
without food, and hovered over the nest, trying in
every way to induce the little one to leave it. She
succeeded at last, when with a desperate effort he
sprang upward and flapped to the ledge above.
Then, after surveying the world gravely from his
new place, he flapped back into the nest, and turned
8 deaf ear to all his mother’s assurance that he could
fly j ludsi; as easily to the tree-fops below, if he only
would.
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Suddenly, as if discouraged, she rose well above
him. The little fellow stood on the edge of the nest,
looking down at the plunge, which he dared not
take. Then there was a sharp cry from behind,
which made him alert, tense as a watch-spring.
The next instant the mother-eagle had swooped,
striking the nest with her feet, sending his support.
of twigs, and himself with them, out into the air
together.

He was afloat now, afloat on the blue air in spite
of himself, and flapped lustily for life. Over him,
under him, beside him, hovered the mother on tire-
less wings, calling softly that she was there. But
the awful fear of the depths and the lance tops of
the spruces was upon the little one; his flapping
grew more wild; he fell faster and faster. Sud-
denly, more in fright, it seemed to me, than because
he had spent his strength, he lost his balance and
fripped head downward into the air. It was all
over now, it seemed; he folded his wings to be
dashed+in pieces among the trees. Then, like a
flash, the old mother-eagle shot under him; his
despairing feet touched her broad shoulders, between
her wingz. He righted himsgelf, rested an instant,
found his head; then she dropped like a shot from
under him, leaving him to come down on his own
wings. A handful of feathers, torn out by his
claws, hovered slowly down after them.

It was all the work of an instant before I lost
them among the trees far below. And when I found
them again with my glass, the eaglet was in the top
of a great pine, and the mother was feeding him.

And then, standing there alone in the great
wilderness, it flashed upon me for the first time just.
what the wise old prophet meant, when he wrote
long ago: ‘““As the eagle stirreth up her nest, flut-
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ings. Think of His discourses (¢.g., the sermon on the
mount), and how literally or only in principle His
instructions can be followed. Think of the parables
which fell from His blessed lips and of their manifold
significance.

Note Hebrews; I.and II. Peter, and James (the epistle
of the Kingdom), and how often things are left indefinite,
8o that whilst we can enjoy the good of them the door
may be left open for Chriet’s earthly brethren of a
future day.

How broad is the view, how vast the design, and how
many-sided are the aspects, of the Scriptures of truth.
They make a Divine mosaic, which the Spirit of truth alone
can put together; the forms and colors of which unite
and blend in one harmonious whole.

S.J.B.C.
RS
= 9@&%\%““

“@Qhere is a Qeriend.”

<300 308 300 30 305 2¢O 10 0 0% % 0 23 -
Pz
'OEJ}HZY came, they spoke, the idle commonplace;
That lifted not the load, eased not the heart,
\ Nor lent to rugged care a kindlier face,
"Nor bade the shadows from the soul deparf.
They spoke—'twas as a breath of idle wind
Bending the bruised reed it could not bind.

P

Then Thou did’st come, and give a word to me,
The feeling pressure of an outstretched Hand,
The soul of Faith that bids the shadows flee,
Of Hobpe, that points the way to brighter land.
Thy lbove was like the sunshine after rain,
Cheering the drooping flower to smile again.

T e LR
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m Blackboard Les:on. l

o GOD 80 LOVED the world, that He 6aVE QII!
His
ONLY begotten Son, that whoso-
ever BELIEVETH in Him
SHOULD not
PERISH, but HAVE
EVERLASTING
LIFE.

EL’ %=

g r

FIVE SMOOTH STONES from John iii. 16.

WaaT a wonderful verse John iii. 16 is!
Hundreds, thousands, old and young, of all
nations, have been saved by its wondrous
message. [ will write it on the blackboard
for you. There now. See how the word
G-o-s-p-e-l is formed as an Acrostic! It is
all Gospel, only Gospel, any way, every way
you can read it.

I will pick out five words, which, like the
five smooth stones taken from the brook by
David the shepherd lad to slay Goliath, will,
if you use them aright, kill outright every
stalking giant of unbelief that seeks to keep
you in doubt and fear regarding your own
personal salvation.

No 1, is—*“ God so LQVED,” Yes, this is
the first note of the Gospel. The law began



32 THE MESBAGE.

—+Thou shalt love.” The Gospel begins
—**God so loved.” Not saints, not angels,
but “the world "—a world of sinners.

The second—‘That He GAVE.,” Not
promised, not offered, but gave, without ask-
ing, without deserving. gave His Son. Can
you doubt His love after that? A loving,
giving God. Can you say as one saved
sinner did, of that only begotten Son of God
—'“Who loved me and gave Humself for me”?
This is faith.

“That whosoever BELIEVETH in Him,"'—
not prayeth fo Him, nor worketh for Him,
but **believeth in Him.” That surely is simple
enough. To believe is to confide, to trust.
You believe in the Bank, and you put in
your shilling.

“ Should NOT PERISH '—no never. Isaw

the other day, inside a Milner's safe, a lot of
valuable things which had come through a
great fire. All else perished. They were
saved just because they were in it. I am
“in Him.” I shall never perish. Last and
best—

“But HAVE everlasting life.” I have it
now, will always have it. Isn’t the verse
grand?

God roveDp, God cave | I BELIEVE, | HAVE

His Son. everlasting life.
J-R.
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Musings by an Old Traveller.
—> G <——
N old traveller ought to be a good one; accustomed
A to all the vicissitudes of hill and dale, comfort and
discomfort, storm and sunshine, rough and smooth.

But, truly, the longer I journey, the more difficult
does it appear to me in every sense of the word to be a
good traveller.

To take everything in a right spirit; to do everything
in a right spirit; to act as one who can pass over the
ground but once; to be diligent in doing all the work
that lies in the way, and yet not entangled or hindered
by that work ; to make proper use of fellow travellers,
neither holding them too cheap, nor prizing them too
highly ; to run, and yet with patience ; to have eyes all
around, and yet no eye but for Jesus; to be quite con-
tent, yet pressing on; to be quite alive and quite dead.

Is all this easy?

I trow not; the way appears to me to narrow and to
steepen as I proceed ; not & hope of reaching the end
dawns, but as I know myself to be leaning on the
Beloved; in Hisstrength I feel asif I am already athome;
looking off from Him, I see a bottomless pit on either
side, into which I know not whether head or feet would
first plunge, but, probably, the fall would be simultaneous.

But really one's head runs round, as we say, with the
swarms of creatures in the narrow way, running hither
and thither, and no one knows whither; some catching
butterflies on the very edge of a precipice ; some spring-
ing up to see what's in the moon, or to ask her how long
she is to last; others digging into the earth, to ask how
and when it was made ; some have made lighters of some
leaves of the Bible, just to put a little spark to their
farthing rushlight; and I have to go so very, very near
to their deep holes, and one and another says, ** Do look
in, it can do you no harm to look, they are eminently
holy, learned men.” But I say, “O my soul, come not
thou into their secret!”



The Friend of Sinners.
e

E dies! the Friend of sinners dies!
Lo! Salem’s daughters weep around;

A solemn darkness veils the skies,

A sudden trembling shakes the ground.
Come, now, and drop a tear or two

For Him who groaned beneath your load;
He shed a thousand drops for you—

A thousand drops of richer blood.

Here's love and grief beyond degree:
The Lord of glory dies for men!

But lo! with joy and love we see,
Jesus, once dead, revives again!

The rising Lord forsakes the tomb;
Up to His Father’s court He flies;

Cherubic legions guard Him home,
And shout Him welcome to the skies.

Dry, dry your tears, ye saints, and tell
How high your great Deliverer reigns;
Sing how He spoiled the hosts of hell
And led the monster Death in chains:
Say, “Live forever, Christ and King!
Born to redeem, and strong to save;"”
Then ask the monster, ¢ Where's thy sting?"
And,*“ Where's thy victory, boastinggrave ?"
Isaac WaTTs.
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“The Blood of Jesus can do all.”

(A R.C. Priest’s Testimony.)
< MK e UHSHITAR

N 1864, there was sent to the tribunal of Alar

del Rey a chest, containing the lifeless body of

a man, a well-known citizen of that town, who
had suddenly disappeared. Search brought about
the arrest of two women on suspicion of having
murdered him. At the trial they confessed, and
were condemned to death. I was among the priests
designated to assist those unfortunate women in
their last days, and I had to pass two nights and a
day in the chapel which receives all those condemned
to death. Thence comes the Spanish expression,
“Enter into chapel,” which announces to the culprits
the fate awaiting them.

One of these women was specially confided to my
care. Her despair was painful to witness. The
thought of death, and the prospect of meeting God
without having the means of redeeming her crime
by some good works, tortured her frightfully. In
vain did I speak of the confession she had jusf
made, of the cruel death by which she was about to
expiate her offence, and specially of the absolution
ghe would receive from my mouth ; all that brought
only a fleeting look of alleviation on her agonized
face, and she ceased not to wring her hands,
repeating,—
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“Who can tell me that that is sufficient to obtain
my perdon? . . Oh, what can I do to obtain pardon,
miserable and lost as T am ? ™

Time passed; the night was coming to & close,
and the morrow’s sun would shine on the poor
creatures lifeless body. I had done all I could think
of to console her, and felt terribly the insufficiency
of human words in presence of such anguish. Af
last, and without then understanding the full force
of my words, 1 said, ¢ But the blood of Christ ought
to count for something /"

“Ah!” said she, seizing with the avidity of a
drowning man the cord I held out to her. ‘‘Yes,
the blood of Christ ought to count for something!™

““Not only,"” replied I, “ can that blood do some-
thing, but it can do all, for the blood of Jesus, the
Son of God, cleanseth us from all sin.”

‘““Is that true ? " she said.

“Yes,”” was my response; ‘‘the Apostle John
affirms it in the name of God.!”

*“Oh, why did you not tell me that sooner ? *’ said
the poor women; and 1 wes surprised at the ex-
pression of calm on her pale face.

After a minute’s silence, she replied :

“The blood of Christ cleanseth from all sin; but
what must I do that it may wash away minealso 2’

My daughter,” replied I, ““look to Jesus on the
cross, and pronounce the words breathed from His
Divine lips with His last sigh: ¢ Father, into Thy
hands 1 commend My Spivit!" Jesus died thus;
you must so die, and none will be able to snatch
you from God’s hand.”

She threw herself on the damyp flags of the sombre
chapel, repeating ;—

*“Pardon, through the blood of Jesus, which
purifies! Receive my spirit, O Lord!"
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Some time after, I was with her beside the fatal gib-
bet; theterrorsofjudgment tocomeagainseized her.

“But I have sinned, and I am about to appear
before God! Oh, what will become of me ? ™

“ Dear friend,” said I, “ you can do nothing, but
the blood of Jesus can do all.”

And, as if this assurance revived her courage,
she ceased not to murmur:

“The blood of Jesus has washed away my sin;
I commend my spirit into His bands.”

A few minutes after, human jusiice was satisfied.

In 1889, crossing one of the principal streets of
Madrid, I was accosted by a stranger, who, with a
bow and some friendly words, lianded me a little
book. I asked of what it spoke; he replied: ‘' Of
the precious blood of Christ!” and moved rapidly
away. As I observed its title, Certainly for you also
there 1s a Satviour ! someone said to me:

‘“Are you not aware that that is a Protestant
book, and that you risk excommunication if you are
found reading it ? " .

Alarmed by these words, and little desirous of
becoming a victim of the Holy Office, I tore its
pages and scattered them far. I continued my way
with the sense of relief a man experiences on being
delivered from some evil ready to overwhelm him.
But though satisfied with the turn of this little
adventure, the grave, gentle voice of the stranger
still resounded in my ears. Those words, *‘ the blood
of Christ,” had awakened old memories. All the
details of a sombre story of crime, judgment, and
the gallows passed vividly before me; at last they
drew from me the question, * Since this woman was
consoled by the assurance of the virtue of Christ’s
blood, why have you torn the book that recalled
that truth ? "
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I retraced my steps, but the leaves had been
scatlered by the wind; I found only a little frag-
ment of the red cover, and I re-read with emotion
the title, Certainly for you also there 18 o Saviour’

And continuing my serious reflections, ‘‘ In short,”
said I to myself, *‘ did you deceive that woman on
the threshold of Eternity in giving her the hope of
pardon in the shed blood? Your words, were they,
then, mere commonplace consolation, memories of
cold and barren studies, and to which in reality you
yourself attached no importance? And yet that
word comforted her in the dark passage, with eyes
towards the invisible world, and as on the threshold
of Eternity,sbhe again called them to Jesus,and com-
mended her spirit into His hands. And would this
cry remain unanswered ? And would the flames of
hell give a cruel denial to that bright faith, to that
simple trust? No, no; that is impossible, that
cannot be, that Word is true! But if 8o, why do
you repulse it for yourself, and seek your own pardon
by other practices, and by other means? "’

I could not turn away my spirit from that serious
consideration, and the words of the little tract re-
sounded unceasingly in my ears until, a few weeks
later, I repaired to a Protestant chapel, when
the preacher’s text was:—‘ The blood of Jesus
Christ His Son cleanseth us from all sin.”

My conversion dates from that day, and those
words which formerly my lips alone addressed to
the poor condemned one have, by the grace of God,
become the foundation of my joyous hope, and, I
dare to say, of a calm and deep certitude.

Until I saw the blood, 'twas hell my soul was fearing,
Aud dark aud dreary in mine eyes the future was appearing ;

But when I saw the blood, and looked on Him who shed it,
My right to peace was seen ot ouce, and I with transport reed it.

(TRANSLATED FROM THE FRENCH.)
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BOUT a year ago the writer had occasion to
pass through a portion of the besautiful and
historic Mohawk Valley. On a full-length

board by the highwayside, set up on posts, he saw
the following, painted :—

“Jesus said, ‘I am the way, the truth, and the
life’ (John xiv. 6).

“Without the way, there is no going.

“Without the truth, there is no knowing.

*“Without the life, there 1s no living.”

Here, we thought, is a neat little sermon for every
passer-by to read and ponder.

Let us, fellow-traveller to Eternity, examine in
detail its few terse statements.

First, Jesus, the Son of God, declares Himself to
be the way. He does not, mark, proclaim Himself
a way, or the best way, but THE way, excluding by a
little word of three letters all other ways. He an-
nounces Himself, by the evangelist-prophet, ‘‘a just
God and a Saviour; there is none beside Me."”

It is beyond the power of language to express a
claim more definitely. No statement could be more
exII)licit.

8 there no room, then, for the rival claims of
Mohammed, Brahma, or Confucius ? None, abso-
lutely none. They, and all who make like claims,
have been stamped in terms at once decisive and
unmistakable. Listen! ¢ All that ever came before
Me are thieves and robbers’’ (John x. 8). Where, in
view of such a statement, are the claims of the
worshippers of the so-called “ queen of heaven' ?
Where is the host of saints whose names crowd the
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calendars of Rome and ritualism ¢ They are dis-
posed of once and forever by the proclamation of
this ‘“ One Mediator,”—*‘1I am the way.”

And ‘ without the way, there is no going.” A
mock charity would have us believe that all will, in
the end, fetech up in heaven, whatever course they
may have pursued on earth. These are the half-
disguised suggestions found in the writings of the
late Canon Kingsley and Dean Farrar, and asserted
now unblushingly in literature like ‘ Millennial
Dawn.” As if a mariner by steering east should
hope to reach the North Pole, or an explorer expect
to find the river's source by travelling down the
stream !

He is “the truth.” Yet deceived and deceiving
men would have the Christian believe that his Lord
and God, Christ Jesus, made mistakes; that He
lived in innocent ignorance of certain facts of history
and science, now well known. We reply that we
‘ have not so learned Christ.” This is not our Lord
Jesus, but ‘““‘anothér Jesus’'—a false Christ of their
own defiled imagination. Hear the Christ of God:
“*My doctrine is not Mine, but His that sent Me.”
*“ As My Father hath taught Me, I speak these
things.” * The Father which hath sent Me, He
gave Me a commandment, what I should say, and
what I should speak.” ‘' The word which ye hear
is not Mine, but the Father’s which sent Me™* (John
vii. 16; viii. 28 ; xii. 49; xiv. 24).

We say, with the officers sent to take Him, ‘‘Never
man spake like this man.” Hae did not, could not,
make mistakes. In view of the scriptures cited
above, He either knew perfectly whereof He spoke,
or He was a deceiver of the first water. We should
not be at all surprised if these *‘higher critics,”
‘ foaming out their own shame,” eventually came
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to believe Him as, ‘‘ altogether such an one as them-
selves.”” How utterly contempiible are the ravings
of these ‘ men of corrupt minds, destitute of the
truth”! And how unspeakably solemn to such are
the words of Him whom they malign! ‘ He that
rejecteth Me, and receiveth not My words, bath one
that judgeth him: the word that I have spoken, the
same shall judge him in the last day” (John xii. 48).

Verily He s the truth, and ‘ without the truth,
there is no knowing.”

He is ““ the life” also. ‘““In Him was life.”” “I
am the resurrection and the life,”” He cries. And
“ without the life there is no living,” no living to
God, or trying to ‘' live a Christian life.” For it is
evident that one must have a Christian life before
he can ‘““live” it. And all man's trying, withouf
Christ as his “‘life,” is branded ‘‘ dead works'’ by
the Word of God (Heb. ix. 14).

Without Christ, then, there is nothing for the sin-
ner but death, darkness, and damnation.

Death, because Christ *“ the life’” is not possessed ;
darkness, because apart from Chrisf * the fruth”
nothing of a spiritual nature can be certainly known;
and damnation, because Christ—the only way to
heaven—being rejected, the only alternative is hell !

Hast thou Christ the way, the truth, the life?-
Read John i. 12. C. K.

—

“Confess your faults’’—* Bettergo back
than lose yourself.”
LI IE I N B B O

“Be diligent”—God gives every bird
its food, but does not throw it into the nest.
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The Stately Column;

Or, “ONE THING THOU LACKEST.”
—_————

HE inhabitants of a great city and its surround-
ing district have come together to celebrate
the unveiling of a colossal monument raised

to the memory of a public benefactor.

Everything goes off with the utmost éclat. There
is no hitch in the proceedings. The weather is
lovely, the music beautiful, the speeches appropri-
ate and eloquent; and as to the costly memorial,—
the centre of attraction—its material, design, and
general workmanship prove it to be worthy of such
a brilliant assemblage and of the unstinted praise
bestowed upon it. Few who see the stately column
but predict that it will stand for generations to come
as one of the chief rights of the city.

But, ah! how true it is of short-sighted man that
be ‘“ knoweth not what a day may bring forth.”

The proceedinys terminate. The crowds disperse.
The night falls. With it there comes a fearful
storm. The winds rave, the thunders crash, the
livid lightning adds its terror to the scene. Hour
after hour the tempest roars, till its fury being
spent, it passes by and moans away in the distance.
Then with the morning light a sight is revealed
which fills many with astonishment and grief. The
beautiful monwment, the pride of the city, is a ruin!

“How did it happen ? "—* Where was the flaw?"’
—*“Who is to blame ? "—are questions which pass
from one to another. :

Soon the mystery is golved. It lacked one thing.
Everything else it had, but it lacked one thing, and
this lack har been fatal to its existence. By some
unaccountable oversight the lightning conductor was
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not placed on its summif, and so the electric fluid
has done its devastating work without check, and
reduced the noble pile to a shattered wreck.

Reader, look upon Christendom to-day, and pick
me out your representative religious man—religious,
but without Christ. How fair he is to look at, and
what credit he receives for his good deeds! With
an orthodox creed, an untarnished name, and a ready
liberality in supporting any philanthropic or religi-
ous enterprise, he thinks he has a better chance
than most people of gaining heaven. But it is
written: ‘“ The Lord seeth not as man seeth; for
man looketh on the outward appearance, but the
Lord looketh on the heart "’ (1 Sam. xvi. 7).

Yes, God looks at the heart of this fair and mod-
ern Eliab, and God sees he lacks one thing; and
that one thing is the only thing which can shield a
guilty sinner from the wrath of God.

He lacks Christ—he is not sheltered in Him.

True, he prays, works, is most exact in the per-
formance of his religious duties; but he lacks Christ !
Whatever his lips may say, he knows not Christ,
trusts not Christ, loves not Christ. His idea of the
Gospel is—a belief, a creed, a rubric, a code of
doctrines and morals. He is ignorant that it is
embodied in a divine Person. He has plenty of re-
ligion, but he has not Christ; and consequently all
his outward show of piety goes for naught with God;
yea, the fairer the show the more surely does it
expose him to the righteous judgment of God.

Friend, I ask not ** Whait class do you belong to?"
—*“What creed do you believe in?"'—‘* Whatcharac-
ter do you boast of?''—but, ‘“Have you Christ?”
If you have not, then, ‘“One thing thou lackest,”
and the lack of this one thing meane ruin—eternal
ruin to your soul. You may be fair and attractive—
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morally so, I mean—as beautiful outwardly as the
young man whom, when ‘Jesus beholding him,
loved him,” but Christ says to you what He said to
him, “One thing thou lackest.”

Oh! get this one thing at once. Delay not a single
moment longer; for though your day of grace still
lingers, ‘“‘the day goeth away, and the shadows of
evening are stretched out.” The night is falling!
The storm is brewing! The thunders even now
mutter! The lightnings already glare! Nothing
but Christ can shield you and ward off the bolts of
Divine wrath in that hour when judgment shall be
poured out on this dark, guilty, death-doomed world.

Whatever you may lack or may not lack, yet in
the matter of your salvation we say—

Lack Ckrist, and you have nothing.
Haze Christ, and you lack nothing.

S.J.B.C.

P
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E cannot do with our lives what an artist
does with his picture, going over his
work again and again, retouching here and
obliterating there, until the ideal perfection
is reached. We paint on a rolling canvas.
As fast as our work is done it is wound on the
cylinder to be unbound no more till the

judgment seat.
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THAT LITTLE WORD

“"ALONER.

N 1540, in the heat of the Reformation contro-
3 versies, Joachim II., Elector of Brandenburg,
said to his ambassadors who were about to
proceed to the religious disputation at Worms, * See
that you bring back that little word ‘Alone’: do
not dare to return without it.”” Both parties were
prepared to confess that salvation was to be received
‘““ through faith in Jesus Christ,” but the Reformers
added thelittle word ‘Alone’—salvation through faith
in Jesus Christ alone. And so this word became the
pivot of the contendings of the Reformation period.
It may be that round this “‘little word”’ the con-
flict between the Spiritand our own self-righteousness
is being urged. We are willing, perhaps, to trust
Christ, if we may add to that reliance a trust in
ourselves, in our good works, or in our religious
emotions. But this cannot be. Christ’s merits
stand alone. Calvary is God’s eternal attestation to
our ruin, as well as to the perfect satisfaction for sin.
“To him that worketh NOT, but believeth on Him
that justifieth the ungodly, his faith is counted for
righteousness ' (Rom. iv. 5).

TRUST.
*.*..#. p_.@—q..
+ 'HEN a sudden sorrow
; W

Gomes like cloud and nightf,
* Wait for God's to-morrow—
All will then be bright.
Only wait and frust Him
Just a little while ;
After evening tear drops
Comes the morning smile.
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The Young Convert.

SR OGN
HE awakened soul (especially when, after a season of
distress and terror, it begins to taste that the Lord
is gracious) finds itself in anew world. No change
in outward life can be so sensible, so affecting.

No wonder, then, that at such a time little else can be
thought of; the transition from darkness to light, from
& sense of wrath to a hope of glory, is the greatest that
can be imagined,and is oftentimes as sudden as wonderful.

Hence, the general characteristics of young converts
are zeal and love. Like Israel at the Red Sea, they have
just seen the wonderful works of the Lord, and they
cannot but sing His praise; they are deeply affected
with the danger they have laiely escaped, and with the
case of multitudes around them, who are secure and
careless in the sume alarming situation, and a sense of
their own mercies, and acompassion for thesouls of others,
is ro transporting, that they can hardly forbear preaching
to every one they meet.

This emotion is highly just and reasonable with respect
to the causes from whence it springs; and it is doubtless
a proof, not only of the imperfection, but the depravity
of our nature, that we are not always thus affected, yet
it is not entirely genuine.

If we examine this character closely, which seems at
first sight a paitern and a reproof to Christians of longer
standing, we shall for the most part find it attended with
considerable defects.

Such persons are very weak in faith. Their confidence
arises rather froin the lively impressions of joy within,
than from a distinct and clear apprehension of the work
of God in Christ. The comforts which are intended as
cordials to animate them against the opposition of an
unbelieving world, they mistake and rest in as the proper
evidences of their hope. And hence it comes to pass, that
where the Lord varies His dispeneations and seems tohide
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His face, they are soon troubled and at their wits end.

They who are in this state of their first love are seldom
free from something of a censorious spirit. They have
not yet felt all the deceitfulness of their own hearts;
they are not well acquainted with the devices or tempta-
tione of Satan; and, therefore, know not how to
sympathize or make allowances where allowances are
necessary and due, and can hardly bear with any who do
not discover the same earnestness as themeselves.

However, with all their faults, methinks there e some-
thing very beautifu! and engaging in thehonest vehemence
of a young convert. Some cold and rigid judges are ready
to reject these promising appearances on account of
incidental blemishes.

But would a gardener throw away a fine nectarine
because it is green, and has not yet attained all that
beauty and flavour which a few more showers and sun
will impart? Perhaps, it will hold for the most part in
grace as in nature (some exceptions there are), if there is
not some fire in youth we can hardly expect a proper
warmth io old age.

But the great and good Husbandman watches over
what His own hand has planted, and carries on His work
by a variety of different and even contrary dispensations.
‘While their mountain stands thus strong, they think they
shall never be moved; but at length they find a change.

Sometimes it comes on by ineensible degrees. That
part of their affection which was purely natural, will
abate, of course, when the power of novelty ceases: they
will begin, in some instances, to perceive their own
indiscretions; and an endeavour to correct the excesses of
imprudent zeal will often draw them towards thecontrary
extreme of remissness: the evils of their hearts, which,
though overpowered, were not eradicated, will revive
again: the enemy will watch his occasions to meet them
with suitable temptations; and as it is the Lord’s design
that they should experimentslly learn and feel their own
weakness, he will in some instances be permitted to
succeed.
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By repeated experiments and exercises of this sort (for
this wisdom is selgom acquired by one or a few lessons)
we begin at length to learn that we are nothing, have
nothing, can do nothing but sin. And thus we are
gradually prepared to live more out of ourselves, and to
derive all our sufficiency of every kind from Jesus, the

Fountain of Grace.
(From ** Cardiphonia,” by John Newton.)

“A Daring Sinner.”

< AR e VTR
HO is he? The following lines will tell us:—

*The saint who's enjoying communion with heaven,
The sinner who dares to remain unforgiven.”
The above lines occur in a poem entitled—
“Oh! why should the apirit of mortal be proud ? "

It was the favourite poem of the late Abraham
Lincoln, President of the United States, who was
basely assasinated just as he had brought the great
civil war to a successful termination. And the fact
that he valued such-a poem shows what a humble,
God-fearing man he must have been. I would
invite my readers to procure and peruse the whole
poem.

But now to revert to ‘ the daring sinner ’—it is a
striking expression, worth pondering. What is a
sinner? A sinner is a lawless one, one not subject
to the law, authority, and will of God: one who does
his own will and pleases himself: God is not in all
his thoughts, he does not set God before him: he
worships and serves the creature rather than the
Creator (Rom. i. 25). Self has displaced God. He
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worships and serves Self—wretched, abominable Self,
rather than the blessed God. It is a daring thing
to do, to put this slight, this dishonour upon the
living God. Marvellous is His long-suffering, that
He puts up with such insults from puny, mortal
man, whom He has the power to crush in a moment.

Why does He not do it? Because it is the day of
His grace, and He is enduring with much long-
suffering the vessels of wrath fitted (by sin) to
destruction (Rom. ix. 22).

Yes, unsaved one, the sin you make so light of is
fitting you for destruction, which will be your sure
doom if you dare to remain unforgiven. Itis a dar-
ing thing to be a sinner, but more daring still to
remain one. Thank God, you need not. There is
a way of life, as well as a way of death, and God
invites you to enter it. He is displaying the riches
of His goodness to lead you to repentance; you are
not in hell yet, you are not past hope yet, and for-
giveness of sins is preached to you through Christ:
a full, free, present and eternal forgiveness from all
your sins is offered to you in Christ’s name—now—
remiesion of sins and the gift of the Holy Ghost.

It is worth baving; will you have it? Or, will
you dare to despise this offer and to remain unfor-
given ? There 1s no other hope, no other sacrifice,
no other name than that of the blessed Jesus, only
‘“a fearful looking for of judgment, and fiery in-
dignation, which shall devour the adversaries;”
and you will be one of them, and this will be your
doom, if you remain unforgiven.

I repeat it—you need not do so. A voice from
the very glory of God is calling you, and saying,
“ Come unto Me.” The voice of the lowly Jesus,
that once spake on earth saying ‘‘ Come unto Me
all ye that labour, and are heavy laden,’”” now speaks



50 THE MESBAGE.

from heaven : it is thence He calls you, and thither
He would draw you—to Himeelf. It is the same
Jesus, but in glory now—in resurrection, life, and
power, and He wants you, wants you for Himself,
to draw you, to deliver you from the power of dark-
ness, from this present evil world, from yourseif and
your self-worship and self-service, from your sins,
from every entanglement and fetter that holds you,
to change you from a vessel of wrath to a veseel of
mercy. '

Wil ‘'you, dare you refuse and set at nought all
His counsel and love? He is stretching out to you
His hand of love, and power, and mercy. Oh! value
it, grasp it. Touch the golden sceptre which that
hand now holds and extends to you: soon it will be
exchanged for the ‘‘rod of iron" that will break and
dash in pieces his adversaries. Delay not, flee from
the wrath to come, now, at once, ere the door shut,
and it be ““too late.”” Oh! what a poor, blind, in-
fatuated dupe of sin and Satan must he be, who
will refuse such an offer of love and mercy from such
a Saviour, and dare to remain unforgiven!

J.G.D.
OSlpead il drrulsdeairisdoododselsfriioimisriraiiisededode
How much does
your Christianity cost you?

(220 77 Y v T Y

HEN David would offer sacrifice on the thresh-
ing-floor of Araunab the Jebusite, he de-
clined to receive it as a gift, saying, I will
surely buy it of thee at a price; neither will I offer
burnt offering unto the Lord my God of that which
doth cost me nothing™ (2 Sam. xxiv. 24). But,
alas! how little of this spirit is there now. How few
there are who willingly deny themselves that they

may have to give to the Lord.
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“Shall not the Judge
of all the Earth do Right?”

YThe judgments of the Lord are true and righteous altogether.” —Psa. xix.

Y old college chum had dropped in to spend the
evening with me. Qur conversation turned
to serious matters, and I dealt with him

fully about his soul’s salvation. Outside was 2
blustering winter’s night, with howling wind, and
beating rain, and we drew near the fire, pitying the
homeless and unsheltered.

So the hours flew by until in upon us boomed the
tones of the great clock as it struck twelve.

“I must be off,”” said my friend, springing up

from the depthe of an easy-chair. “I didn't think
it was 8o late.”
" We lingered, standing in the hall to have another
word about the matter we had been discussing, he
thrusting himself into his great-coat whilst I talked.
Then he stood at the door and had the last word.

““No, no,” said he; ‘“‘better no God at all than a
belief in hell. Good-night.”

I shut the door with bolt and chain, and came
back and sat by the fire.

“You accept a tradition and are afraid to face
what would disturb your creed,” he had said: And
further, “You belong to a set, and drift with them
in this as in other things.”

The Bible was to him somewhat old-fashioned, and
he was somewhat impatient of its being 3ummoned
in evidence. ‘‘There are new lights,” he said, “in
which the age must read and interpret that Book."”

But the matter was far too deep and serious to be
the mere subject of a logical conflict. It pressed
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upon my own soul, and demanded the answer that
should satisfy my innermost conviction.

““What atfitude of rest or peace can any man find
in holding a belief in hell?”” my friend had asked.

“I can't tell you,” I answered. ‘‘But there is
such an attitude, and I think I have found it. Itis
a simple trust in God."

My New Testament lay within reach of me, and I
took it up and turned over its pages.

“I certainly accept this as the Word of God,” 1
said to myself, ‘and how can I do anything else?
I find here One whom I cannot but love, and trust,
and delight to reverence. And yet, and yet,” I said
to myaelf, “I find in this same Word, and from these
gracious lips, utterancesdark and terrible. He never
spake harshly. He never spake hastily. He never
stooped to invent any terrors by which to fnghten
men into being good. Yet He warns men of ‘the
damnation of hell,’ and of the ‘worm which dieth
not, and the fire which is never quenched,” and
speaks of ‘everlasting punishment.” Can I, dare I,
brush all this aside lightly? Shall I not accept the
Word and trust Him to make it clear by-and-by?"

Then I sat thinking, wondering, questioning, till I
fell asleep and dreamed.

* * * * * *

I was passing through a city where the people
stood in knots, and talked of some horrible outrage
and murder. Men and women stood at the narrow
entry of their courts, and told indignantly the
rumours of the crime. Then I passed the building
where the judge was sitling to try the prisoner,
whose case stirred all the city.

It was pleasant to get away from these dark things,
outside the city—pleasant to leave the noise and
crowd, and all the signs of this black crime. So I
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went on until before me lay a garden, in all the rich
beauty of the spring.

Under the shade of a tree, ita old twisted branches
just tipped with the dainty young green leaves, sat
o little maiden of some ten years, arranging a bunch
of flowers. She was singing gaily, staying a moment
to turn the nosegay round and look at it, then sing-
ing on again as she took upanother violet or primrose.

Then on his way there came & man, who carried
@ scythe in his hand. He crossed the lawn and set
the scythe against the tree, and then he stood
watching the busy fingers and listening to the
maiden's merry song. A sneer curled his lip and a
dark frown gathered on his face. He leaned forward,
so that his shadow fell over her; and with a harsh
voice that startled the singer, he said—

“Do you know what your father is going todo?”

“No,” said the little maiden, turning the sunny
face up towards him. ‘What is he going to do?”’

Then with a voice more harsh and grating, anda
darker frown—

“‘Going to hang that poor man that he tried in
the court to-day,” said he.

““Hang him!"” she said, as the hands fell down at
her side, and the sunehine died. And she looked up
with wondering eyes and parted lips. '

‘“Yes—going to hang him," said the man, putting
his rough fingers grimly to his throat. *‘Going to
put a rope, & hard rope that will hurt him dread-
fully, right round his neck, and hang him.”

“My father is going to?"' cried the little maiden,
bewildered.

*“Yes, your father,” sneered he.

Her cheek grew crimson. ‘‘My father never
would,” she said indignantly, rising up and letting
the flowers fall unheeded to the grouncf.



54 THE MESSAGE.

“You will see, then,” said he. I heard him say
it myself.”

The sun was hidden. The blue sky gone behind
a bank of stormy cloud. The wind rose in fierce
gusts, howling about the garden, sweeping before it
the fallen flowers. The little maiden went in and
sat down in her room.

Then she leaned at the window and looked out
over the garden. Far beyond the walls rose the
roofs of the grim prison. With hands that hung
down helplessly, and tearful eyes, she said to herself,
“My father going to hang that poor man! to hang
him! -He never could! And yet, and yet—poor
man! Oh, why were there such dreadful things as
prisons, ‘and, and " ghe shuddered now and
could not say the word. ‘‘Poor man,” she said,
“and my father is going to—to hang him! My
father, so kind and loving; never!”

»* i »* * » *

Then I saw myself in a large room, where a grave
man sat at dinner. A face noble and generous that
one could frust assuredly at once, with firmness,
and strength, and earnestness in every look and tone
and word, and over all a great benevolence. Beside
him a chair was set, and plate and knife and fork,
and a8 he finished dinner he turned to the
servant.

‘*“Where is the little mistress to-night?'" he asked.
‘“Ian’t she well?"”

Then presently in came the little maiden. But
she, who was used to greet her father with the sunny
face and many words. of welcome, came sad, and
with slow steps, without a word.

““What is the matter, little one?’ said the father,
holding out his hands to her.

She took the hand and looked up into the father’s
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face almost reproachfully. And then, with a great
soband eyesthatbrimmed with grief, she whispered—

“Father, you are not going to—to hang him, are
“you, poor, poor man?"

Then the father's face grew sad—as sad as the
maiden’s own, and he laid the little head against him-
gelf, and put his arm about her. Only the wind
moaned at the window; not another sound was
heard for some minutes. Then the father stroked
the hair tenderly, and he turned the face up towards
his own.

“My child,” said he, ‘“‘can you trust me?”

She looked up at him,and as she looked her whole
face seemed to say, * What else could I do?” She
put her arm about his neck.

“Yes, father,” she said, ¢ of course I can.”

“Do you trust me to do what is right, and kind,
‘and good ?’’ he asked, still stroking her heir tenderly.

“Yes,"” said the maiden, laying the head against
him as if she could rest there.

““ Then trust me still,” said he, “and one day you
will understand.”

) * L] * * » * &

And then I awoke, and thought of our spiritual
childhood, and that now ‘‘we know but in part,”
and I thought of faculties that may develop in us,
too, by-and-by, and reconcile a thousand things such
as perplex and troubleusnow. Soonshall‘‘ weknow,
even a8 we are known."’

“Thank God," said I, *“I can believe my Father's
Word, though I may not understand this profound
and mysterious truth; I am content to be a child,
to trust and wait.”

( Adapted.)
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‘The World.

*“ Who gave Himself for our sins, that He might deliver us from this present
evil world, according to the will of God and our Father.” —Gal. i, 4,

HEN we do not know what “the world"” 1is, we
are very prone to slip into worldliness before we
are aware. Some profess not to be clear upon

what is worldly. They know well enough, however, the
meaning of getting on in “the world.” Some look at
*“the world” as that which is glaringly wicked, or God-
dishonouring in other people. The poor man speaks of
the rich man in hie grand house, or the great man who
pever thinks of God, as being in the world. Such ma
be the case, but every man bas his “ world” into whici
he is tempted to go: the meanest as well as the greatest,
the most secluded as well as those in the centre of a great
city. A pretty ribbon or a new dress, a good dinner or
a nice party, may be as much “the world” as the gayest
and most fashionable assembly.

Often the question is asked, Is it right to go here or
tbere? to do this or that? Is this of “the world™ or
not? God has given us a perfect criterion: *“ All that
is in the world . . . . is not of the Father, but is of the
world.” This makes all plain to a child with the Father.
Is this of the Father? If not, it is of the world. How
well every Chrietian understands this in some measure !

Does the size of your world not increase just in pro-
portion as you know the Pather? Things are now
classed under the title * world,” that were not thought
to be worldly when we started in the race. The road
gets narrower as this thing and the other thing are seen
to be of “ the world,” till we find ourselves walking in
the lonely path with the lonely One.

Pellow-Christian, do you not see something this year
to be of “the world” that you did not see last year?
Have you been thus learning of the Father?

The spirit of the world 1s paralysing the whole of
Christian energy, as it is leavening the whole of Christ-
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endom. No wonder thut there is a slumber as of death
over our land, an unaccountable nightmare resting on the
spirits of many Christian men, a feeling that we are just
at the awful pause before some fearful explosion.

Christians take the world’s ways and party strifes in its
politics and rule, blunting the edge of their spiritual
nature, hardening their consciences, condescending to
mingle in.the world's battles. Let the potsherds of
earth strive with the potsherds thereof. Where are the
gearments unspotted by the world? Christians also are
mixed up with the world’s company, sitting at the world’s
table, happy with the world's joys and jokes, singing the
world’s songs.

Young disciples are especially liable to be carried
away with the cultivated. respectacle, educated, guiet,
polite, agreeable, pleasant, worldly companion.

Young believer, in the name of Him who hung on
Calvary for you, keep no company with unconverted
persons. You may have to meet them at school or in
business, but never keep company with them. *‘Come
out from among them and be ye separate.”” A young
disciple was once asked concerning a companion—

“ Well, was she a friend or an enemy ? "

“In what way?”

“A friend or an enemy to Christ?"

“I really could not say.”

“But you know that all are either friends or foes?
there is 110t a third company. Is she converted ? "

“TI don't think s0.”

‘Then, of course, we know to whom she belongs. Let
us be friends to all the Lord's friends, and enemies to
all His enemies—loving them, praying for them, and try-
ing to get them converted, but coming out from amorng
them, and being separate.” My brother, will that cross,
will that bleeding One, not draw thyv thoughts, thy
words, thyself, away from this cruel world? Thy name,
as an individual, was in His omniscient mind, when in
derkness and agony He was forsaken of His God. Nails
and a cross never kept Him there. He Himeelf made
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that iron and that wood, but love kept him on the cross.
Thou hast said, ** He loved me, and gave Himself for me.”
His cross, His grave, separate thee from ‘* the world,” as
they separate thee from thy sins.

In this land, at this moment, it is difficult to know the
church from the world. The world, *of the earth,
earthy,” has said to the Church, the bride of the Lamb,
of the heavens, * heavenly,” “ Come a little down to us,
and we will rise a little up to you, and we can shake
hands and agree.” This in the present day is called
liberality, charity, large-heartedness,, and he who dares to
dissent 18 called a bigot, one of peculiar views, a man of
extremes.

“The world " makes its social gathering and invites
the Christian. A compromise is effected. The Christian
leaves at home hia peculiar testimony for his rejected
Lord. *The world”' Jays aside a little of its open world-
liness, and they thus agree. “The world’ has been
raised somewhat. Its tone has been elevated. The
Christian has come down from his high standing ground,
and has lost his place as the separated one—His Lord
is dishonoured, and this is modern liberality ! The world
and the Christian agree, and God’s name, God’s glory,
the offence of the cross, are given up as the price of the
agreement !

Yen, some have shown their ignorance and heartless-
ness 8o much as to bring in Christ's example, and make
His conduct a cloak for their worldliness, and the Holy
Jesus a minister of sin. True, no one was ever such a
friend to the sinner as He, and no one was so separate
from sinners. Did He contract any defilement by sitting
end eating with sinners? It would be blasphemy to
think it.

Can you perfectly manifest Christ wherever you go?
Buti the rule here, as everywhere, is perfect and simple,
“ Whether therefore ye eat, or drink, or whatsoever ye
do, do all to the glory of God” (1 Cor. x. 3L.) Do
you keep comgmny with that friend because it is for the
glory of God? Do you accept that invitation to dinner
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because it is for the glory of God ? or not rather because
you will enjoy it, and perhaps meet someone you like,
or something else for you.

And is this following the Lord Jesus? Not a word
did He speak, not a thouvht did He think. not a step
did He take, but was for God's glory. Not a company
He entered, but this was His only reason for going. Is
it yours? Let conscience answer. And if you can go
on with worldly people and in worldly ways, either you
will reap daily and bitter sorrow, and have to come in
broken and contrite spirit.to the footstool of grace, or
you have no heart for the crucified One. You know not
the Christ whom the world crucified. You are not
Chriet’s one. You are not a Christian!

At this present day there is nothing that is leavening
Christendom more evidently than this worldliness—
worldly policy, worldly ways of advancing the cause of
Christ, worldly principles, worldly maxims, worldly mo-
tives, worldly vindications of conduct, worldly schemes
and artifices—all are employed; and worldly arguments
are finally adduced to shew that all such are quite in
proper place.

The spirit of competition, which is ** the life of trade,”
has been adopted in those un-Christ divisions in the
Church of the living God. Artifice and trickery with
world-shows, bazaars, and such-like, are used to extract
money from the pockets of willing and unwilling vietims
to advance God’s kingdom ! the Lord all the time loving
the cheerful giver. But cheerful, or not cheerful, the
worldly church principle is, the money must be obtained !
Read Babylon's great bazaar, Revelations xviii. 12 and
13—gold at the head of the list, souls of men at the foot
—not very unlike what may be seen in Christianised
lands now.

In the mixture of world and church of to-day, who
could discern the Bride of the Crucified One? Every-
thing goes on comfortably. There is litile of the taking
up of * the cross;” many excuses for conformity to this
world. W.P M



¥ ¥ ¥ X ¥ ¥ ¥k ¥ ¥

Or, Lessons from the Fly Paper and the Flies.
— e
“MYEAR me, have you nothing better to do
D than sit and stare at that fly paper?”
said my wife, half playfully.

And sure enough I was gazing at it most
earnestly, and had been doing so for the
space of twenty minutes. With elbows on
the table, and *“Tangle-Foot” right before
me, | had been watch’ing fly after fly as they
alighted on the oily, tenacious snare, and as
they wildly struggled, with whizzing wingsand
tangled feet, to get free.

And what think you, boys and girls, were
my thoughts?

“Oh,” you say, “you felt a bit sorry for the
flies, didn’t you?"”

Yes, but these little creatures invade our
Australian homes in such troops as to be a
source of damage and danger to property,
health, and even to life. Hence, they must
be destroyed. But my thoughts did not
linger in this groove, they ran in another
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line. I saw, yes,and I still see in “Tangle-
Foot.” a miniature picture of
THE SNARE OF SIN.

How harmless it seems. Yet how deceptive
and dangerous it really is. Look at that
silly fly hovering over its surface. Down he
drops, just for a moment, only to explore and
taste; but,ah! he will never rise again. His
feet are glued to the sticky varnish, and his
fate is doomed.

So it is with sin. It often looks most
innocent, and young people say, “There 1s
no harm in this.” ‘“Let usgo just for once.’
“You must not be too partlcular Thus,
they excuse themselves, and forbidden and
hurtful things are 1ndulged in. Butsinsticks
to the sinner, and the sinner sticks to sin.
Evilhabits and companionships when formed
pollute every fibre of daily character and fix
the soul down to that which is its curse and
ruin.

- But let us look at “Tangle-Foot” again,
and see in it

' THE FOLLY OF SIN.
“Tangle-Foot" is crowded with the dead
and the dying; yet, here is another victim
coming -gaily along. Indifferent to the fate
of his comrades, he circles around and above
them. Then, allured by the supposed feast
of good things, his feet touch the fatal
mucilage, and he is held fast. How foolish
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he is, and how foolish sinners are to rush
heedlessly into that which has trapped and
bound and slain so many.

“But,” you say, ‘“that tiny fly hesitated
before he settled, he seemed doubtful.”

I daresay, but the temptation was too
strong for his instinct of self-preservation.
“Tangle-Foot” is very attractive to the flies
—so soft, bright, and glistening in the sun-
light. It smells, too, so nice and tempt-
ing. Oh,

THE FASCINATION OF SIN!
How tempting it is. With what glamour
and bewitching promises does Satan cover it
to entice and ensnare the unwary. Boys
and girls, be sober for a moment, and try and
understand what I mean.

How attractive is the novel and the dance
to yon giddy girl, and the cigarette and the
nobbler to that careless youth.

How hard, and sometimes how lonely and
monkish it appears to be a Christian, and
how easy and pleasant to go into the world’s
pleasures and pursuits.

Yes, sin is nice at the start, and tasty, as it
1s ¢ rolled asasweet morsel under the tongue.”
For instance, what fun it is to *play truant
from school.” Yet, often it has to be hidden
by a lie, and a lie needs another and another
to cover it. When once ensnared, the evil
doer sinks deeper and deeper into trouble.
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It reminds us of the poet’s despairing lines,
which he puts into Marmion’s dying lips—

*'Oh! what a tangled web we weave
When first we venture to deceive.”

“Tangle-Foot" illustrates how Satan en-
tangles his victims; it is an object lesson of
THE MASTERY OF SIN.

Do you observe that wretched fly wriggling
to escape from the mess he is in? But the
harder he tries the worse his plight becomes.
His feet are crossed and locked, the glutinous
mixture gums his fair wings together, closes
his eyes up, stifles his breath, and now he
falls over on his suie—famts sinks, and
dies.

By no efforts of our own can we extricate
ourselves from the wile of sin. The Bible
says, “His own iniquities shall take the
wicked himself, and he shall be holden with

the cords of his sins” (Prov. ); and
another scripture declares, “ Whosoever shall
commit sin is the servant of sin” (Jno. )-
Only Jesus,

THE CONQUEROR OF SIN,

can set the sinner free. He “did no sin”
(1 Pet. ), yet, for our sake, He * became
sin” (2 Cor. ). He came down into the
snare, and on the Cross He *“sank in deeper
mire where there was no standing” (Psa. ),
toreach usand save us. Then He rose right
out of it and triumphed over it.
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Watch that fly tugging to get free from
the snare. He gets one foot out, but the
other feet are still entangled; he getsanother
out, and a third, a fourth, a fifth, and his
wings beat the air with the rapidity of light-
ning; he pulls, wriggles, and swings, but still
the remaining foot 1s held fast till, exhausted,
he falls back deeper than he was before.

Ah, he cannot save himself. But I can
save him,and [ will! See, I take my pen and
safely lift the little creature out of the mire,
and he is free. How glad he seems. With
what new strength he cleans his slender feet
and his wire-gauze wings, and then flies away
as far as he can from the subtle wile.

So Jesus saves us, that free from sin’s grip
we may ‘‘cleanse ourselves” from our former
ways (2 Cor.vii. 1),and with the wings of faith
and prayer soar away—as far away as we
can from that which once held us captive.

One word more and then I have done.
Boys and girls, look at

, THE END OF SIN.
When “Tangle-Foot" is crowded with flies,
what becomes of it? Why, mother, or sister,
or the servant putsitinto the fire. Yes, into
the fire it goes—flaring up, crackling and
consuming.

The end of sin is the fire! Both sin and
sinners must go into it. Awful thought. I
will not dwell upon it. But if you do not
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believe it, open your Bible and read Rev.
XX. 14, 15.

Children, children, Jesus is waiting to
save you from sin and its doom. There is
a lovely scripture, which says—

' Whosoever shall call on the name of the Lord shall be saved.
How then shall they ca{/ un Him in whom they have not
telieved? and how shall they believe in Him of whom they
have not heard? (Rom x. 12, 14.)

How simple and beautiful is God's sal-
vation—

First, you hear of Him.

Next, you believe in Him.

Then, you call on Him.

What does calling on Him mean? It
means that you confess Him. You not only
call o Him, but you call on Him, and thus
publicly own Him as your Saviour. -

There are only three things essential to
salvation—the hearing ear, the believing
heart, and the confessing moutk (Rom. x.
9, I0).

And then—what then? Why, free from
“Tangle-Foot,”—

FREE FROM SIN,

and from its sad consequences, you are at
liberty to serve and please the One who has
released you, and who has said, “ If the Son
therefore shall make you free, ye shall be
free indeed ” (Jno. .

S.].B.C.
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The Closing Act

in the Drama of Life.
<P=0=0>

HE closing act will come, and your history—
with its known and unremembered actions,
long-forgotten words and deeds, motives,
thoughts, counsels, prayers, resolutions, and earnest
desires—shall be read out and faithfully dieclosed.
God is the revealer of all, and memory and con-
acience shall seal the Divine record as absolutely true.
In the silence of Eternity, without hurry or bustle,
your life shall pass before you, and as the scenes
shift and change, and you again, in remembrance,
recross Life's pathway, “Amen " shall be wrung from
lipe pallid in despair. Read Revelation xx. 11-12:—
“I saw a great white throne, and Him thatsat on it,
from whose face the earth and the heaven fled
away; and there was found no place for them.
And T saw the dead, small and great, stand before
God; and the books were opened: and another
‘book was opened, which is the book of life: and
the dead were judged out of those things which
were writtenin the books, according to their works.”

Here, then, is the final scene, the closing act in
the drama of life. The spectators are the saved
from amongst men; angels, too, are there. The
dread silence and hush of Eternity are all around.
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The bustle of life is over: its pursuits, activities, and
sins past. The earth, which had been the platform
of display by God, to man has passed away. Lo!
there stands A GREAT WHITE THRONE! it8 purity is
appalling to the unsaved. The Judge—more awful
still—is none other than Jesus of Nazareth, Son of
Man.

He ascends the steps of the throne and calmly
sits down. Glorious in majesty! Powerful in
might! The dazzling purity of the throne is beyond
description. The wicked dead stand before Him.
Their gaze is rivetted on His face. His voice breaks
the awful silence. The books are opened. Each
ona’s life history is unfolded, and, as page after
page is opened and read out, the solemn ‘‘Amen”
from every bursting heart, from every agonised
spirit, shall attest the truth of the Divine records.

This awful judicial assembly holds its sitting in
Eternity—Time having passed with the passing
away of heaven and earth. The wicked, the lost,
the dead are maintained by power in space, there
being no sheltering rocks, nor hills, nor caves to
screen them from the penetrating gaze of the Judge.
With Dblanched cheek and pallid lip; in settled
despair, they hear the verdict—coNsiGNMENT To THE
LAKE OF FIRE : THE ETERNAL ABODE OF ALL THAT IS
uNHOLY. The hour of doom has come. The dread
sentence is a righteous one, and is irrevocable.

They might have been saved; they could have
been saved. Time and again they heard that * God
80 loved the world that He gave His only-begotten
Son’ (John iii. 16); that ‘Christ died for the
ungodly’ (Rom. v. 8). From the cradle to the
coffin, they were urged to ‘ Believe on the Lord
Jesus Christ and be saved;’’ to ‘Look and live;”
but they closed their ears, they stiffened their necks,



68 THE MESBAGE.

they hardened their hearts, and now they are lost,
lost for ever. They can only blame themselves.

0, Christless soul, awake! awake! awake! Your
soul is in peril. If you neglect God’s salvation, you
shall, you must inevitably perish. There is no door
of escape from the lake of fire. There is a way into
it; there is no way out of it. Bat the Blood of
Christ is an all-sufficient shelter. Escape for thy life.
May God wake thee up to concern about thy sounl!

W.S—T.

- e POV

[ ]
2 Cor. ii. 15, 16.
—

2 HE sun brings life to some branches and death
to others. If a branch is on the tree, and the
tree is properly rooted in the soil, the sun will

bring life to it; but if the branch be amputated, the
sun will wither it to death. It is the same sun, and
the branches have grown in the same forest, or even
on the same tres, and yet the shining of the sun
means life to the one and death to the other. It is
precisely so with the goepel; if a man will not put
himself in a right relation to it, it will be his ufter
destruction.

~

=
The Sinner’s W ages.

“FTYHE wages of sin is death.” The wages of sins
is ‘““the second death, which is the lake
of fire."” G. W.Gy.
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THIRST.

—a—te

“On the subject of thirst-quenching tablets the Lancet says, * We must
regretfully admit that we know of no means but water to relieve the feel-
ings of thirst.’ "

HOSE who have returned from the South
African campaign tell us that the most for-
midable foe with which they had to contend

out there was thirst. The wounds produced by
Boer bullets were ofttimes most severe; the long,
weary marches over the barren veldt were truly ex-
hausting, and increased so often by want of food
and suitable clothing; the sufferings from enteric
fever and other disorders were indeed appalling;
but each of these dwindle into insignificance when
compared with the excruciating horrors of thirst.
Where excessive pangs of hunger would sfarve a
man, those of thirst would first drive him mad.

Ask yon soldier who was so sorely wounded after
an engagement, and who had to lie on the burning
ground for hours before the ambulance van brought
relief to his agony, to describe to vou his sorest
trouble, and he will tell you that no physical suffer-
ing could possibly be compared with the maddening
torment of his thirst.

Was there no remedy for all this? For kind
friends in England were by no means indifferent to
the trials of their brave and absent heroes. The
nation’s sympathy seemed outpoured on its fighting
warriors. Rich and poor outvied one another in
seeking to alleviate the distress of those who were
fighting for their Empire’s glory. Supplies of all
gorts were shipped in lavish profusion from our
shores. Food and nourishment of every kind,
warm clothing in endless variety, luxuries for the
sick, amusements for the convalescent were supplied
in liberal measures ; but that dread thirst! the re-
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sources of the nation seemed powerless to meet this
frightful need.

Could no pellet be devised ? Could science invent
no tabloid for the men to carry with them to avail
them in their distress. It became the burning quest-
ion of the day, but, alag! it was proved to be beyond
even the purchasing power of money. An appeal to
the well-known medical organ the Lancet, one of the
highest authorities of the day, drew forth the piteous
reply that heads this article—it knew of ‘‘ no means
but water to relieve the feeling of thirst.”

But throughout the world to-day there is a wide-
spread and more serious craving than even that of
the soldiers in the time of war. For in the heart
of every living man, woman, and child is an insati-
able longing after happiness that nothing down
here can ever satisfy. We may have our own in-
dividual ways of seeking to obtain it, but that
burning, passionate desire is world-wide. The poor
depraved cannibal in the South Sea Islands may
have different ideas of obtaining his pleasures, from
the learned and cultured professor in his University
chambers; the toddling infant surrounded by its
toys on the nursery floor may have other ambitions,
from the gay votary of society; but in each and
every human breast is that self-same quenchless
thirst for happiness. And on every effort of the
human heart to attain it, sounds that solemn doom,
““Whoso drinketh of these waters shall thirst again.”
Those who refuse to accept it on the authority of
the Word of God, prove it true to their cost by the
bitterest experience.

I tried the broken cisterns, Lord,
But ah! the waters falled ;

E’en as I stoo to drink, they fled,
And mocked me ne I wailed. "’

The aching void in the human hkeart can be filled
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by nothing here below. The brightest of earth’s
joys Jast only ¢ for a season.” We must turn our
eyes in a different direction to find ‘* pleasures’ for
evermore.” '

Jesus, the blessed Son of God, came to earth from

heaven's glory—
** Soul thirst to satisfy.
Exbaustless spring, the waters free,
All other streams are dry.”

He, and He alone, could say to the human heart,
* Whosoever drinketh of the water that I shall give
him shall never thirst.” None but a divine Person
could utter such thrilling words as these—‘‘ NEVER
tHIRST !’ Isn’t that the very thing your own heart
is craving for? Such a bountiful Giver you will
find Him to be! Listen to His own gracious invi-
tation as you hear His final appeal in the close of
Revelation xxii.: “ Let him that is athirst come,
and whosoever will, let him take of the water of
life FREELY.”

Will you not say to Him, like Samaria's daughter
did of old, *“ Sir, give me this water, that I thirst
not ”’ (John iv. 15).

“ 1 came to Jesus, aud I drank
Of thet life-giving stream,
My thirst wae quenched. my soul revived,
And now I live in Him."”
E.R. M,

IVING WATER.

TS TSI SR S 0TV RA

F you would have the streams of that ‘ river
which make glad the City of our God” (Psa.
xlvi.) to run into your heart and out into your
life, you must dwell in the valley of prayer and
humiliation.
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Hsi;

Or, “More than Conqueror.”
==\

MMEDIATELY upon his conversion theconviction
came clearly to his renewed mind that his opium
habit must at once be broken. There seems to

have been no parleying about it. He belonged to
Christ, and there could be no doubt as to the will of
his new Master. Of course, he knew well what
leaving off opium smoking would involve. But there
was no shrinking; no attempt at half measures.
He saw it must be sacrificed at once, entirely, and
for ever.

Then came the awiful conflict. It was as though
the great enemy of souls, seeing his prisoner escaping,
fell back upon this opium habit as an invincible
chain with which to bind him. How critical was
the struggle, how momentous the issues, Hsi himself
hardly realised. Upon its outcome all his future
power and usefulness depended. May we not
believe the watchful care of God encompassed this
young believer, as he went down into his terrible
fight with the flesh and the devil?

As hour after hour went by, his craving for the
poison became more and more intense than the
urgency of hunger or thirst. Acute anguish seemed
to rend the body asunder, accompanied by faintness
and exhaustion, that nothing could relieve. Water
streamed from his eyes and nostrils. - Extreme
depression overwhelmed him. Giddiness came on,
with shivering, and aching pains, or burning thirst.
For seven days and nights he scarcely tasted food,
and was quite unable to sleep. Sitting or lying, he
could get no rest. The agony became almost un-
bearable; and all the while he knew that a few whiffa
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of the opium pipe would waft him at once into
delicious dreams.

Determined, by the power of God, never to go back
to it, the suffering man held on. Medicines were
given in larger doses, and native as well as foreign
drugs were ftried, but all without avail. Prayer
was constantly made on his behalf, and Hsi
himself, as far as he was able, cast himself upon
the Lord.

Refusing to be dragged away one step from his
only refuge, he fought out the battle in the very
presence of his new-found Saviour. Praying and
clinging to Christ, he made his terrible adversary
come, a8 he says hlmself ‘““before the Lord’s face
daily,” and there cried out repeatedly—

“Devil, what can you do against me? My life is
in the hand of God. And truly, I am willing to
break off opium and die, but not willing to continue
in sin and live."

In his most suffering moments he would frequently
groan out aloud, “Though I die, I will never touch
it again!

And therse, as he prayed in the stillness, the won-
derful answer was given. Suddenly a tide of life
and power seemed to sweep into his soul. The
reality was so intense that from head to foot he
broke into a profuse perspiration. Anguish and
struggle ceased, the conflict was completety ended.
The Holy Spirit came, flooding his heart with
peace. '

“He did what man and medicine could not do,”
records the liberated soul. ‘‘From that moment
my body was perfectly at rest. And then I knew
that to break off opium without real faith in Jesus
would indeed be impossible."

(From “ONE or CHINA'S ScHOLARS."’)
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(Gripple Tom,’

AND HIS TEXTS.
SHNBRVRODH I RN NGO

‘ N one of the miserable East London homes,
J in a dark, wretched room at the top of

the house, lay a cripple boy. He had lain
there for over two years, greatly neglected
and comparatively unknown. When quite
young his parents had died, leaving him to
the tender mercies of an aged relative, whom
he called * Granny.”

Born a cripple, he had always been a
sufferer; but, as long as he was able, he had
swept a crossing on his crutches, or gone
short errands to earn a few pence. But
soon after his parents’ death the boy had to
take to his bed. Very ungraciously the old
woman allowed him to occupy the top room
in her house, which room he never left
again.

His mother had taught him to read and
write, but not knowing the truth herself, she
had never told him of * Jesus and his love.”
Sometimes, however, on a snowy night when
the wind was blowing hard and cold, the lad
had crept into the Mission Hall not far
distant, merely for the sake of getting a warm
by the comfortable stove. Numb with cold,
and weary in body, he took little heed of

*May be bad os a booklet. 6d. doz,; 3/6 100, poat free. Sunday Schools——
Special qnot.ntlons for qun.ntxt)ea
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what he had heard on those nights; but now,
lying alone day after day, there came into
his mind the memory of it, and by degrees
he was possessed with a great longing to
know more about the things of God, and to
have a Bible of his own.

He knew that it was from the Bible that
the speakers had gathered their knowledge,
but that wasall. So summoning up courage,
he one day consulted Granny about it.

His only encouragement in that direction
was a laugh. * Bibles weren’t in her line!
What did a lad like him want with Bibles?”
So the matter dropped for a time, but the
lad’s desire to possess one did not grow less.

One day, however, up the creaking stairs
came noisy, boisterous Jack Lee, the only
friend the cripple had in the world.

“Hurrah! hurrah! Got a new berth! Off
north to-morrow! Come to say good-bye,
Tom,” he cried, all excitement, seating him-
self on the bed, and wiping the perspiration
from his brow; ‘“but I've got a real beauty
present for you., my lad,” taking from his
pocket something wrapped in a greasy bit of
brown paper.

Tom raised himself on his elbows, not at
all gladdened by the news he had heard.

‘A bright new shilling for you, Tom, lad.
And you're not to spend it till yer wants
suffin real particular.”
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‘“Oh, Jack! you're good, but I want some-
thing now very particular.”

“Yer do? what's he?”

“1 want a Bible.”

“A Bible! well I never! Spending all
that on a Bible, when I had to scrape months
and months to save it in coppers.”

“Don’t be angry, Jack,” said the cripple
boy. “Ido so want a Bible. Please get
it, Jack—now—this very evening, at Fisher's,
afore the shop closes. Granny never would;
she’d spend it in gin, if I let it get into her
hands.”

“ What can yer want with a Bible, Tom,
lad? Onlyscholards understands themthere
things,” he answered rather crossly.

‘““ Maybe so, Jack, but I'm hankering after
one.”

“Very well, lad, then I'll go, but I knows
nought about Bible buyin’.”

“Fisher has 'em at a shilling, for I saw 'em
marked in the window when I used to go by.”

Jack descended the stairs less rapidly than
he had mounted them. But he got over his
disappointment before he returned with a
beautiful shilling Bible. ¢ Fisher says I
couldn’t leave you a better friend, Tom, lad,
the shilling couldn’t be vested better; and,
says he, ‘It may be worth a thousan’ pounds
to the lad.’ So ’pears there's suffin as we
ought to know about.”
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Tom’s joy and gratitude were unbounded.
“I know it, Jack. I know it!” hugging the
Book to his breast. “I'm happy now. Oh
how kind you were to save that shilling.”
So Tom got his Bible, and valued it and
read it.

Do you >—you, reader,—man, woman, boy,
girl,—do you value and read the Book of
God ? It so, you will find out what Cripple
Tom discovered. And what was that? He
found out he was a sinner—lost and in need
of a Saviour, and he found that Saviour in
Jesus. He trusted Him, confessed Him,
loved Him, and was filled with a great long-
ing to do something for Him. But what
could he do? Tied to a bed of sickness, it
seemed as if he could do nothing but lie still
and suffer. But love is quick to discover
ways of serving its Object, and so, looking to
God for guidance and strength, the little
helpless cripple said—

“It won't do to keep all this blessed news
to myself;” so he thought and thought, until
at last a simple work was decided on for the
Master. His bed stood close by the window
sill, which was low, and somehow he got a
pencil and paper, and wrote out different
texts, which he would fold, pray over, and
then drop into the noisy street below,
directed—

“To THE PASSER-BY—Please Read.”
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He hoped that by this means someone
might hear of Jesus and His salvation.

Generally, his texts were simple, Gospel
ones, but sometimes he wrote a text which
had been given him by the Lord for his own
soul.

This service of love, faithfully rendered,
went on for some weeks, when one evening
he heard a strange footstep, and immediately
afterwards a tall, well-dressed gentleman
entered the room and took his seat by the
lad's bedside.

“So you are the lad who drops texts from
the window, are you? " he asked kindly.

“Yes," said Tom, brightening up. ‘““Have
yer heard as someone has got hold of one ?"

‘“ Plenty, lad, plenty! I picked up one last
evening, and God blessed it to my soul. I
have been a Christian for some years, but
lately I got cold in souls, and God used your
text and spoke to me by it.”

“1 can believe in God's Word doing any-
thing, sir,” said the lad humbly.

“And I am come,” said the gentleman,
‘“to thank you personally.”

“No me, sir! I only does the writin’; He
does the blessin’.”

“And you are happy in this work for
Christ ? " said the visitor.

“ Couldn’t be happier, sir. I don’t think
nothin’ of the pain in my back, for shan't I
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be glad when I sees Him, to tell Him that
as soon as I know’d about Him and His great
love I did all as I could to serve Him? 1
suppose you gets lots of chances, don't yer,
sir ? "’

‘““Ah, lad, but I have neglected them; but,
God helping me, I mean to begin afresh. At
home in the country I have a sick lad dying.
I came to town on pressing business. When
I kissed him good-bye, he said, ‘ Father, I
wish I had done some work for Jesus’; and
the words stuck to me all day long, and the
next day too, until the evening when I was
passing down this street your text fell on my
hat. I opened it and read, ‘I must work the
works of Him that sent me, while it is day:
the night cometh, when no man can work’
(John ix. 4). It seemed like a command
from heaven.”

Tears of joy were rolling down the lad’s
face. “It's too much, sir,” he said, ‘“alto-
gether too much.”

“Tell me how you managed to get the
paper to start it, my lad.”

“That warn’t hard, sir. I jest had a talk
with Granny, and offered to give up my
ha'porth of milk she gives me most days, if
she would buy me paper instead. You know,
sir, it can't last long. The parish doctor
says a few months of cold weather may finish
me off, and a drop of milk ain’t much to give
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up for my blessed Jesus. Are people happy
as have lots to give Him, sir ?”

The visitor sighed. *Ah, lad, you are a
great deal happier in this wretched room,
making sacrifices for Jesus, than thousands
who profess to belong to Him, and who have
time, talents, and money, and yield little or
nothing to Him.”

“They don’t know Him, sir. Knowin’ is
lovin’, and lovin’ and tryin’ to please Him
is doin’. It ain’t love without.”

“You are right, Tom. But now about
yourself. How would you like to end your
days in one of those homes for cripple lads,
where you would be nursed and cared for,
and where you-would see the trees and
flowers, and hear the-birds sing? I could
get you into one not far from my home if
you liked, Tom.”

The weary lad looked wistfully into the
man’s kindly face, and after a few moments’
silence, answered: ¢ Thank'ee, sir; I've
heard tell of ’em afore, but I ain’t anxious to
die easy when He died hard. I might get
taken up with them things a bit too much,
and I'd rather be a lookin’ at Him, and a
carryin’ on this ’ere work till He come to
fetch me.”

“ Well, my lad, then I will see that you
have proper food and all the paper you need
while you live. I will settle it with one of
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the Bible-women. Now, laddie, before I go
I want you to pray aloud for me.”

There was a bright light on the poor, pale,
upturned face, as he said in a tone of the
deepest reverence: ‘“Lord Jesus, I know
you're a listenin’, and I'm much obliged to
you for sending this gentleman here to cheer
me in my work. Now. Lord Jesus, he’s a
bit troubled about not havin’ lived for Thee
in past days, will you help him to see to it
that there’s nothin’ left undone in the comin’
days; and please, Lord, make him go
straight away and tell them other rich men
of Thy love. Now, Lord Jesus, please bless
this kind friend, all roads and always. I ask
this for Thy name’s sake.” ‘“Amen,” said
the deep-toned voice.

Then the gentleman rose and said fare-
well. Before leaving London he made every
arrangement for the lad to be cared for, and
then with a gladder heart he went back to
his beautiful country home, and lived for
Christ. As soon as he could he built a
Gospel Hall on his own grounds, and
preached Jesus to the villagers, and told them
of his second conversion through the cripple
boy and his text, many being led to Christ.

News of the dying lad reached them from
time to time through the Bible woman, but
it was not till winter had set in, and the
snow had fallen and covered the earth with
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its crystal whiteness, that they heard that
the dear lad had * gone to be with Jesus.”

The same post brought a parcel which
contained Tom's much-prized and much-
used Bible. What a precious relic was that
marked Bible in that beautiful home! for
when the cripple boy’s friend lent it to his.
youngest son to read—the careful marking,
the short simple prayers written by the crip-
ple lad on the margin, and his dying wish on
the fly leaf, written about a week before his
death, that “this Holy Book may be as great
a friend to someone else as it has been to
me’'—made such a deep impression on the
youth that he got converted and gave himself
to the Lord, and later on to mission work in
foreign fields; and out in Central Africa he
has shown that worn Bible to many a native
Christian, when telling them about cripple
Tom and his texts.

Reader, young and old, have you learnt to
know the Lord Jesus as your personal
Saviour? If not, He waits to be gracious—
to be to you, little child, and to you, grown-
up man and woman, all that He was to
cripple Tom.

If you do know Him, are you seeking to
serve Him?

If a dying lad, in suffering and destitution,
could joyfully deny himself the little sip of
milk, which cooled his parched lips and partly
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fed his weary body, surely it is possible for
us to suffer a little, deny ourselves a little,
and work a little for the blessed Saviour, who
has loved us and given Himself for us.
(Adapted.)

ez KRIBEDE e

WHAT DAY DO YOU KEEP
FOR THE SABBATH ?*

[0 8 L7 o7 )
OME time ago, on board a train, I had just taken my
s seat opposite an intelligent- lookmg man, when he
remarked, “I would not like to be a commercial
traveller.”

“Why?” I asked.

*Oh,” he said, * You have so much baggage to carry.
May I ask what you are selling ?

“] am giving the gospel away,"” I replied.

“Oh,” said he, “I am very glad to meet you. In what
gart of the field do you labour?—to what denomination

o you belong?”

T said, “I w1ll ask you a %estlon before I reply to
yours. ‘What is the self-sufficient guide for the child
of God?”

“ The Bible,"” he replied.

“Well, into what denomination does the Bible put
me?"”

He answered, “If you follow the Bible, you will be a
Seventh-Day Adventist.”

I asked him to show it me in Seripture; but as he had
none, he evaded this by asking, * What day is the Sab-
bath? "

I replied, “The seventh day.”

*“And what day is that? "

*44. doz., post free.
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“Saturday,” I answered. This seemed to give him
Eleasure; but to make sure, he said, * What day do you

eep for the Sabbath P ”

“I do not keep any Sabbatk,” I replied.

My answer shocked him, and with surprise he ex-
claimed, ** What! a Okristian minister, and not keep any
Sabbath ! ”

*“That is just the reason,” I replied. “I am not a
Jew, but a Christian; and because I am a Christian, I
celebrate the first day of the week. The Sabbath is that
which apeaks of old-creation rest—of God’s six days of
work, and of His resting on the seventh. Besides, it
was given to Israel as a distinctive mark between them
and the Gentiles.

*“But #n came in, and God’s rest was broken, so that
our Lord said, ‘My Father worketh hitherto, and I work.’
God began & new creation in connection with our Lord
Jesus rigen from the dead on the first day of the week—
the Lord’s day—the new-creation day, in contrast to the
Sabbath, which was the old-creation day.

“In John xx. 19, the Lord Jesus showed Himself to
His disciples as they were together on the first day of
the week. The early disciples met on that day to re-
member the Lord in the breaking of bread (Acts xx. 7),
and on the first day of the week the Holy Spirit was
given at Pentecost.”

“Then,” he replied, “according to your theory, the
law is done away with.”

I said, “ Oh, no! the law is not done away with, but
Tam. God’s holy law is just as able to curse and con-
demn the sinner as when it was given amid thunders and
lightnings at Mount Sinai; but the law is not for dead
people, and I am dead. ‘Wherefore, my brethren, ye
also are become dead to the law by the body of Christ’
(Rom. vil. 4).

He did not seem to understand this eimple statement
of Scripture, so I said, “If a man murders another, is
arrested, tried, found guilty, and upon the appointed day
is taken by the sheriff, and hanged by the neck until he
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is dead—has the law any more claim upon that man?”

“No; of course not,” he replied.

 Has the law been done away with?”

“No, but the man has paid the penalty, and has died.”

“Now,” I eaid, “that is just how it once was with me.
Once I stood in the place of condemnation, with nothing
before me but death and judgment ; but God, in love for
me, gave His Son, who took my place, assumed all my
indebtedness, and died in my stead. So now, in God’s
sight (see Rom. vi. to vil. 1), I have died, and the law
has no more claim upon me, because I am dead.

“One word more. Do not think, because I know
this blessed truth, I will go on in sin and breaking God's
law. No; for, as born of God, and baving the Holy
Spirit as power, and Christ before me as a Pattern and
an Object, ‘the righteous claims of the law are fulfilled
in us, who walk not after the flesh, but after the Spirit’
(Rom. viii. 3, 4)." Read Gal. ii. 19, 20.

A.M.S
Tt

e ——

“Here am |, send me.”
L 2]

.

-~ [ SAID, “Let me work in the fields?”
He said, ‘““No, work in the town.”
I said, *“No flowers are there.”
“No flowers,” said He ‘‘but a crown.”
I said, ““But I shrink from the place,
There is nothing but noise and din.”
A cloud swept over His face ;—
““There is worse,’’ said He ¢‘ there is gin.”
I said, ‘‘But the air is thick,
Dark fogs have veiled the sun.”
He said, ““Souls are there sin-sick,
Lost souls from death to be won.”




Self-Occupation.

T ol e ]
JYTHERE are four kinds of self-occupation. Self-
occupation as to soul
EXPERIENCE.

A beloved servant, now with the Lord, used to
say that he never knew souls much occupied with
experience—whether that of Rom. vii., Gal. v, or
holiness by faith—that it did not end in making
self a great object of consideration.

They do not know deliverance, and experimental
truths seem to offer that which they are seeking.
They are not seeking an increased knowledge of the
Grace of God, or deepened acquaintance with Christ;
their object of desire 18 to have a more satisfactory ex-
perience. That is, selfis still their centre. And such
souls are constantly occupied either in bemoaning
how little they have got or attained, or in complac-
ently assuming that they ‘‘have attained’’ (Phi.iii.).

It has often been remarked that in the writings
of those who advocate ‘‘holiness by faith™ the
beauty and perfection of what Christ is in Himself
as an all-blessing Object for the heart is very little
presented. Christ is set forth as One who can bring
about a new experience in the believer, and it is easy
to see that the new experience has often a more
prominent place in the mind than Christ.

SERYICE.

It is a sad thing when service interferes with soul-
prosperity. Service may take possession of the heart
until it becomes the theme of conversation, the
subject matter of correspondence, and the centre
round which the thoughts continually revolve. It
is possible to be 80 engrossed with service that one's
meditations are coloured by it, one’s prayers are
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full of it, and the Word of God becomes simply a
quarry out of which material for addresses and ser-
mons can be dug. This is a serious loss to the soul,
and many are thereby hindered from making spirit-
ual progress.

Very often young believers who have not even
peace with God are encouraged to take up service,
and they become so occupied with what they are
doing that they are not at leisure to learn or to take
their place in the favour of God. Hence, so long
a8 the service prospers, and they get on pretty well
with it, they are happy. The service is their life.
But when there is no success, and the whole thing
seems to be a failure, their joy collapses; and they
have to discover how little they have really got.

PHYSICAL WEAKNESS.

Believers with weakly bodies are in special danger
of becoming very self-centred. Their condition and
circumstances tend to make them very much objects
of consideration to themselves. There may be need
for great care, for special diet and treatment, and this
very often turns to self-occupation, and the soul's
spiritual joy declines.

I daresay some of my hearers have no difficulty
in recognizing the symptoms of this baneful malady.
You would like to know if there is a cure for it.
Well, I believe there is. The remedy for this kind
of self-occupation is to know the love and support
of Christ as Priest. I believe the Priesthood of
Christ comes into exercise to sustain us above the
self-occupation into which we should otherwise sink.
In His love He makes His sympathy a reality to
our hearte, and the fact that He considers our
trouble and has known our soul in adversity as One
touched with the feeling of our infirmities, having
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been in all points tempted like as we are apart from
sin, draws our hearts to Him in a very blessed way.
In nearness to Himeelf we enjoy His love, and are
assured of His support, and the moment our hearts
come consciously into the circle of his love selfis no
longer the centre. It is in thus drawing our hearts
to Himself that Christ succours us. To find that
we are objects of consideration to Him is an infinite
solace, and it brings Him before our hearts in such
a way that we are sustained above the consideration
of ourselves. There is the positive support of His
love; and thus our weakness becomes the occasion
of proving the personal love and support of Christ,
o that we are sustained in the joy of God’s favour.

IDLENESS.

Few things are treated with such severity in Serip-
ture as idleness, and there can be nothing more
destructive of all spiritual joy. People who have nc
particular housebold or business duties, and who
are not engaged in some form of service, are almost
invariably self-occupied and unhappy. It is the
will of God that men and women should have some
form of occupation, and this ordinance of God can-
not be set aside without evil results.

A good many cases of spiritual depression would
be quickly cured by a little more work. It is better
to dig in the garden, to chop firewood, or to break
stones on the road, than to do nothing.

Then if the Lord has called you to any little ser-
vice of & more spiritual sort you cannot be negligent
or slothful in it without suffering loss in your soul.
Devotedness will necessarily produce diligence, and
where these are lacking the light and joy of God’s
favour are not likely to be the conscious portion of
the heart. C.A.C
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Eight Bible Houses.

Dppelsaipipetptst

BETHESDA—“the house of mercy.” We are

all in it, but we have not all benefited by it.
We read of one who lay there for 88 years without
being healed. Are youhealed? Haveyou‘‘obtained
merey?' Do you know the great Physician’s skill
and power? If so, ‘“‘the house of mercy’ becomes
to you—

Bethshan—* the house of healing.” Professional
“Faith-healers’ build houses, which they call * Beth-
shan,” but often they would be better named ‘‘ Beth-
sham.” Thank God, the true house of healing is no
sham. It offers speedy relief and cure to the
gpiritually blind, maimed, halt, withered. None need
despair, not even the moral leper corrupted and
loathsome with sin.

Bethlehem—*‘the house of bread.” Yes, there is
‘“‘bread enough and to spare '’ there. Christ Himself
is the portion of His people. ‘“The bread of heaven”
—that which heaven feeds upon, and ‘‘the bread of
God "—He who delights God’s heart, is our food.
Who would turn again to Egypt’s fare, with all the
fatness of God’s house at their disposal? My lean-
ness, my leanness!” Dare we say 80, when such
plenty and fulness abound? Bethlehem is some-
times called Beth-lehem-judah (Jud. xvii.),and again,
Beth-lehem-Ephratah (Mic. v.). Ephratah means
Jruitful, and Judah signifies praise. Thesetwothings
characterise those who live in God’s house of bread.

Bethany—**the house of song.” Some give a
different meaning to the name, but I prefer this one.
Praise or song befits Bethany. It becomes those to
sing who have had the “new song' put into their
mouth. Have you noticed that in Psa. xl. it is all
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“my’’—the Saviour’s exclusive worlk—rtill the resur-
rection rock is reached. Then the ‘“my’’ becomes
‘““our.” He suffered alone, but now he associates us
with Himself, and we sing with Him, or we ought to
(Psa. xxii. and Heb. i.). ‘“He led them out as far
as Betbany and He blessed them.” He went away
blessing, and He will come again blessing. Whata
house of song iz Bethany.

Bethphage—*‘the house of figs.” This is fruitful-
ness. Fig-leaves—mere profession, will not do for
God. He looks for fruit. *The husbandman that
laboureth must first be partaker of the fruit.”
“My Father is the Hugsbandman,’' said Jesus, and
we are to ‘‘bear mueh fruit,” that He may be
‘““glorified.” What ‘‘long patience’” He displays, as
he ““waitsfor the preciousfruit.” As‘ God'stillage,”
shall not our souls yield something for God, for all
His culture and cara?

Bethsaida—*‘the house of fish.” This house is
despised by some as too old and common. They
complain, and with some cause, too, of bustling
Martha® and headstrong Peters (Jno. xxi. 8), and
backsliding Ephesians (Rev. ii. 2-4). Yet Bethsaida
is a8 divinely ordained as Bethphage. Fruitfulness
may be for God, and gospel gervice more for man,
but both have their place. Let us never be above
doing fishermen's work. It is in Bethsaida that
Christ makes us ‘“fishers of men.” If we have no
““net,” let us not be ashamed to cast a line into the
heaving sea of hurnanity which surges around us.

Bethabara—‘'the house of passage.” It was
really a ford of Jordan, the river of death. Strangers
and pilgrims here. Let us not forget. The tend-
ency of each heart is to settle down. Then God
comes in and stirs up our nest, and rolls death in
upon us. Oh, for the pilgrim staff, the girded loins,
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the brightly beaming torch of a consistent testimony.
Bethel—‘‘ the house of God.” This is the end—
“I shall dwell in the house of the Lord for ever.”
The earthly Bethel, be it Ierael of the past, or the
professing Church of the present, has become
‘“‘Bethaven” (the houee of vanity), but no idols can
defile the heavenly Bethel; it must ever be true to
its name and character. Like Jacob, we see it in
vision at the start, and should constantly visit it in
gpirit a8 we go on, but the opened heavens, the
mystic ladder, and ‘‘the angels of God ascending
and descending on the Son of Man,” await their
fulfilment in the coming millennial day. Then we
shall enjoy above, in its fulness, what now we have
the earnest of below. As the loved hymn says—

How blest a home! the Father’s house!
There love divine doth rest;
‘What else could satisfy the hearts
Of those in Jesus blest?
S.J.B.C

"IOShECeen
Keep Your Wings Free.

D O il

IF you will go to the banks of a little stream, and

watch the flies that come to bathe in it, you will

notice that while they plunge their bodies in
the water, they keep their wings high out of the
water; and after swimming about a little while, they
fly away with their wings unwet through the sunny
air. Now that is a lesson for us. Here we are
immersed in the cares and business of the world;
but let us keep the wings of our soul, our faith, and
our love, out of the world, that with these unclogged,
we may be ready to take our flight to heaven.
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“The World is Ours.”

(1 Cox. iii. 21-23.)
e
ULL long our feet the flowery ways
F Of peace have trod,
Content with creed and garb and phrase.
A barder path in earlier days
Led up to God.

Too cheaply truths, once purchased dear,
Are made our own;
Too long the world has smiled to hear
Our boast of full corn in the ear,
By others sown ;—

And see us stir the martyr fires
Of long ago,

And wrap our satisfied desires

In the singed mantles that our sires
Have dropped below.

Oh, let the eross our worthies bore
On us be laid;

Profession’s quiet sleep be o’er;

In action’s earnest scale once more
Our faith be weighed.

Thanks for our privilege to bless,
By word and deed,

The widow in her keen distress,

The childless and the fatherless,
The hearts that bleed!

The fields of duty open wide,
Where all our powers

Are tasked the eager steps to guide

Of millions on a path untried:
The world is ours!
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Ours by traditions dear and old,
Which make the race

Our wards to cherish and uphold,

And cast their freedom in the mould
Of Christian grace.

To suffer well is well to serve;

Stint not, nor stay;
The years have never dropped their sand
On mortal issue vast and grand

As ours to-day.

Oh, small shall seem all sacrifice
And pain and loss,
When God shall wipe the weeping eyes,
For suffering give the victor's prize,
The crown for cross!
{ Anon.)

3 KKKt

*DO YOU DESIRE TO HAVE MORE OF CHRIST?”

V7Ll ad 2l VT LV VT eIV P Y V4
“ I’ 0 vou desire to have more of Christ?” There
are few who would hesitate to reply, ‘‘ Indeed
we do.” And yet it is quite true, as often
said, that every one possesses as much of Christ as
be desires. Of the lsraelites in the wilderness, we
read, that ‘“‘they gathered it every morning, every
man according to his eating.”” The appetite deter-
mined the amount collected. So it really is with
ourselves. Christ never withholds Himself from
those who truly seek Him; nay, He responds to us far
beyond our desires. The fact is, we want more of
Christ, and something else besides. This cannot be.
It must be Christ alone; Christ our only object, and
then He will satisfy even beyond our utmost
expectations..
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The only Standard of Truth.

et R IO P — —

HE Secriptures are the only rule or standard of
faith and practice; but the power that applies
them to our minds is the Spirit, and the

instruments may be many.

To make & rule, or standard, we must have the
whole thing fully out and expressed. A parent, a
teacher, a friend, may communicate truth, but none
is a standard.

My use of the standard may be ignorant or im-
perfect; still it is a perfect standard in itself. I,
as a teacher, may have stated perfect truth, but it
i8 no stendard. The whole truth having been com-
municated, no fresh revelation to an individual soul
of part of the same truth is a standard.

The Bible may be the means of communicating
truth ; but its great value ie, that it is the standard
a8 well as the depository of all fruth.

A truth may be most perfectly communicated to
me, a8 a measure of corn may be most accurately
weighed ; but for the ascertainment that it is so, a
standard is required. The Spirit of God may en-
able me to use the standard of the Word, but this
does not make the Spirit of God the standard, any
more than the perfect skill of the weighmaster or
measurer makes his hand or mind the standard.

‘T may have spiritually learned truth, and may,
a8 far as known, use this known truth as a test to
all presented to me, and so far the intelligence of
the Spirit may be a guide. But a stendard must
be a standard of everything, and for this it must
be the whole record of truth, and the perfect record
of truth. J.N. D.
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Harry’s Conversion.

A YOUNG lad named Harry used to call
his horses home by name each night.
There were Dobbin, Charlie, White-
spot, and Jennie. In the stables the names
of the horses were painted over the stalls.
Not strange, is it, that each horse knows its
own stall (see Isa.i. 3), and when it turns
slowly at eventide into the stable no mistake
is made in finding its own resting-place.
Perhaps each horse likes its own stall best,
and never feels “at home" elsewhere.

It so happened that an evangelist came to
conduct a mission in Starfield, the nearest
town to High Field Farm, and Harry and
two or three friends were prevailed upon to
attend one of the evening meetings.

After singing and prayer, the preacher
gave out his text—‘'“He calleth his own
sheep by name, and leadeth them out”
{John x. 3).

Something in it rivetted Harry's attention.
The calling by name of which the preacher
spoke held him fast. At first he thought
only of the names of the horses with which
he was wont to plough. He saw the names
as he knew them over the stalls—Whitespot,
Charlie, Dobbin, Jennie.

Then he seemed to forget everything for
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awhile, except that it was just as though
someone called him softly by name, “Harry,
Harry! Come, and I will give you rest.”

Presently it was repeated somewhat louder,
“Harry!” and it was just at that moment
that the preacher remarked—* Perhaps the
Good Shepherd is calling some here by
name, that they may come to Him and trust
in Him for salvation, and here and now have
eternal life.”

It was then that the boy heard the voice
again, “Harry! Harry! Harry! Come—
come now.” He felt as though Jesus was
indeed calling him by name, and all that he
could whisper in reply was, “Lord Jesus, I
come just as I am.” And he came, and
found joy and peace in the Saviour. That
was the night of his conversion.

Time proved how very real it was. All on
the farm noticed the change in him. He is
a Christian in deed and in truth; he mani-
fests it by the cheery way he goes about his
work, so different from the slouching, care-
less manner he formerly had. Thereis heart
in all that he does. He seeks to bear the
sheep mark of Christ, which is love (John
xiil. 35). And he is not ashamed to con-
fess Christ.

Little reader, the Good Shepherd is calling
you by name. Will you respond, and say,
“Lord Jesus, I come just as I am.”
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The Little Bootblack.

—_———
HUNDRED years ago there lived a little
A boy in Oxford, England, whose business
it was to clean the boots of the students
of the famous university there. He was poor,
but bright and smart.

Well, this lad, whose name was George,
grew rapidly in favor with the students.
His prompt and hearty way of doing things,
his industrious habits and faithful deeds, won
their admiration. They saw in him the
promise of a noble man; and they proposed
to teach him a little every day. Eager to
learn, George accepted their proposition;
and he soon surpassed his teachers by his
rapid progress. “A boy who can blacken
boots well, can study well,” said one of the
students. ‘“Keen as a briar,” said another,
““and pluck enough to make a hero.”

But we cannot stop to tell of his patience
and perseverance. He went on, step by step,
just as the song goes—

*Oqe step and then another,”

until he became a man—a learned and elo-
quent man, who preached the Gospel to
thousands. The little bootblack became the
renowned preacher, George Whitfield. He
was converted to God when seven years old,
and was used to the conversion of thousands.
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What Awoke Them.

L L e
COMMERCIAL traveller had business enygage-
ments which occasionally called him to a

small iron-working town.

When business is brisk at such places, and work
plentiful, the mills are kept running night and day.
The steam hammers, some of them several tons in
weight, are constantly kept working, beating out
the huge masses of molten iron, and thereby causing
the very ground to shake beneath their heavy and
oft-repeated falls.

To this constant noise the inhabitants of that
little town had grown quite familiar ; so that in spite
of the heavy thuds of the ponderous hammers, men,
women, and children could sleep quite soundly
through the night without the least disturbance.

Not s0, however, with the man of business above
referred to. The din of this heavy hammering drove
all sleep from his eyes, so that, whenever he was
called into that locality, he always arranged for
sleeping accommodation somewhere outside.

One night, however, from some breakdown in the
machinery, these steam-bammers suddenly stopped
working ; and the consequence was that nearly the
whole of the town woke up.
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Now, what awoke them? Not the oft-repeated
stroke of the heavy hammers, but their sudden
cessation.

Yes, they could sleep soundly enough when the
hammers were at constant work, but when they
stopped, they instantly woke up.

How this reminds one of the state of multitudes
of precious souls in the present day. While the
Gospel-hammeris kept at work—and ‘“ Is not My word
a8 3 hammer?" saith the Lord—thousands within
sound of it are fast asleep. Let the ‘“hammer’’ come
down ever so heavily, they slumber on. They seem
to find a lulling comfort in the idea that they live
in a Gospel land where it is preached all the time.

But the time will come when the true workmen
will be summoned away. “ Call the laborers home "
ghall be heard from their Master’s lips. The ham-
mer of the Gospel of God’s grace and glory shall
suddenly cease, and never give another stroke. Then
ghall there be a great waking up of Gospel-hardened
slumberers; and then, throughout the length and
breadth of Christendom, shall the bitter ery be heard,
“Lord, Lord, open unto us.” Alas! for that day.

Though, in his sleep, the Christless sinner may
have dreamt that he was alright, yet in the language
of the ancient prophet, *“ He awaketh and his soul
is empty "’ (Isa. xxix. 8).

O friend, wake up now! While the Father's arms
are still open to welcome, while the Spirit is still
here to strive, while the Saviour still waits to bless,
oh awake! awakg!! AWAKE ! !!

RS\ SO TR S g
Many dote on this world as if it were never to have an

end, and neglect the next as if it were never to have a
beginning.
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Are You Saved?

P W—
—

GFTEB a gospel meeting a clergyman introduced
himself, and told me who he was.

He remarked, “I agree with every word
you said in your address; indeed I enjoyed it very
much.

“I am glad you liked the subject,” I said.

“Yes, indeed I did,” he replied; ‘but do you
mean to say that every man may know about his
salvation and be assured of it?"

*““Why not,” Isaid, *if our salvation depends upon
the finished work of Christ for us, and if our assur-
ance depends upon the veracity of God ?”

He did not answer ; so I continued—

“If the blood of Jesus was shed for me, and I
plead it, then the destroying angel cannot touch me.
And if God says, *When I see the blood I will pass
over you,” how can I entertain a doubt about it ?"

“Y.e-8,” he said, hesitating, ‘‘y-e-s; but does
everybody know about his personal interest in the
blood 2’

I replied, “What is ‘believing’ if he does not?
‘We do not believe about the blood, but in it; that is
to say, we have a personal interest therein. We
ought to know whether we are pleading the blood,
and be sure that we have no other plea for accept-
ance. The blood was shed to take our sins away.
How can we believe that our sins are taken away,
and not believe that we have personal interest in
the blood ?”’

My friend went on assenting in a general way, but
still raising fresh questions.

As we walked along, I ventured to ask him whether
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he had passed ‘“from death into life.” ‘‘Are you
saved ?” I said.

“What a question,” he exclaimed, ‘“‘to put to a
clergyman! You are a strange man!”

“My dear friend,” was my reply, “if you are a
guide to others, there is the greater need for this
question.”

*Is it not an insult,” he said, *to ask a clergy-
man such a question ?”’'

“Far from that,” I replied. ‘If you are saved,
it gives you an opportunity to testify of God's good-
ness.”

*“You certainly put things in a strange way. Do
I look like an unsaved man?' he said, standing in
front of me, “ My father-in-law is the Rev. Dr. ,
and saying this, he looked as confident as assurance
itself. ‘“Well you are a strange man," he repeated
egain, continuing to walk forward, ‘‘stranger than
your Book—though you are very like it—very like ! "

““Come, friend,” I said, * why not give me a plain
answer to a plain question ?”’

“What do you want me to say? I preach the
doctrines of the Reformation as much as youdo!”

I said, “It is well to preach these doctrines, but
do you preach Christ ?"

By this time he had begun to wax warm, and said
rather impatiently, “I wish to be saved as much as
you do.”

‘“But, my friend,” I replied, ““I do not wish fo be
saved, for I am saved. When a man wishes for a
thing, it is because he has not yet obtained it.”

We bhad already talked for more than an hour,
and as yet I had not received a definite answer to
the simple question ‘‘Are you saved ?’’ to which
““Yes " or ** No ' would have sufficed.

At length, interrupting the course of argument, 1
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could not help telling Lim that when believers come
together, they do not argue about believing or not
believing, but they rather have communion one with
another; and rejoice together.

At-last 1 suggested that he should do a little
thing, which he characterised as a novelty.

I said, ‘* Here is paper, pen, and ink ; now will
you write down in black and white the words ‘1
wish to be saved’? "

“Yes,” he said; “I know a great many good
men who would do that ; I have no objection.”

““Well, then, do so,” I said.

Whereupon he took the pen in hand, and wrote
the words, ‘I wish to be saved.”

This done, I asked, ‘“ Have you any objection to
sign your name to that ?”’

‘““None whatever,” he replied, and signed his
name in full, with a flourish.

I took up the paper, and looking at him, said, “I
could no more do that than I could deny God. If
I wrote that, it would imply that God had not saved
me. You bave committed yourself now.”

He looked somewhat confused, so I continued,
*1 can show you a way out of your trouble—it is
of no use arguing about these things. Will you
write just one word more over what you have
already written ?"”

“*What is it? "’ he inquired.

““ Write the word ‘Lord’ at the head of the
paper ; that will turn it into a prayer, and then
God can give you an answer. ‘Wishing’ is like
writing a letter, and sending it without any address.”

After a little more contention, he took up the pen
again and wrote the word *‘ Liord.”

“ Now,” I said, ‘“the writing stands thus: ‘IL.ord,
I wish to besaved.’” Putting the paper down upon
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the table, I said, *‘ Lord, save him ; do save him for
Jesus' sake !" and he knelt down.

The very attitude of kneeling seemed to melt his
heart. It is surprising how people argue while they
are sitting, and more vigorously still while they are
on their feet; but once down upon their knees,
Satan’s influence seems broken.

My friend wept in prayer and sought salvation.
Better still, he found it, and we praised God together.

What a wondrous change there was in that man,
now that he was rejoicing! Before this, he knew
the Word of God intellectually, but when he believed
it in his heart, he could not help thanking God with
gladness. The water of the Word has changed into
the wine of the kingdom.

I could scarcely believe that this happy rejoicing
man was the same person who only a short time
before had been disputing and contending with me.

This clergyman returned to his church and people
a changed man. His words and views were the
same, but now they had a power and a purpose in
them which they had not previously. His congre-
gation could see that he was not so much preaching
about a subject, as speaking to them personally
about their salvation, with a joy they had never
observed before.

The result of this was, that the very first Sunday
after his return some people came into the vestry
asking the question, “ What shall I do to be saved?”

There was also another result, which I must not
omit to mention. In the course of the following
week, a gentleman of influence in his congregation
said to him, *“‘So you have changed your preaching.
I tell you plainly that style won’t do here.”

Thus it will ever be while human nature continues
as it is. There are those who are pricked to the
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heart by the preaching of the Gospel in the power
of the Spirit (Acta ii. 87) ; others who mock, saying,
““ These men are drunk with new wine’’ (Acts ii. 18),
and, sad to say, others again, who go farther than
mocking, and ‘‘ gnash their teeth” (Acts vii. 54).
Reader, where are you?
W.H.

L@

‘“Don’t Care.”

GREAT many people bring neither Cain’s sac-
rifice to God, nor yet Abel’s: they are relig-
iously indifferent. Like Gallio, they ‘‘don’t

care’’:—*Gallio cared for none of these things.”
““Don’t care’ leads to the gallows,” says the proverb.
Alas, sometimes it does, but it always leads to hell.
Sinner, beware! and have a care.

——————.
PEACE.

HE thought and planned peace (Jer.xxix.11).
He came and brought peace (Luke ii. 14).
He died and made peace (Col. i. 20).

He 7o0se and preached peace (Eph. 1i. 17).
He lwes and is our peace (Eph. ii. 14).

S.J.B.C.

ConvictioN of ignorance is the doorstep
to the temple of wisdom.
% R G % B RS
Sin and punishment, hke the shadow and

the body, are never apart.
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The Greatest Discovery.

——ee——
T is said that when Sir James Simpson, the dis-
coverer of chloroform, was asked, * What is the
greatest discovery you ever made?’’ hisreply was
“THAT I HAYE
A BAYIOUR IN GLORY!”
Wonderful discovery. Friend, Have you made it?
But, stop! there is a discovery you must make
prior to that one, viz., that you need a Saviour.
Have you made this discovery?
Have you made both these discoveries—that you
need a Saviour,and that you kave a Saviour in glory?
If so, you have made the greatest discovery any
one can ever make.
S.J.B.C.

== —

“We believe and are sure.”
s e

1- O need to prove a Saviour
‘When once the heart believes,

And the light of God’s blest favour
In Jesus Christ receives.

No need for weary puzzle
With heart-lore, strange and dim,

When we find our dark enigmas
Are simply solved in Him.

. "‘)"@f}%&@‘}%@%.'—
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€he Curate’s Sermon.

Sefeaiegeaisedasieisaisieds
OME time since, as I was distributing tracts in
an up-country Australian town, a friend ac-
costed me and remarked, “I wish you would
call at yonder house. An old man lies there very
ill; a word at the present time might be useful
to him.”

The house was well-known in the neighbourhood,
as was also its tenant, the pleasant, kindly old gentle-
man, whom I desired to see.

His wife answered the door, and asked me in, and
at once introduced me to her husband. The old
man seemed too weak to talk much, but he listened
with interest as the story of God’s grace was read to
him, and a few simple remarks were made upon the
Scripture.

Now and then, however, his wife interjected a
word with the tone of one who was accustomed to
expect assent to all she said.

She was an old woman, but tall and strong, and
with a restless mann~r and a restless tongue.

“You talk about ‘after death the judgment,’ ”
said she. ‘Well, I bave no more idea of going to
the place of destruction than I have of swallowing
that bedstead!” And she took up a large palm-leaf
fan, and whisked it vigorously round the apartment
to expend her feelings, and to drive out the flies,
which on this hot day were swarming into the room.

“There,"” she continued, ‘‘that’s what I say. I
have always lived a good life, and I have believed in
Jesus ever since I was three years old, and what
more could I do? I believe if people do the best
they can they will go to heaven. That's always
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been my creed; it's what I've been taught, and what
I shall keep to.”

I managed to put in a word to the effect that God
had said, ‘‘There is none righteous, no, not one,”
but her voluble tongue could hardly be repressed.

She continued, “I'll tell you what I think about
it. Nearly a hundred years ago now my poor dear
mother went to church one Sunday in the village of
Cardington, in Bedfordshire, England.

‘“Well, it so happened that the curate who was to
preach that day had had great trouble in his house
all the previous week from sickness, and he was
obliged to appear before his congregation with an
apology instead of a sermon, because he could not
prepare one. ‘However,' said he, ‘I will not die-
appoint you altogether, but will give you a short
discourse, which you may find full of meaning and
easy to remember. The text is in Job v. 7: ‘Man
is born unto trouble, as the sparks fly upward.’
And the curate went on—

¢ ¢ Man's Ingress to this world is naked and bare.
His progress through the world is trouble and care,
Hls egreas from the world 1s nobody knows where.
If you do well here, you will do well there -
I can tell you no more if I preach for a year.!

“ After the service was over, my mother told me,
the people stood in knots under the elm trees, and
commended the curate’s sermon, because it was so
ghort, and wise, and to the point.

‘ And I think it was, too ; 1t was a multum in parvo
—much in little, and that's just what I believe."

Such was & statement of this woman’s belief, the
ground of her confidence wherewith to appear before
God, the teaching of a so-called Christian minister,
who could preach no more if he preached for a year !
Anyone but slightly instructed in the truth of God
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might think it hardly possible that such dark ignor-
ance could be found in a Christian land.

“ His egrees from the world is nobody knows where.”

Is this true? Listen to what God. says.

““There is a way which seemeth right unto a man,
buttheend thereof arethe waysofdeath’ (Prov. xiv.).

“The wicked shall be turned into hell” (Ps. ix.).

“*The rich man died and was buried; and in hell
. . .7 (Luke xvi.).

And what of the egress of the believer ?

“To depart and be with Christ” (Phil. i.).

““Absent from the body, present with the Lord"
(2 Cor. v.).

“To-day . . . with me in paradise’’ (Luke xxiii.).

If the reader does not know where he is going, he
had better determine his destination with certainty
before he treads another step on his journey.

The rhyme proceeds,

“If you do well here, you will do well there.”

Yes, if you do well ; but, unfortunately, your doing
well is not doing well enough, and every honest sin-
ner knows this. Besides, Scripture declares that
salvation is ‘‘not of works'' (Eph.ii.). Again, ‘‘Not
by works of righteousness which we have done, but
according to His mercy He saved us’ (Tifus iii.).
Doing well here for salvation there, is out of the
question. God’s order is, Be saved first, and do
well after.

I did not venture to argue, but turned to Rom-
ans iii. and read God's account of man's character,
again pointing out, ‘“There is none good, no, not
one.”

But it wes a hard saying to this self-righteous
woman, and she could not hear it.

“Why!” she broke ount, *‘I have listened to
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bishops and canons and deans, and ministers of all
sorts, and to some of the most celebrated preachers
of the time, and I never heard one speak like you.
Numbers of good and learned men have approved
the curate’s sermon, and you are the first I ever
heard find fault with it.”

With a sorrowful heart I at length rose to leave.

Cases of this sort are so common that it is almost
certain that among the readers of this little paper
will be found some who would call the curate’s ser-
mon sound and sensible.

Affectionately we would say that such a religion
can no more save a soul than the moral maxims of
Confucius, or the fetish worship of Darkest Africa.
There is no Christ in if.

True, the name of Christ may be appended to
such a case, and the current profession of belief in
Jesus be adopted along with it, but Christ and this
religion are utterly opposed to each other, and God
cannot own either the religion or those that adopt
it, for both alike really exclude Jesus, the only
Saviour of men. )

So Paul told the Galatians, ‘‘If ye be circumcised,
Christ shall profit you nothing. . . . . Christ is be-
come of no effect unto you, whosoever of you are
justified by the law’ (Gal. v.). ‘“By the deeds of
the law shall no flesh be justified in His sight”
(Rom. iii.).

Dear reader, ‘' good and religious,” your goodness
and religion will not save you; let go everything,
and cling to Jesus only.

J.N.B.
ATTTI1HI I T T irT T Tt T itiiTfuniltuatiasasiisahywhaaaeey
The Christian cannot consistently make the best of

both worlds, but he has the best in both worlds—Christ
here and there.
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wonderful £ove.

< R, e OB
“ ASN'T it wonderful love that could love an
ugly old woman like me?”

There she stood at her cottage door, and
without doubt she was an ugly old woman. Not
only had old age wrinkled her face and bent her body,
but a life of sin and ite pleasures had left their dark
scars upon her, and altogether she looked as if she
deserved the unenviable reputation she bore, of
being the ugliest old woman in all that country side.

She had just been told this—told it with the idea
of raising her quick temper—told it because she was
known to be newly converted to God —told it by one
who hated God!

“You're the ugliest woman I ever set eyes on"’
was the rough and cruel taunt.

But ah, it produced a different effect from what
was intended. Instead of her eyes flashing with
‘wrath they filled with tears; her heart melted as
she thought of her Saviour’s love; and ugly though
she was, the moral beauty of the grace of Jesus
shone out in her reply, as with a voice trembling
with emotion she cried, “ Wasn’t it wonderful love
that could love an ugly old woman like me ?”

Wonderful? Yes, wonderful love !

Wonderful love that could fasten itself on such
wretched and morally ugly sinners as we :—we who
had nothing lovable in us—nothing to excite and to
draw forth the love wherewith we are loved.

Wonderful love! The love of God is like God
Himself—unsearchable. It is self-moved ; it finds
its source in His own heart.

Wonderful love! ‘“God so loved the world, that
He gave His only begotten Son' is the greatest
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mystery inside the Bible, or out of it! None can
unravel it; but, thank God, the youngest, the
weakest, the vilest of Adam’s fallen race can look to
the Cross and see, believe, and adore!

Wonderful love! Do you know and enjoy it?
Are ifs warm, sunny beams shed abroad in your
heart? Is the love of Jesus a reality to you? If
not, oh then be wise, and before it be too late, be-
fore you are shut out in the blackness of darkness
forever, before the chilly shades of eternal night
wrap themselves around your poor soul—believe
that God loves you.

“In this was manifested the love of God towards
us, because that God sent His only begotten Son
into the world, that we might live through Him.
Herein is love, not that we loved God, but that He
loved us, and sent His Son to be the propitiation
for our sins”’ (1 John iv. 9, 10).

Wonderful love! yes, wonderful love!

5.J.B.C.

Eph. i. 9, 10.

—S———

HE effort of men is to disconnect earth and heaven.
They say, virtually, ““‘As far as God is concerned
He may abidein heaven, but we want theearth."”
In the Revelation what you find is, that men will
glorify the God of heaven. They do not say anything
about the God ofearth. ButChristcomesdown (Rev.
x.) and sets His right foot on the sea and his left foot
on the earth; He lays claim to all. God has said,
‘“Heaven is my throne, earth is my footstool.”” Be-
loved friends, you cannot separate His throne from

His footstool. J.T.
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Sour €hings.

(Juo xxi.)

Lot Sa]

€4 OHN is distinguished by four things:
J First, he was following (ver. 20).
Secondly, ““Which also leaned on his breast at
gupper’’ (ver. 20).
Thirdly, “If T will tha.t he tarry till I come”
(ver. 28).
Fourthly, *This is the disciple which testifieth of
these things"’’ (ver. 24).
Thus—
His feet are in Christ’s path.
His head is on His bosom.
His heart awaits His coming.
His mouth testifies of Him.
ALFRED MacE.

—cli— —— -

. g

“The Master has the Key.”

—_—s————

HE mind of a Godly workman was much occupied
with the ways of God in government with
himself and others, which appeared to him

full of inscrutable mysteries.

The two questions, “How?” and ‘“Why?’' were
constantly in his thoughts.

One day, in visiting a ribbon manufactory, his
attention was attracted by an extraordinary piece of
machinery. He could understand nothing of the
movements. He was informed, however, that all
this motion was connected with the centre, where
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there was a chest which was kept shut. Anxious to
understand the principle of the machine, he asked
permisgion to see the interior. “The master has
the key,” was the reply.

The words were like a flash of light. Here was
the answer to all his perplexed thoughts.

“Yes; the Master has the key. He governs and
directs all. Ifis enough. What need I know more?
‘He worketh all things after the counsel of His own
will,’ and His name is Love.”

HUMILITY.

— e

F all trees, I observe, God hath chosen the vine,

a low plant that creeps upon the helpful wall;

of all beasts, the soft and patient lamb; of all

fowls, the mild and guileless dove. When God

appeared to Moses, it was not in the lofty cedar, nor

the sturdy oak, nor the spreading palm; but in a

bush, & humble, slender, abject shrub; as if He

would, by these elections, check the conceited
arrogance of man.

¢ Old Author.)

DEATH.

—S———

EATH has been quaintly called ‘“the terror of

kings,” as well as ‘‘the king of terrors.” It
—  stalks through all lands, and is a power which
none, however wealthy and mighty they may be,
can withstand.
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Harmony among Workers.
'.:(.1':.(3:01!. m.)'i
HE apostle gives here certain antidotes, which
would check the setting up of one labourer
above another, as well as the exaltation of self
in any servant of Christ. May we ponder the truths
contained in this chapter, and seek help of God to
tread the holy pathway indicated.

LABOURERS ARE BUT SERVYANTS.
“Who then is Paul, and who is Apollos, but min-
isters [ti.e., servants] by whom ye believed, even as
the Lord gave to each one?"

All labourers serve one Master, from whom each
has received the gift of his special ministry, and,
therefore, neither have they, as servants, any cause
of jealousy, nor have those among whom they
minister, cause of jealousy on their behalf. The
contrast between the many servants and the one
Lord or Master has to be noticed.

It is theirs to stand on the common level of im-
plicit obedience, of which He alone is judge. It is
His to give both the work to do and the ability to
do it. Hence the question, ‘“ Who then are they ?”

And the answer ie, “They are servants."

Alas, when either servants want to make them-
selves masters, or when those amongst whom they
labour want to make masters of them !

Another reason why there should be harmony is,

THAT THEY ARE NOTHING. )
“So, then, neither is he that planteth anything,
neither he that watereth.”

Those who know they are nothing cannot quarrel,
for they can have nothing of their own to contend
for, and therefore are all the more at liberty to con-
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tend earnestly on their Master's account for the
faith ‘‘once delivered to the saints.”

In this verse the contrast is between the toiler,
who is nobody and nothing, and the Giver of the
increase, who is everything. And He who gives the
increase now, will in the great day give the reward
to all His lowly ones, according to the labour of
each : for they who are nobodies in their own es-
timation are somebodies in the eyes of their God,
and He will not forget their work of faith and labour
of love.

A third reason is that they are

“GOD'S FELLOW LABOURERS,”

a8 we read in verse 9; not ‘‘labourers together with
God,” as if they stood on & common platform with
God, but fellow-labourers who belong to God, and
are doing His work, in His husdandry, or in His
building.

The point is, fellowship in a common object.
Were this entered into and remembered, it would
prevent all thought of ‘*my work " and *‘ your work.”
All work would be looked on as the Lord’'s, whose
prerogative it is to assign to each servant his work.
We are too often deceived here.

He discriminates, but let us labour on, content if
the work is done, and doing our utmaost to its accom-
plishment. But in our labour it is of the utmost
importance to cherish true fellowship, if we would
destroy that lordly, hateful “mine’ and ‘‘thine,”
which mars so much of what we do.

At the close of the chapter we are told

“ ALL THINGS ARE YOURS.”

We have a mutual possession in one another, even
as the Lord bas a possession in us all. An appre-
ciation of this would prevent selfish individualising.
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One member of the body boasts not itself over
another ; each does its own work, not for itself, but
for the body ; not for personal gratification, but for
the profit of the whole. The ground of this mutual
possession is that we are Christ’s, even as Christ is
God’s.

What sweetness there is in this thought! What
unselfishness, what mutual joy in one another it
gives!

How it banishes for ever the littleness of our
gelfish hearts, and leads us into the largeness of
Christ's heart for all the body.

May the Spirit of God impress these points deeply
upon the hearts of all, but especially of those who
seek o be fellow-workers unto the kingdom of our
Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ, that so our work
may not be hindered by jealous self-assertion or
self-satisfaction.

"'When these are manifested, it is evident that we
have not entered into the mind of Christ Jesus as
portrayed in Phil. ii. 5-8, but are occupied with our
own things, instead of looking upon the things of
others.

It is only as we acquire the Master’s lowly mind
that we can rightly ‘‘ work out our own salvation,”
“‘ghine as lights in the world,” and ‘hold forth the
word of life.”

G.

T N

IF we set up memorials for our mercies, they will form
stepping-stones in our troubles.

L o B O e

YOUR ‘“few things" may be very few and very small
things, but He expects you to be faithful over them.
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Our Spiritual Revenues.

(Eem. L 9.)
B O > BN

F the Queen gave some poor man a high position,
[ everybody would expect her to furnish him with
" means to stand in that position with comfort to
himself and credit to her. It is not less so with
God, and when you take this new position you find
that there are wonderful revenues connected with
‘I fear that many of us are like the Indian spy
who received from General Washington, for services
rendered during the American War, a parchment
entitling him to considerable pension. He hung it
round his neck as a charm, and many years after,
when he was dying in great poverty, it was found
there—the written authority for him to have so
many dollars a year until his death. He had never
drawn & cent of the money, and though nobody
could question his title to it, he had been no better
off than if he had been without it. Would it not
have been well for that man to have had some good
friend to make him acquainted with the real value
of his parchment, and to see that he got the good
of it? If we miss the enjoyment of the spiritual
revenues to which we are entitled, it is not for want
of a Friend to tell us what they are, or to see that
we get the good of them. The Hory Grosr has
been given to us ‘‘that we nght know the things that
are freely gwen to us of God,”” not simply that we
might know ebout them, but know the things them-

selves.
C.A. C.
Qoo oSy iplpSoarddilooaosiodpdoiodielsdonioniods

The deepest and most useful truths are plainest: And
while we keep to them our differences cannot rise high.
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Consclousness of Bivine Lave.
<IN G VM-

HERE is a difference between knowing that we

are loved by the Lord as a matter of faith,

and coming into the consciousness of it. We

all begin by receiving the testimony of it, as a well-

known hymn says: -

¢« Jesus loves me, this T know. for the Bible tells me so.”

Belief in being loved comes from adequate testi-
mony; consciousness of being loved comes from being
in the company of the One who loves us.

J.R.
R — -
“@God who is rich in mercy.”
wil:n xv.)

) EHOLD, God hath an eye of mercy;—He sees
@ afar off. He hath bowels of mercy. He had

compassion. He hath feet of mercy :—He ran
to him. He bhath arms of mercy :—He fell upon
him end embraced him. He hath lips of mercy :—
He kissed him.

The father ran/ Mercy comes full speed. Oh,
what a difference do I see between the oﬂ'endmg
gon and the oﬁ'ended father. The son’s pace is,
““He arose and came ;" he came walking on towards
his father. The father’s pace is, ‘‘ He ran.”” The
son most needed to have run; his belly was pinched
with hunger, yet he only walks; but his father ran.
Bowels troubled with mercy outpace bowels pinched
with hunger. God (I see) makes more haste to
ghow mercy than we do to receive mercy. Whilsi
misery goes a-walking, mercy comes a-running.
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God who is slow to anger, is swift to mercy. ‘‘He
ran.” And why then, my soul, shouldst thou be
slow of heart to believe? Up and run to Him who
will come running with His mercy and His Christ
to thee; for, ‘‘with the Lord there is mercy, and
with Him is plenteous redemption.”

J. DyxE, 1652,

P

A Good Wonfession,
$=0=0>
« ALWAYS knew that it was necessary thaf
Christ should die, but never till now did I
know that it was enough.”
Reader, have you learnt that it is enough—that

you have to do nothing for your salvation because
Christ’'s work is enough ?

The Whispsrar.

(Prov. xvi, 28.)
{ TIT10 ®

@Nb‘{ a faint suggestion,
Only a doubfful hint,
Only a specious question,
With a special fone and fint.
Only a low “I wonder!”
A shake of the head—thaf's all,
‘But the whisper grows to thunder,
And a scathing bolt may fall ;—
And the good ship be dismasted,
Ard hearts be like to break,
And a Christian life be blasted
For a scarcely guessed mistake.
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The Crucible and the Hammer.

(Exopus xxv. 31-40.)
e el e ininlni—

YNE of the first proofs that a person is really
@ saved, and consciously set for God in the

world, is his knowledge of the fact that God
has left him down here to be for Himself. After
we were converted, why did not God at once take
us home to heaven ? One object was, that we might
be a reproduction of Christ. Do I get up in the
morning with the thought, ‘“ There is one thing that
I am left here for, that God may see in me Christ
lived over again?"’

If we are in a right condition of soul, we shall
desire to be light-bearers; and if we are to be light-
bearers, we must be put upon the wheel. You never
saw a potter make a vessel without putting the clay
on the wheel. If you are a vessel of honour, you
must have been put on the wheel. I do not know
your wheel, and you do not know mine; but we
each know our own.

The candlestick was, first, of pure gold; for this
the crucible was needed. Secondly, of beaten work
—beaten into the shape of a lampstand with the
hammer. The crucible is some severe, short, sharp
trial—it ie separative. The object of the crucible is
to make a vessel of pure gold. It does not add to
or take from it. If a pound of pure gold be put
into a red-hot furnace, it comes out two hours after-
wards a pound of pure gold; it loses nothing. It
is put into the crucible that what is not pure gold
may be taken from it. .

We are put into the crucible to separate us from
the dross. The nearer we get to God, the more
glad we shall be to be nothing but what is suited to
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God and to Christ; to be separated personally,
domestically, commercially, ecclesiastically, from
everything that would dim the gold; from every-
thing that hinders our growth, advancement, and
testimony for God and for Christ in this world. The
object of the crucible is to separate and purify.

The hammer, however, is slow, sure, and form-
ative. 'We find it in the history of the saints in the
Old and New Testaments, and in our own. When
Abraham offered up Isaac, it was the crucible for
him. Just before, we read, Abraham planted a
grove; but after he offered Isaac we never hear of
the grove again. The taking away of Joseph from
Jacob was the crucible for him, but it acted in a
different manner ; he needed the successive strokes
of the hammer as well. The crucible did not do
the work .when Joseph went, because Benjamin was
glipped into his place; all the rest of his life Jacob
had the successive strokes of the hammer, but who
would have thought that his life would have had
such a magnificent sunset! How splendidly he was
formed by the successive strokes of the hammer !

The Lord did not command Moses to make a
mould of a seven-branched candlestick, and to run
the gold into it. No, it was to be hammered out of
a solid block of pure gold; it was to be made of
beaten work, and the character of the metal unmized,
pure gold—*‘beaten work,”’ not moulded, ‘ of pure
gold.”

Ah; beloved, we are not fit to be light-bearers for
God if we shrink from the crucible and the hammer !
If we really want to be light-bearers for Him we
shall welcome the crucible because it separates, and
the hammer because it forms. If we saw that, we
should see how wonderfully all the trials and diffi-
culties that come on us are sent by God. In this
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day of trial, when there are difficulties around,
when we dread the post coming lest it should bring
bad news, when we do not know what sorrow may
come next, how wouderful to be able fo say, ‘‘As
for God, His way is perfect.”

We do not attain to this in a moment. After all
the exercises and dicipline God has passed you
through, can you say, ‘“ As for God, bis way is per-
fect”? 1 do not mean in a stoical way. I abhor
stoicism from the depths of my heart. *‘Jesus wept.”
He was no stoic. Paul wept. I wish I could weep
like Jesus and Paul. It would be a good thing if
there were a few more tears shed in this hard day.
Tenderness is what we want. Jesus set His face
as a flint, yet was there ever such tenderness as
His? It is not just stoically saying, “ Oh, yes; as
for God, His way is perfect!” that is human school-
ing. Can you really say, * As for God, His way is
perfect””? People say they wish to be resigned, and
talk about dying and being resigned. Is that the
highest condition of soul a eaint of God can reach ?
There are four stagee:

1. Resignation. That is the lowest.

2. Acquiescence. That is not the highest, but it
is one above the former,

3. Justification. Being able to justify God.

4. Adoration. Adoring Him for all His dealings.
That is the highest. One of the Latin Fathers wrote
on the wall of his cell—

“1 bow me to Thy will, my God,
And all Thy ways adore.”

That was not resignation, acquiescence, or justi-
fication ; it was adoration. Can you say, “I know
my Father is doing the best thing for me? He is
doing the best for His own glory, and for my richest
blessing. ‘As for God, His way is perfect.” Imay
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be crushed, bowed down, yet will I adore and worship
Him.”

Look at those poor men, with the blood clotted
on their backs, in a damp, dirty, dingy prison cell,
yet not a murmur, so above self that they can pray
and then praise. ‘‘As for God, His way is perfect,’”
(Ps. xviii. 30-32).

God says, “Now that you adore me for all my
ways, 1 will come in for you.” “If is God that
girdeth me with strength, and maketh my way per-
fect.” He putsmy way in exactcorrespondencewith
His way, and he goes on until the poor weak fingers
.are so strong that they can break the bow of steel.

It is exceedingly precious to know that God has
the metal in His own hand. We see people putting
heavy strokes where they should be light, and light
where they should be heavy ; few where there should
be many, and many where there should be few.
‘We are in Divine hands, not in one another's. We
are in the Father’'s hands. ¢ The Father Himself
loveth you.” He knows how long to keep His bit
of gold in the crucible, and when to put it under the
hammer. God knows how to touch us so that we
welcome the crucible and the hammer, and adore
God for both. ‘““As for God, his way is perfect.”
That is God’s way of making light-bearers.

Tae Lare H. M. Hooxe.

Beb. iv.

O real believer could fall in the wilderness. He

may fail to enter into the good of things now,

but the fidelity of Christ will eventually bring him in.
F.E.R.
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”E[{c ?Eurh of onr j{andm”

“And let the beauty of the Lord our God be upon us, and establish Thou the
work of our hands upon us; yes, the work of our hands establieh Thou it.”
(Pea. x¢. 17.)

—_———
“APHE work of our hands establish Thou it; "
Yes! that was my fext for to-day.
But what was its meaning 1 did not feel sure,
Till God’s light was thrown on my way.
“It cannot mean my work,” I said, *‘ that's so hard,
So endless and wearisome, too—
‘The patching, and mending, the housework and toil,
Which are clearly my duty to do.”

And sadly I smiled! as I thought of such work
As “‘established ” for ever by God—

The mean little duties and heart-wearing toil
That compassed the path that I trod!

But morning sped on as I pondered the text,
And snatched a brief moment of rest,

When a soft rosy mouth stole a kiss from my lips,
And a wee head was laid on my breast.

“‘Please brush my hair, mother, the school bell has
Said Neddie, my darling, so sweet; (rung,”

So I patted and smoothed the rough tangled locks,
Then tied the wee shoes on his feet;

“The work of my hands,” I thought as he left,
And slowly I turned then away,

For the rooms must be dusted, the cooking begun,
The plain old routine of each day.
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To the sitting-room first, I went in its turn,
Drew the blinds up and settled each chair,

Swept the carpet of shreds, and sighed over holes
That would come, though 1 darned them with care.

Then I looked at the room, and again to myself
Repeated the text of the day.

““The work of my hands ’(when thesun, bursting forth
Filled the room with a glorious ray).

“ The beauty of God,” my lips whispered aloud,
Ah! here was the secret at last;

It’s the *“ beauty of God” on the ‘‘ work of my hands’’
That makes it stand firmly and fast.

With a light in my heart, and hope in my soul,
Away to the kitchen I turned,

And patiently worked at the work of the day,
The same old routine I had spurned.

For I eaid to myself, *“If God gives me this work
That’s plainly my duty all through,

Then surely I must let ‘ His beauty’ be seen
In the commonest action I do.”

‘When supper time came, the children asleep,
How happy I felt when, that night,

“Jack” looked at me proudly, and said with a smile,
*“What makes my dear wife look so bright?

“Has the day been an easy one, Nellie, my love?
You look so radiant and sweet;"

I smiled, as I thought of the work I had done—
Tired hands and still aching feet,

But I looked at my husband, and told him the cause:
“I had such a sweet text for to-day—

That the ‘beauty of God ' on the ‘work of our hands’
Lights it up with a glorious ray,

And thus for His praise its ‘ established ’ and stands,
And its beauty shall ne'er pass away.”
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“REST AWHILE.”

HIHEIHIH ISR

OU may have seen a man mowing down a field
of grass and occasionally stopping in his work.
Whilst he stops he rests, but not altogether,

for whilst he is resting he is sharpening his seythe.

We may imagine an uninstructed person watching
that man at work, and as he observes him stopping
now and then, supposes that he is wasting his time.
We know better than that. He is all the better
for these few moments. See as he begins, how his
scythe cuts down the grass; he gets over his work
as quick again.

The Lord eaid to His disciples, after a time of busy
and active service, ‘‘ Come ye yourselves apart into a
desert place and rest awhile.”” How needful thisis!

e o ="
“THOU MUST HAVE LOVED ME FIRST.”

S~
T'IS not that | did choose Thee,
For, Lord, that could not be,
This heart would still refuse Thee,
But Thou hast chosen me :
Thou from the sin that stained me
Washed me, and set me free,
And to this end ordained me,
That 1 should live to Thee.

’Twas sovereign mercy called me,
And taught my opening mind ;
The world bad else enthralled me

To Heavealy glories blind,
My heart owns none above Thee ;
For Thy rich grace 1 thirst ;
This knowing, if | love Thee,
Thou must have loved me first,

JOSIAH CONDER.
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Praysr answered

threugh wildornass experience.

_ <> ORTATHARE KA RTINS >

O you make request for certain blessings ? Take
D care that you do not stipulate mentally, if not in
actual expression, how the blessing shall reach
you. If you do, disappointment will probably result,
and you may even be led to think that your prayer has
not been answered, because the answer did not come in
the way you expected. We often pray for spiritual
blessings, and imagine that our faith or love, or zeal, or
our dependence will increase in some mysterious way,
and quite unconsciously to ourselves, or at any rate in-
dependently of any exercise of conscience or experience
of difficulty and self-denial

Now, answers to prayer for relief in our circumstances,
or for manifestation of the power of God on behalf of
ourselves or of others, may, and ofien do, come in the
way we enticipate,—the sick one is restored, the need is
met. the thing we greatly feared does not come upon us,
We see the gracions hand of our God, and we thankfully
acknowledge it.

But there are deep spiritual needs of which we are at
times made couscious by the Holy Spirit, and in answer-
ing the {)rayers which preeent these to our Father, it is
not usually His way to do so apart from exercise of soul,
often painful, in connection with our circumstances.
He acts mediately through these. He could act inde-
pendently of them, but there is a certain condition of
soul required in order to the reception of the blessing we
seek—the will must be broken, self must be humbled —
and the great means He adopte to reach these results is
the difficulties of the wilderness.

As soon as we are set upon obtaining the spiritual
good, the trial appears. Then, alas, too often discourage-
ment comes in, and faith breaks down. Wesink beneath
the weight of the disappointment or trial, or we fail at
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the very beginning of the test, and secretly complain
that instead of an answer to our prayer, we have only
met that which seems to aggravate the evil we deplore.

If we are crying to God that Christ may have the
pre-eminent, the only place in our hearts, He may set
about answering our degire by breaking a cherished idol.
If we desire to know what it is to be strong in the Lord
and in the power of His might, we shall probably have
a painful experience of our own weakness first. If we
cry to God out of the depths of our shame and sorrow,
because our walk and witness for Christ are so unfaithful
and inconsistent, He may bring us into circumstances
where, proving the wretched results of our folly, we at
the same time see the cause which led to those results.
Then, if self-judgment ensues, we walk softly, and in our
weakness the wisdom and strength of the risen Christ of
God find a sphere for their expression.

J.N. B.

=P
“THEN SHALL WE KNOW.”

(1 Cor. xiii.)

o

TILL we study, always falling!
God can read it, we must wait;
Walt antil He teach the mystery,
Then the wisdom-woven history
Faith shall read and love translate.

Leaflets now unpaged and scattered
Time’s great llbrary receives,

When Eternity shall bind them,

Golden volumes we shall find them—
God's light falllnd on the leaves.

S

——



Baby’s Song.

lllllllllllllllllllllllllllll

SWEETLY, in a railway train,
Rose an old familiar strain

From a child, who sang it low,

Solemn, simple, soft and slow—

“Jesus loves me 'iss I know,

For de Bible tells me so,

'Ittle ones to Him belong,

They are weak, but He is strong.”

Hushed were voices all around,

Ears bent low to hear the sound;
Hearts were moved by mem'ries dear,
Eyes grew dim with childhood’s tear.

All unconscious who had heard,
Knowing not what thoughts she stirred,
Still a little higher rang

From the baby lips that sang—

‘]:r]esus loves me, He who died,
eben’s gate to open wide,
He will wash away my sin,
Let a 'ittle child tum in.”

Yet again the sweet voice came,
Lisping clear that precious Name,
Till, upon her mother’s breast,
Baby gently sank to rest.

But the darling’s little song
Soothed one soul amid that throng,
And from care it rose above,
Trusting in the Saviour's love.

S.].B.C.



The Message.

N
The Haunting Eye.

N the days of Henry II. of France a most touch-
ing and solemn incident of martyr patience
and faithfulness has been recorded, telling, as

it does, of Christian fortitude and grace amid heart-
less frivolity and wanton popish ecruelty. The
historian records it in the following graphic way.*

*“The coronation of Queen Catherine de Medici,

whose infamous name is eternally linked with the
St. Bartholomew massacre, eaused Henry to think
bhe might vary the fétes which were being given in
honour of the occasion by burning four Huguenots.

One of the four was a poor tailor, who had been

imprisoned for eating flesh on forbidden days, and
had otherwise given grounds for suspecting his
orthodoxy. To burn him simply was not enough.
It occurred to the Cardinal of Lorraine that it would
add to the zest of the affair if, before consigning
the tailor to the stake, he should have him interro-
gated before the king. The confusion with which
the tailor would be overwhelmed in a presence so
august, and the incoherence of his replies, would,
the Cardinal imagined, mightily divert the court.
But the matter turned out otherwise than the
churchman had reckoned. The promise was ful-
filled to the confessor : ‘ When ye shall be brought

*Wylie’s “ France and the Reformation,””
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before kings and rulers for my eake and the gospel’s, it
ghall be given you in that hour what ye shall speak.”

So far from being abashed, the tailor maintained
his composure in the royal presence, and replied so
clearly and pertinently to all the interrogatories
and objections, that the king and priests were con-
founded. Diana of Poitiers, who was present, came
to the rescue, ‘‘but,” as old Crispin the historian
says, ‘‘ the tailor cut her cloth otherwise than she
expected. For he, not being able to endure such
unmeasured arrogance in her whom he knew to be
the cause of these cruel persecutions, said to her,
‘ Be satisfied, madam, with having infected France,
without mingling your venom and filth in a matter
altogether holy and sacred, a8 is the religion and
truth of our Lord Jesus Christ.'”

The king, taking these words as a personal
affront, burst into a rage, and.ordered the man to
the stake, and when the day came, the more fully to
gratify his revenge, Henry witnessed the execution
from a window that overlooked the pile. -

The tailor was bound to the stake, the faggots
were kindled, and the flames began to blaze up
around him. The martyr lovked up to where the
king sat, surrounded with his courtiers, and Diana of
Poitiers by his side. He fized upon Henry from
the midst of the fire a calm, full, steadfast look.

The king’s eye quailed before the eye of the burn-
ing Christian man. It was looking, he felt, into
his soul. Higher blazed the flames, the counten-
ance of the martyr grew yet more livid, his limbs
began to crumble and drop off ; but his eye did not
change. Calm and full, without sign of pain or
fear, it still rested upon the king.

The monarch could bear that terrible look no
longer. He turned away to avoid it. He looked



132 THE MERBSAGE.

away at other objects, but, fascinated, again came
back to the blazing pile. There still was the eye
which he felt unable either to meet or to shun.
He had come there, as he believed, to witness with
triumph the death of one who had given him per-
sonal offence, but he found that he must change
places with the martyr, and sit trembling, aghast,
and self-condemned, while the other stood unmoved
and calm, his eagle, piercing, unquenched eye still
gazing till his body sank into ashes.

The execubion was over, but not so the horror of
the king. The tragedy of the day was reacted in
the dreams of the night. In his sleep the same
terrible apparition rose before Henry. There again
was the blazing pile, and the man standing thereat,
and the haunting eye looking forth from the midst
of the flames. For nights the king was scared by
this terrible vision, and it never left him till, a fow
woeks later, he was accidentally killed in a tourn-
ament and sent to his long and last account.”

* »* * * » *

But did it leave him then ? or does that haunting
eye still haunt him amid the shades of endless night ?

Awful question to consider. The einner’s sins do
not die with him. They follow him to his doom,
and make his hell a hell indeed: ‘Son, remember,”
reverberates through the caverns of the dammed,
and the undying worm of remorse eats like a canker
into his soul. It may be a haunting eye, & haunt-
ing word, a haunting thonght, a haunting deed, or
each and all combined, but the sinner's sins never
leave him—they hold him in time, and they haunt
him in Eternity.

Oh. while yet they may be forgiren and forgotten,
let every sinner who reads these lines flee for mercy
and refuge to Jesus. S.J.B.C.
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Ready to Perish.

L L2 3 % T )

HEN I was in England, recently, it was my
privilege to meet, in a little Essex village, a
worthy old saint of God who, for forty years,

had preached the gospel to the only congregation in
the place. There was neither chureh nor chapel
within a considerable distance, and a cottage, from
which the partitions had been removed, served as a
meeting-room, where our friend, week by week,
instructed the humble villagers in the precious
things of God.

How the Lord blessed his work is evident enough,
and the following story of grace to a hopeless sinner,
told as nearly as possible in the preacher’'s own
words, i8 not only deserving of a wider circulation,
but may prove ueeful to some anxious reader of The
Message.

» » - L] »* *

“It was on a Lord’s Day morning, as I was walk-
ing out and enjoying the delightful calm and the
beauty which clothed the landscape in early summer,
that I met Mrs. Tant. A sad, almost despairing
expression was on her face, and she turned aside as
though she wished to avoid me. I accosted her with
a kind greeting, and inquired after her welfare. It
was eoon plain to me that no ordinary trouble
afflicted her—the burden of sins was oppressing her,
and the fear of the judgment of God. After a few
moments she spoke more freely, as if half glad to
find relief by relating her irouble, and then she
quoted the words of a familiar hymn:

‘ How sad our state by nature is!
Our sin how deep it stains!
And Satan binds our oaptive souls
Faet in his slavish chains.’
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“‘Yes, and what next?’ I asked. Buf as yet she
had not reached beyond the sorrowful confession
which these lines contained. She did not remember
the next verse, so I supplied it:

 But there's & voice of sovereign grace
Bounds from the sacred Word,
Ho! ye despairing sinners, come,
Aund trust upon the Lord !’

“A strange look of earnest attention passed over
her face, and she stood, without speaking, for a
moment; then, with a word of gratitude for my
sympathy, she hurriedly said good-bye, and turned
towards her home.

“I did not see Mrs. Tant for some weeks atter
this, but calling at her house one day, found her
busy and cheerful in the midst of her home duties.

“‘Ah, Mr. Bunting,’ she said, ‘that verss you
repeated brought the light into my darkness. Ihad
been sinking lower and lower under the weight of
my sins until I could bear the insupportable weight
no longer; and the very morning you met me I had
gone out with the desperate purpose of throwing
myself into the horse-pond! I did not care what
became of me. Anything was better than this
torture of conscience, day and night. That pond!
The dirtiest pond in the parish! But it was good
enough for me!

 *Now I see how good the Lord was to send you
with a message of mercy just at the right moment.
Those words—

‘Ho! ye despairing sinners, come,
And trust upon the Lord,’
saved me—a sinner ready to perish—from despair,
from suicide, and from hell.’

“The joyful confidence Mrs. Tant thue expressed

was the spring, thenceforth, of a happy, Christian



THE MESSAGE. 135

life, and it was my privilege, afterwards, to stand by
her dying bed, and to see how the same simple trust
sustained her, and brightened the death chamber
with the dawn of eternal day.”
* * * . ] * * *

Despairing sinners are not very commonly met
with to-day. Yet the evil of sin is such that if a
due sense of its outrage against a holy God were
felt, the fear and the shame would be intolerable.
Shallow people, with their petty ideas of eternal
realities drawn to the scale of their own little minds,
can never understand a lament like David’s: ‘Mine
iniquities are gone over mine head: as an heavy
burden they are too heavy for me'’ (Psa. xxxviii. 4).
They see no need for confessions like Ezra's (Ezra
ix.), or Nehemiah’s (Neh. ix.), or Daniel’s (Dan. ix.).
In their eyes, Peter weeping bitterly over his sins
is a weakling, and Paul crying for deliverance from
his wretchedness is a fanatic. But the man who
never deplores his gins or the plague of his own heart
will never rejoice in the grace of a Saviour God.

Let any burdened one who reads this listen to the
words of the Son of God: ‘ Come unto Me, all ye
that labour and are heavy laden, and I will give
you rest.” He took the awful load at Calvary that
He might ease your conscience. He was burdened,
bruised, and afflicted that you might be blessed,
and now in Heaven He waits to receive all who will
trust Him. Prove this for yourself, and you will
be able to add your witness to the words, ‘‘ Blessed
are all they that put their trust in Him "’ (Ps. ii. 12).

J.N. B.
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Bible promises are like sunbeams, they shine as freely
through the windows of the poor men’s cot as the rich
man's palace.
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L. PREE.,

THE chains that have bound me are flung
to the wind, [free;
By the mercy of God the poor slave is set
And the strong grace of heaven breathes
fresh o'er the mind,
Like the bright winds of summer, that
gladden the sea.

There was nought in God's world half so
dark or so vile,
As the sin and the bondage that fettered

my soul:
There was nought half so base as the malice
and guile [control.

Of my own sordid passions, or Satan's

For years | have borne about hell in my
breast ;
When I thought of my God, it was noth-
ing but gloom.
Day brought me no pleasure, night gave me
no rest;
There was still the grim shadow of horrible
doom.

It seemed as if nothing less likely could be,
Than that light should break in on a dun-
geon so deep:
To create a new world were less hard than
to free .
The slave from his bondage, the soul from
its sleep.
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But the word had gone forth, and said, “Let
there be light!”
And it flashed thro’ my soul like a sharp
passing smart.
One look to my Saviour, and all the dark
night,
Like a dream scarce remembered, was
gone from my heart.

I cried out for mercy, and fell on my knees,
And confessed, while my heart with keen
anguish was wrung.
'Twas the labor of minutes, and years of
disease
Fell as fast from my soul as the words
from my tongue.

Now, blessed be God! and the sweet Lord
who died !
No deer on the mountain, nobirdin the sky,
No bright wave that leaps on the dark
bounding tide,
Is a creature so free or so happy as I'!

All hail! then, to Jesus! Oh, precious the
Blood
That hath worked these sweet wonders of
mercy in me.
May, each day, countless numbers throng
down to its flood,
And God show His glory, and sinners go

free!
FreEpERICK W. FABER.
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Three Divine “Alls.”

oo

HE heart of the blessed God is ever going out
toward lost and ruined man. With a yearn-
ing heart He lingers over this scene of moral
desolation, a scene where deeth is upon everything.
And 8o, of God, we read: that ‘ He will have all
men to be saved ”’; and, as to men, we are told to
send up ‘ prayers and supplications for all men ;"
and of Christ Jesus it is said, *“ Who gave Himaelf

a ransom for all” (1 Tim. ii. 8-6).

How encouraging is thie to one who is in doubt
whether he can be saved ornot. ‘‘Can Ibe saved ?”’
is the all-important question of many souls. ‘‘Ias
God’s heart toward me?” ¢‘‘ Has there been a
provision made to save me, since I cannot save
myself 2” How real are these questions in the
mind of one who is convicted of sin, and feels his
danger of eternal judgment. Bui how blessedly
answered are these questions in the three Divine
‘“alis " of this seripture.

God now graciously welcomes every one. He says,
“ Him that cometh unto Me I will in no wise cast
out” (Jno. vi. 87). As George Whitfield, in his
preaching, used to say, ‘ He is willing to receive
even the devil’s castaways.”” None are too vile or
loathsome for the Saviour's grace. God is a
Saviour-God—He glories in the title. The Gospel
is the *‘ Gospel of the blessed (or happy) God;”
that is, God is perfectly delighted to welcome every
returning sinner, as we read in Luke xv.: *“ When
he was yet a great way off, the father saw him, and
had compassion, and ran, and fell on his neck, and
kissed him ’’; or, as some translate it, *“ and covered
him with kisses.” Yes, God graciously welcomes
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all that come to Him in their need. He casts out
none. Itis the sinner’s sinful siate and helpless-
nees that give him a tifle to the Saviour; not his
goodness, as some suppose.

God now abundantly pardons all who come ; not
only pardons, but freely and abundantly pardons.
“Let bim return unto the Lord, and He will have
mercy upon him; and to our God, for He will
abundantly pardon” (Iea. lv. 6, 7).

Oh, what unspeakable blessings —Mercy and
abundant pardon. What more suited to a poor losf
ginner? It is what he needs, and without which
he is utterly undone.

Beloved readers of The Message, go in for God's
mercy and His abundant pardon. Rest not, we
beseech of you, until you have tasted it.

See the prodigal upon the bosom of the father.
He is tasting the swestness of undeserved mercy,
and abundant pardon at his father’s hands. All
found its origin in the heart of the father. The
poor son needed and craved the blessing; the father
delighted to bestow it. So it is with God. ‘ For
God 8o loved the world, that He gave His only be-
gotten Son, that whosoever believeth in Him should
not perish, but have everlasting life ”’ (Jno. iii. 16).

But more. God eternally saves all who trust His
blessed Son. It is eternal forgiveneass, eternal re-
demption, eternal salvation, eternal life, and eternal
inheritance that has been mecured to the believer
through the death of Christ, and they are the com-
mon portion of all those who have fled to Christ.

Think of it! Eternal forgiveness, eternal re-
demption, eternal salvation, efernal life, and eternal
inheritance—the portion of the youngest and oldest
of the children of God. Oh, how rich we are!
Though poor in this world, we are *‘rich in faith,
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and heirs of the Kingdom, which He hath promised
to them that love Him."

And what is the ground of it all? It is the blood,
the precious blood of Chriet. This, in its sohta.ry
dignity, is the ground of all our blessing.

*T know I have been a sinner, but it’s the blood
that cleanaes, it's the blood that cleanses,”” were the
words of a dying woman.

Beloved reader, trust in that precious blood, and
the One who shed it—whom God bas raised from
the dead, and all these unspeskable blessings are
yours. E. A.
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False Confidence.
Ity

SAILOR once, who fell out of the rigging, in
% his fall canght with both hands a rope, and

observers said: ‘“He is saved!” But the
rope itself had no fastening, and he fell further and
faster, as the rope payed out, till he struck the deck
& mangled mass.

Bo it is with every false trust of men. As the
Scripture records—‘So are the pathe of all that
forget God, and the hypocrite’s hope shall perish ;
whose hope shall be cut off, and whose trust shall
be a epider’s web. He shall lean npon his houss,
but it shall not stand: he shall hold it fast, but it
shall not endure” (Job viii. 13-15.)

““‘He that trusteth in the Lord shall be safe.”
None others are!
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To be ip. Christ is better than to know it; yet to know
it constitutes our present happiness.
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“Saved a’ at ainge.”

<SUBHHBROQT UV HY >

‘Y DINNA unnerstaun this new kind o' religion.
The idea o' folk getting saved a’' at aince is
mair than I can mak' oot. There's some-

thing unca queer aboot it. There are lots o’ gey

gude folk that never speak onything aboot being
saved; even some o' the very elders that tak’ their
turn at the plate say little or nasthing ava aboot it.

There wis my uncle Davie, as guid a man as ever

put a fit in a black leather shae. I'm shure ye kent

him brawly. Weel, he wis an elder for twa-and-
twenty years, and never oot o his sate in the kirk
on a Sunday when he was weel eneuch, and a man
that everybody had a gude word o’, and I never
heard him say onything aboot being saved. He
wisna sae fu’ o' praesumshun as some o' them—
that's jist it. Jist luk at oor Jamie himsel’, as gude,

I'm gey certain, as ony o’ them that speak o’ being

saved, and he widna daur tae say he wis. Hoo some

o' them git made richt a’ at aince, clean bamboozles

me. [ canna for the very life o' me mak’ it oot.

But whit dae ye say, Nanny?”

“Weel, there's nae doot but ite kind o’ queer a
wee,” said Nanny, to her neighbour, who had looked
round to see her for a litfle gossip. *‘But jist gang
on, Mag, and tell me a’ aboot it."”

“T’'ll jist dae that, and mind ye, ye'll wunner as
weel as me when ye hear a’ the story, for it's as true
a8 I'm fellin’ ye, thaf Baldy cam’ hame as fou as a
piper on Saturday nicht ayont twal o'clock, and
kickit up sic a din that a’ the neebors roon aboot
them couldna get a wink o’ slesp. Then on Sunday
he lay in his bed a’ day, wi' his heid row'd up in a
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cloot, tae the kirks cam’ oot in the afternin, and yet,
the very first thing he telt oor man on Monday
morning, when Jamie was jawing him aboot being
royal on Saturday nicht, wis that he wis dune wt’
that style o' things noo, for he had gotten saved.
Did ye ever hear the like o’ that, Nanny?"

Nanny declared **it was awfa' queer.”

“‘But it looks as if there wis something in't,
for oor Jamie’s half-brither, wha works next place
tae him, says he hisna heard him sweerin’ a’ week,
and ye ken whit an awfu’ tongue he had, and that
he sees him aye takin’ aff his bannet when he sits
doon tae eat his piece alangside the lave o’ the men.
But it’s the quickness o’ the thing that mak’s me
wunner. 1 hae my ain fears that there's a guide
bit o’ the mushroom aboot it, but we'll see. He has
been teetotal noo and again, for twa or three fort-
nichts at aince, but he aye broke oot whan he
got himsel’ kind o' gethered thegither. Some folk
are awfu’ fond tae tak’ the teetotal, and put in the
pin, whan their bawbees are a’ dune, and they canna
get ony mair tick. Nae doot there wis never ony
talk aboot religion afore noo, but jist wait a wee,
it’il no likely be long till be tak's ane o’ his tantrums
again, and then the puir jugs on the dreeser 'ill
coms in for a smashin’.”

*“ But did ye no hear hoo it cam’ aboot ? ”

“1 did that. Ane o' thae gangrel preachers wis
oot haudin’ & meetin’, and he wis the man that gaed
Baldy the pokerin’. I hae gey little faith in thae
men that gang aboot preachin’. But they can
maistly speak, there’s nae doot aboot that. Thae
hae got a gude gift o’ the gab, and some o’ them
mak’ a gude thing oot o’t. A lot 0’ lazy fellows
the maist feck o' them, though I place nae doot
but there may be some gude men amang them. Ye
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ken wit a rale converted man my brither's auld son
has been since be began tae gang tae thae kind o’
meetin’s. It his been & wunnerfu’ chainge wi' him
since he began tae gang oot first, and I jist hope
that Baldy's chainge is a8 ralea ane. But ye maun
ken that young Peter's chainge wisna sic a quick
ane. He got sic a sicht o’ himsel’, that it wis thocht
he wid gang wrang in the beid, afore he got intae
the light.”

*“ Weel, as I wis telling ye, the preacher drapped in
on Baldy, and after he had gien bim a fract he
asked him tae come tae the meetin’ at nicht. Baldy
wis kind o’ in the dumps, for Peggy had been doon
on him for comin' hame sae late and makin’ sic &
din amang the nesbors, and he wisna unca ceevil
tae the preacher when he cam’ in. But the man
stuck intae him, and touched him on some o’ his
sair bits, and the tears wur in the corners o’ Baldy’s
een afore he had dune wi’ him. He had his Bible
wi' him, and he read oof o't whaur it says that nae
drunkard can enter intae the kingdom, and then he
prayed afore he gaed oot o’ the hoose. Peggy says
it wis & wonnerfu’ prayer. It's maist astonishin’
hoo some men can pray, though they hae nae
learnin’, and wur ne’er at the college !

“Weel, at seven o’clock, Baldy gaed ower tae the
meetin’ in the Schule Hoose, and after the preachin’
wis feenished he stoppit in. They say that the
preacher wis in sic rale earnest that Baldy wis fairly
coupet, and couldna gang oot. I canna tell ye what
happen’t then, for the maist o’ the folk cam' oot;
hoosomever, that’'s whan the thing wis dune, for
when he got hame, aboot half-an-hour ahint the lave
o' the folk, he asked Peggy to bring doon the big
family Bible frae the drawer’s heid. Peggy brocht
it doon when he baud her, wunnerin' a’ the time
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whit wis up. When he got it oot o’ her hands, he
spread it ower his knees, and read a bit oot the third
chapter o’ John, the chapter whaur the revival folk
get a’ their religion oot o'; and he’s had the Book
doon every mnicht since. After he’'s dune wi’ his
readin’ he gange doon on his knees, and pits up a
prayer, though I think the prayer that he pits up 'ill
be a gey queer ane. Peggy didna gang doon on her
knees for the first nicht or twa, but she gangs doon
noo; and I think, frae her talk, that she's likely tae
turn wi’ him if he hauds on. S8he wis weel brocht
up, ye ken, and comes o’ rale dacent, pious-leeving
folk.”

‘““ But, oh dearie me, hoo the time slips awa! 1
wisna thinkin' it wis sae faur on i’ the day. If
your clock’s nane forrit I'll hae tae rin, for it's time
I wis gettin the pratties wishen. But we'll see hoo
he gets on. I'm shure it wid be sic a blessin’ for
the bits o’ weans if he wid haund on, though I'm
clean astonished at hoo quick the thing wis dune—
that's what bamboozles me. I maun hae a bit luk
throo that third chapter o’ John mysel’, and see if
I can see onything in't. But I mauna taigle ony
longer. Gude day, Nanny, I'm awa."

““Weel, gude day, Mag; if ye hear ony mair
aboot him be sure and let me ken.”

“I’ll dae that, Nanny; ye needna be feart.”

J. C.
—

“MERCY is like the rainbow in the heavens. We
must look for it in the dey of life. It shines not at
night; it is not known in the outer darkness.”

Gl o p oo PGl Pl o lp 0
THE FOOTHOLD for Eternity is the Rock of Ages.

Are you upon that Rock ?
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“Weoe unto them.”

MMM NN TN SN N

‘““Woe unto them that call evil good, and good evil ; that put darkness
for light, and light for darkmess; that put bitter for sweet and sweet for
bitter!*'—Isa. v. 20.

HY do Ritualists tell us the Lord’'s Supper
must be taken fasting—before breakfast ?2—
Because Christ instituted it after supper.

Why do they use wafers instead of bread, and
wine and water instead of wine ?—Because Christ
“took bread and brake it,” and likewise after supper
He took the cup (containing ‘‘ the fruit of the vine’).

Why do they assert Christ’s real bodily presence
in the elements —Because Christ said * This do in
remembrance of Me,” and we evidently cannot do
anything in remembrance of a person unless he is
absent from us. The Apostle also, when he said,
“As oft a8 ye do this, ye do show the Lord’s death till
He come,” equally implies His *‘ real bodily absence,”
though doubtless, His real spiritual presence ‘‘in the
midst” of His own is true and known to faith.

Why do they imply, by their masses for the dead,
a purgatory to cleanse the remains of sin ? —Because
we are told that ‘‘ the blood'of Jesus Christ cleanseth
ug from all gin" ; and again, ‘‘By one offering He
hath perfected them that are sanctified.”

Why do they offer the “unbloody sacrifice’ for
the remission of sins ?—Because ‘‘ Cain, who was of
that wicked onme,’”’ offered such a sacrifice, and
because “w1thout sheddmg of blood,” the apostle
tells us, ‘‘is no remission.’

Reader, what say you to these things ?

Do you reply, I am a staunch Protestant?

May be, but do you know in your soul the truth
of the passages quoted ? Do you know the cleansing
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efficacy of the blood of Jesus? You must begin
there. Wrong there you are right nowhere, be
your theology sound or unsound, be you Papist or
Protestant.

S.
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Solemn Questions.
LIRS0

OU are wearing out life, perhaps, in the desperate
endeavour to grow rich; have you ever asked
yourself how much you will “be worth” in
Eternity ? How rich will you be when death has
reduced your estate to a house of six feet by two ?
You are anxious, perhaps, about your society on
earth ; have you thought, With whom shall I spend

my Eternity, and where ?

T
C“BEWARE.”

(JoB xxxvi. 18;; Luxe xii. 20.)

tiliHRTRRIA

HERE is no strange handwriting
On the wall,
Thro' all the midnight hum
No threatening call,
Nor on the marble floor
The stealthy fall
Of fatal footsteps. All is safe.
“Thou fool,”—
The avenging angel's feet
Are shod with wool!
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“There go the Ships.”

(Pea, civ. 29.)
B
MORE literal rendering of the passage would
be, ¢ There (even in such an element) the
ships will go.”

It is quite remarkable that these ships are reck-
oned among the living creatures which are the
objects of God’s care, and are made to contribute to
His praise. And, indeed, how commonly a man
treats his ship, and speaks of it as a living sentient
being, as the poet says,

“See! she maves, she stirs, she seems to feel
The thrill of life from stem to keel!

Let us, then, see in the ship a beautiful picture of

the Christian, and apply our points as we proceed.

1. THEY “GO.

“They will go." The master, with perfect intell-
igence of the material he is working with, constructs
his vessel and launches it forth upon the deep,
venturing his repatation upon it. The material
atself is incapable of serving this purpose, for if
wood, it would soon become water-soaked and sink,
while if iron, it would sink at once. It needs to be
fashioned with wisdom and skill. Applying this to
the Christian life our firsf point is at once suggested,
“they will go.”” The Christian has life in Christ by
the Holy Spirit. At one time a child of wrath by
nature, even as others, and walking according to
the world; now he is a new creature in Christ
Jesus, no more of the world than these ships are of
the sea they are passing through. Thus of Christ-
iane, a8 of ships, we can say, ‘“ They go.” Not all
the powers of darkness can hinder them. Spite of
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adverse winds and tide, and Satanic rage and craff,
Christians ““go’'—* So he bringeth them into their
desired haven.”

2. THE POINT TO WHICH, AND THE POINT
FROM WHICH, THEY GO.

We next look at the two points, the one before
and the other behind, these ships.

The one who has fled to Jesus from wrath to
come can well say:

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

The Christian has his back upon self because his
face is toward Christ; this is repentance. His face
toward his heavenly inheritance, his back upon the
world. The apostle says: ‘‘Forgetting those things
which are behind, and reaching forth unto those
things which are before, I press toward the mark
ror the prize of the calling on high, of God in Christ

esus.”’

Again: *““Ye turned to God from idols to serve the
living and true God; and to wait for His Son from
heaven ;”’ thus again, ““they will go.”

3. THE POWER BY WHICH THEY GO.

These ships cannot go by any power of their own;
it must be one apart from themselves. An unseen
power propels them onward, whether it be wind or
steam.

‘““Strengthened with all might, according to His
glorious power, unto all patience and longsuffering
with joyfulness.” The Lord has launched His own
forth into this world, and *‘they will go,” guided
and controlled and propelled by an unseen hand,
*“looking not at the things which are seen, but at
the things which are nof seen ; for the things which
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are seen are temporal; but the things which are
not seen are eternal.”

We may think of the denizens of the sea as look-
ing upon our ship as an intruder, a stranger; one
for whom they have no room, and whom they will
geek with all their might to overwhelm, but yet,
‘““they will go.”

4. THE ELEMENT IN WHICH THEY GO.

The element through which “they will go' is a
foreign element, one in which they would surely
sink if not sustained.

The sea is just a figure of the world, as ‘‘the
congregation of the dead.” ‘Thewicked are like the
troubled sea, when it cannot rest, whose waters
cast up mire and dirt,” but in this element Christ-
ians are sustained, and through it “they will go.”

The Christian mariner, as he looks abroad upon
the vast expanse of raging waters before, behind,
around, can say, ‘' He holds the waters in the hollow
of His hand.” The vast sea of trouble, which seems
ready to engulf him, cannot harm him, for this vast
sea 18 in the hollow of His hand.

Yes, those very waves were commanded to rive
against God's ships, expend their fury against them,
and yet to fall back harmless into their own element,
having shown the power by which “they (the ships)
will go.”

6. THEIR FREIGHT OR BURDEN
A8 THEY GO.

These ships are laden, they carry precious weight.
Their Master has not launched them forth merely
to show that they can reach the other shore; He
has committed a precious trust fo them to convey
safely.

The Lord said to Abram: ‘I will bless thee . . .
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and thou shalt be a blessing.” Abram was freighted
with blessing, which was to reach all families of the
earth. _

“It is God who commanded light out of darkness,
who hath shined into our hearts, for the shining forth
of the knowledge of the glory of God in the face of
Jesus Christ.”” Every Christian thus is a ship,
freighted with precious trusts from his Master; his
time, his means, bis talents, his every energies, are
a sacred trust committed to him, to be used for Him.

““Whether, therefore, ye eat, or drink, or whatso-
aver ye do, do all to the glory of God.”

6. THE HINDRANCES TO THEIR GOING.

These ships have many hindrances to their going,
one of the chief ones being the element they “go"’
through.

The world is ever that which is to be overcome by
the Christian. ‘‘Love not the world, neither the
things that are in the world. If any man love the
world, the love of the Father is not in him.”” *‘And
the world passeth away, and the lust thereof; but
he that doeth the will of God abideth forever.”
“And this is the victory that overcometh the world,
even our faith."”

7. THE OBJECT OF THEIR GOING.

These ships have an object in going. There was a
distinet purpose in designing, in expending labor and
in constructing them, and committing precious
freight to these ships. ‘These all wait upon Thee
(verse 27), for Thou hast created all things, and for
Thy pleasure they are and were created.”

Thus, these ships “will go.” The Master has
launched them forth for His own definite purposs,
and for His glory. They go for His purpose and for
His pleasure. J.B.J.
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“Always Abounding.”

“ Curse ye Meroz, said the angel of the Lord, curse ye bitterly the
inhabitants thereof ; because they came not to the help of the Lord, to the
help of the Lord against the mighty.”—Jupa. v.

IN an old book we find the following:—

“ Who has commanded to curse Meroz ?

The angel of the Liord.

What had Meroz done ?

Nothing.

How ? why, then, is Meroz cursed ?

Because he has done nothing.

‘What should Meroz have done?

Come to the help of the Lord.

Could not the Lord, then, have succeeded with-
out Meroz ?

The Lord did succeed without Meroz.

Then has the Lord met with a loss thereby ?

No, but Meroz.

Is Meroz, then, to be cursed ?

Yes, and that * bitterly,’

Is it right that & man should be cursed for having
done nothing ?

Yes, when he should have done something.

Who says that?

The angel of the Lord; and the Lord Himself
says, ‘ He that knew his Lord's will and did it not,
shall be beaten with many stripes’ (Luke xii. 47)."”

[NNS NS N INNRRNANL SN ALY

“T0 EVERY MAN HIS WORK.”

“We might all do more than we have done,
And not be a whit the worse ;
It never was loving that emptied the heart,
Nor giving that emptied the purse.”
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“What shall we say?”

DTN K VTNEN <

IVE times in tbe first great doctrinal section of
F Romane does the Apostle ask, *“ What shall we
gay?"” The question suggests a considerate
and an impartial mind, which would fain help a
soul in trouble and difficulty
“I desire to reason with God,” said a perplexed
one, long ago. “Very well,” replies the ever blessed
God, ‘Come now, and let us reason together.”
Hence, every now and again in this Epistle God
pauses, as it were, and invites us to consider the
matter His servant ie writing about in all its bear-
ings, and to state our objections, if we have any.
Indeed, such is His grace, that, in case we might be
too timid to speak, or too ignorant to put our
thoughts intoshape, He speaks for us, and anficipates
what we would like to “say.”
The question of our text is first asked in connec-
tion with—

DIVINE YENGEANCE.

“What shall we say?” (Rom. iii. 5). “Is God
unrighteous?"”

‘Why raise such a question?

Because He *‘ taketh vengeance !

Indeed. ‘“How then shall He judge the world 2
(v. 6.) He must necessarily execute vengeance
then. Is an earthly judge charged with nnright-
eousness when he metes out judgment to evil-doers ?
If not, why should God be thus charged ?

Ah, depend upon it, each and every sinner will i in
the long run own God as “ the righteous judge.”
He will be “justified when He speaks and clear
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when He judges.” So says Pea. li., and all must
acknowledge it. The highest critic in ‘‘ the lowest
hell " shall vindicate God as surely as the humblest
saint in the highest heaven. God’s righteonsness
remains as untarnished in the eternal punishment
of the wicked (chap. ii. 2-5) us it does in the eternal
justification of the believer (chap. iii. 25, 26). And
the gospel preacher who does not preach the one as
clearly as the other, is unfaithful to his trust, his
hearers, and his God.

‘“ Everlasting punishment;’” ‘“judgmenttocome;’
“the lake of fire;'’ ‘‘the damnation of hell;"” * this
place of torment;” ‘‘outer darkness;” ¢ weeping,
wailing, and gnashing of teeth,” and such like
terrible terms are continnally found in the discourses
of the Lord, and of those who companied with Him.
Hence, he who condemns the using of such express-
ions, condemns Him who originated them.

No one ever preached hell more faithfully than
the gracious Saviour, and the Acte and the Epistles
abound with the warning, solemn, conscience-stirring
appeals of His Apostles. Preach * indignation and
wrath, tribulation and anguish upon every soul of
man who doeth evil,” we may, and we should, with
tearful eye, quivering voice, and breaking heart ;
and preach it we must, if we would shake the duat
off our garments and our feet in the presence of
opposers, and ecry, ‘““Your blood be upon your
own heads, I am clean” (Rom. ii. 8, 9; Acts
xviii.)

“Yengeance on them that know not God, and that
obey not the gospel of our Liord Jesus Christ, who
shall punish with everlasting destruction,” is a dread
reality; and he who, through fear, or false charity
and sentiment, refrains from warning sinners of 1t
bag no pity and love for their perishing soule.
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Qur next point is—
THE BELIEVER'S JUSTIFICATION.

“ What shall we say ? "’ (Rom. iv. 1). Was Abra-
ham justified by works or by faith ?

By works, doubtless, before men, but not ‘‘ before
God"” (v. 2). ’

Before men, ‘“he had whereof to glory,” for he
was a paragon of devotedness and holy confidence.
Before God, he could not glory. None of us can.
If we have nothing but our works when we appear
before Him, we shall be confounded, and sink with
shame, never to rise again. However fair and fine
men's doings may be in the eyes of men, yet when
the searching light of His throne beats upon them,
it shows up their defects—defects in motive and
deeire, which lie behind them, as well as defects in
the carrying of them out, and in the works them-
selves.

*‘In the Lord have I righteousness and strength: ”
go said the prophef, and so say we. ‘‘The right-
eousness which is of God by faith” (Phil. iii. 9),
founded on the vicarious work and the atoning
blood of Jesus, is our only true ground of confidence
in the Divine presence. Apart from it, the best
with the worst must own * We are but unprofitable
servants,” and be treated accordingly.

The reality of our justification before God, how-
ever, is always evidenced before men by-—

PRACTICAL EYERY-DAY HOLINESS.

“ What shall we say?" (Rom. vi. 1.) * Shall we
continue in sin?”’

The question is not, ‘*‘ Shall we eontinue to.sin? "
That you get lower down in this chapter; and the
answer i8, It ought not to beso. No, I ought not to
gin (1 Jno.ii. 1), for I am no longer under sin. Sin,
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the old slave-master, has given me my wages—which
is ‘““death” (v.28), andnow I am ‘‘discharged from
sin” (v. T), and under no obligation to serve him
any longer.

The first question of the Apostle, however, has
more to do with continuing in sin: and the reply is,
“We cannot!" He does not say, ** We ought not,”
but, “We can-not!"’ ** How can we, who have died
to sin, live any longer therein?’’ If I see a man,
who professes to have a personal, soul-interest in
Christ's death, living in ein, then I say, “It is
impossible for that man to be what he professes—
he is a living lie" (see 1 John 1. 6). As believers,
we are committed to Christ’'s death, and thus we
judge in ourselves and in our associations all sin,
for which Jesus died. We ‘“walk in newness of
life”” (ch. vi.), and we ‘‘serve in newness of spirit”
(ch. vii.). Christianity, while it provides in grace
for failure, never excuses anything short of this.

The little ermine is noted for ite purity. Hence
we speak of the judges as ‘sitting in ermine.” This
little animal is very shy and quick, and, generally,
it can only be caught in one way. When absent
from its home, the hunter puts down filth before ite
little hole. Then, when it returns, rather than defile
one hair of its beautiful coat, the tiny creature will
lie down and submit to capture and to death. Thus
gin is obnoxious to the believer. The divine nature
within him abhors it—‘‘hating even the garment
spotted by the flesh.” This is characteristic of
every true Christian, according to Scripture.

But in order to enter into all this, we must know—

OONSCIOUS AND SAVING DELIVERANCE.

*“ What shall we say?” (Rom. vii. 7). “Isthelaw
sin?"”
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God forbid, but I am! ““I kuow that in me, that
ig, in my flesh, dwelleth no good thing.” I know
this ““by the law,” and through painful experience.
Tt is not merely doctrinal knowledge, it is conscious,
experimental, personal knowledge. I cannot learn
it simply from books or from teachers, or even from
the Bible: I must learn it also through soul exercise
and acquaintance with myself.

“By the law is the knowledge of sin’" (ch. iii.).
A yard measure exposes the shortness of the cloth,
but it cannot make it any longer. A plumb-line
shows that the wall is crooked, but it cannot make
it straight. A mirror reveals to me my defilement,
but it cannot cleanse away the stains.

““Thelawis holy, just, and good,” but it never will,
nor can, make me 8o. It can only conviet me of my
sinful state, so that, in self-despair, I take sides with
it against myself, and own its sentence of death and
condemnation upon all T am and do as a sinner.
Then I look away, in faith, to that righteous One,
who charged Himself with all my sinfulness; who
bore all the law’s penalty and demands, and who
died to it all, and rose beyond all its jurisdiction and
reach. Thus I am able to say, “The law of the
Spirit of life in Christ Jesus hath set me free from
the law of sin and death.” Mark the word—*‘Hath
get me free.’” How intensely personal! Can you
say it? We cannot learn this truth by proxy, or by
rote, or by memory. Each must learn it experi-
mentally. Have you learnt it thus?

If s0, you know something of—

CHRISTIAN POSITION AND BLESSING.

“ What shall we say?’ (Rom. viii. 31).
Once more the question is sounded out. The
magnitude of the free favor and love of God is such
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that it amazes even the inspired Apostle, as well if
may. We are the subjects of divine counsela:—fore-
known—predestinated—called—justifiead—glorified !
What a golden chain of blessinge linking two
Eternities together, and_binding us as the captives
of love at the feet of Him in whom thers is no con-
demnation, and from whom there is no separation.
“What shall we say, then, to these things?” Oh,
before we say anything, let us turn them over and
over in our souls and examine them, and then
challenge ourselves as to how far we have really
made them our own.

Romans viii. has been called *The Christian’s
Inventory of his Blessings.”” But in order to appre-
hend and appreciate and appropriate our spiritual
belongings, we must travel step by step through the
preceding chapters of this marvellons Epistle. If
we jump from ch. iii. to ch. viii. we may lose our-
selves, and feel somewhat like a child who is suddenly
transported from his copy book of pot-hooks and
strokes into the students’ hall, where the classics and
arts and sciences are being taught. Instead of
asking, ‘“What shall we say?" we shall rather
exclaim, ‘“ What cen we say?" and thus confess our
bewilderment and our inability to give an intelligent
and a heart-felt reply to this divine question.

Yes, we must rightly answer the—

(i.) “What shall we say?” of divine ven-
geance; the—

(ii.) *“What shall we say?"” of the believer's
justification; the—

(iii.) *“What shall we say?"’ of practical every-day
holiness; and the—

(iv.) “What shall we say?” of conscious and
saving deliverance; before we can rightly reply to
the—
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(v.) “What shall we say?" of full Christian
position and blessing (as given in Romans), so as to
gauge something of ite grace and glory.

Beloved Christian reader, we areliving in *“ difficult
times,” and problems and puzzles—ecclesiastical,
social, and moral—continually confront us and
confound us. But if we turn away from men, and
from the din of conflicting opinions, and the jargon
of human definitions, to our gracious Master, He
will give us wisdom to undo every gordian knot of
obscurity, énd to rightly anawer, in all its many
connections, the stupendous question, ** What shall

we say?”’
8.J.B.C.

“Our light affliction.”

(2 Com. iv. 17-18.)

HOW sweet is the song in glory,
The voices are all in tune:
They sing in the calm, fair morning,
They sing in the sunny noon.
@ Yet many a rapturous minstrel
Among those sons of light,
Will say of his sweetest music,
“] Jearned it in the night."
And many a rolling anthem
That fills the Father's Home,
Sobbed out its first rehearsal
In the shade of a darken'd room.

A
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Faith.

N English missionary was in Central
Africa, preaching the Gospel to the
black people there. He found it very

hard to make them understand the meaning
of faith. He said to them, ¢ Listen now to
what I am going to tell you.” Pointing to
some water, he said,

“You see that water? "

“Yes,” they answered.

“ Well, you never saw that get hard, did
you? "

“Oh, no,” they answered, looking at him
with astonishment at such a thought, for in
Central Africa the water never freezes.

“Now,” he said, “if you believe me, in
the country I come from, the water some-
times gets so hard that I can stand on the
top of it.”

Upon hearing this, one whispered to an-
other, ¢ Massa’s telling lies.” The mission-
ary overheard this, and he remembered it.

After a time he returned to England, and
one of those who listened to him went with
him. When tbey reached England the
winter came, and one clear, frosty morning
the missionary took Sambo out for a walk.
The ponds and rivers were completely frozen
over, and boys were sliding on the ice. Then
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the missionary took the opportunity of mak-
ing good the words he had spoken when in
Africa.

Turning to Sambo, he said ““ Take my
hand, and let us go on the hard water and
try it.”’

Sambo did not like to go, but the mission-
ary took his hand and led him on; and then
jumping hard upon the ice, said,  Now do
you believe what I said in Africa about the
ice ?"”’

So Sambo gave in.

Being made to believe because he saw,
was not faith on Sambo’s part—it was sight.
It would have been faith if he had believed
the missionary when he was in Central Africa,
where the water never freezes. Faith would
have accepted as true what the missionary
said, although it seemed impossible.

Little reader, God has spoken—Do you
believe His word? He has told you of your
utterly lost and ruined condition through sin,
and of your inability to do anything to merit
His favor or save yourself. But,thank God,
He has told you to believe on the Lord ]esus
Christ, and He declares that then you shall
be saved. Will you trust your feelings,
thoughts, hopes, or what some people may
say? or, will you believe God, just because
He says it? This is faith.

T.D.



“WHO TEACHETH LIKE HIMP”

P/ a0 ol LY C Y 2T P
" HO teacheth like Him ? ""—
His teaching, how wize !
He opens our ears to give heed :
Removes from our eyes
The mists which oft riee,
And teaches the lesson we need.
“ Who teacheth like Him P ""—
His teaching, how frue !
‘What time He spends on us, what care
The heart to renew,
The mind to imbue
With light He alone can shed there.
“ Who teacheth like Him ?"—
His teaching, how full I —
Embracing all lines in that Book,
Which is, in His school,
The text-book and rule
To which for instruction we look.
“Who teacheth like Him ? "'—
His teaching, how firm !
He chides, then again He makes plain
The problem or term.
Wherein lies the germ
‘Which yields a rich harvest of gain.
“ Who teacheth like Him P "—
Hia teaching, how kind !
So patient, so gentle is He,
Though laggards behind,
And little inclined
To study we often may be.
“ Who teacheth like Him P ”"—
"Hie teaching, how sure/
The lessons He gives alone last:
They ever endure,
They only secure
The prize when life's schooling is past.
8.J.B. C.
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“Judge Not.”

L sy S
‘“ TUDGE not!” The workings of hig brain
And of his heart thou canst not see;
What looks to thy dim eyes a stain,
In God’s pure sight may only be
A gcar, brought from some well-won field,
Where thou wouldst only faint and yield.

The look, the air, that fools thy sight
May be a token that below
The soul has closed in deadly fight
With some infernal fiery foe,
Whose glance would search thy smiling grace,
And cast thee shuddering on thy face.

And if he fall, do not despise,

But reach him forth a helping hand.
God suffered it, that he may rise

And take a firmer, humbler stand ;
Or, trusting less to earthly things,
May henceforth learn to use his wings.

¥ (CNON



The Message.

=ZZ3
How are you building ?

“ Thron{h wisdom ia a house builded ; and by understanding it iu estab-
lished : and by knowledge shell the chambers be filled with all precions and
pleasant riches.'’—Prov. xmv. 3, 4.

WEALTHY land-owner cast about in his mind
how he might help an old acquaintance who
was in somewhat straitened circumstances.

After a deal of thought, he hit upon the following
plan.

The man was & carpenter and builder by trade,
80 his would-be helper called on him, and said—

“I've got a job for you. I want you to baild me
a substantial and commodious house it yon corner
of my eatate; build it according to your own design
and liking, and I shall be satisfied. Do not spare
pains nor time, but do the work thoroughly; and
here is & cheque to meet all the necessary outlay.”

The man went to work, but being of a mean and
& dishonest nature he bought up the cheapest and
most inferior etuff and labour in the market. Instead
of buying the best, he got old, rotten timber, and
poor second-hand npails and screws, and knotty
and warped material; and in the place of skilled
workmen he employed inexperienced lads and others.
Then he ‘“‘slummed” the work as far as he couid
without being detected, and covered over his decep-
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tion with coatings of thick paint. Moreover, he
took little heed to the foundation, which was even
more rotten and insecure than the superstructure.
By these unrighteous means he was able to pocket
8 good deal of the sum given to him.

When, however, he handed the house over to the
land-owner, imagine his vezation and surprise as
the latter said to him:—

“My friend, I have long desired to do somsething
for you, so I decided that when this house was fin-
ished I would present it to you, that you might
always have a roof over your head in your declinin
years, and live in a- house of your own making a.ng
liking. Here it is then, and here are the title deeds.
The house is yours by deed of gift."”

Yes, the house was his, but not for long, for one
night, during a storm, it fell in, and thus his own
wratched and perfidious handy work was exposed,
and covered bim with confusion: leaving him
maimed, half dead, and homeless, and cursing his
sin and folly.

The gospel-moral of the story is not hard to ex-
plain. Both the writer and every reader of these
lines are building for Eternity, and the question is,
Will the building stand when tested by the hail,
winds, and floods of death and judgment? (Matt.
vii. 24-29).

What about the foundation? Is it the shiffing,
sinking sand of human righteousness? Or is it the
Rock of Ages? The fabric you are rearing is for
yourself, and if it comes to grief, you alone are the
loser. Ite foundation is now hid from men’s eyes,
and only the building seen: but God sees beneath
the surface and knows if the basis is secure. ‘Other
foundation can no man lay than is laid, which is
Jesus Christ.” This is the foundation of the house
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which * Wiadom "’ (Christ) builds, and which ¢ Under-
gtanding ”’ (the Holy Spirit) establishes, and ‘' Know-
ledge” (the Scriptures) furnishes. Every other is a
cheat and a lie, however attractive it may appear.

What about the materials # Are you building with
the rotten and rusted good-for-nothing observances
of outward piety, covered over by religious veneer,
and false profession? Is ‘‘the wood, hay and
stubble” of worthless imitation your stock in trade ?
Or, like *““a wise master-builder,” are you building
with the *‘‘gold, silver, and precious stones’ of
sound, God-purchased, God-given, God-approved
doctrine, life, and practice ? (1 Cor. iii.)

What about the builder—I mean you yourself?
If you are false, your house cannot be true. Are
you & hypoerite? You are if you paes current as
a Christian before men, and yet have not been born
again, and renewed; and cleansed by the Holy Spirif
and the blood of Christ.

Oh, heed these questions! BSimple and often
asked they may be, but on your answera to them
depend the vital and eternal iseues of your destiny.
I affectionately urge you to remember you are build-
ing for yourself, and not for another ; and that your
soul's foundation ; the true worth of your outward
character ; and what you really are before God in
the secret springs of your being, will all be revealed
ere long. ‘‘The day shall declare it; "—God says
so—and then, ‘' The hypocrite’s hope shall perieh :
whose hope shall be cut off, and whose trust shall
be a spider's web. He shall lean upon his house,
but it shall not stand : he shall bhold it fast, but it
shall not endure ”’ (Job viii. 13-15).

8.J.B.C.



A Race for [)ife.

RN O 0 Y >

AT is all up with bim, and yet he struggleson! He
runs, and yet see the odds against him !

He is pursued by footmen who weary him—
he is followed by horses more swift than those, who
must overtake him in the long run; whilst, ahead,
rolls the deep, dread swelling of Jorden. What
chance can the runner have? O but he runs and
struggles splendidly. He means to die hard. See
how he shakes off footman after footman, and horse
after horse, although in the effort he loses ground
perceptibly.

There is something profoundly interesting in wit-
nessing the struggle. Itisa race for life ; or rather,
a race against death ; or, indeed, against a success-
ion of deaths, against premonitions that most cer-
tainly declare a final defeat.

The fight is brave, but futile! These footmen, like
little troubles, torment the runner. Now there is an
attack of fever, soon shaken off by medical skill;
now a bereavement, that dejects for a time; now an
acceident, that pulls upawhile; now a solemn warning
word. These are, however, speedily overcome, and
possibly forgotten, though their scar remains, and the
runner is by them wearied. The horses, however,
are like mighty judgments upon the soul; they tell
of a power greater than man’s, of a force more than
human. There are seasons when the conacience of
a sinner is brought face to face with God—there are
dark misgivings as to the future. Horse after horse
pursues the poor halting runner with the memory
of sins unpardoned, and deeds of darkness com-
mitted. Yet horse after horse is thrust aside, and
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such unpleasant memories are swiftly banished.

And the race continues! But the distant roll of
Jordan breaks upon the runner’s ear, and its broad,
deep swelling has yet to be croesed !

But, victorious hitherto, why not swim securely
over the tide? 8o many difficulties already over-
come, why not succeed manfully at last ?

But a horse, pale and mysterious, long held in,
follows in swift and silent stride. His rider is called
“Death!” awful name! (Rev.vi.) Oh! how different
from every predegessor! What were the footmen
with their stings, or the other horses with their
strength, compared to this ?

Well may the runner quail! He is hemmed in
between death and the swelling Jordan! Fearful
position !

The pale mysterious horse has a second rider, for
Hell followed with Death. What a trinity of evils
for the runner!

Well may the Secripture ask, * How wilt thou do
in the swelling of Jordan ?"

Yes, “How?"

And again the Scriptures say, “It is a fearful
thing to fall into the hands of the living God ”
(Heb. x. 81).

Yes, ¢ Fearful.”

Did my firet statement read somewhat light? I
must repeat it now: ‘It is all up with him,"—the
runner is beaten, the man is undone, the impenitent
sinner is damned !

God’s judgments, varied, patient, wise, and di-
vinely suitable, have all been disregarded, spurned,
and thrust aside. They may have been sent like
‘‘footmen,”’ or like ‘“horses,” in ways comparatively
gentle, or in ways comparatively severe,—yet these
were (fod’s messengers to the soul, and designed by
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Him for the sinner's salvation and good. If un-
heeded, what then ?

They fell on Job like an avalanche, but were the
instrument of his everlesting blessing; and David
said, ‘“Before 1 was afflicted I went astray, but now
I have kept Thy word.”” He, too, reaped the benefit
of his afflictions.

Reader, are you running too? You have a swell-
ing river ahead of you, and are followed, slowly but
surely, by death and hell. Ah! that pale unweary-
ing horae, with its two riders, is in stern pursuit of
you, and is certain to overtake you one day !

Stop running! Cease resisting !

Yield some day you must—then yield now!

St. Augustine said, ‘“The way to flee from God,
is by fleeing to God.” Now you try that! and flee
just as you are, and now !

Far too many months and years have you per-
mitted to slip away. The hand of time is leaving
its mark upon you. You may have neither another
year, nor another month! The pale horse presses
hard on your footsteps.

“If thou hast run with the footmen, and they
have wearied thee, then how canst thou contend
with horses? and, if in the land of peace, wherein
thou trustedst, they wearied thee, then how wilt
thou do in the swelling of Jordan?”’ (Jer. xii. 15.)

J.W.8.

~ T TSN

NO MAN can ever rise above that at which he aims. If
your aim is to get on in the world, you will never rise

above it.
H-9-0-0-0-0-00000 0000000000000 0000

TRIAL is the file which rubs off much of the rust of
self-confidence.
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“WOE UNTO HIM.”

“ YYVHESE are they who rebel against the light,”
says Job.

Alas, for the moth that contends with the
candle; or the man who attempts to snuff out an
electric light between his thumb and finger. He
who spits in the teeth of the wind, spits in his own
face; and he who fights against God, not only
shows his enmity, but also his folly.

The ancients shot arrows into the sky at their
deities who bad offended them; but the arrows
returning to earth, fell upon their own heads.

‘“ Let the potsherds of the earth strive with the
potsherds, but woe unto him who striveth with his
Maker.” So says God.

Raith.

N o7 ol Y 2V ]
MAN may have strong faith and yet perish,
while another may have weak faith and be
saved. /’How can thia be ?"-Some have a
strong faith in themselves; others have a strong
faith in the church, or a strong faith in good works.
Now we cannot be too simple or clear a8s to the
ground on which God saves sinners. The strength
or weakness of faith has nothing to do with it. Is
your faith, be it weak or strong, on Crrist ? Is He

the Object of your faith ? "This is the great point.

For every grief, for every wound,

His love a sovereign balm has found ;

And sooner all the hills shall flee,

And hide themselvea beneath the mea ;

The ocean, starting from its bed,

Bush o’er the clond-capped mountain’s head ;
The sun, exhausted of its light,

Become the source of endless pight,

And ruin spread from pole to pole,

Than Jesus fail one trustful soul.
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A Personal Testimony.

O AT G BN

N my younger days I lived in a country district

in the south of Ireland, and my people intended

me for the Roman priesthood. In that part of

the world the great ambition of every family is to

have at least one son a priest. Prayers are expen-

sive, when they bhave to be paid for, and it is & great

advantage to have somebody of your own who will

offer prayers and Masses (which are a still more

expensive luxury) free of charge. I was set apart,

accordingly, as the scapegoat of the family, and I

grew up through boyhood with this idea perpetually

before me; an ideal of purity and holiness, as it
then seemed to me.

Among my early acquaintances was a Protestant
of about my own age, and he and I frequently
discuesed matters of controversy. One evening my
friend said to me: ‘‘When you go to Mass you
worship the Host. Well, granted that the doctrine
of Transubstantiation is true, and that the Host is
not bread at all, but human flesh, and that the wine
has become human blood, yet you know, by what is
called the doctrine of ‘‘ Intention,” that if the priest
had not the intention to consecrate the elements,
they are not consecrated, and when you bow down
and worship them, you are only worshipping a piece
of bread and a little wine.”” At this I lost my
temper, and when a man loses his temper, it shows
that he is losing faith in the truth of his own
position. It was so with me, and no doubt is so
with many others.

Many doubts began now to occupy my mind, some
as to Transubstantiation, and others as to the so-
called Sacrament of Penance. I used to go to con-
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fession on the firat Sunday of each month; but
somehow I felt no better nor happier as to the result.
I tried more frequent confession, but it did not give
me peace. For when one goes regularly to confes-
sion, as one has always the same sins to confess, one
gets into the habit of repeating them by rote. A
young fellow who used to attend with me once made
this observation to me, and added: ‘I repeat my
gins in this way mechanically, and sometimes there
are 8ins about which I am not quite sure whether I
have committed them or not.”

** What do you do about them ?"* I asked.

“Well, you know,” said he, “that it would be a
great sin to tell a lie in confession, so in order to
make sure to avoid this, I always commit those sins
on the day before-hand.”

After this I was in a very uneasy state of mind,
and knew not what to do. The weight of my sins,
and the burden of uneasiness grew daily heavier
and more difficalt to bear. To get rid of this, I
thought of a great many expedients, excapt the one
I ought to have tried had I known, namely, that of
going directly to Him who said : ‘ Him that cometh
to Me I will in no wige cast out."

I had long been friends with a Protestant clergy-
man of the parish; one evening I happened to bse
visiting this gentleman, and the conversation turned
on the hymn, ** The Old, Old Story.” 1 called it a
Protestant hymn, but he said it was the peculiar
property of neither Protestant nor Roman Catholie,
but was a Christian hymn, telling of the Saviour,
who died alike for all. And he proceeded to relate
that ‘“Old, Old Story,” such a story as I had never
heard before; the story of human sin and Divine
love, the one etory in all literature which can turn
the Valley of Achor into a door of hope, and rescue
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the human soul from despair.

The only fault it had was that it made me feel
exceedingly uncomfortable, and I went home a great
deal sadder than if I had not heard it. I now found
an excuse to visit the parson more frequently than
formerly. Of course, I tried to leave him under the
impression that I was completely happy. But he
muet have suspected the truth, as he would talk
about my soul. All honour fo such men! Once,
when I was leaving, he offered me a Bible, but, of
course, I refused to accept it. On the contrary, I
went to a friend who owned a Donay Testament,
and borrowed it from him. I did not do this pri-
marily to find rest for my soul. Surely, thought I,
a8 the Protestants draw all their arguments from
their Bible, so I will find in ours the arguments on
the other side, which will enable me to overcome
them.

But, alas! for ‘“the best-laid schemes of mice and
men!"” It so happened that the very first time I
opened the borrowed Testament my eye fell upon
these words: ‘‘ There is therefore now no condem-
nation to them that are in Christ Jesus, who walk
not according to the flesh” (Rom. viii. 1). Now
what could this mean? I will not say that my
explanation of the passage was the most correct
possible, but the meaning which I extracted from it
was this: There is & class of people who are eaid to
be ‘‘in Christ Jesus,’’ and these are under no con-
demnation ; whereas I am under the condemnation
of my own conscience, and of God Himself, wheres
fore I cannot be one of those who are in Christ Jesus.
Oh! the horror of this discovery! To think that
after all my conscientious efforts to attain holiness,
I was npot at that moment one of God's people in
Christ Jesus.
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In Dublin, no doubt, there is a tolerably intelligent
body of Roman Catholic clergy, and you could go
with your difficulties to one of them; but in my
parish, whether the parish priest has a good horse
or not, he always keeps a good whip, and that is the
first argument he would be likely to use. So I went
to my friend again, and indirectly introduced to him
the text in question. Among other things he told
me was this: When the priest professes to forgive
gins, he always leaves a little margin unforgiven
which must be wiped out by penance, hence the con-
demnation. But, thought I, when God forgives, He
‘“‘gaves to the uttermost,” and ‘‘ the blood of Christ
His Son cleanseth from all sin.” It had long been
a puzzle to me (as, indeed, it still is) why priests
do not make a clean sweep of the sins of their
penitents, and not leave unforgiven what we call in
Irish an ‘‘agusheen,” i.e., a little over and above,
upon the soul. Itis, perbaps, something in the way
of a stock-in-trade, to enable one to start again with.

At the end of a fortnight I came to the conclusion
that there was no longer any use in endeavouring
to strike a compromise—I must be for God or
against Him.

Again I paid my friend the parson a visit. I told
him I felt like one standing on sand, who felt it
every moment shifting from under him. Instead of
feeling sad, he seemed quite elated, and said, ‘“ Thank
God for that! That is just how God wants you to
feel. You have been standing on your own right-
eousness, and He wants you to stand on the eolid
rock, which is Christ.” He asked me if I would
consent to our having prayer together. Justimagine
me praying with the parson a fortnight before! But
now my spirit was broken, and I consented. Such
a prayer! He prayed as if God were present, listen-
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ing to every word he said, and as if God had really an
interest in me. I had been accustomed to regard
God as One very far away, whom one could only
approach very indirectly through relays of mediators
—the priest, saints, angels, and the Blessed Virgin.

I know there is a good deal of difference of opinion
on the subject of what is known as instantaneous
conversion. Some say a man cannot be converted
in a moment. All I know is that when I arose from
that prayer I seemed to do so in another world.
The load which had oppressed ms seemed gone, as
suddenly as that of Christian in the * Pilgrim’s

Progress,’” and I felt as if I could fly.
' On Christ the solid rock I stand,
All other ground is sinking sand.

J.B. 8—a.

4

“As good as dead.”

(RomM. iv.)
P2 o7 a7l e Y P ) Y Y

BRAHAM was ““as good as dead " (Heb. xi. 12)
when he became the father of Isaac aceording
to God's promise.

‘We have to come to this point, that we cannof
move hand or foot in the matter of our justification.
We are guilty before God, and as helpless to clear
ourselves as if we were dead. An old believer told
me that for years she had prayed and devoted her-
gelf to an earnest religious life in hope of getting
the assurance of forgivenees some day. But this
did not bring the desired blessing, and eventually
she became conscious that she was as helpless in
the matter as if her head had been struck off on the
executioner’s block.
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Have you ever put your head down on the block ?
The moment you do 8o, God points you to One who
came under the stroke of justice for you. One who
was ‘‘ delivered for our offences, and was raised
again for our justification.” A person with his
head upon the block gives up considering himself,
and he begins to consider God. As long as we are
trying and striving, it is clear that we have not laid
our heads on the block. We have not found out
that we are * as good as dead.” C. A. C.

DDDDDDDDDPeE GG eeke &
“The glary ef that light.”

(Acre ix.)
Lol Lol (LTl o el

AUL’S life was to be devoted to a Man of &
different order to the sons of Adam. He saw
constantly before him this transcendent figurs,

the Man of God’s counsels, from whose face¥a single
ray put to shame the eastern sun.

I recollect reading that Sir Isaac Newton, whilst
making an experiment on the solar light, became so
impressed with the brightness of the sun’s image,
that for a whole week wherever he looked he seemed
to see a bright red disk. The converted Saul of
Tarsus was so impressed by the sight of God’s
splendour in Jesus, that for a whole lifetime he
saw always before him the glorious Christ. The
heavenly vision gave the tone (that of the light of
another world) to his whole ministry.

The first man's glory and righteousness dissap-
peared from his horizon, just as the sun of Damascus
had faded before one pencil of rays from the face
of Jesus. E.L.B.
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“Quit you like men.”

PP

HE moment we become free from sin we become

pervants of Him who bought our liberty. We
become adversaries to our adversary.

And what an adversary he is! He unites heaven's
knowledge with hell's cunning. He possesses vast
supplies of heaven's strength without heaven’s prin-
ciples. Behold Him! His gladness is in man’s
despair—his music in man’'s groanings—his meat
ie the lost ereation—his drinks are tears and blood
—his vassals, spirits as wicked as himself—his pres-
ence world-wide—his design, for ons and all, tempt-
ation, seduction, and the pit.

This advereary has gained too many a victory.
See the number, the value of his ornaments. His
ornaments! what are they? They are principal
souls, the souls of great personages, principal souls
undone. The crown jewel in his dusky coronet is
not some Byron or Napoleon who knew the Saviour
little, but someone who knew Him much—some
Judas, some mighty apostate.

Our strife is with the devil himself. He stands
between us and tens of thousands whom we want to
save. Let us be fully disentangled. Let us go
forth against him in burning zeal and in heart pity,
in conscious weakness, but in full assurance of faith ;
let us lay hands upon this Goliath, this crooked
serpent, this hell-fiend ; let us close with him.

The wrestling of Jacob was with God. The
wrestling of the Holy Spirit is with man; but our
wrestling is with Satan with wicked epirits.

To rescus men—io rescue them for God—to thin
Abaddon’s legions, to swell the Saviour’s ranks—
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this is worth living for, but it necessitates the defi-
nitely becoming a soldier. The path to Victory is
the war-path! I know of no other. Satan has
come to our planet; he has deceived the nations.
Though master of all, he covets more. He thirsts
for our children, and for our children's children, to
make them fresh faggots for his flame. Millions
upon millions of human beings are being transported
direct to hell like wagons of coal for the furnace.

‘We must, therefore, be up and doing; but where
gshall our warfare begin? Certainly, at the point
nearest to ourselves; certainly, where God has set
us; certainly, at home. But having laid siege to
every soul that lies juat at hand, and while waiting
for the Spirit to animate those so dear to us, and
yet so dead, where next? I would answer, Where
guided. And the guiding will most possibly lead
you where vice is thickest, where danger is direst,
where time is shortest. We must begin at hell's
mouth. Qur strongest, tenderest, most Christ-like
men should be here—between sinners and the deep
abyss —men mighty in there own convictions, mighty
in persuasion, mighty in their very fears, mighty
to save.

Is it true, or is it not, that there is a ceassless
Tread, TREAD, TREAD, day and night, century after
century, along that line of march to hell, and that
Satan’s mail-clad escorts might almost write them-
selves men of peace, so little opposition do they
meet with on their way ? Oh'! for battle, anywhere
—everywhere—getting into close quarters with sinful
men and women and children, yearning to save.
““We are more than conquerors through Him that
loved us.” But conquerors must have trophies in
proof of conquest. Where are ours ?

H.B. M.
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The Divine Pattern.

MMM NN TIRM NI HARAK (IINL

‘‘ See, saith He, that thou make all thing-s according to the pattern
shewed to thee in the mount.’*~HxB. viii.
LILCLLATCTET T T ETTE YL TR T

EMEMBER the ‘“all things.” It is for us
Christians to bring the greatest principles to
bear on the smallest duties. *‘Small duties?"

“Great” and ‘“small” are adjectives that ought
never to be tacked on to ““duty.” For all duties
are of one size, and while we may speak, and often
do speak, very mistakenly, about things which we
vulgarly consider * great,” or superciliously treat as
‘* small,” the fact is that no man can tell what is a
great thing and what is a small one. For the most
important crises in & Christian’s life have a strange
knack of leaping up out of the smallest incidents :
just as a whisper may start an avalanche, and so
nobody can tell what are the great things and what
the small ones. The tiniest pin in a machine drops
out, and all the great wheels stop. The small
things are the things that for the most part make
up life.

I remember once going up to the roof of Milan
Cathedral, and finding there, stowed away behind
the buttress—where supposs one man in fifty
years might notice it, a little statuette, as com-
pletely chiselled, as perfectly polished as if if had
been of giant size, and set in the facade for all the
people in the piazza to see. That is the sort of
way in which Christian men should carve out their
lives. Finish off the unseen bits perfectly, and then
you may be quite sure that the seen bits will take
care of themselves.

“See that thou make all things,” and begin with
the small ones, ‘“according to the pattern shewed
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to thee in the mount.”” Ay, that is where we have
to go if we are to see it. The difference between
your convictions of duty depends very largely on
the difference in the distance that you have climbed
up the hill. The higher you go, the better you see
the lie of the land. The higher you go, the purer
and more wholesome the atmosphere. And many
things which a Christian man on the low levels
thought to be perfectly in accordance with *‘ the
pattern,” when he goes up a little higher, he finds
to be hopelessly at variance with it. Go up the
hill, and you will see for yourselves.

The elevation determines the range of vision.
And the pearer, and the closer, and the deeper our
habitual fellowship with God in Christ, the more
lofty will be our conceptions of what we ought to be
and do. The higher we go on the mountain of
vision, the clearer will be our vision. On the other
hand, whilst we see ‘‘ the pattern’ in the mount,
we have to come down into the valley to *‘ make ™’
the ‘“ things.” The clay and the potter's wheels
are down in Hinnom, and the mountain-top is above.
You have to carry your pattern-book down, and set
to work with it before you. Therefore, whilst the
way to see the pattern is to climb, the way to copy
it is to descend. And having faithfully copied what
you saw on the Mount of Vision, you will see more
the next time you go back; for ‘ to him that hath
shall be given." McL.

P e U~ N

NEVER does a man pourtray hie own character more
vividly than in his manner of pourtraying another.

N
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Ligbht-bearers.

¢ Ia n candle brought to be put under a bushel, or under a bed ? and
Dot to be set on a candlestick ? *—MARX iv, 21.

HE bushel being the vessel used for measuring
corn, is an emblem of business—we may say
of the activity of out-of-door life; while the

bed, being the place of rest, may aptly be regarded
as an emblem of home life. The bushel and the
bed seem to combine the whole of our daily life.

Alas! how often do they cover the light. The
Lord adds: ‘ There is nothing hid which shall not
be manifested, neither is anything kept secret but
that it shall come abroad,” which we may well
apply to ourselves in relation to our business and
our home life. Christianity, if real and true, will
illumine all our transactions abroad or at home.
The lamp will thus have its true place on the lamp-
stand.

A lamp does its work very quietly; it does not
talk or argue, it keeps on shiring. Many persons
talk grandly who shine feebly. But in the dark,
those who would find their way prefer a rush light
to the finest argument. The quiet, sober, honest
ghining of the Christian's lamp does more before
the eyes of men to glorify our Father who is in
heaven, than all the fireworks of Christian contro-
versy. No argument is o convincing as that of the
lamp on the lampstand, giving light to all that are
in the house. Where there is but one true Christian
in a household, the argument of the lamp on the
lampstand should be very eagerly heeded. Say
little, but shine much. Be yourself what you wish
others were. )

Let us remember, too, that it is our own individual
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light which is to shine, not someone else’s. Every
true believer has his own pecular light, which shouid
be set upon the special candlestick appointed by God
for it. A child, a parent, a servant, a master, has
each his own appointed place for light-giving. We
cannot exchange places with oue another, as many
seem to wish to be able’to do. ‘‘If I were so-and-so
how easy it would be for e to live for God,” ‘If
I were not in these circumstances then I could shine
for God,"” are common declarations which show that
the speakers forget they liave to give forth their
light 1n the very place and time their lot ia cast in,
whether the lamp be little or large.

Let our concern be that our lamp is set upon its
own proper lampstand, and that it gives light to all
that are in the house. H. W.

—3 500 906 0 30 0 31300 30 e e o |28
@Be &vangelist.

Al riplriony
THE gift of the evangelist is a great gift. I do
not say that he may not get ancther gift, as
Paul did ; but as a rule, as far as I know, I have
not eeen an evangelist give up his proper calling,
and settle down to feach, who has not lost his
power. I look upon a gift as some special presen-
tation of Christ to the soul, as has been truly said—
when an evangelist stands up to teach, he is sure
before long to preach. On the other hand, if a
teacher stands up to preach, he is soon drawn into
teaching. The Lord bless you muech. Come from
the Lord, and come for the Lord, and you are sure
to be blessed.

December 23rd, 1896, J. B. S.
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An eye for perfection.

UM IHH RN M AT

“ Let us therefore, 68 many as be perfect, be thus minded.’’—PHIL. iii. 15.
CMTEEE W1 MLLIH  u d LN T LU LN M EY

T is said that an Italian artist one day took his
pupils into his picture gallery, bidding them
each select a picture to copy.

One of the pupils, after wandering up and down,
seated himself before a perfect masterpiece, saying
with a sigh, ‘“If I copy any it shall be this one.”

Presently the artist came to see how bis pupils
were getting on. When he came to this one, the
pupil ejaculated, ¢ Oh, is not that splendid! Look
at that, not at my daub.”

The master replied, *“ You are the man for me,
you have an eye for perfection.”

The eye for perfection is, ‘“As many as be per-
fect.” My ‘“daub” is, ‘‘ Not as though I had already
attained, either were already perfect.” The man
with an eye for perfection sees that Christ and
Christ alone will do for God, and he sees that God
has called him to be like that Man and with Him
for ever. w.J.
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“That blessed hepe.”

AR STAGAT LI S0 VR 4 S VRS

@O you ever think how Christ is keeping the bodies
of the dead? Do you never say, * Oh, what a
heart He has! How tenderly He is caring for
them! How He knows that the dust of Stephen is
there, and the dust of Paul here, and how He has
His eye on every bit of it! And He is ready to

bring 1t all forth when the moment comes.”
What a part of the hope is this to one who has
bad to battle with death—to one who has had to
part with loved ones, and to lay them in the grave!
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“Oh, death! I will be thy plagues,” He says. He
is coming to avenge the controversy, and the dead
in Christ shall rise first. He is coming to make
the display of His own glory as the Resurrection,
and then each shall have their reward. What a joy
it will be to Christ in glory to see the little circles
around each labourer that he has been used to.
Here, in one corner is Paul, surrounded with his
dear Thessalonians, his *‘joy and crown’; and
there, in another, some other labourer, with his
around him; and in them Christ will see all that
His own grace has wrought. J. N. D.

——

“The shadow of the Almighty.”

“ God is our refuge and strength, & very present help in
trouble."—%!. lxvi.

S it not a very curious thing that the tendril of a
climbing plant will not turn, like & leaf, to the
light, but away from the light to the shadow ?

Why is this? Because the shadow tells it, in

some wonderful and mysterious way, that some
object round which it can twine is casting the shadow
near it; whereas if light is all around it, that shows
that there is no solid objeect round which it can
twine near at hand to intercept the light and casé
a shadow. Therefore, the tendril has learned by
experience to turn always to the shadow for support.

And 8o, dear troubled child of God, your trouble

will reveal to you the presence of the Mighty One,
whose shadow it is, and you can lean all your weak-
negs on His Almighty strength. Let your whole
life be a turning to God, who is all your salvation,
and should be all your desire.
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The Little Ones.

<A MM N

OME say there are but few instructions in the
Word of God, positively, in reference to the
subject of the education and insetruction of
children. ‘““Bring them up in the nurture and
admonition of the Lord" is a general direction; but
where, it is asked, are the directions which will guide

us in particular.and specific circumstances?

In answer to this I would remark, that the Bible
is a Book full of instruction to the heavenly family:
to show how its various members are to please GOD
in their several duties and callings, and how they
are to walk in their relationship the one toward the
other; and as we, who by faith are of the heavenly
family, hear what our Father says in that Book, so
ought we to speak and act before our children. We
are to hear God’s sayings, and to observe His dealings
with us, and then follow after the exhortation,
““Fathers, . . . . bring them up in the nurture and
admonition of the Lord;" 4.e., bring up your child-
ren, taking the Liord for your example, and His Book
for your guide.

In this duty of training children, faith, love,
patience, wisdom, and many other graces are exer-
cised, which would not be so exercised if we had not
this service.

Parents lose their crossea by sending away their
children from them, or by putting the weighty
business of training and instructing them entirely
into the hands of others; they lose their crosses,
but they lose their blessings also. It is as if they
would load others with benefits in sending their
children to them, instead of receiving benefite them-
selves at the hand of God, throngh their offspring.
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God intends that the parent should be a blessing
to his child; but may we not consider a child as a
looking-glass to us, and does not God also order that
a child of a certain parent shall be the exact blessing
that he needs—a gift from God to help him to
diseipline himseif ?

Whilst the parent is teaching a little lesson to his
child, he may be learning a’ great lesson himself.
Whilst training his child, he may find out many
hidden sins, many secret, undiscovered springs of
evil. What a school of discipline! My child is
wilful, obstinate, selfish, proud, mischievous. Let
me see first what I have to learn in this matter
myself, and then teach and discipline my child.

Thus the child may become & book to the parent,
even ag the parent should be the best book for the
child. Thus, also, the very sins of our little ones,
which cause us frequent sorrow, trial, and humili-
ation, and which so often lead us fo cry to God for
them, will be graciously overruled for our blessing
and deep profit; for by grace we shall be enabled to
correct our ignorance and sin on discovering the like
in our child. There we discern it offen in its sim-
plicity, and easily trace it to its roots, while a similar
evil in us may be disguised and modified by educa-
tion, hypocrisy, or the fear of man.

I desire,” says one, ‘‘to bring up my children in
the nurture and admonition of the Lord, and that
they should be obedient and happy children; can
you give me any general rule that will help me?”

Yes, I can, and it is this:—If you want your
children to be good children to you, you must be a
good child to your Father. By the grace of God be
8 good child yourself; wall before God yourself in
everything, and then you will be a good father to
your children.
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Consider God's Word. It is addressed to us by
God as our Father; let us read and understand, and
seek to carry out the instruction contained in this
precious volume into our daily walk; so shall we be
books to our children, even before they are able to
read; and they will read in us what we learn from
our Father. The best way to teach another a thing
is to do it first ourselves.

I have been asked, ‘‘ Can children imitate Grace? "’
Children can and do imitate Grace—the greater the
Grace set before them to imitate, the better.

The grace of the Lord Jesus! Howitismanifested
and how it shines in His ways on earth! [f we
imitate Hm we shall deal with our children for their
good ; we shall be kind to our children; moreover,
we shall seek to do every kindness in a kind manner,
and to accompany our kind deeds with kind words.
Our obliquity is often seen in contrast with the
perfect way of Jesus.

Mark the conduct of our blessed Liord in Matt.
xiv. 15, &c. An opportunity is afforded for the
exercise of His grace. He does not immediately
attack the ignorance of the disciples, and say, * All
the wisdom 1s with Me.” No; but He displays His
wisdom and His power i dealing with fhem, and
in leading them into circumstances where they shall
prove their own need of Him, and their own weak-
ness without Him. What wisdom! He makes
them ashamed of themselves, but he does not put
them to open shame. Children are often like. the
disciples—they think all the wisdom is on their
side. This state of mind must be regulated; and
in proportion to the wisdom we exercise in treining
them, the sooner will the lesson be learned. If we
fail in this dependent spirit, let us confess our fail-
ures; and we should not be deterred from this, even
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though our children are present, as they would be,
in our daily prayer. This very thing may prove a
blessing to them.

As we have need to humble ourselves before God,
and to mourn that our progress is so slow, we should
not be diecouraged when we find the progress of our
children is slow; we must be thankful for any im-
provement, and not mind a little trouble, but look
forward expecting a blessing. Notwithstanding all
difficulties, we may be of good courage respecting
the end of our labours, if we by grace trust in the
Lord with all our hearts, and do not yield to the
continual temptation of leaning, in litfle matters or
great, to our own understanding.

By a right method of dealing, the child will see
that you love it, and thus its love will be won. If
it asks for that which is not for its good, show if
you refuse, not for your own pleasure, but for its
profit. God is continually making it manifest that
He is Love. Let the child have full confidence in
your love; show it that you love it, and wish to
make it happy ; and let it know that you continually
seek its benefit, even though you appear not to be
noticing it. Obedience is to be taught; but children
should see that we seek their happiness, and that
all we do is for their good. When they disobey they
are unhappy: we should prove to them by every
means that we want to make them happy, and to see
them happy.

Much wisdom and much firmness, as well as love,
are necessary for all this, and in order to receive
these we must wait upon God.

It is a great matter to deal with God before our
children in all circumstances, whether prosperous
or adverse (it may be in quiet and secret communion
with Him), not talking about it to them, or recom-
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mending it, but doing it ourselves. One result of
this will be a composed countenance in the storm
a8 well as in the calm, and that iz what we should
gee. Our example strengthens our precept, but if
our precept is not acted out before them it is of little
worth. Children have a very acute perception; and
if they see that we believe that God is greater than
we are, and that we depend upon Him, and look to
Him to guide us, this will be a plain and practical
lesson continually before them.

A child will ever try to be master. Striving for
the mastery is what human nature aime at; I
will ascend up on high” is the perpetual tendency
of the unregenerate heart. And so it is with our
children: a child will try how" far he can go, and
if suffered to gain the ascendency in the least degrea,
our trouble and difficulty will be greatly increased,
and the child greatly injured. It is most important
that this should be early attended to, the earlier the
better, even while a babe; never give it the real
mastery, even in play.

Adonijah was a sad instance of independence and
self-exaltation. It is said that ‘his father had not
displeased him at any time in saying, Why hast
thou done s0?" (1 Kings i. 6.) And was it not
Adonijah who exalted himself to be king, contrary
to the mind of God and of his father?

Again, what became of the sons of Eli? These
and many other like things are written for our ex-
ample. A child is often indefatigable in striving to
be master: ‘‘I must have such a thing,’” says he.
“Why cannot I?" and the like expressions. We
must never allow him to gain his point.

Let us remember the end we have in view, and
not confine ourselves to the present. It is & great
thing so to order, that our children while under
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training may be in heppy subjection to those who
have the care and instruction of them : but we want
more than this; our heart's desire and prayer to
God is, that they may be saved, and that they may
become faithful witnesases for, and good soldiers of,
our Lord Jesus Christ.

AATILTILTILNTL R LTI AT R 1 TR AR A R 1 R I A D O UL O RN Y

GOD'S TESTIMONIES AND GOD'S HOLINESS.

SaLM xoili.

N this Pealm we shall find some very important prin-

U ciples. Though power be now exercised for the

triumph of good, it is no new power. The Lord's
“throne is of old,” Himself from ‘‘ everlasting.” No
inroad of evil has touched or weakened that. This in-
road has taken place. The passion and will of man had
risen up a8 the aniry and tumultuous waves—in vain.
“The Lord on high is mightier.” Rebellious man is
allowed to do this, but the power of the Ancient of Days
is concealed from unbelief in the days of patience, so
that man thinks all is in his hand. When evil rises up
g0 as to reach Him and call out His action, an instant
suffices to bring about the counsels of God in power by
their destruction.

But thisis not quite all. Faith haa that on which it rests
—the Lord’s testimonies : they * are very sure.” God's
Word may be counfed on as Himself, not only for final
deliverance, but for guidance along the path of difficulty.

Nor is this all. There is a character which is a safe-
guard against delusion, and a means of judging and
discerning the right path:—*Holiness becometh thine
house.”

Oh! how these two principles do cheer and enlighten
us in our path. How they strengthen ue in the con-
sciousness that 1t is of God's very nature, and cannot
but be so! A Thus God’s testimonies, and Fod’s holiness
secure and fix the heart as to that which is of God.

J.N.D.
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J ANTI-DIEU ;

Or, Against God.

P

READ in the newspaper the other day
an item of intelligence which caused my
blood to curdle. There are many dread-

ful things recorded in print from time to
time, but this one struck me with peculiar
force as most sad and awful.

It appears that in France a society exists
called the Freres de la Cote. 1t is increasing
with alarming rapidity, and now numbers no
less than 250,000 youths, mostly school and
college lads between the ages of 14 and 20,
who have banded themselves together to ad-
vance the cause of Atheism (which denies
the existence of God), and to combat Popery
(which denies the perfect sacrifice of Jesus).

On the arm of each boy who belongs to
this society is tatooed in distinct characters
the sign A.D., which signifies the Latin and
French words, “Anti-Dien;’ or, “Against
God.”

I daresay that many boys and girls who
read this may wonder at the ignorance and
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Godless depravity of these French lads. But
bear in mind that the prevailing religion in
France is that of the Pope, and when people
discover, as they often do, what a wretched
farce it is, they conclude that there is no true
religion at all! They do not know the Gos-
pel, and supposing there is nothing to choose
between Romanism and rank infidelity, they
choose the latter. Hence, at the last general
census, or numbering of the inhabitants, five
million Frenchmen signed themselves as
Atheists ; and now we hear of this dark youth-
ful society which has for its watchword and
flag the reckless device—*‘ 4 gainst God.”

Boys and girls, if you know not Christ as
your Saviour, I am going to say something
which will startle you. You are each and all
branded with this same terrible device! Nay,
do not tuck your sleeves up in alarm; you
will not find it tatooed on your arm. The
sad fact is more than skin deep. Itisen-
graven on your very soul.

You say. “How do you know ? you cannot
see my soul.”

No, but God can: and what does He say ?
He says, *“The carnal mind is enmity against
God” (Rom. viil. ).

Now, have you ever put your finger on
that scripture and confessed “That is true
of me?” You sin,do you not? Of course.
Well, every sin against God comes from a
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hidden evil spring, deep down in the breast,
which He calls ‘‘the carnal mind.”

I have heard of a little boy who, in a tem-
per, let fall a very bad word ; at once he felt
he had sinned against God, and ran to his
mother and told her so. What did she do?
Why, she gave him a mug of water and made
him rinse his mouth out several times. Then
she laid him on his back and put a sponge
partly down his throat till the little fellow
gasped out, “Oh, mother, I'm choking.”
Immediately she set him on a chair and
explained.

“Tommy,” said she, ‘“that naughty word
was in your heart before it came out of your
mouth. I can wash your mouth out, but I
cannot reach to cleanse your heart; only
God can do that.” Then she put the Gospel
before him.

And what does the glad tidings tell us
about all this? Simply that if you receive
Jesus as your own Saviour, you will be born
again, and God will give you His Holy Spirit.
Thus you will have within you, not only the
carnal mind, or the mind of the flesh, which
is against God, but also, the spiritual mind,
or the mind of the Spirit, which is for God.
Then when the old mind tempts you to do
evil, the new mind will prompt you to look
away to Jesus for courage and strength, and
in the power of the Holy Spirit you will over-
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come the evil propensity.

You may shudder at the bare idea of hav-
ing the ghastly motto of the Freres de la Cote
imprinted on your arm, but remember that
every evil thought is against God ; every evil
desire is against God; every evil word is
against God ; every evil look is against God;
every evil deed is against God. “Against
Thee, Thee only have I sinned and done
this evil” is the language of true confession.

A.D.—Anti-Dieu—*Against God” is grav-
en upon that evil nature which still dwells in
each of us. But if the new mind dwells
there, then, though we may fail, yet it is
true that we possess a power and a nature
which is for God.

The Lord Jesus said, “He that is not with
me is against me”’ (Luke xi. ). Thereis
no neutral (middle) ground. You are either
with Christ and for God ; or, with the world
and against God. All those who are against
God must ere long lose the day. But those
who are for God—boys and girls included—
are on the winning side. Thank God there
is in this hostile scene a happy band of boys
and girls who know and confess and rejoice
that they are on God’s side.

Dear child, are you among their number ?
Do you belong to this noble band? Have
you decidedly taken your stand for God ?

S.J.B.C.
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The Drover’s Sermon.

i bt T

AID a gentleman to me, & few weeks ago, ‘1
S was travelling in a train with a clergy-
man, two ladies, and a man who proved to
be an infidel. Farther on a cattle drover also
entered the carringe. When the train moved on,
the clergyman gave a tract to each; the infidel alone
refused it, saying he never read such trash, and that
he had two daughters at home whom he would not
allow to read the Bible. For full ten minutes he
then assailed God’s Word, professing to show it up.
The clergyman said, ‘ Pardon me, sir, but you say
this book 1s not fit for your daughters to read ; yet
for the last ten minutes you have quoted extracts
from it, in the hearing of these two ladies, which
you say are unfit for your children. This is most
inconsistent.” The clergyman quoted Seripture and
argued, but all was rejected by the infidel.

“At last the drover said: ‘May I be allowed to
say & word, sir? I am a cattle drover, and some-
times I drive sheep, and sometimes I drive pigs.
Master went to market the other day and bought
soms sheep, and I had to drive them home. Near
master’s farm there is a narrow lane, with nice green
graes all through, and a pond at the far end. You
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should have seen those sheep go for the grass when
I got them in the lane. How they nibbled it,
bleating, as though cheering one another on, and
when they had put their noses in the pond they
geemed as fresh as though just off the Downs.

Farmer says to me, ‘Jim, those sheep look fresh.’

‘Of course they do, master,’ said I. ‘They have
been filling their bellies as they came along.’

‘Well, the next week master sent me to drive
gome pigs home from the market. I was vexed when
I got them into that lane to see how they began
rooting up the grass to get the worms and dirt, and
I drove them on as fast as I could. And when they
came to the pond, in they went, stirring up all the
mud, and got home filthier than they started.

‘Now, sir,” said the drover, turning to the infidel,
‘you are like those pigs. Thousands of dear souls
find food and comfort in God's Word, but you do
not, because it does not suit your stomach; you
would try and spoil it for those who eould live on it.
And whilst God made the worms to do His work in
nature, 8o He has been pleased to write down in
His Word, the Bible, things that you call unfit for
reading. And as far as I can see, He has written
down these dark sins in the lives of men (things
that we should leave out, if we had had to write
their lives), to show that it is vile sinners His grace
can save. Yes, sir, He shows them up just as Hr
gees them, and yet He says, I can save the vilest,
for the ‘blood of Jesus Christ, God's Son, cleanseth
from all ein.’ Take my advice, sir, give up finding
fault with God's blessed Word, but believe its
message, when it says, ‘All have sinned and come
short of the glory of God,” and accept His offer of
salvation, to be had through faith in Christ Jesus,
end if you will not do that, at eny rate, stop trying
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to spoil the grass for God’s sheep.’

The infidel sat silent all the while, nor did he
open bhis mouth again. But the clergyman said,
“My worthy friend, you say you are only a catile
drover, and I have had a collega education, but I am
free to confess I have learnt truth from you to-day
which I have not learnt in all my college career.' ”

#*Not inany wise, not many noble.” 3. M'L.

.I“.l!“ii > IIII‘I!.II!“ Qll.liﬁl

Illtnllatlc Attirs.
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T is all of Pn.ga.n or Jewish origin. (1) The amice,
a white napkin or kerchief, folded in a particular
way, was the ancient head-dress of the heathen
pnest (2) The alb was the under garment of the
ancient Roma.ns, made of white linen and next the
body, being, in fact, what we call a shirt, though
much longer. (8) The stole was a portion of the
dress of Roman ladies, worn just as a scarf, boa, or
sash is now worn. (4) The maniple was originally
an embroidered handkerchief, which, instead of being
kept in the pocket, was suspended from the wrist.
(6) The chasuble or casula, was the toga virilis of the
Roman gentleman, put on just as ecclesiastics do
now, so as to fall in graceful folds around the person.
(6) The cope was nothing else than the overcoat of
the Roman, being, as they still call it, the pluviate,

to ward off the inclemency of the weather.

I had rather suffer for speaking the truth, than that

the truth should suffer for the want of my spea.kmg
L E AR RN
A thousand errors may live in peace with one another,

but truth is the hammer that breaks them all in piecee.
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Touch, Tell, Testify.

< A OGO 06 10 I A0 >
HERE is a beautiful little story told by Mark
(ch. v. 25-84) of a poor woman who came to
Jesus and was healed in a wonderful way.

She had been ill for a long time, had tried many
doctors, and spent all her money, but none could
heal her.

Have you met anyone like her? Are you nof
like her yourself? You know what I mean. One
of God’'s pictures of the sinner shows him fo be
like a very sick man. ‘‘The whole head is sick,
and the whole heart faint. From the sole of the
foot even unto the head there is no soundness; but
wounds and bruises and putrifying sores ; they have
not been closed, neither bound up, neither mollified
with ointment” (Isa. i. 6).

What a dreadful sight! Imagine to yourself one
8o ill and wretched and helpless. Could you bear
to look at him for a moment? While you try to
imagine such & case, remember you are like that in
God’s holy sight, poor lost sinner. ‘‘No soundness,”
He says.

The feet *‘lame,” so that you cannot walk up-
rightly before God.

Hf[‘hea hands ‘‘ withered,” so that you cannot serve

im.

The eyes * blind," 8o that you can see no beauty
in Him.

The ears ‘ closed,” 8o that you are deaf to His
voice.

The whole body ‘‘ wounds and bruises,” so that
you are sick and faint, and *‘ without strength.” Is
1t not 8o ?

Have you not proved it by trying to be good and
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do good, and failing again and again? Why, yes!
only last Sunday you went to bed after seeing Dr.
Good Resolution, who told you to make a new start,
and leave off this and that, and begin to do some-
thing else. Were you not full of resolves to be
better and to do beiter? Have you not already
failed? Sin's old wounds bave broken out afresh.
You meant not to tell any untruths, or say anything
wrong, or any unkind things, or use any more bad
words, but you have failed, and proved your tongue
to be wholly bad. You meant not to go with worldly
companions any more, but your feet have carried
you with them already. You meant to be prayerful,
but already you find you do not know how to pray.
You meant to read your Bible every day, but already
you find it ‘““dry,” and ‘“dull,” for your eyes are
blind to its holy teaching.

Dr. Do-the-best-you-can, Dr. Good Resolution, Dr.
Try Hard, Dr. Be Religiouas, and all the other doctors
cannot make you better. You are growing worse.
You begin to say in despair, ‘“It's no good trying;”
1 shall give it up.”

Thank God, I say.

“But,"” you say, ‘‘I won’t care any more.”

Oh, say not so! There is One who can make you
whole in & moment of time. He knows all about
your case. Like the woman, you have * heard of
Jesus.” You have heard of Him through gospel
preachers, and in Sunday School. Perhaps some
faithful friend hag spoken of Him to you; or, if you
are a child, perhaps mother, or father, or even your
school-fellows have told you of Him. Why not go
to Him yourself? Go, like the woman, trusting His
power to heal, and you shall be healed. Go to
Him now.

Run quietly to your own little room or corner and
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tell Him your case. Though He be in glory with
crowds of angels around Him, He will hear your cry,
and feel your touch, just so soon as your heart goes
out to Him in eimple trust.

You say you know not how to come, or the right
way to come. Be like the woman. She did not
trouble about that. She said, “If I only get to
Jesus; if I touch but His clothes I shall be made
whole.” Her faith was wholly in Him, not af all
in her way of coming. She says, ‘“ If I may touch
but His clothes,” not “If I may but touch.” She
chose a strange way of coming, a timid, shrinking
way, but she believed He could heal her, and He
did. ‘‘She heard of Jesus . . . came . . . touched

. . was healed.”

Then notice how graciously He dealt with her.
He would not have her go away and be afterwards
troubled with thoughts that she had stolen a blessing,
doubts if it would really last, vain regrets that she
had not thanked Him for His healing power.

No! knowing all about her trouble, and her touch,
and her timidity, He gives her the opportunity of
coming forward to thank Him and tell before others
what great things He had done for her.

She came, trustingly, to touch ;

Then she returned, tremblingly, to tell.

And then she goes away, triumphantly, to tes%’fy.

J.B. K.

The Bible.—As in Belshazzar’s startling vision, the
hand may be the hand of a man, but the writing is still
the writing of God.

L 2 BN BN N BN BN BN

Jer. xxifl. 28— Who speaks not needful truth, lest it offend,
T —7 Hath spared himeself, but sacrificed his friend.’”*
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The surest way.

1Al nI P2 i 20 PO RSP PO I
HE London correspondent of an Edinburgh paper
left the key of the outer door of the house in
which his office was situated, in his office. He
was out gathering news late at night, and could not
make the only person in the house—his office clerk
—hear him knocking.

He went to the telegraph office, and wired to
Edinburgh to telegraph to the clerk, by their private
wire (which was connected with his office), that he:
was at the outside door! They did so, and the clerk
came down and let him in. Though hundreds of
miles away, via Edinburgh was the best and quickest
way of reaching the clerk!

From this we learn that prayer is the surest way
and the quickest of reaching those nearest to us, as
it is those farthest away. Wire to heaven to reach
those nearest to you. It may seem a roundabout
way, but without it all importunity and knocking
are in vain. It is God's message to the soul in
answer to ours which constrains it to open the door.

—S3E MR MR e A 36 -
Do not Wait.

OW beautiful ise Rahab’s faith! She does not
wait, a8 recommended by the spies, until the
people ‘‘be come into the land” (ver. 18) to

bind the scarlet line in the window; they are scarcely
gone when she hastens to put it there, testifying
thus to what she has believed ; her faith does not
linger, it speaks henceforth loudly; she proclaims
from her window, Christ and the efficacy of His work
to save the most miserable of sinners. Do you ?
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The Nemesis of the

St. Bartholomew Massacre.

@A I KB <

! ITH the death of Henry III. the line of Valois
became extinct. That race had given thirteen
Sovereigns to France, and filled the throne

during two hundred and sixty-one years.

The last Valois fell by the dagger. All the authors
of the 8t. Bartholomew tragedy were dead, and all of
them, with one exception, died by violence. Charles
IX.,smitten with a strangeand fearful malady, expired
in torments. The Duke of Guise was massacred in
the Castle of Blois, the king kicking his dead body
as Guise had done the corpse of the pious Coligny.
The Cardinal of Liorraine was assasinated in prison ;
and Henry III. met his death in his own tent at the
hand of a monk. The two greatest eriminals in this
band of great criminals were the last to be overtaken
by vengeance. Catherine de Medici died at the
Castle of Blois twelve days after the murder of the
Duke of Guise, as little cared for.in her last hours
as if she had been the poorest peasant in all France;
and when she had breathed her last, “they took no
more heed of her,” says Estoile, “than if she had
been a dead goat.”” She lived to witness the failure
of all her schemes, the punigshment of all her
ﬁartners in guilt, and $o see her dynasty, which she

ad laboured to prop up by her many dark intrigues
and bloody crimes, on the eve of extinction.

It was not the hand of the Huguenots that was
on these men. The hand that smote them was the
hand of God, who employed in this instance, as in so
many others, His enemies to execute His vengeance
upon one another.
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The only one who gave any evidence of godly
repentance was Charles IX. His life had been full
of excitement, of base pleasures, and of bloody
crimes, and his death was full of horrors. But as
the curtain is about to drop, a ray—a solitary ray—
is seen to shoot across the darkness.

No long time after the perpetration of the mas-
sacre, he began to be visited with remorse. The
awful scene would not quit his memory. By day,
whether engaged in business, or mingling 1o the
gaities of the court, the sights and sounds of the
massacre would rise unbidden before hie imagi-
nation; and at night its terrors would return in his
dreams. As he lay in his bed, he would start up
from broken slumber, erying out *‘Blood, blood ! "
Not many days after the massacre, there came a
flock of ravens, and alighted upon the roof of the
Louvre. As they flitted to and fro, they filled the
air with their dismal croakings. This would have
given no uneasiness to most people; but the occu-
pants of the Louvre had guilty consciences, and a
guilty conscience trembles at a shadow—*‘ There
were they in great fear where there was no fear.”
The impieties and witcherafts and Romish super-
stition in which they lived had made them extremely
superstitious, and they saw in the ravens other
creatures than they seemed, and heard in their
screams more terrible sounds than mere earthly
ones. The ravens were driven away; buft the next
day, at the same hour, they returned, and so did
they for many days in succession. There, duly at
the appointed time, were the sable visitants of the
Louvre, performing their gyrations round the roofs
and chimneys of the ill-omened palace, and making
its courts resound with the echoes of their horrid
cawings. Thisdid not tend to lighten the melancholy
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of the king.

One night he awoke with fearful sounds in his
ears. It seemed-—so he thought—that a dreadful
fight was going on in the city. There were shout-
ings, and shrieks, and curses, and, mingling with
these, were the tocsin’s knell and the sharp ring of
firearms ; in short, all those dismal noises which
had filled Paris on the night of the massacre. The
king did not doubt that the massacre had recom-
menced, and summoning an attendant, he ordered
him to go quickly and stop the fighting. The
messenger returned to say that all was at peace in
the city, and that the sounds which had so terrified
the king were wholly the creation of his own faney.

These incessant apprehensions brought on at last
an illness. The king’s constitution, sickly from the
firat, had been drained of any original vigour it ever
possessed by the vicious indulgencies in which he
lived, and into which his mother, for her own vile
ends, had drawn him; and now his decline was
accelerated by the agonies of remorse—the Nemesis
of St Bartholomew. Charles was rapidly approach-
ing the grave. It was now that a malady of a
strange and frightful kind seized upon him. Blood
began to coze from all the pores of his body. On
awakening in the morning his person would be wet
all over with what appeared a sweat of blood, and a
crimson mark on the bed-clothes would show whera
he had lain.

Mignet and other historians have given us most
affecting accounts of the king’s last hours; but we
content ourselves with an extract from the old
historian Estoile. And be it known, that the man
who stipulated, when giving orders for the Bartholo-
mew massacre, that not a single Huguenot should
be left alive to reproach him with the deed, was
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waited upan, when he was on his death-bed, by &
Huguenot nurse!

‘“As she seated herself on a chest,” says Estoile,
“and was beginning to doze, she heard the king
moan and weep and sigh. She came gently to his
gide, and adjusting the bed-clothes, the king began
to speak to her; and heaving a deep sigh, and while
the tears poured down, and sobs choked his utterance,
he said, ‘Ah, nurse, what blood! what murders!
Ah, I have followed bad advice; Oh, my God,
forgive me! Have pity on me, if it please Thee!
I do not know what will become of me. What shall
I1do? 1Iam lost, Lost, LOST.

Then the nurse said to him, ‘8ire, may the
murders be on those who made you do them ; and
if you do not now consent to them, and are sorry
for them, trust in the atoning blood of Christ and
believe that God will not impute your sins to you,
but will cover you with the robe of His Son’'s
justice. To Him alone you must address yourself.’

Thereupon having found him a pocket-handker-
chief, as his own was wet through with his tears,
after his majesty had taken her by the hand, he
made & eign for her to go, and leave him to sleep;
and thus he died, erying for merecy."

Alas! alas! history has few sadder scenes than
this. We must go as well as the nurse, for it is too
painful to stand longer at such a death-bed. But
before quitting Charles IX., let us express a hope
that he may have found mercy at the last hour.
Some of the murderers of the Son of God found
forgiveness, why may not some of the St. Bartholo-
mew murderers? It were striking indeed if bhis
Huguenot nurse, spared from the wreck of her peopls,
as it were, was the instrument made use of for lead-
ing the dying king to the blood that cleanseth from
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all sin! The chief guilt of this enormous crime
must rest with those who were the advisers of it,
and who, in a sort, coerced the king into the com-
mission of it. Of these, one of the most prominent
was Catherine de Medici, and she, 8o far as we know,
never shed a tear for it, and eventually, like Judas,
went to her own place.

Charles IX., died on the 80th May 1584, just
twenty-one months after the massacre, having lived
only twenty-five years, and reigned fourteen. Let
us again express a hope that the precious blood that
cleanseth cleansed him because he put his trust
in it.

Reader, be you the best or the worst of living
men, you need the blood. Apart from it, the best
must be lost; but trusting in it, the worst—the
vilest—can be saved.

( Adapted by the Editor.)
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De profundis.

,s:oo’,#:o_s - o
i'TfHE help of man and angel joined,
CGould never reach my case;
J Nor can | hope relief to find
But in Thy boundless grace.
No voice but Thine can give me rest,
And bid my fears depart;
No love but Thine can make me blest,
And safisfy my heart.

2 N A~ &
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Keep the Fire Burning.’

MM TN HINEN D R

¢ The fire shall ever be burning upon the altar; it ghall
never go out.” —LEBv. vi. 13.
IIIIII CIRTTT T NPT TSP LT DT

CHRISTIAN, cold and apathetic in soul, being
somewhat perplexed at his state, visited, one
evening, a brother in Christ, and told him

about his condition.

The other said nothing, but walked up to the
fireplace, and taking the tonge in his hand, lifted a
large, red-hot, blazing coal from the fire, and placed
it on the hob. He did not say a word, but pointed
gignificantly to the coal, which gradually became
paler and cooler, the flame finally dying out, and
leaving nothing but a black, smoking lump. There
was silence for a few moments, the brother praying
that the lesson might be learnt and taken to heart.
Presently the poor backslider spoke—

“I think I understand your meaning, and it
rebukes me. You wish me fo remember that if is
by constant Christian intercourse that the fire in
our heart burns, and that when we ‘forsake the
assembling of ourselves together ' the fire dies out.”

Oh, friends, how true this is. How apt we are to
grow cold and unfaithful! How prone to stay away
from such outward helps! How small a thing is
sufficient to keep us from the meetings—a cold day,
or a rainy day, or a headache; some disinclination
or another! Thereby we not only miss a blessing
for ourselves, but make the fire smaller for those
who do gather.

And yet the fire will not burn brightly, even if we
do meet with fellow-Christians, unless we also meet
with the blessed Lord Himself. As the coals only

*May be had as 2 n8at 4-page-tract from our office.
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give out the imprisoned sunlight which they have
absorbed into their substance in former ages, 80 we
can only give out the warmth and brightness we
have received from Him who is both Light and Love.
It is only by communion with Him that we really
keep warm. He is sufficient to keep all his people
burning brightly to His praise. And how meny a
lonely, suffering child of God has proved it! Buf,
usually, our God works by means, and He chooses
that His children should be helps and stimulants to
one another ; and if they refuse to be helped in His
way, no wonder that the fire should burn dim and low.

A gervant of Christ was once speaking in glowing
terms of the work of God in the meeting, and the
various methods and agencies by which the saints
carried it out. ‘‘And now,” sald he, '‘comse with
me and I will show you the warming apparatus.”
His friend went with him, but he saw not huge
boilers, tubs, or fires, but & number of humble people
bowing together in prayer. * This,” whispered the
other, “is our warming apparatus.”’ Ah, and surely
they were both warmed and invigorated that night
by the hearty singing, and earnest supplication, and
cheering words of testimony.

One day an engine was seen standing on the line
when it ought to have been going on. The driver
was asked —

‘ Have you no water, that you cannot get on?”

“I've plenty of water,” he replied; “‘but the fire
has become low.”

Yes; and how often is that the case with our
pouls! The machinery is all right, the wheels are
all in order ; but the fire is going down! What are
the causes of this? Why should the fire in our
hearts ever go down ? why not burn as brightly year
after year as at the firat?
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Often the cause is that we get absorbed in other
things—business, or pleasure, or even work for the
Lord. For even in work for Him the mind gets
absorbed with the work, and sometimes forgets Him
whose work it is doing. Thus we neglect personal
communion with the Master; we neglect the Bible
—read it, perhaps, but it is not to us the Book it
once was. Prayer is not so much sought by us, and
we do not feel the same grief for the evil around.
So, little by little, the fire goes down and burns
dim. Af first it may be unnoticed, but by degrees
we begin to feel how cold the atmosphere about us
is; and at last we find out that the cause is in our-
selves, and that our love is on the wane.

Is there not some morsal teaching for ourselves in
God’'s command to His people Israel concerning the
fire on the altar >—*' The fire shall be ever burning
upon the altar, it shall never go out.” It was a
plain command, which they had to keep by faith-
fully, anxiously watching day by day, and carefully
putting the embers closer together, that the fire
might always burn brightly.

Is it not also & command to us to keep the fire
always burning on the altar of our hearta? Yes, it
is, for if love is not fed, if it does not grow, if it does
not advance year by year, it dies down, it dies out!
Oh! let us ask ourselves the question: ‘‘Is the fire
going down in my heart? Am Ias warm ae] was?
And if the answer is not as we would wish it to be,
then let us see that it is replenished afresh.

First of all, ** Remember from whence thou art
fallen ;' that is the first step back. Remember
the old days, when the fire was burning brightly ;
remember the love, the restfulness, the happy obedi-
ence, the watchfulness, till we are set longing to be
&8 Wo were.
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And then let us ‘‘Repent '—judge ourselves and
confess; turn away from our coldness, our prayer-
lessness, our absence from God; and then ‘“do the
first works—begin over again, start out afresh.
First works are those prompted by first Jove.

Oh, let us look once more into the Saviour’s eyes
of love, to realise what He has done for us ; meditate
on His great love wherewith He loved us, and the
fire will spring up again, a tongue of flame here,
a red-hot glow there, till the fire on the altar in our
hearts is once more burning brightly for Him. And
then let us guard it carefully, as Israel guarded the
sacred fire; never asuffering it to burn low or dim,
8o that we mey be to the praise of His glory whe
first kindled it.

The fire Thy love hath kindied
Shall never be put out;
The Spirit keeps it burning,
Though dimmed by things without:
O make it burn more brightly!
By faith more freely shine;
That we may value rightly
The grace that made us Thine.

EABLHAN,

Wother’'s Opportunity.

HAT loving mother does not know the value of the
twilight hour, when her children, tired of play,
or interrupted in their chosen amusements by the

waning light, are unconsciously attracted to her side b

the cheerful fireside's glow ? The day’s boisterous mlrt{
is subdued, and the troubles and disappointments of the
day are softened or forgotten in tﬂxs charmed hour.
Motherly admonition is then more tenderly given, and
more gently received ; and the little secrets and con-
fessions, which might shrink from daylight, are now
confidingly poured into the loving eer.
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“SAVIOUR”

(KA Missionary's experience.)
L2 Ll el eV AT ol ol

HEN I went to a certain part of Africa there
was no written language, so I learnt scraps
from the conversation of the natives. One

word I listened for and never heard. Two years
and a half went by, and it seemed as if I never
would make the people understand uniil I found
out that word.

One night I heard some of the men telling stories
of adventures. One related how his master had
rescued him from a lion. I listened eagerly, hoping
to catch the word—the long-sought word. The
incident was finished, the word was not spoken ; my
hope was crushed, my heart was sick. Afterwards
I spoke to the man and asked him : * What did you
call your master when he saved you from the lion ?*’
At once he gave me the longed-for word—the word
which means Saviour; and I was able for the first
time to make clear to him what the Saviour would
be to him. With joy on his face he caught the
message, a8 he exclaimed ; ‘‘Is that what you have
been trying to tell us all this time ?"

I spent four years in Africa. For fourteen months
I never saw bread; for months I have lived on
African beans and sour milk; I have eaten every-
thing from ants to rhinoceri; thirty times I had
fever ; I have been attacked by native bands; three
times I have been attacked by lions, and four times
by rhinoceri; but I would go through it all again
for the joy of that moment when I heard the word
“Saviour,” and saw the light of that man’s face at
the message it conveyed to him !

Reander, do you know in your heart and life the
meaning of that word—** Saviour ”’ ?
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Restraints.

Pty

“ HY this restraint?’’ the plunging bucket cried,
As it descended headlong down the well.

With ready voice the checking chain replied,

“0h, foolish bucket, if unheld you fell,

How would you ever reach again the light,

Bringing your crystal treasure pure and bright ?

I check the downrush of your reckleas fall,

That I to light and service may recall.”

“Why this restraint?"' a tiny cherry said,
As it swung gaily on the laden tree:
Backward and forward swayed its wilful head,
As, petulant, it struggled to be free.
“0Oh, foolish cherry, fleshless, and unformed,
I hold thee," said the stalk, ‘“till suns have warmed,
And juice too filled the tree: be content to rest,
To grow and ripen. Held, thou shalt be blest.”

“Why this restraint?"’ a merry streamlet thought,
As it was held and hindered in its course:

“Why are my waters to a standstill brought?
Why am I turned aside, and stayed my force ?”’
“That thoumay’st gain new force,” the old mill said,
“And turn my wheel, when onward thou art sped.

The miller has a service waiting thee:
So thou must wait, that thou may’st ueeful be.”

Thank God, for chains that hold us when we go
At headlong speed into deep wells of joy.
Thank God, for links that hold us till we grow
Upon His tree, where freedom would destroy.
Thank God, if our wild wilful stream 1is stayed,
That in His mill we may be useful made.
Restraints do often fill us with unrest,

Yot sure we know His will is always best. W. L.
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“The day of small things.”
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HE day we live in is “the day of small things”
to those who, like the men of Issachar, bhave
“understanding of the times to know what

Israel ought to do.” The marvellous power and
inherent vigour which once wrought in the church
is doubtless still here, and will be as long as the
Holy Spirit remains on earth; but it is no longer
displayed as of old, owing to the divided state of
God's people, and their general departure from
original principles and first love.

True, we hear of great things being done : —organ-
ised missions, numerous conversions, wholesale
consecrations, ‘and large sums of money being raised
for God’s work ; but when we compare the permanent
results of such efforis with Pentecostal wonders, how
small they are. Moreover, they are not_effected
without recourse to worldly methods which violate
seriptural rules (2 Tim. ii. 5), and which betray a
sad lack of faith in God, who did His work in days
gone by through His servants without such paltry
ancillary helps.

If we do God’'s work in God's way, our day will be
‘“the day of small things” to us. Multum in parvo
will be written across our lives. It has been said
that the Lord’s life here was one of activity in ob-
scurity. Suach will ours be if we share His rejection
and followin His steps. It will be a constant paradox,
and yet divinely consistent (2 Cor. vi. 10, 11).

Now thera are five little things connected with this
day of small things we might consider. The first is

“A LITTLE FLOCK.”

“ Fear not, little flook ; for it ie your father's gaod pleasnre to give
you the kingdom.”—Luxe xii, 82,

The figure indicates weakness, timidity, and de-
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pendence on the Shepherd's care. Blessed be His
name, His sleepless eye and guardian hand safely
keep the feeblest lamb. Amid the fears which
harass, and above wind and storm, and the roar of
‘“the beasts of the field,” we can hear His voice
bidding us * Fear not."

And not only does He Himself ensure our ultimate
blessing ; we have also the purpose of God to assure
us, a8 He says: ‘It is your Father's good pleasure
to give you the Kingdom.” Can man or demon
frustrate that? Never! God cannot be foiled in
carrying out the intents of His grace. Then,
trembling flock, let us tremble no more, for we are
safe; and if safe, why not eure? None is able to
pluck us out of the Father's hand. There we were,
by electing love, before the world was. Then, in
due time He gave us to the Son, and now the
Father's hand and the Son’s hand guard us on either
side, and the Spirit's power keeps us within.

We will not fear, then, a little flock though we
be. The Kingdom, with its accessory and attendant
glories, is fully guaranteed to us. The Trinity
combined has pledged itself to carry us through.
Divine strength is drawn out and perfected on the
behalf of human weakness. Why should we fear ?
What do we fear ? How can we fear ?

“A LITTLE STRENGTH.”

I know thy works : behold, I have get befora thee an open door,
aud no man can shut it: for thou hest a littla strength, and ha:t
kept my word, and hast not denied my name.”’—REv. iii. 8.

“ Who hath despised the day of small things ? "
asks Zechariabh. He does not refer simply to *‘small
things,” but o * the day of small things.” When
great things are in view we usually most readily do
the small things, which are the preliminaries and
the accompaniments of the great things, and, with-
out which, they cannot be effected. Bub when it is
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the day of small things—when, at the most, only
small things can be accomplished, then we are liable
to slight them and become negligent and slothful.

It was not the man with the ten talents, but the
man with the one who was judged. Instead of
trading with what be had, he hid it in a napkin,
which was really his ‘ sweat-cloth.” The napkin
which he ought to have used in wiping the perspir-
ation of honest toil from his brow, he used to hide
the little talent that he could have employed in his
Master's work. _

Let ue not assume to have more than *“a little
strength,” but, at the same time, let us use what
we have. The heroic age of Apostles, miracles,
martyrs, is past. Few now are called to die for
Christ, but all of us ““ought to lay down our lives for
the brethren,” and this we can do without shedding
our blood. If we wait to do great things we shall
eventuelly find we have done nothing. *What is
that in thine hand ? " (Ex. iv. 2) says God to each
of us. Waell, though it be as insignificant as the
rod of Moses, use it for God, and He will usae you.
‘ Whatsoever ye do, do it heartily as to the Liord,”
was said to a Colossian slave engaged in doing the
smallest and most menial work.

How vain it is to ‘‘ go beyond our measure’' by
attempting what God has not given us the strength
to do. Even if we succeed in the attempt, success
will be obtained by using means He does not approve
of, and at the cost of His smile and ¢ Well dons,
thou good and faithful servant: thou hast been
faithful over a few things, I will make thee ruler
over many things; enter thou into the joy of thy
Lord” (Matt. xxv.21). ‘‘Alittle strength'’ implies
the ability to do only little things. But little things
done for Christ, from the proverbial cup of cold
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water to the most we can do, will receive great
rewards hereafter. ‘¢ She shall be brought unto the
King in raiment of needlework ' is said of the Bride.
Needlework is done stitch by stitch. It is the little
every-day acts of love and devotedness which will
clothe the Church with moral glory in the future
day of her display.

«A LITTLE REYIYING.”

* Now for a lMttle space grace hath been shewed from the Lord
our God, to leave us & remnant to esongen and to give ne a Dail in
his holy plme that our God may ligh on: eyes, and give us &
little reviving in our bondage.””—Kza4 ix,

‘“ Wilt Thou not revive us agwm? " pleaded the
psalmist. Yes, again and again, He will do it. His
patience is unwearying and divine, and well for us
that it is 8o, for we need to be repeatedly revived.
‘We ought not to live on past attainments, like old
half-pay pensioners belonging to the retired army
list. If we do, our very boast of bygone victories
proves that we are gaining no fresh ones. ‘For-
getting the things which are behind "' is the battle
cry of those whom God is leading on.

Yet it is only ““ a little reviving "' we can expect,
because those who cry for it are so few and feeble.
If all saints were aroused, humbled, united and
expectant, what & great revival that would be.
Apostolic marvels might then be wrought again.
But, alas, the mass are insensible to their condition;
only a handful are awake, and their place is in the
dust of humiliation before God, on account of their
own failures.

What a tiny remnant returned with Ezra from
Babylon. It was with them ‘‘the day of small
things,”” as they felt, and as one of their leaders
owned (Zech. iv. 10). Hence, they tried not to put
Zerrubabel, the true heir, upon the throne, but
they bowed to the oppressor’s yoke as to the chasten-
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ing hand of God. It was not great things they did.
They did what they could, and what was consistent
with their low estate and with the scattered con-
dition of the nation.

Whatever recovery and light God may have
granted in these last days, let those who have it
foel more and more that it is only *“a little reviv-
ing." The tears of ‘ the old men’ become such,
rather than the shouts of “‘the young men"; or,
meay be, that mellowed and chastened experience,
when both are combined (Exra iii. 12, 18). May
we learn the lesson.

Our next point is—

“A LITTLE SANCTUARY.”

“ Thas saith the Lord God: Although I have onst them far off
among the heathen, and although I have scattered them among the
gountries, yet will I be to them as a little sanctaary in the countries
where they sholl come.’'—Ezzx, x. 16.

How precious and consoling is such a promise in
a day of brokenness and ruin. The Lord is the
same in the darkest as in the brightest hour. He
is enough.
Through time, with all its changing scenes,
And all the grief that intervenes,
Let this support each fainting heart,
That Thou our Sanctuary art.
We find in Him rest, holiness, strength, courage,
instruction, quietness, and all else that characterised
the divine eanctuary at the first, ere the spoiler’s
hand cast it down. Human eonfederacies must
come to nought, however orthodox and grand. God
will blow upon every system that has not Christ for
its centre. Pretension and boasting he has humbled,
and He will do it again wherever it rears its proud
head.
‘“ Say ye not, A confederacy, to all them to whom
this people shall say, A confederacy; neither fear
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ye their fear, nor be afraid. Sanctify the Lord of
hoste himself; and let him be your fear, and let him
be your dread. And he shall be for a sanctuary ;
but for a stone of stumbling and for a rock of offence
to both the houses of Israel, for & gin and for a anare
to the inhabitants of Jerusalem’ (Isa. viii. 12-14).

However circumscribed and individual the path
may be, we can always, as Peter says, ‘ Set apart
Christ a8 Lord in our hearts,” and find in Him a
little sanctuary when all else totters, crumbles, and
falls; and, moreover, we can always count on the
faithfulness of God to enable us to find a few who
are ‘‘ calling on the Lord out of a pure heart,” and
with whom we can * follow ” (2 Tim. ii.).

« A LITTLE WHILRE.”

' Cast not away therefore your oonfidence, which hath great
recompenos of reward. For ye have need of patience, that, after ye
have dope the will of God, ye might receive the promise. For yet
a little while, and he thet s come will come, and will not
tarry.”'—HEz». x. 36-87.

Familiar, yet increasing, near and dear, is our
hope. Eighteen centuries has the Lord tarried,
but when we view it all in the light of Eternity, we
shall see it &8 God sees it, and speak of it as ‘““a
little while.” ‘‘ Ye have need of patience,” says the
Apostle. The “patience of hope’ is what we should
cultivate. It was when the unfaithful servant said
in his heart ** My Lord delayeth His coming ' that
he went all wrong. May we slay every atheistical
thought which would dethrone God and His truth,
and ‘“hold fast the confidence and the rejoicing of
the hope firm unto the end."”

8pace and time forbid more, but, in concluding,
let us gather up our points, and may God apply
them :(—

“ A little flock "’ we are, yet secure as under the
immediate care of the triune God ;



218 THE MESSAGE.

‘A little strength” we have, and with it we, negat-
ively, refuse to deny the Lord's name, and, positively,
hold fast His Word ;

‘“ A little reviving " we need, and pray for, and
He delights to give it again and again ;

‘“A little sanctnary,” when outwardly all is
ruined, is what we prove Christ to be amid turmoil,
confusion, and unrest; and

‘““ A little while" describes the measure of our
sojourn here till earth’s ‘‘day of small things
closes, and ‘‘that great and notable day of the
Lord " is ushered in by the appearing and kingdom
of Him Whom we love, for Whom we wait, and with
‘Whom we shall reign. 8. J.B.C

THE ELOQUENGE OF SILENGE.

P O Y 0

ESUS is taken before Pilate. The governor is
surrounded by those who are against this Man,
who they say is deceiving the people. He says,
‘“ Hearest thou not how many things they witness
against thee? But Jesus answered him never a
word.” In no court-room had such a sight been
gseen. The silence of innocence meets us. The
flower is crushed, but the perfume fills all the air.
I am not surprised that ‘‘the governor marvelled
greatly.” The eloquence of silence had spoken fo
him. His sense of justice is awakened. He begins
to take sides with the accused. He asks, ‘‘ What
evil hath He done?” The unreasoning mob cry
out, *‘ Liet Him be crucified.” Thus the scene goes
forward. The Creator is tried by the creature, and
the Holy is condemned by the sinful, yet He utters
not a word. Here we behold the dignity of silence,

and the silence of dignity.
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#|| Light on the subject: || *

Parables, Similes, Expositions, Reflections,
Br J. N, BABRETT.
e AT T R 2=

Raocecourse and Cemetery.

T Cheltenham (S.A.) the railway runs between
8 racecourse and & cemetery. On the one
hand is the noisy, excited gambling throng;
on the other, the city of the silent dead.

What different reflections are suggested in the
mind of the traveller as he glances through one
window or the other. The riotous folly of the Turf
may well represent the fiery excitement of this
world. The solemn quistness of the grave-yard
tells of the quenching of that fire in the cold waters
of death. The Course stands for the frivolous, the
empty, the ephemeral ; the grave-yard tells of the
true, the real, and the abiding.

The traveller to Eternity may decline to regard
the realities of death and after death, and, instead,
fill and feast his eyes with the madness of present
gain and enjoyment. Or, he may allow consider-
ations just and serious to turn away his eyes from
beholding vanities, and fix them upon what is so
solemnly true. Which is the wiser? Let death
teach me how to live, for the world cannot show me
how to die.

Shibboleth—the Pasaeword.

ROUD Ephraim was jealous of Jephthah's success
against the Ammonites, and picked their quarrel
with the men of Gilead to their own great
disaster. The incident at the fords is suggestive.
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Each man about to cross and strike for home was
challenged to say the fatal password. Upon this
simple thing hung life or death, and 42,000, who
could not frame to pronounce the word aright, fell
beneath the Gileadite sword.

The soul that would strike for home is still en-
countered at the waters of death. Is he to pass
safely over ? That depends on his saying the pass-
word. Alas, myriade have never learned it in a
lifetime, and at the crisis moment, when the only
thing worth knowing is the password through death
to heaven and home, they cannol pronounce it
aright, and they fall beneath the sword of a right-
eous God.

Let the rebellious sinner learn to say the paas-
word now. Let him not be offended if kindly
challenged to declare it by Christian friends. God
will at length require it, and only once will He
demand it.

The World like a Clock Dial.

HE external world is like the face of a clock, on
which certain motions are shown, and wbere
certain facts are indicated and registered.

But most people are quite unable to read the face
or dial, and to tell the time. Still fewer understand
the hidden movements behind the dial. Yet it is
these movements that are of the greatest importance.

Behind what is seen, but so rarely understood,
are spiritual forces both good and evil, and what is
seen is but the resulting product of their action.
To those willing and able to understand the secret
springs and wheels God shows the hidden mechanism
in His Word. ‘' The wise shall understand,” but
most people ook at the indications and at the signs
of the times like simple children, understanding
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neither the cause nor the effect.

Christians at all events should walk ““not as fools
but as wise,” and, noting the progress of evil, and
knowing its cause, wait with pafience and confidencs
for the intervention of Christ to put the clock right.

The Tap fixed in the Wall.

HE Ilittle boy in the Malles Scrub, during the
drought, heard with wonder how water flowed
anywhere in Melbourne by turning a tap.

1 have sixpence in my box,” said he, * and will
save it up and get a shilling, so you can buy a tap
and fix it in the wall.”

How many Christians are such taps, but with no
reservoir or supply behind. Turn them on or off,
and the result is the same—no outflow for the re-
freshment or useful service of the one who needs it
—of no use, and of little ornament. .

The tap in itself may be of little value, but it puts
the housewife, the gardener, &e., in communication
with the vast reservoir and its inexhaustible supplies.
But even a golden tap must be a fraud and a dis-
appointment if there i8 no inflow, and in consequencs,
no outflow. Am I connected with God's ocean ful-
ness, or only a fixture in the wall? Oh for reality
in all things, and, above &l], in things spiritual.

Currents.

URRENTS are of two kinds—the surface drift
currents, which are directed by the winds pre-
vailing during the season, and the changeless

deep sea movements, which, like the gulf stream,
are the result of constantly operating causes.

Truth is like the last. It is changeless as the
eternal Source from which it springs, and which
gives it being. Opinion, on the other hand, is a
surface drift, and constantly subject to change or
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modification. Let no one fear that, when opinion
veers and takes a new direction, truth is affected.
No; the mighty tide moves on full and irresistible
still, nor can its course and beneficent influences be
changed until the originating cause is deposed and
displaced—and that will never be.

Let no one be alarmed by the shifting uncertainty
of the surface driff of opinion, as long as the deep
sea current is rolling on in its majesty and strength.

The Tangled Skein.

IS8 M— N writes:—* Two little girls
were winding a skein of wool in our school-
yard one day. I watched them. They com-

menced at the wrong end of the wool in the firat
place. Next they came to a little tangle in the wool,
and tugged impatiently at it until a loose knot be-
came a tight one. Dragging away at if, they soen
had their skein in a very bad way, so I offered to
help. A little patience and the tangles were out,
and the wool quite straight.

*The smallest one looked up af me through a
maass of little curls, and remarked: ¢ You've tooken
all the tangles out, and next time I get it all tangled,
please miss, I'll bring it to you.’

“ Dear little girl ! the thought awept through my
mind of the One who has ‘tooken’ all my tangles
out, and the thought struck me that, if I took my
fresh tangles to Him at once, before they got very
tangled, I would often be spared the worry of trying
to unravel the tangles for myself.”

This extract suggests some useful considerations,
and reminds of the wise counsel, the tender heart
and ready hand of Jesus that solves difficulties,
wipes away tears, soothes away sorrows, and extri-
cates from a thousand troubles.




“ My son, if einners entice thee, consent thou not.”’—Pro. i. 10.

HEY came and tempted me to sin,
But I refused, for deep within
God whispered low— My son, say ‘No!’”

They said, ““ Come now and seo ‘the play,’
And dance and sing—be light and gay;"
I said, ¢ N—O, my lads, apells ‘ No!'"

They tried, with many a wink and joke,
To make me ““toss,” and drink and smoke ;
I was not slow to tell them “No! "

They offered me the billiard *‘ cue,”
They deslt the “ cards;’’ they pressed me, oo,
The ““dice " to throw. But I said ‘“ No!"

They tempted me with vicious books,
Enticing words and lecherous looks ;
I stopped them, though, with one stern “No!”

They sought to make me lower and hide
The flag I flew; I smiled, and cried,
With heart aglow—*‘ No! never—No! "

May be hed as a Leaflet.
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They sometimes tempt me even yet;
I argue not—they only get
That little “ No!" and off they go.

But does some lad enguire the way
He may be able thus to say
The needed ‘“No!" when tempted so ?

Trust Jesus Christ to save your soul,
And let Him all your life control,
And He will show how to say ““ No!"”

When tried, you then will breathe a prayer,
And grace will down the answer bear
And strength bestow to still say * No!™

And angels will with joy behold
You face the tempter’s ranks, and bold
Heaven'’s bugle blow, and ring out “ No!”

Oh think, Oh think what might have been
The bliss of some now sunk in sin
And shame and woe, had they said “ No!"”

Come, be a valiant Christian lad :
Hold fast the good, refuse the bad,
And stronger grow by saying ““ No!”
Help us to keep the colours high

And, by the grace of God, defy
Our soul’s great foe with faith’s brave ‘“ No!”

And when at last above we go,
The Home song shall the sweeter flow,
That while below we thus said ‘* No!*

8.J.B.C.
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* Whoasoever shall not receive the kingdom of God as a little child, he
shall in no wise enter therein.’’—ILuke xviil, 17 ; Rom., xiv, 17,
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HO knows how to take a gift ?
Any little child.
Ready to receive he stands,
Shining eyes and open hands,
Heart and action mild.

Not a doubt has he of love,
Full of faith and trust.

It is easy to receive,

It is gladness to believe
Love gives a8 it must.

He will take it happily,

As he knows it's meant.
If the gift be small or great,
Toy or coin, or half a state,

He is well content.

He returns the giver thanks,
Then he uses it.

Does not question for a day,

Takes the joy it brings straightway
For his service fit.

Lord, Thy kingdom is Thy gift,
@iven for love’s sake.

Help a little child like me,

All the grace it means to see,
And Thy love gift take.

Lord, Thou givest royally
‘What I could not win.
Help me, since I ever pray
For Thy kingdom day by day,
Straight to enter in.
—Marianne Farningham.



“Ye are My Witnesses.”
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MHAT ! Never a word to say

For Jesus, all Heaven's sweet theme ?
Abundance of words each day,

Yet never a word for Him.

You speak of each passing scene,
Of friends that your heart holds dear;
You speak of the things that have been,
You tell of each hope and fear.

‘Whatever attracts the eye,
Whatever detains the heart,

You notice in passing by—
Books, science, or trade, or art.

And yet, for your Lord and Friend,
‘Who charged you to keep His Word,
You cannot a moment spend
In telling His love abroad.

Oh! pity the wounded souls
That traverse your path to-day;
You know of the peace which rolls
Each grief and fear away.

Oh! bring them His House within,
Who drieth the mourner’s tear.
His blood has atoned for sin—
Oh, whisper this word of cheer.

Away with a faithless ples,
That cannot abide the light;
Be wholly for Christ, and He
Will teach you to speak aright.

His love will supply the power,

The measure, the mode, and the theme;
You have but the present hour !

O epend every breath for Him.



The Message.

e
The Battle of the Ages.

(1 Kines xxii.)
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BAT battleis it—Waterloo, Blenheim, Crecy,
Marathon ?

No, this battle is more akin to that
sanguinary contest of a coming day in the valley
of Armageddon (Rev. xvi.), where the armies of earth
and hell combins and unitedly and finally pit them-
selves against the hosts of God. Howbeit, that will
be to some extent a material eonflict, whereas the
battle we are referring to is intensely moral. It is
a contest between Belial and Christ; the powers of
darkness versue the forces of truth and righfeousness;
the kingdom of Satan againet the Kingdom of God.

Look for a few moments at this sad and mysteri-
ous strife as portrayed long ago in miniature.

Behold

the sinner fighting against God.

Abab is his name, and a sinner among sinners is
he, his whole life having been spent in hostility to
God. Alas, once more he takes the field, but 1f is
for the last time. The tragic issue of the battle
that has begun has already been foretold by Micaiah
the prophet, and soon Ahab’s hoary head shall be
laid low. Yes, soon shall his bloody corpse teach
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and warn of the folly, the weakness, and the fateful
end of an enemy of God.

‘“ The carnal mind is enmity against God ”’ (Rom..
viii.). Let us courteously, but plainly, ask you who
read, ‘ Have you ever accepted this unwelcome truth
as true of yourself? There is in your breast an evil
nature which is irreconcilable as far as God and the
holy claims of Hie law are concerned. Perhaps you
will not admit the fact. Yoar refueal to do so only
proves it up to the very hilt. Why do you kick
against it? For the same reason as I refused it for
many a day—my will was hostile to the will of
God, and I would not bow to His Word.

‘We have met with pleasant people in train and
tram; on the steamer and by the way; in coffee
palace and hotel—people willing enough to converse
on any subject but that of their soul's salvation.
The moment that has been broached, and a personal
appeal made, we have seen the lip curl, the eyes
glitter, and the flush of irritation and anger mantle
the brow; all of which has betrayed the latent
enmity of the heart to God.

“This is & hard saying,” you say. Well, hard
or soft, just sweep your eye through your Bible and
see if is not a true one. Secripture presents Adam’s
race as ‘‘ without strength "’ when Adam fell; ‘“‘un-
godly "' from the fall to the giving of the law; and
“ginners’’ from the law to Christ's day. Then the
Cross proves men to be “‘ enemies '’ of God (Gen. iii.
15; Rom. v. 6-10; Col. i. 21). I know that this
kind of doctrine does not obtain and go down with
the many, but remember, you must accept it before
you can get right with God!

The old story of Nelson and the French officer
illustrates our point. After a battle in which the
French were defeated, the French commander was
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brought before the great Admiral. Immediately, the
prisoner went up to him and frankly held out his
hand. But said Nelson, * Your sword first, sir, then
I will take your hand.”
So says God to you. He demands your sword as
the initial step to your full surrender. Your sword
is your will. Now, the moment your will abdicates,
you own three things :—
1. That you have been an enemy of God (James
iv. 4).

2. That you desire to be at peace with Him (Job
xxii, 21).

8. That you are ready to accept His terms of
reconciliation (Cor. v. 18, 19).

But look at Abab again, and see in him

the sinner armed,

fighting against God. The battle waxes hot and
surges to and fro. The shouts of the combatants ;
the clang and clash of steel; the roar of the war-
chariote ; and the groans of the wounded and dying
make the place hideous. The air is thick with
arrows, flying spears, and stones and missles
thrown by the terrible slingers and the engines of
war. Ahab, however, remains unhurt amid the
death havoc around. The man is cased in mail
from top to toe, and seems invulnerable.

And you, too, seem invulnerable to the Divine
shafts in the battle you are waging. Your whole
moral being is clad in Satanic armour. Have you
thought of this? If nof, we invite you to glance at
yourself in the Bible mirror. It has been well said,
*“The Bible is the only mirror into which vanity
cannot look.” Howbelt, is it not better to be
humbled by so doing than to elose your syes and,
in a state of mental obliquity, to rush on to your
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doom ?

In the old persecuting days one of God's servants
took refuge in the house of a Christian woman.
Presently in rushed the dragoons, crying, Where
18 the heretic? WHERE 18 THE HERETIO? WHERE
IS THE HERETIC?"

The woman said, ““Open that trunk, and you will
see the heretic.”

One of them did so, but saw only a looking-glass.
Said he, ¢ There is no heretic here.”

“Look into the glass,” replied she, ‘‘and you will
see the heretic.”

Fighter against God, look into God's mirror; not
to see other people, but to see yourself as God sees
you; and be not offended if & modern Nathan cries,
“Thou art the man.”

Behold the helmet of pride, and how exactly it fits
your haughty head. Nay, do not draw the vizor
down. Look on—

See how firmly rivettéd over your heart and
conscience is the breastplate of self-righteousness.

Look again at the shield of unbelief, with which
you foil the arrows of truth from the quiver of
God.

Look on still, and see fast gripped in your hand
the sword of human wisdom, with which you contend
with your Maker—returning evil for good, meeting
argument with argument, quoting text against text.

And what more shall we say about your loins
being girt round with indifference, and your feet
shod with procrastination, so that you view with
unconcern your reflection in the divine mirror, and
are tardy, indeed, to forsake ‘‘your own way'’ and
to tread the way of peace ?

What a sight for Heaven to look at—how sad,
strange, and solemn. Could you be worse? For-
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give the reply, but we must give it—You could, and
perhaps you are, for you may be disguised as well
as armed. Glance into the mirror again, and see if

you are
the sinner disguised,

fighting against God.

Ahab, King of Israel, went into battle disguised,
and so may you. You may be a total abstainer, a
Sunday-school teacher, a church member, and yet
be an unconverted sinner. You may be a deacon,
or an elder, or a church warden, and still be in
““the gall of bitterness.” You may even be a
parson, a professor of systematic theology, a doctor
of divinity, and yet be an enemy of God.

Thank God, many preachers are truly converted,
but there are those who enter the sanctum and
mount the pulpit with holy mien and sermon in
hand whose real character is disguised by their
external position. People say, ‘‘ What a good man
he is!” Of course, Satan does not employ profane
and immoral men in this secret branch of his dark
army, but rather those who are seemingly pious
and earnest, and moreover those who do not give
the people rank poison, but truth tinctured with
deadly error. Such men are ‘‘ deceivers,” and they
themselves are often ‘“deceived” (2 Tim. iil.).
Alas, they make the practice of religious deceit a
fine art, a8 did the Corinthian slow poisoners in the
Apostle’s day (2 Cor. ii. 17).

Reader, reader, you may be one of these, or only
“one of the common people,” knowing litile of
German Neology and Higher Criticism, but whoever
you are, God’s eye penetrates your profession and
sees your real personality and aim. Yes, and

the arrow of conviction
shall yet * pierce between the joints of your har-



292 THE MESBAGE.

ness,’”’ as the Syrian arrow found the weak point in
Ahab’s armour.

‘““A certain man drew a bow at a venture." We
do not know who ke was. Evidently his name was
unknown to fame. Neither does he appear to have
been a skilful archer, or ha would not have shot at
random, or ‘‘in his simplicity '’ (margin). Probably,
too, he never knew who his arrow slew. And he
whose words you now read may never know below
who his words reach.

** Full many & shaft at random sent
Finds mark the archer never meant.”

Stephen Grelet tells us he arrived one boisterous
Bunday afternoon at a little country chapel whers
he was tabled to preach, but no one was there. He,
however, went through the service, and preached
his sermon to an empty hall. Years afterward, s
stranger told him he was passing that chapel on
the afternoon referred to, and hearing a voice, he
went to the door and listened. A text from the
preacher's lips went home like a shaft from Heaven
to his-soul, and was the means of his conversion.
Ah! the arrow shot at a venture was guided by a
hand Divine, and found its mark.

May some such arrow reach you who read, it
never reached béfore, so that in soul distress you
shall ery out, “I am wounded.” Then, if you sue
for mercy, that arrow shall be withdrawn by.the
Great Physician's hand, and the wound healed with
Gilead's gospel balm. But if you set your teeth
and refuse, that arrow shall rankle and fester in
yonr soul forever.

You may say, ‘ Who are you to talk thus? "

He who writes is a humble servant of God, who
desires to be faithful to you, as the prophet Micaiah
was ta Ahab. The king put him in prison for
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telling the trutl, yet was e huppier far than were
tbe 400 falge: prophets who, prompted by “a lying
spintl,”’ gainsayed: his' words and. predicted: smooth
gs. to Ahab, urging him to'go to war with: the
s and: thus receive the fatal shaft.
“Turn thine- hand,” cried he to his charieteer,
* and carry me out of the host.

for I am wounded.”

'Unlm py man, even when the arrow of retribution
ing his blood, he would not humble himself

lmd turn to God. His dying body might be ‘‘stayed
&p-in- his chariot "’ till the setting sun went down in
darkoess, but he sought not the support of: the
everlasting arms, and eo his- soul passed out into
eternal gloom. We read of no appealing look for
mercy; no sighiof contrition, no tear of repentance.
Alas! he was obdurate to the end. He might be
incapacitated for active hostility, but his heart was
still charged with the old implacable venom—

“ enniity against God.” * And so,” we read, * the

king died, . . . and the dogs licked up his

Iﬁfood . . . according to the Word of the
or

Now, we are told of another king who had. ]omed
hands with Ahab, and who fought with him in.thia
same eventfal battle. He, too, had been counselled
by Micaish not to do 80, and also warned that if he
did, God would take sides with the Syrians against
him. Nevertheless, Jehoshaphat, King. of Judah,
perished noti in the battle. And why not? Bacause
when he was discovered by the foe, and about to be
slain, he did not brave it out like Ahab, but repented
and cried aloud to God for mercy, a.nd merey he
obtained (2 Chron. xviii. 81).

Which of these two examples will you follow?
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Will you yield unconditionally, like Jehoshaphat,
and receive mercy ? or, like Ahab, will you stiffen
your neck and rush madly against the thick bosses
of Jehovah's bucklers, till death tears off your
disguise, strips you of your armour, and drags you
as & naked sinner before Him Whose authority you
have dared and Whose grace you have spurned ?

Oh, men and women, indwelt by an immortality
that must run on parallel with the life of God, and
possessing souls which must praise for ever in bliss
or pine for ever in woe—we beseech of you, take
heed !

“TLet the potsherds of the earth strive with the
potsherds, but woe unto him who striveth with his
Maker.”” ‘“He is wise in heart and mighty in
strength who hath hardened himself against Him
and bhath prospered?’ ¢ Acquaint now thyself
with Him, and

be at peaocs,

thereby good shall come unto thee.”

God only contends with you that He might bless
you. He contends in grace, and not in judgment.
When He begins to act in judgment, one blast of
His nostrils will scorch, wither, and consume every
foe. But meanwhile He contends that He might
bring you to His feet as a suppliant for mercy, so
that He might embrace you in love, enrobe you in
grace, and enrich you in glory.

If, then, the arrow has gone home, cry out in
soul conviction, “I am wounded.”” But do not cry
out, like Ahab, to man ; cry out, like Jehoshaphat,
to God. Cry ouf—

“T yield, I yield, I can hold out no more ;
I sink by dying love compelled,
And own Thee Oonqueror.”

8.J.B. C.



Cbrist is T!

RE you mourning over sin, and longing for
assured forgiveness? Christ is all! “To
Him give all the prophets witness, that
through His name whosoever believeth in Him
ghall have remission of sins.”” Do you want peace
with God? Christ is all! “ Therefore, being justi-
fied by faith, we have peace with God through our
Lord Jesus Christ.” Do you want righteoueness ?
Christ is all! ‘“For He hath made Him to be sin
for us, who knew no sin, that we might be made the
righteousness of God in Him.”

Do you want to be sanctified? Cbrist is all!
‘ By the which will we are sanctified, through the
offering of the body of Jesus Christ once for all.”
Do you want to be kept from sin? Christ is all!
““ Wherefore He is able to save them fo the utter-
most that come unto God by Him, seeing He ever
liveth to make intercession for them.” Do you
want to be certain, unworthy as you are, that you
are an accepted peraon with a holy God ? Christ is
all! ‘““Having, therefore, brethren, boldness to
enter into the holiest by the blood of Jesus.”

Now, what can you want more ?

- “Oh,” says the trembling believer, “I want to
be quite sure that I shall be with Him af last.”
Christ is all! *“We know that when He cghall
appear, we shall be like Him, for we shall see Him
as He is " (1 Jno. iil. 2).

If you look at your feelings and your doings for
salvation, you are like a person trying to climb a steep
mountain of sand—every effort slides him lower.
Our poor feelings and our doings are as unstable
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and shifting as the sand ; there is nothing in either
for faith to take hold of. But when faith, looking
away from our feelings and doings, takes fast hold
of Christ, we are at once on the Rock of Ages.

Christ is rejected on earth—Christ is little. kers ;
Christ is exalted in heaven—Christ is all thee.
What a contrast ! The rejection or acceptance of
Christ makes an immense difference. It is quite
true that all the wretchedness and misery of this
world came by sin, but it is the rejection of Christ
that is the cause of its continuance. You see the
wretched drupkard, reeling from the ale-house, led
by a thin, pale-faced, half-starved child, its mother
having sunk into the grave, slowly murdered by him
who called himself a father and a husband. Abh,
poor drunkard, drunk or sober, the cause of all thy
misery is this: thou art a rejecter of Christ.
Christ in thy family would have turned a hell into
heaven. Look where you will on earth, it is a
Christ-rejecting world.

When Jesus looked upon the city of the Pharisees
He wept. The sectary may fight and wrangle, and
stamp and storm ; but the true Christian, when he
looks at the masses of rejecters around him, will
riot fight, but, weeping, seek to save. And what
grieves him most is, that much which calls itself
the Church dishonours Christ quite as much as the
world. What deceit! what covetoueness! what
selfishness, hatred, malics, cruelty, and oppression !
But enough! Look up. Oh, what & contrast in
heaven! ‘ Christ is all and in all.” No rejecters
there! _No deceivers there! No drunkards walk
the golden streets! No liars there! No slave-
drivers there! No sorrow, no pain, not a sigh, a.
groan, nor a tear there! Christ iz all/

—The late Charles Stanley.
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Full Assurance.

(In broad Scotch.)
===

“CI"HERE'’S nae salvation wears sae weel
in life, an’ fits sae close on a dyin’
bed, as the grace that comes oot o’
God’s ain hert, an’ which we have ta'en an’
no spurned.

“Oh, aye, haud Jesus Christ tae. a puir
perishin’ warl’: mak’ Him the heid an’ the
hert o’ a’ your preachin’. What would I be
the noo withoot Him, an auld dume, deein’
woman, ga'en doon to the cauld grave an’
outer darkness, jist like a withered leaf
droppin’ doun wi' the wintry blast on a
lanesone nicht.

“ But wi’ Christ, I'm jist like the laverock
that kens the mornin’ has come, and is ga'en
to rise frae its nest on the earth to mount
the lift, an’ wi’ its wee bit cheery sang, meet
the*risin’ sun.”

“ Have you no fears at all in crossin’
Jordan?”

“ Na, what should I be fear't frae when 1
ken Him Who is the life an’ the resurrection
on the ither side? I'm jist like a bairn
that's been awa’ on the fields puin’ flowers,
an’ I maun confess, a-whyles chasin’ butter-
flees, an' noo, when the sun’s fa’en, I'm
ga’en toddlin’' hame. I've a wee bit burnie
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tae cross; but, man, there’s the stappin’
stanes o’ His promises, an’ wi’ my feet firm
on them I've nae cause to fear.” After a
while, she again opened her lips, and was
heard to say—* He is wi’ me in the swellin’
o’ Jordan."”
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The Rigﬁt Translation,

SUBENE RO FHERE >

IN a Bible class recently the teacher was
l telling of the various translations of the
Bible and their excellencies. He spoke
of Jerome’s Vulgate, of Luther's German
Bible, of our own King James' Version and
how it was made. The class was much
interested, and one of the young men, that

evening, was telling a friend about it.

“T think I prefer the King James' Version
for my part,” he said; “though, of course,
the Revised is more scholarly.”

His friend smiled. ‘I prefer my mother’s
translation of the Bible, myself, to any other
version,” he said.

“Your mother's?” cried the first young
man, thinking his companion had suddenly
gone crazy. ‘‘What do you mean, Fred ?"

“] mean that my mother has translated
the Bible into the langnage of daily life for
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me ever since ] was old enough to under-
stand it. She translates it straight, too, and
gives its full meaning. There has never
been any obscurity about her version. Her
every-day life is a translation of God's Word,
and one that a child can read, and that
Jerome could not better. Whatever printed
version of the Bible I may study, my mother’s
is the one that clears up my difficulties.”

It was a true tribute and a beautiful one,
and it starts a vital train of reflection. It
should rouse not only all Christian mothers,
but all other Christians, old and young, to
consider what kind of version of the Bible
they are making out of their every-day lives.
Will the world learn what God’s Word really
means through our translation of it into
daily deeds, or will we obscure and falsify it ?
Suppose we come in contact with those who
do not know nor read the Bible—will our
version be so clear that they must remember
and revere it in spite of themselves? Or
will they say, and rightly, that, if that is
what Christianity means, they can do very
well without it? What about our translation
for to-day ? Can we not make it a truer and
clearer one, beginning with to-morrow? The
Bible has been translated into nearly every
language; and what the world needs now is
that it should be translated into every indi-
vidual Christian’s life, and translated right.



The Night of the Betrayal.

HELL has gone forth in power|
True hearts should wake and weep,
Can they not watch ane little hoar P
This night is not for alesp,
Earth trembles in the saale,
Yet knows notof the ﬂghl'.
And if her fearful foe prevail
It will be alwaya night.

npitying u the guvo
exce ad th. fms:e,
And mightier thlm the mounntiain wave
That sweaps o'er midnight seas,
The prinoe of darkneas ume
Woeto the hated race
man ean meot. ehnt brow of flame,
Or live before hisface P

No Beraplr's aword of light,
Beddened in righteous wrath
Flashed downward from the crysh.l height
To bar hell'a onward path,
No trumpet's warning ory
‘Rose through the ailent air;
No battle shonf. went forth on high
From guarding squadrons thete,

Above, the holy light
Slept on the mountain’s breast ;
Beneath, the tender breath of mxht
Huahed moaning woods to rest.
Yot ne'er ahall blackest night
Buch deepened horror mow
While stars lock down on Olives’ height,
Or Kedron's watars flow.

F%’ho grief hut-lgi‘lfo ed the night,
088 14111 Jul »
‘When His strong love—bright star! arase,
O’erfllling heaven with light P
The gentlest Heart on
Muast taste her sharpest woa;
The tender Flant of heavenly birth
Hell's flercest blast must know,

I of the wounded breast |

King! of the uncrowned brow!
‘What th.tu] heart shall bring Thee rest ?

What arm shall aid Thee now P
Lo, sheathed in shining light,

eaven's wondering warriors stand,

‘With pinions closed for downward ﬂlgh.b,

Wd:mg their Lord’'s command.
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But never comes that word ;
That night knowa yet no dawn,
And still must. each impatient eword
Bleep on each thigh, undrawn;
Only one Angel may
BEnter the darkened path
And the blest Suffever‘s spirit stay
To meet the coming wrath.

Poor Earth{ Go mourn beneath
Thy withered roses now;
Thy thorua alone may twine the wreath
To orown the Saviour's brow.
Alone His steadfast sye
Can oleave the rolling gloom,
‘Where that dread sentence flamea on high,—
The sinner's death of doom.

Yot firm as Carmel's might—
‘When the long-leaping tide
Bhivera its thousand shafts of light
Far up his patient aide—
Hia will unshakan stacds,
Thongh that wild sea of wrath,
Upsurging to ite ntmost banda,
Breaka foaming on Hina path.

Bott breezses of the Weat,
That, sighing as ye go,

Bear over on, with kindly breast,
Each whispered human woe;

Heve droop your wings aud die,
Low murmuring at Hia fest,

Till from His Cross He goes on high,
Then sound His work complete.

High Heralds of His birth,
Make His new honoura known !

Tell how the blood —deapised on earth—
Sparklea before the Threne |

Lo! struck from Btar to Star,
The graciouns echoes fall ;

To this poar world, that rolls afar,
Bweet comes the Saviour's aall,

8oft, as from weeping akies
Dropa the aweet snmmer rain,

Clear contea that call, through Babel ories,—
To ye, O sona of man |

Thrust not His mercy back,
‘Who claimg your hearts to-day.

Oh! ikigs His feet. Their wounded track
Hatb orimsoned all the way. B A

241
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Now or ])ever.

(The Churchwarden’s Conversion.)
> SONPR<

N the course of my gospel address, I know not
I why, I said ‘‘ There was a great eclock in hell,

with & large dial, but no hands to mark the
progress of time; it had & pendulum which swung
sullenly and elowly from side to side, continually
eaying, ‘Ever! never!’ ‘Ever! never!’"”* I also
figured the clock of time, with its pendulum, saying—
“ Now or never! now or never!”

This seemed to make a profound sensation among
the people; many stayed to the after-meeting—
theg would not go away until they had been spoken
with. Among others, the churchwarden came fo
me in a very excited state, and said, ‘ Whatever
made you say, ‘ Now or never | —now or never!’'?"”
He was like one beside himself with emotion when
he thought of the pendulum which I had described.
“Now or never!—now or never!" he kept on
repeating to himself, till at last he went away. . He
was far too excited to talk of anything else, or to
listen either.

Later on in the evening, we were sent for to come
in all haste to his house. There we found him in
great trouble of mind, and afraid to go to bed.
After talking to him for a short time, he went on
to say that he had a strange thing to tell us—*‘ that
that very morning he was lying in bed (he thought
he was quite awale), and looking at a little picture
of the crucifixion which was hanging over the fire-
place, he saw as plainly as possible some black
figures of imps and devils walking along the

*Bridsing and Krummacher have expressed somewhat the same ideo.
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mantelpiece with a ladder, which they placed
against the wall, evidently for the purposé .of
removing this picture from its place. He watched
them intently, and noticed that they seemed much
troubled and perplexed as to how they were to
accomplish their task.

Presently the bedroom door opened, as he thought,
and who should present himself bat ‘ Paul Pry"
(that was the name he had given to a Dissenting
preacher in the village, who wae & portly man, an
always went about with a thick umbrella under his
arm)—the veritable Paul Pry, umbrella and all,
standing at the door. He said to his visitor,
““ What do you want here?”” The phantom pointed
to the picture over the mantelpiece, and said, in
a quist, solemn way, ‘“Now or never! Do you
hear, man? Now or never!” The man was
indignant at this untimely intrusion, and bade his
visitor begone ; but, for all that, he still stood at the
door, and seaid, ‘‘ Now or never !—now or never!”
He got out of bed, and went towards the door, but
the figure disappeared, saying, ‘‘ Now or never !—
now or never!”

Then he got into bed again, and all was still for a
little while, when suddenly the door opened & second
time, and the vicar appeared,just as Paul Pry had
done, and came towards the bed, as if with a
friendly and aflectionate concern for his welfare,
and said, ‘“My dear fellow, be persuaded—it ie
‘now or never!’" Then, taking a seat at the
corner of the bed, with his back leaning against the
post, he went on talking, and eaying, again and
again, “ Now or never!”

The poor churchwarden remonstrated in vain
against being visited in this manner, and thought
it very hard; but the vicar sat there, and per-
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sistently said, ‘ Now or never!”’ He became very
angry, and bade him go out of the room imme-
diately ; but the vicar still said, * Now or never!”

“T will ‘now’ you,” he said, ‘““if you do not be
off;” and so saying he rose up in his bed, while the
vicar glided to the door, repeating *Now or never !’
and went away. The poor man, in great distress
of mind, turned to his wife, and asked her what
could be the meaning of all this; but she only
cried, and said nothing.

Then, who should come next but Mr. F——, a
quiet man of few words. He had thoughts, no
doubt, but kept them all to himself. He came
gliding into the room, as the vicar had done, sat on
the same corner of the bed, leant against the same
post, and in the quietest way poesible repeated the
same words, ‘“ Now or never!”

“Do you hear him?" said the poor distracted
man to his wife—* do you hear him? "

He got up, and said he would take the poker and
punish every one of them—that he would. The
strange visitor made for the door, and, like all the
resf, said, ae he disappeared, *“ Now or never!”

The poor churchwarden continued in & most dis-
tracted state, and during the day met all his three
“visitors who had caused him so much anxiety—
“ Paul Pry,” the vicar, and the quiet gentleman,
none of whom looked at him or spoke to him as if
anything had happened ; but when he heard me say
over and over again in the pulpit, ‘‘ Now or never ! ”’
pointing, as it were, to the ghostly pendulum
swinging there saying, * Ever!—never!" and
inquiring of the people, “ Do you see it? do you
hear it ?”’ it seemed to bring matters to a climax.
He said he turned and looked at the wall to which I
pointed, and almost expected to see the clock.
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I did not wait to hear more, but kneeling down, I
begged him to close with the offer of salvation
“now.”

There and then, by God’s grace constrained, he
did accept salvation, and yielding himself to God,
received forgiveness of his sins and the Holy Spirit.

e W~ N
# || Light on the subject: || %

Parables, Similes, Expositions, Reflections,

(Continued.)
Bx J. N. BARRETT.
ielriroinlslr B OYODYPO0Y

Servioces in the Dark.

G RECENT device for attracting people to church
is that adopted by a vicar in London, who has
the evening service conducted in the dark—
the service and the hymns being thrown on a sheef
from & lantern. So darkness is the draw, and by a
new expedient borrowed from the pit, the Holy
Spirit is again excluded ! We shall have illumipated
stage and darkened auditorium next, and the whole
procedure a performance under the patronage of the
prince of darkness.

Of couree, there are excellent reasons for this new
departure, this novel total darkness preaching. The
poor can come without having their poverty ex-
posed ! What a bankruptey of resource the church
has reached when this ie the last means of attract-
ing people to its services! Before long, darkness
shall cover the earth, and gross darkness the people.
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Is not the spreading shadow taking its movement
from the point where light has long shone the
clearest ?

Clouds.

HE clouds introduce infinite change, variety,
and beauty into our sky and into our sur-
roundings. Could we always tolerate a cloud-

less sky? And could the believer always find it ad-
vantageous to be in a state of continued prosperity ?
No, changes are needful. ‘‘ Because they have no
changes, therefore they fear not God,” says David,
and to be without the fear of God is worse than
having the dark, the storm, and the pelting rain.

God sends clouds in mercy. How grafeful the

shade after exposure to unvarying brightness!
How pleasant the cooling shower after the dust and
heat! How charming the beauty of golden clouds
for ever flushing round a summer sky! What a
canvas for painting the glowing colours of summer
and sunset! And even the black storm cloud is
needed to show off the rainbow’s lovely tints.
Thank God for clouds. They are a means of disci-
pline, too, and if He command the clouds that they
rain not (Isa. v.), even the Lord's land lies waste.
‘‘By the clouds He judgeth the peoples '’ (Job xxxvi.)

The Underground River.

N the Western States of America there is a river
which, after a full, bright, and useful course,
suddenly disappears. It plunges into the earth

and continues its course for miles underground, at
length appearing again, only to vanish after a time
as before.

May not this be a simile of the Christian life of

too many. At first bright, joyous, and admired by
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all, it flows on, conveying a blessing with it wherever
it runs. But at length the child of God turns toward
the world, and the beautiful life disappears. Some
would say it ia lost, but no, after a time it emerges
again—not another river, but the same stream flow-
ing, perhaps, in its fulness *‘ without a ripple or a
curve.” _

Oh to beware of worldliness which hides the life
and deprives all about us of its beauty and useful-
ness. Alas! some are 8o hidden in their course
that they are hardly known as Christians af all!
May our lives be brightly flowing in the sunshine
of God.

The By-Pass or Pilot Light.

CAME into the dining-room and found all
dark. But there in the gas lamp was a little
gpark that had been burning all day and

night for a year or more. A gentle pull at the by-
pass chain, and the room was filled with light.
Many a Meeting is a dim, dull place with no spirit-
ual brightness and gracious influence. Good it is
if under such circumstances there are two or three,
or even only one, maintaining fidelity to Christ,
and, in secret, pouring out their hearts to God.
They are like the pilot light in the lamp—always
burning, though never very much in evidencs, always
ready to communicate blessing to others when they
are ready to receive if, always patient though the
time seems long, and, we may say, always rewarded
when the Master's hand opens the obatructed way of
gpiritual energy and grace once more. Be ‘‘a pilot
light,"” constantly burning and ghining even though
most around you are usually cold and dark, or only
luminant upon special occasions. See Isa. xxx. 18.
It is the faithful hidden ones that set the rest aglow.
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Faith, Hope, and Love.
—i3e oottt —

VEBSEL which is constructed to stand upon:

3 three feet cannot stand upon one, or even

upon two, without being propped up. When

propped and stayed up, it will stand, to be sure; in

somé way; but there is effort and agency super-

added, which would be needless if the vessel were
allowed to rest by itself, upon its own feet.

So it is with the Christisn. He is intended to
rest in Christ, in & threefold way: as the Object of
Faith, and Love, and Hope. No man can really
and truly rest npon one, or even two, of these with-
out taking from God's Word, or addmg to it.

In ordinary life he cannot be happy if he does not
trust, and love, and hope. Imagine a man who can
trust no one; how harassed and distressed he is
with suspicions! Or suppose he is trustfal; yet if
he does not love anybody or anything, his present
life is marred by an insipid and doll selfishness.
Or take one who is trustful even to credulity ; buf
suppose he has no hope, his future is black, and
dark with forebodings, in trying to look into the
terrible elouds of darkness which stand before him.

80 much for man in hig finite life. But when
we remember that he is created for infinity, how
much more needful it is for him to have faith, love,
and hope combined! By this 1 mean,

Christ the Object of Faith, for salvation.

Christ Himself the Object of Love, for devotion
and service.

. Christ in. His coming glory, the Objeet of Hope,
for separation from the world.
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The Practice
of the Presence of God.”

(Translated from the French.)
—oss——

T is a just complaint of many books, that they are

ﬂ copies of copies, and grow fainter and falser, the

farther they are removed from the originals. An
guthor makes a book, to teach us what he ilas learned
from other books, which books are, perhaps, distant by
many descents from that which was produced from the
heart and experience of ite author. For this reason, the
judicious are fond of originals, although they may not
ave received the last degree of perfection of which they
were capable, but are left rude and unfinished. This is
the character of this little piece: whatsoever is wanting
in the skibl of the artist, ia richly recompensed by the
aimplicity of nature, and the force of trutg.

The following CoNvErsaTioNs and LETTERS are by
Nicholas Herman, of Lorraine, a mean and unlearned
man; who, after bhaving been a soldier and a footman,
was admitted a Lay- Brothsr among the barefooted Qar-
melites at Paris in 1666; and was afterwards known by
the appellation of Brother Lawrence.

S
CONVERSATIONS.

@H_E first time I saw Brother Lawrence was upon the
3rd of August, 1666. He told me that Gop had
done him a singular favour, in his conversion at the age
of eighteen.
That in the winter, seeing a tree stripped of its leaves,
and considering that within a little time, the leaves would

* Ahri from the original. The enlightened Christian reader must bear
in mind that the writer lived amid the cloistered shades of superstition, 250
i:.“ 8g0. Albeit, his innate knowledge of God and the parsonal intimacy

enjoyed with Him set each heart lonqing to reach a like experiance—an
exp oe which no & t of daotxinal intelligence can ensuxe if it exist
apart from personel piety. These Conversations and Letters have, doubt-
leas, been mirnculously preserved by God for the profit and good of those
of & later day.—EDIT0R,
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be renewed, and after that the flowers and fruit appear,
he received a high view of the Providence and Power of
Gop, which has never since been effaced from his sonl.
That this view had perfectly set him loose from the world,
and kindied in him a love for Gob.

That he had been a footman to M. Fieubert, the
treasurer, and that he was a great awkward fellow who
broke everything.

That he had desired to be received into & monastery,
thinking that he would there be made to smart for his
awkwardpess and the faults he should commit, and so he
should sacrifice to Gob his life, with ite pleasures: but
that Gop had disappointed him, he having met with
nothing but satisfaction in that atate.

That we ought to give ourselves up to Gob, with re-
gard both to things temporal and sﬁiritual. and seek our
satisfaction only in the fulfilling His will, whether He
lead us by suffering or by conrolation, for all would be
equal to a soul truly resigned. That there needed fidelity
in those drypesses, or insensibilities and irksomenesses in
prayer, by which God tries our love to Him; that then
was the time for us to make good and effectual acts of
resignation, whereof one alone would oftentimes very
much promote our spiritual advancement.

@HAT having resolved to make the love of Gob the
end of all his actions, he had found reasons to be

well satisfied with his method. That he was pleased when

he could take up a straw from the ground for the love of

@op, seeking Him omnly, and nothing else, not even His
ifts

That he had been long troubled in mind from a certain
belief that he should be damned. That this trouble of
mind bad lasted four years; during which time he had
suffered much.

That all bodily mortifications and other exercises are
useless, but as they serve to arrive at communion with Gop
by love; that he had well considered this, and found it
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the shortest way to go straight to Him by a continual
exercise of love, and doing all things for His sake.

That all possible kinds of mortification, if they were
void of the love of Gob, could not mortify a single sin.
That we ought, without anxiety, to expect the pardon of
our sins from the blood of Jesus CmrIsT. That God
seemed to have granted the greatest favours to the
greatest sinners, as more signal monuments of His
mercy.

That since that time he had passed his life in perfect
liberty and continual joy.

That in order to form a habit of conversing with Gop
continually, and referring all we do to Him, we must at
first apply to Him with some diligence: but that after a
little care we should find His love inwardly excite us to
it without any difficulty.

That when an occasion of practising rome virtue offered,
he addressed himself to Gob, saying, * Lorp, I cannot do
this unless Thou enablest me:” and that then he received
strength more than sufficient.

That when he had failed in his duty, he only confessed
his fault, saying to Gop, ** I shall never do otherwise if
you leave me to myself ; 'tis You must hinder my falling,
and mend what is amiss.”

That we ought to act with Gow in the greatest sim-
plicity, speaking to Him frankly and plainly, aud implor-
ing His assistance in our affairs, just as they happen.
That Gop never failed to grant it, as he had often
experienced.

In his business in the kitchen (to which he had natur-
ally & great aversion), having accustomed himself to do
everything there for the love of Gob, and with prayer,
upon all occasions, for His grace to do His work well,
he had found everything easy, during fifteen years that
he had been employed there.

That he was very well pleased with the post he was
now in: bhut that he was as ready to quit that as the
former, since he was alwaye pleasing himself in every
condition, by doing little things for the love of Gop.
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That as he knew his obligation to love Gop in all
things, and as he endeavored so to do, he had no need of
a director to advise him, but that he needed much a Con-
fessor to absolve him. That he was very sensible of his
taults, but not discouraged by them : that he confessed
them to Gop, and did not plead against Him to excuse
them. When he had 80 done, he peaceably resumed his
usual practice of love and adoration.

E told me that the foundation of the spiritual life in
him had been a high notion and esteem of Gob in
faith; which when he had once well conceived, he

had no other cere at first, but faithfully to reject every
other thought, that he might perform all his actions for
the love of Gop. That when sometimes he had not
thought of Gop for a good while, he did not disquiet
himeelf for it; but after baving acknowledged his
wretchedness to Gop, he returned to Him with so much
the greater trust in Him, by how much be found himself
more wretched to have forgotten Him.,

That he had so often experienced the ready suecours
of Divine Grace upon all occarions, that from the same
experience, when he had business to do, he did not think
of it beforehand ; but when it was time to do it, he found
in Gop, as in a clear mirror, all that was fit for him to do.
That of late he had acted thus, without anticiia.ting care;
but before the experience above mentioned, he had used
it in his affairs.

‘When outward business diverted him a little from the
thought of Gop, a fresh remembrance coming from Gop
invested his soul, and so inflamed and transported him
that it was difficult for him to contain himself.

That he was as much united to Gob in his outward
employments, than when he left them for devotion in
retirement.

That he expected hereafter some great pain of body
or mind; that the worst that could happen to him was,
to lose that sense of Gop which he had enjoyed so long;
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but that the goodness of Gop assured him He would
not forsake him utterly, and that He would give him
strength to bear whatever evil He permitted to happen
to him; and therefore that he feared nothing, and had no
occasion to consult with anybody about his state. That
when he had attempted to do it, he had always come
away more perplexed; and that he was conscious of his
readiness to lay down his life for the love of Gob, he
bad no apprehension of danger. That perfect resignation
to Gop was a sure way to heaven, a way in which we
had always sufficient light for our conduct.

E discoursed with me very frequently, and with great
openness of heart, concerning his manner of going
to Gop, whereof some part is related already.

Be told me, that all consists in hearty renunciation
of everything which we are sensible does not lead to G-op;
that we might accustom ourselves to a continual conver-
pation with Him, with freedom and in simplicity. That
‘'we need only to recognise Gop intimately present with
us, to address ourselves to Him every moment, that we
may beg His assistance for knowing His will in things
doubtful, and for rightly performing those which we

lainly see He requires of us, offering them to Him
gefore we do them, and giving Him t-hs.nis when we have
done.

That in this conversation with Gop, we are also em-

loyed in praising, adoring, and loving Him incessantly,
?or His infinite goodness and perfection.

That our sanctification did not depend upon changing
our works, but in doing that for Gop’s sake, which we
commonly do for our own. That it was lamentable to
see how many people mistook the means for the end,
addicting themeselves to certain works, which they per-
formed very imperfectly, by reason of their human or
selfish regards.

That his prayer was nothing else but a sense of the
presence of Gop, his soul being at that time insensible
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to everything but Divine love: and that when the ap-
pointed times of prayer were paat, he found no difference,
because he still continued with Gob, praising and bless-
ing Him with all His might, so that he passed his life in
continual joy; yet hoped that Gop would give him some-
what to suffer, when he should grow stronger.

That we ought not to be weary of doing little things
for the love OE Gop, Who regards not the greatness of
the work, but the love with which it is performed. That
we should not wonderif, in the beginning we often failed
in our endeavours, but that at last we should gain o habi?,
which will naturally produce its acts in us, without our
care, and to our exceeding great delight.

Contiuued (p.v.) naxig month.

R L L TR
THE GOOD SAMARITAN.

(SEVEN C's.)

[ 0 Pl VAN LY Y R IR Y
1st, Jericho, the city of the Curse.
2nd, Came to where he was.
8rd, Had Compassion on him.
4th, Cured—* poured in oil and wine'’' (Ps. civ.15).
5th, Carried. on his own beast.
6th, Cared for—* two pence.”
7th, Coming—"'* when I come again.”

J. C. L.
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2 Cor. ii. x4, 15.

TAKE this word, and apply it to yourself in ite
power. Are you leaving the savour of Christ
behind you in every place, as perfume is left
behind by those who carry it—so sweet as to be
unmistakable wherever left ? G. V. W.
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“Now to him that worketh is the reward not reckoned of grace,
bat of debt. But to him that worketh not, but believeth on Him that
1ust’i§e)th the ungodly, hia faith is counted for right " —(Rom.
1v. &-5.

<O IR O PRI >

FRIEND of mine once took a large
class of children, and wanted to teach
them what

“OF GRAGE" AND “OF DEBT”
meant.

So she held up a ginger biscuit and said,

“'This biscuit will go to anyone who can
say the text set to be learned without a
mistake. So when I hold it up and say,
* This is the reward that I owe as “of debt,”"’
I shall mean that anyone who can earn it by
saying the text can have it.

“But this one is to be for anyone who
doesn’t deserve it or earn it, if they will
believe me and take it freely, for nothing.
So I shall say ‘ This is of grace.’”

All the children were most attentive, and
watched closely.

“Of Grace™ and “of Debt.”
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Then the teacher held up a biscuit, and
said, “*‘ This is the reward and “of debt;"”’
who will have it ? "

A little boy stood up at once and said the
text, and the  biscuit was given to him, for
he had earned it. Then another was held
up, and the teacher said the same thing
again.

There was a pause, for not many could
say the text properly; however, a little girl
stood up and said the text, and got it.

But a great many could never get the
biscuit, because they had failed to learn the
text. .

Then the teacher held up in her hand a
biscuit, and said, “ This is a free gift, and
‘of Grace,'”’ who will have it?"”

Fifty little hands were held up in a
moment, and the free gift was given to
many who did not earn it and get it as the
payment of a debt, but simply believed and
took it as a free gift.

Then the teacher told them simply that
none of us had earned or could earn Salva-
tion, for all had sinned ; that we could never
get it, nor would God give it as ““ of debt ”
owed to us for what we had done.

But that it was “ of Grace," because f[lesus
bore the curse that the blessing might be
offered to * whosoever will " (

S. S.



Beware of Pride. "

LY

MISSIONARY in the South Sea Islands
gave an old converted chief his boat
instead of his dug-out canoe, and as

he sailed in and out among the islands, the
people looked at and envied him, and he
began to be proud of his position. This
affected himspiritually,and finally,after a few
weeks, he came to the missionary and said:

T have brought back the boat.”

“ Why ?" said his friend ' What is the
trouble ? Isn't she seaworthy ? "

“Yes, she is a splendid boat; I wish that
I could keep her, but I can't.”

“ Well, what is the trouble ? "

“ Ah!" said the old chief; ‘I want to tell
you that when I sit in that boat, and sail in
and out among my fellow islanders, it lifts
me above them, and makes me proud, and
that brings back all my other bad feelings.”

How soon the old Adam pride crops up:
face pride—pride of ouf good looks! race
pride—pride of our natural connections;
grace pride—opride of our spiritual progress.
Let us mortify pride by foregoing anything
and everything that fosters it.

“Qut of the heart proceedeth pride” (Mark
vii. ). **When pride cometh, then cometh
shame"” (Prov. xi. ). *The pride of life is
not of the Father” (1 Jno. ii. ).
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-> MOMENT BY MOMENT. <
(Isa xxvil, 3.)
-SEH
A PEBBLE at the source may turn the stream another
way ;
A tiny atom in the eye may hide the light of day;
A broken string upon the lute may mar its sweetest
strain;
Tpon hg:ile weakest link depends the strength of all the
chain;
A hidden leak may sink the ship that else all storms
might weather;
The whispered word may break the tie that binds two
hearts together.

And like the pebble in the brook, ons thought may hinder

grace;

One wizh, like atom in the eye, may cloud thy Father's
face;

Like paseing chord, one word may mar the joy that God
hath given;

One act, like broken link, prevent thy leading souls to
heaven;

One sin indulged, like hidden leak, may wreck thy life
for ever;

And unbelief, like slander’s tongue, love’s golden cord
may sever.

O Lord, in utter helplessness I bring my heart to Thee,

All its unguarded entrances Thine eye alone can see;

I have no power to stand against the smallest thought
of gin,

And even as I kneel in prayer some secret foe glides in;

But time's small sandes fall one by one, and moments
make each hour,

Then every moment as it comes, Lord, keep me by Thy
power.



The Message.

777 N\N

Michael [)onovan;

Or, THE “'ORDER” OF JESUS CHRIST.
<RI 0 0 0 K OCD R0 00 08 8 K 00 >

PON a bright and calm summer evening, after a
day of hard study, I went for a walk along one
of the beautiful roads which lead from the

city of Waterford, in the south-east of Ireland.
Bauntering easily on my way, half buried in thought,
and half drinking in with conscious delight the fresh
air and brilliant sunshine, my attention was arrested
by the voice of an old man by the wayside, who
asked for alms. Turning my look towards him, I was
much struck with his tall and dignified appearance,
as he stood with staff in hand, his snow-white beard
flowing down his breast.

“My friend,” I said, *“if I may judge from your
appearance, you are & very old man—the snows of
many years are upon your head and bosom."

“You may well say that,” he replied ; *‘ only last
week I completed my threescore and eighteen years.
Strange things bhave 1 seen in my day—more
changes than I could tell, and the real old times
seem to have slipped away alfogether.”

“Yes; and old men like you like to linger upon
the past. I hope, however, you have not neglected
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to think upon the future? "

“Oh,” he answered, ‘I have not forgotten the
care of my precious soul. I have laboured hard, sir,
to make my peace with God, and have followed the
advice of my Church in all her holy requirements.
Poor and despicable though I seem, I am a member,
sir, of the blessed order of St. Francis, and of the
blessed order of St. Benedict, and of the blessed
order of St. Joseph, and I hope soon to belong to
the order of the Holy Virgin, ‘blessed above all
women.” When once I enter that high and sacred
order, I hope to be ready for God’s summons from
this life.”

“] am glad,” said I, *that you have not been
heedless of the great interests of the other world ;
but I am a member of a far higher order than any
of those which you have mentioned.”

* Pray, sir, what order is that? "

“] am a humble, unworthy member of the order
of the Lord Jesus Christ.”

‘1 never heard of that order,” said he; ‘it must,
however, be in truth a high one; for Jesus Christ”
(bowing) ‘is -above all. But how did you gain
admission into it? You are a very young man;
you must have paid a large sum for the privilege.”

*You are right as to the greatness of the order—
for ‘a Christian is the highest style of man '—but
completely wrong as to the difficulty of becoming a
member of it. I paid nothing for the safety and
the honour. Upon application I was received, and
at once, ‘ without money and withoui price’; and
you, my aged friend, may also be numbered among
ite happy members with a similar ease and prompti-
tude, and upon the like terms as I was.”

*“Can it be possible,” said he, ‘‘that your words
are true? I never heard before of religious privilege
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without a payment. I should like to be & member
of the order of the blessed Saviour. Tell me, sir,
what must I do to obtain admission? What did
you do?

With clearness, simplicity, and loving pathos, I
set before the aged beggar the Gospel of the Son of
God—told him of the fulness and freeness of the
salvation which was purchased on the cross, and
how no qualification was required from the sinner
who penitently received it. To illustrate the facility
and speed of the Divine remedy, I employed the
typical act of Moses in raising the brazen serpent
amidst the camp of Israel, upon which whoever
looked lived, though he had been in the last agony
of death.

As I proceeded, the expression of the old man’s
face changed from curiosity to wonder, and from
wonder to awe. Then there was an evident struggle
to repress emotion—the eyelids moved quickly, and
the muscles worked in the throat. At last, however,
restraint became impossible. The tears coursed
each other rapidly down hie flushed and furrowed
cheeks, while he sobbed out, *‘ Thank God, sir, that
ever 1 saw your face, or heard your voice. Oh, sir,
you have been as an angel of God to me. Long,
long have I been hungering and thirsting for such
news a8 you have brought to my ears. It is indeed
God’s own Gospel ; and long as eternity shall I have
to bless God for your making known to me its
precious and marvellous truths.”

After a time he said, * Sir, would you condescend
to pray with me? "

“ Gladly, if there were opportunity; buf it would
not be seemly to kneel upon the public road.”

The old man, with me close behind, crossed
through an opening in the hedgerow beside the
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public path, then moved along the dry bed of a

ditch, and soon reached the hollow of a field, which

ivaal shaded with hawthorn and hazel. There we
nelt.

If ever I prayed in my life, it was then. My soul
was full of Christ, and felt His sacred power; and
my aged companion, a8 I could observe, made known
the sympathetic emotion of his soul by swayings to
and fro, and floods of tears and sobs, and broken
responses.

How long we remained in prayer I cannot tell;
for wa were both borne beyond the note of time by
the intensity of our feelings. At last we rose to our
feet and looked into each other's face.

‘ Pardon me, sir,” said he; * you cannot imagine
what new joy you have been the means of bringing
into my once desolate heart.”

» * » * * *

An unexpected summons called me to a distance
from the town, and more than a fortnight elapsed
before I returned. Soon I sought for a meeting with
my aged friend, but the attempt was in vain.

At last I obtained intelligence of the guarter of
the town where he had lived, and proceeding thither,
after a long and persevering search, found the house
which it was known he used to inhabit. It was
situated at the lower part of a narrow and squalid
lane. When the door was opened, I inquired for
Michael Donovan. A woman answered, *‘ Is it Mike
you mean? Oh, eir, he is dead and buried. Last
week we laid him in his grave.”

“How did he die? "’ I asked.

‘A strangs death he had, sir. When he turned
real bad, we think that at times his mind wandered ;
for we could hear him talk about a serpent that bit,
and of a serpent that healed, and again of the power
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of a look, ‘Only of a look,” he would say, ‘to the
cross of the blessed Jesus—holy be His name!’ "

*“Was he happy then?"”

““He seemed very easy in his mind; and when
the last hour came he was more than happy. A joy
such as I had never seen on him before rested on
his face. Looking up, as though he saw someone,
he faintly said, ‘ Blessed Lord." They were the last
words he spoke, sir. As we held him up, his head
dropped back, and all was over.”

What was a riddle to the persons in that wretched
bome was none to me. Of the serpent which the
dying man talked about in words so strange to them,
I knew the explanation. My illustration—QGod’s
illustration,—taken from the brazen serpent, had
been a key which unlocked to his faith the mystery
of the Gospel; he had learned from it Whom fo
believe, and how to believe, and his mind loved to
dwell on the light which his soul had derived from
the simple, but pregnant representation of Seripture.

This man heard the Gospel only once, and at once
received it. Alas! for those who hear the Gospel
a thousand times, and yet neglect it. H M
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“Peace, be still.”

cAbeY He rose, and with sovereign will
He hushed the storm fo rest;—

“Ye waves,” He whispered, “ Peace, be sfill”;
They calmed like a pardoned breast.

So have | seen a fearful storm
O’er wakened sinner roll,

Till Jesus’ voice, and Jesus’ form

aid—" Peace, thou weary soul.”

(McCheyne.)
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The First Invention.

WL M R I MEITHAPHMAR N TN

% Lo, thia only have I found, that God hath made man ufright; but
they have sgought out many inventions.””—EocoL. vii. 29,

——t <

0-DAY is a day of many inventions, as the

numerous and congested Patent Officea of

the world abundantly witness. New ideas

are constantly originated; new designs, ekilfully

developed ; new discoveries, quickly applied. Man

has become 8o clever that what ie regarded to-day

ag8 the limit of human possibility may be cast aside

fo-morrow as obsolete, and replaced by something
else more daring and up-to-date.

““Ye shall be as Gods"’ (Elohim) was the serpent'’s
lie of old, the echo of which still rings in the heart
of man. *‘Woe shall soon learn to fly,”" people say ;—
* Science will ere long vanquish disease’;—‘In
time, we sball devise means to tap the clouds.”
Thus they talk, speculate, and aspire. True, both
death and life baulk man as much as ever ; yet does
he hope to invent that which shall annul the one,
and discover that which shall create the other.

There is, however, one invention which has never
been superseded by a better, or rather, by a worse.
No Edison, no Maxim, no Marconi, has attempted
to displace i, or even to improve upon it. From time
to time fresh names have been given to it, and
often has it been adapted, advertised, and applauded,
in some modern form, as something new; buf, sub-
stantially, it has elways remained the same.

The invention we refer to is the oldest one extant
—it is the first invention. The first invention is
found in the first book of the Bible, as the first dis-
covery of our first parents after they had fallen from
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their first estate :—
et AT S St o o B
aprons ” (Qen. ili. 7).

Thus did they invent, labour, and adopt; and,
doubtless, for & while they were well pleased with
the resulf of their inventive genius. Likewise many
to-day are equally well satisfied with their aprons of
respectability and religiousness with which they
essay to hide their true eondition from their fellows.
But did the firat invention prove to be the success
its originators desired ? Itdid not. Lookatthem as
they hear the voice of God! That questioning voice
makes them tremble, and fills them with shame and
fear. Hark to the Divine challenge !—‘ Where arf
thou?"” Mark how it draws them forth from behind
the trees where they have fled to hide, and brings
them into the presence of God, cowering with guilt
and dismay. List to Adam’s faltering accents:—

“And he said, I heard Thy voice in the garden, and I was afraid,
because I waa naked ; and I hid mysell.”

Religioue but Christless reader, bear with one who
has & care for your soul, and cast not this paper
down with an expression of contempt or irritation.
Be assured that the covering with which you are
trying to conceal your real state will not deceive
God. No invention, however subtle and well ex-
ecuted, can do so. You may deceive your most
intimate acquaintance, and the devil may so deceive
you that you may succeed in deceiving youraelf
but He whose eyes are as “‘ flames of fire " will ere
long search you, expose you, condemn you; and
make you see, feel, and admit what you really are.

** Who told thee that thou wasi naked?
is God's next enquiry of man. Who? I was
conscience that told him. Yes, conscience, which
man prides himself on; conscience, which is really



2668 THE MESSAGE.

the only good thing in him ; conscience, which raices
himm morally above the level of the brute :—it was
conscience which made Adam afraid to meet God.

Yot did God in His grace provide means whereb
dur first parents might be suitably clothed; ds 1t
is wriften :—

“Unto Adam l.lso uld to his wife, did the Lord God make coats of
skin, and clothed them.’

This was grace—now sweetly and perfectly un-
folded in the gospel. Oh! wha.t a contrast there
was, and still is, between man’s poor endeavour and
God’s rich provision. Notice three points of differ-
ence betvﬁeen the ‘‘aprons of fig leaves,” which
formed man's first invention; and the *‘coais of
gkin,” which was God’s first invention after man fell.

1. The aprons were obtained ** without shedding of
blood " ; but Adam and Eve could only be clothed with
the coats, after the beasts, of whose skins the toats
were made, had been slain.

Probably the slain beasts had been offered in
sacrifice, and thus our first parents and their im-
mediate posterity got a dim idea of the righteous
way of approach to God, and also of how man could
be righteously accepted before God. But, be this
as it may, it is plain that death had to take place
ore man could be clothed.

Thanks be to God, Jesus has died, and by His
blood He has opened a way of access to God, so that
all who put their trust in Him can know Him as
their righteousness before God (2 Cor. v. 21).

Observe yet another contrast :—

2. The aprons were the invention of man’s wisdom,
and the work of his hands; but the idea of the coats
originated in the mind of God, and Hr made them.

The root argument of the gospel proves that the
only. righteousness which avails with God is of His
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own providing! In other words, it can be nothing
more, and it must be nothing less than Christ/
Everything else in His sight is regarded as * filthy
rags,”t however much ingenuity and labour we ma,
have expended on it. Our true wisdom is displa.yady:
not in trying to better our state, but in owning how
helpless we are, and in receiving ‘‘ the gift of right-
eousness "' which God offers to all (Rom. v. 17).

Notice yet one more contrast : —

8. The “aprons™ covered our first parents to their
own satigfaction, but only for a while; whereas the
coats clothed them as long as they needed to ba clothed,
and to the complete satisfaction of God.

How true is the application of thia. There are few,
if any, but what will admit that, whatever they are
in their own eyes and in the eyes of others, they
are not all they ought to be in the sight of God {—
“If Thou, Lord, shouldest mark iniquities, O Lord,
who shall stand ?”’ (Psa. cxxx.)

But, says one and another, “I am trying to do
the best I can.” Alas! man's best is a very uncertain
quantity ; and even if he attain to it, what a miser-
able pittance it is with which to meet the tremendous
claims of God's law. If, however, the sinner will
own his incompetency, and accept God's provision,
God will forgive him, cleanse him, justify him, and
80 clothe him in Christ that not a vestige of his
former state shall be seen.

Beloved fellow mortal, cease to adapt and adopt
man's first invention; or else, when you hear the
voice of God, you will most surely flee and hide
from Him. Be warned in time that no ‘‘apron,”
however closely woven, will cover your sinful con-
dition at *‘the great white throne.” There every
disguise shall be exposed, and every character re-
vealed. Yea, the very * secrets of men’'s hearie’
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ghall then be laid bare, and shame and fear—the
two sad marks of the fall—shall fill every guilty
breast with despair.

Be wise, then, and have this matter settled at
once, and in God's perfect way, by accepting Christ
in His sufficiency and supremacy as God’s marvellous

and gracious provision for your deep need.
“Btand fast in Christ ; ah! yel sgain
He teacheth all the band,
If human efforts are in vain,
In Ohrist it is we stand !

®he &uangelist. |

SN ENEG B

F we had to offer to the world a Gospel of rites,
the form of our preaching would be sacerdotal.
If we had to offer a Gospel of thoughts, it would
be professional and didactic. - But we have a Gospel
of fact, and therefore we preach. Not we perform,
not we argue—we preach. The metaphor in the
words is full of instruction. We are ‘‘ heralds,”
‘“criers,” ‘‘tellers of a message.” We have not
evolved the message from our own brains: we have

received it from God.

Yet there should be a tone of pleading, urgency
of invitation. It is not enough that we deliver our
message plainly and faithfully. If we have any
conception of our work, and are in communion with
our Master, we shall feel that we poorly represent
it unless we plead with men. The voice tremulous
with earnestness, persistent in entreaty, is, at its
softest and most winning cadence, but & poor echo
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of His. But it will carry further than the thunders
of & whole park of logical artillery, and move hearts
a8 nothing else will. Let us not be afraid of letting
ourselves down. Let us not be ashamed-of the tear
and the tremor. We have much more need to dread
and be ashamed of an unloving handling of the
message of love, & transposition of it into another
key which mars its musie,

There is a doctrinal preaching in which Christi-
anity is presented rather as a system of metaphysics,
theological abstractions, than as the proclamation
of a great fact, and a living, loving Saviour. There
18 no danger in doctrine, but there is much danger
in doctrines cut loose from Christ, doctrines hiding
Him in their misty folds. It is possible to hide the
Cross behind the cobwebs of doctrine, be it ever so
orthodox. Let us take heed that we do not conceal
Him by the interposition of what is meant to reveal
Him, and that we set Him forth as what He is—
‘ the beginner and finisher of our faith.”

( Adaopted. )

= >DERDECIDCIDEU I
*“Love not the World.”

YOUNG man in a boat broke an oar.

g A sudden rain storm was coming up, but

he was so desirous of securing a duck he had

shot, he neglected to go ashore while he could. The

squall drove him far from land, and with but one

oar he soon found himself helplessly drifting out to
gea.

After weary waiting, a sloop was at length seen

making for him, and as soon as it was in hailing
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distance of the boat the captain bade the man jump
aboard the instant the sloop came alongside, as it
was sailing under a strong wind. The order was
obeyed. He jumped and caught the taffrail with
both hands.

“Baved!" you say

No; for no sooner had he seized hold than he
was pulled back, fell into the water, and was seen
no more, a8 the sloop dashed onward in its course.

He had tied the boat’'s painter about his loins,
and so the weight of the boat dragged him down
into a watery grave. In trying to save his game he
was driven out to sea; and then in trying to save
his boat he lost his life.

One sin—one darling sin clung to instead of
Christ, may ruin your soul for ever. Oh, what folly
to risk a never dying soul for a straw!

* KK K Kk kK K kK kK

“Ye serve the Lord Christ.”

B — ———

OMEONE has said: ““I ghould have been proud
to have held the spy-glass for Columbus; to
have picked up his fallen brush for Michael

Angelo; to have carried Milton’s bag; to have
blacked Shakespeare’'s boots; or to have blown the
bellows for Handel.”

But if to a discerning mind it is a proud distinc-
tion to render a trifling service to human greatness,
who shall express the glory, the joy, the dignity of
service, however lowly, which is rendered fo the
Son of God.
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#* || Light on the subject: ||

Parables, Similes, Expositions, Reflections,
(Continued.)
Br J. N. BARRETT.

—— - RPN
Saved at any time.

u @AN a man be saved at any time?”’ inquired——.
“No," I replied, “ & man can only be saved
when he wants to be saved.” This evidently

hit my friend, and I continued, *‘You could have
been saved long ago if you had desired it. Perhaps
you have at fimes had a languid wish, a passing
sepiration after Christ, but a stronger selfishness
has throttled the emotion at its very birth. Now,
probably, your spiritual desires are weaker and less
frequent. When the last desire has come and gone
without stirring you to action, then your chances of
salvation will have gone, t0o."”

A man can only be saved when he wants to be.
If there is ever so faint a desire to escape from evil
and to enjoy the salvation of God in Christ, let it be
availed of. Do not wait for another or a stronger
movement. Come to God at once. Are you hunger-
ing for the Bread of Life? Why wait till the pangs
of hunger grow more keen? Alas, appetite may
quite decline, and who knows whether it may ever
return ?

Fallow Ground.

GFTER the soil has been repeatedly cropped it is
rendered poorer and less productive. To re-
store its power, the farmer opens it with the
plough, and leaves it to the action of air, sun, and
rain for a season or fwo. The ground lies fallow,
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and has its period of rest. During this time the
favourable action of air and changing weather
restores its strength. The ground yields nothing,
but it is receptive of wholesome end strengthening
influences, which prepare it to yield good harvests
again.

Even so there are seasons when the mind, the
life, the soul, the man must lie fallow under the
influences of the divine presence and grace. All
spiritual service impoverishes the soul, and times of
rest beneath the restoring beams of the Sun, and the
dews and rains and gentle airs of the Spirit are
absolutely needful. At the same time rest must
not be too protracted. The fallow ground must be
broken up, or else the sowing may be among thorns
(Jer. iv. 8). The weeds may come back into the
fallow as well as the restored vigour.

SBleeping Sicknass.

HE strange malady known as the sleeping sick-

ness is prevalent in parts of tropical Africa.

It seizes upon its victim who i8 unable to throw

off the drowsiness which recurs in spells of increas-

ing frequency and duration. At last the patient
dies from exhaustion or starvation.

Surely a somnolence of a spiritual and even more
deadly sort holds myriads in its power. Symptoms
of unconsciousness, insensibility, and an utter ab-
sence of any recognition of awful and eternal facts
that make their appeal to the soul, show how des-
perate the malady is.

Nor is there any remedy within human reach that
can waken and stir the soul from its death-like sleep.
Yot if the sinner be not awakened he will drowse
away the day of salvation, and in Rternity will
awake to sleep no more for ever.
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Only the Holy Spirit can touch the torpid soul
into painful sensibility. Oh, for grace to cry aloud,
and constantly to depend upon His sovereign skill
and power to effect this.

Testing and Proving.

GN examination is for testing progress; and pro-
motion to a higher class or grade depends on
passing in the lower. In God’s achool there

are frequent examinations and testings. They are

almost sure to come before an important service is
entrusted to the believer's hand. All the saints,
and even Christ Himseli, were thus tried and proved.

Of Joseph it says, *‘ Until the time that his word

came (to pass), the word of the Lord tried him."”

David’s faith was proved in the encounter with the

lion before he was allowed to confront Goliath. The

Lord often tested His disciples (John vi. 6). He

Himself was tried, and in the examination He stood

every test, and by God’s Word overcame every foe.

Those who break down every time are ‘‘reprobate,”
and are at last “rejected’ (Jer. vi.) or ‘‘castaway"’
(1 Cor. ix.)

The testing time may come at any moment, and
we may well pray, ¢ Lead us not into temptation.”
(Compare Matt. iv. 1). Happy is the man who can
speak with David, and with David’s Lord, as in
Psa. xvii. 8.

A Word on Gharaater.

@HARACTER is that which marks and stamps a
man. But the stamp is not first outward ; it
is inward, and shows through the transparent

medium of a man’s daily life. In fact, spirit is

character, and the spirit of a man comes out in his
words and ways, as in Luke ix. 55. A man of evil
spirit shows evil character; one posgessed by the
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Bpirit of God alone can show a Christ-like character.
In morality without Christ, a certain nobility of
character may be built up by careful training and
constant self-control. This is laborious and slow,
and for God the life is as fruitless as the Sahara.
But a man of no character, that is, a notorious sinner,
may in a day obtain a new character, and one ex-
ceeding the results of fifty years' culture, if he
receives the pardon of sins and the Holy Gbost.
He is at once a new man, and, without any tedious
process, without any painful effort, he may by a
child’s dependence display a character entirely new.
Only let the Spirit henceforth possess the man, and
he is immediately and permanently transformed.

The Two Chains.

HE chain of humanity began wth Adam. He
was the first link, and upon him all the other
links depended. With the breaking of the

first link the whole chain fell, never to be restored.

But God is the God of resource. He replaces the
old link which had broken by the golden link of
Christ. In Him a new beginning was made. But
can the old chain be joined to the new link? No!
Thus, neither is the first link repaired, nor the old
chain restored. With a new golden first link there
is a new golden chain, the strength and stability of
which depend upon the first link,—Christ—and He
will never fail (Isa. xlii. 4),

Glorious chain of new humanity, and wondrous
grace that gives us a place in it! As is the firsf
link, so is the chain (1 Cor. xv. 48). The breaking
of that link in Adam shows the character of every
link in his chain. But ag is the firet and heavenly
link in the new chain, so are all the other links—
golden, beautiful, enduring.
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Service.

—————{—

ONNECT your service with nothing but God, not
with any particular set of persons. You may
be comforted by fellowship, and your hearf

refreshed ; but you must work by your own individ-
ual faith and energy, without leaning on anyone
whatever ; for if you do, you cannot be a faithful
gervant. Service must ever be measured by faith,
and one’s own communion with God. Saul even
may be a prophet, when he gets among the prophets,
but David was always the same, in the cave or any-
where. Whilst the choicest blessings given me here
are in fellowship, yet & man’s service must flow from
himself, else there will be weakness. . . . ‘“Let
everyone prove his own work,’’ and then shall he have
*“‘rejoicing in himself alone, and not in another.” . ..

In every age the blessing has been from individual
agency; and the moment it has ceased to be this,
it has declined into the world; it is humbling, but
it makes us feel that all comes immediately from
God. The tendency of association is to make us
lean upon one another. When there are great
arrangements for carrying on work, there is not the
recognition of this inherent blessing which ‘' tarrieth
not for the sons of men.” I don't tarry for man, if
I have faith in God. I act upon the strength of
that faith.

Let a man act as the Lord leads him. The Spirit
of God is not o be fettered by man. All power
arises from the direct authoritative energy of the
Holy Ghost in the individual. Paul and Barnabas
(Acts xiil.) were sent forth by the Holy Ghost, recom-
mended to the grace of God by the Church af



276 THE MESBAGE,

Antioch; but they had no communication with it
till they returned, and then there was the joyful
concurring of love in the service that had been per-
formed. He that had talents went and traded.
Paul says, ‘‘ Immediately I conferred not with flesh
and blood.” . ... Love for Jesus sets one to work.
I know no other way. J. N. D.

The Slave of Appetite.

(1 Cor. vi. 12,)
DALl o7 L o) e v e e A

MOKING is an idle custom, and too often enslaves
its votaries; and even if it does not become a
dominant habit, it certainly teaches no lesson
of self-denial. A Christian man needs not to seek
relief in any such way. It is said to be very sooth-
ing when a man is in any trouble or anxiety ; if so,
in this respect it may be said to be next door to the
beer-barrel, or to the use of spirits. If one man
may soothe his feelings with this narcotic, another
may stimulate them, when he is low and cheerless,
with alecohol. The Apostle James says, ‘‘Is any
merry, let him sing pealms.” He does not say, Is
any afflicted or low, let him smoke and drink! No;
‘let him pray,” and depend upon God. Many a
lesson which might be learned from God on our
knees, is let slip altogether because we think there is
no barm in relieving ourselves by self-indulgence.
“ The flesh ”’ is a monster which is never appeased,

much less subdued, by gratification. W. H.

B SIS NS < O IR

LUKE XIX. 13.—Christian, you have a pound to
account for : do not forget!
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Wings.

«“ Y T is frequently my practice to repair to a quiet
place in the neighbouring bush for meditation
and prayer.

“On one occasion, when sitting in this solitary
place, moody end desponding because of my difficul-
ties, my attention was attracted to a large winged
insect attempting to carry a burden up a ledge of
almost perpendicular rocks, formed by quarrying
gtone in the hill-side. Repeatedly it reached the
height of a few feet, and as often fell helplessly down
to the starting-place.

“Thus it continued climbing and falling, until
I became intensely interested in these strange
strugglings.  For the unwelcome thought was
suggested, that this frequent falling fitly symbolized
my feeble, faltering, Christian course. Yes, thought
I, that means me—winged yet creeping—made for
soaring, yet foolishly falling !

*3itill T watched the struggling burden-bearer, and
saw that when it fell, it at once regained its feet,
and, with unquenched zeal, turned about to try
again the toilsome ascent. And then I thought,
that, too, means me; for though I have failed so
many times, yet I have not given up the struggle.

‘“ At length, atter nearly a score of vain attempts
to reach the summit of the rock, there appeared
gome symptomse of discouragement, when I said,
‘Foolish insect ! why not unfold thy wings and fly ?’
But the words strangely rebounded and hit me.

‘“ Wearied now and in deapair, it seemed to feel
the folly of clumsy climbing and painful falling when
God had made it for better things, and suddenly
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remembering it had wings, and not stopping for vain
regrets over its foolish failures, it spread its wings,

and, mounting in the air, in a moment it was above
and beyond the précipice.

“ Ah,” thought I “that doed mean me!” And
bhow 1 moaned over the stumbling of my wearying,
wingless efforts to surmount difficulties in my own
strength. How mortitying that I had not learned
the happy art of rising with God-given wings of faith,
to fly above the rugged rocks of difficulty in my
heavenward path! Oh, what faltering and failing!
I felt I need not cry with David, ‘O that I had
wings!’ for I had them, only I did not use them.

“But I learnt the lesson, and now, whenever
life’'s path leads over arduocus steeps no human
strength can climb, my soul triumphant remembers
it hatk wings. My words are weak to tell the blissful
change from struggling to resting, from falling fo
Sying. When encountering the rugged steeps in
the Christian path, and my weary soul, for a moment
forgetting this gracious gift of wings, is on the point
of sinking, I remember that is the exact time for
the fulfilment of the promise, ‘ They shall mount
up with wings as eagles!” And now on wings of
faith upborne, the free air and sunlight of heaven
are mine. O fo be ever on the wing!”

( Communicated. )

—S S — ¢ 2
JESUS.
LD )

*“Y thought of Jesus,” said Rutherford, ‘ till
every stone in my prison walls shone like a ruby.”
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The Doldrums and the Icebergs.

HE Doldrums is the sailor’s name for the region
T of perpetual stillness. My experience of these
belts of calms is anything but pleasant. The
oppression of the atmosphere, the electrical disturb-
ances that affected both body and mind, I cannot
forget. Then, there was the dreadful flapping of the
idle sails. I once asked a helmsman if he ever fell
asleep at the wheel. *Not with the wind blowing,"
he said. ‘ Well, be honest, man, tell me,” I said,
“did you ever fall asleep at the wheel?’ He
replied, *“ Well, I must confess I did once; it waa
in a horrid calm like this, there was nothing to do.”
Alas! for an Assembly and for a Christian who
have reached the doldrums, when every carrenf
shifts the course, when no breeze inflates the canvas,
when the crew grows sleepy and lethargic, and pro-
gress is almost imperceptible. These are the times
when the prayer meetings are almost as dull as
death. These are the times when people fall asleep :
literally, sometimes; and spiritually always. God
deliver us from the doldrums!

From one other place I do desire to be graciously
saved. From the ice-fields! It has lately been
reported that the North Pole has been discovered by
an explorer. Did he think that he was first? I
can tell him that a servant of Christ discovered it
long ago. ‘ Are you united in your Assembly?”
said one to another. “ Oh, yes!" he eaid, ¢ united,
yes.” ¢ Thank God for that!"  Ah, but,” he said,
‘“ we are frozen together!"

It is quite easy to tell when you are voyaging
near to an iceberg. The most ignorant passenger
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goes down for his overcoat, and wonders what is
the matter.

The prayer-meeting is the thermometer of the
Assembly. Believe that, and test it, and act accord-
ingly. A company of saints from which the fire has
gone out has never made me say, ‘ Lord, let me
live amongst them !"

The scenes of icebergs and iceflows are the scenes
of storms and, strangely enough, of volcanoes. I
do not suppose there is an Assembly in the world
more quarrelsome than the iceberg Assembly; for
when people have got frozen through eheer inactiv-
ity, they must have something to do; so they raise
their grievances, and quarrel at their list. How
strange it is that some people are never at peace
unless they are at war! As soon as one grievance
is done, they would fain have enother. What a
fearful advantage the devil has of us if we get

ice-bound !
“Satan triumphs when he sees
The strongest saint begin to freeze.”
Anon.

—ISAANTENAANZASANG ) —

The Pillow of Rest.
S 0 S48

HEN Jesus left this world He left His pillow
behind Him—the Father’s bosom! (Jno. 1. 18).
Often we find we have got our heads on hard
pillows of our own making. The Lord says, * Come
unto Me, and I will give you rest’’ :—I will teach you
that you are loved as I am loved, and therefore My
pillow is yours! ‘‘The love wherewith the Father

loves Me is the love with which He loves you.”

Loved as He is loved ! that is rest! W.J
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The Practice
of the Presence of God.

By N1ooras HeuMAN.
(Translated from the French.)
[V R
CONYERSATIONS.
(Continued.)

ﬂEIN G questioned by one of his own society (to whom

he was obliged to open himeelf) by what means he

had obtained such an babitual sense of Gon? he
told him that, since his first coming to the monastery, he
had considered Gob as the end of all his thoughts and
desires, as the mark to which they should tend, and in
which they should terminate.

That in the beginning of his noviciate, he spent the
hours appointed for private fpmyer in thinking of Gob,
80 a8 to convince his mind of, and to impress deeply upon
his heart, the Divine existence, rather by devout senti-
ments, and submission to the lights of faith, than by
studied reasonings and elaborate meditations. That by
this short and sure method, he exercised himself in the
knowledge and love of Grop, resolving to use his utmost
endeavour to live in a continual sense of His Presence.

That when he had thus in prayer filled his mind with
great sentiments of that infinite Being, he went to his
work appointed in the kitchen (for he was cook to the
society) ; there having first considered severally the things
his office required, and when and how each thing was to
be done, he spent all the iutervals of his time, as well
before as after his work, in prayer.

That when he began his business, he said to Gop, with
a filial trust in Him, O my Gob, since Thou art with
me, and ] must now, in obedience to Thy commands,
apply my mind to these outward things, I beseech Thee
to grant me the grace to continue in Thy Presence ; and
to this end do Thou prosper me with Thy assistance,
receive all my works, and possess all my affections.”
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As he proceeded in his work he continued his familiar
conversation with his Maker, imploring His grace, and
offering to Him all his actions.

When he had finished, he examined himself how he
had discharged his duty; if he found well, he returned
thanks to Gob ; if otherwise, he asked pardon ; and with-
out being discouraged, he set his mind right again, and
continued his exercise of the presence of Gop, as if he
had never deviated from it. * Thus,” said he, “by rising
after my falls, and by frequently renewed acts of faith
and love, it seems as difficult for me not to think of Gob,
a8 it was at first to accustom myself to it.”

As Brother Lawrence had found euch an advantage in
walking in the presence of Gop, it was natural for him
to recommend it earnestly to others; but his example
was a stronger inducement than any arguments he could
propose. His very countenance was edifying; such a
sweet and calm devotion appearing in it, as could not but
affect the beholders. And it was observed, that in the
greatest hurry of business in the kitchen, he still pre-
served his recollection and heavenly-mindedness. He
was never hasty nor loitering, but did each thing in its
season, with an even, uninterrupted composure and tran-
quility of spirit. *‘The time of business,” said he, “‘does
not with me differ from the time of prayer; and in the
noise and clutter of my kitchen, while several persons
are at the same time calling for different things, I possess
Gop in as great tranquility as if I were upon my knees.”

LETTERS.

5IN CE you desire so earnestly that I should communi-
cate to you the method by which I arrived at that
habitual sense of Gon's Presence, which our LoD,

of His mercy, has been pleased to vouchsafe to me; I
must tell you that it is with great diffculty that I am
prevailed on by your importunities ; and now I do it only
upon terms, that you show my letter to nobody. If I
knew that you would let it be seen, all the desire that I
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have for your advancement would not be able to deter-
mine me to it. The account I can give you is:—

Having found in many books different methods of going
to Gop,and divers practices of the spiritual life, I thought
this would serve rather to puzzle me than facilitate what
I sought after, which was nothing but how to become
wholly Gon’s. This made me resolve to give the all for
the all. I renounced, for the love of Him, everything
that was not He; and I began to live as if there was none
but He and I in the world. Bometimes I considered
myself before Him as a poor criminal at the feet of his
judge; at other times I beheld Him in my heart as my

ATHER, a8 my Gop: I worshipped Him the oftenest
that I could, keeping my mind in g—lis holy Presence, and
recalling it as often as I found it wandered from Him.
I found no small pain in this exercise, and yet I con-
tinued it, notwithetanding all the difficulties that occurred,
without troubling or disquieting myself when my mind
had wandered involuntarily. I made this my business,
as much all the day long as at the appointed times of

rayer; for at all times, every hour, every minute, even
in the height of my business, I drove away from my
mind everything that was capable of interrupting my
thought of Gop.

Such hes been my common practice; and though I
have done it very imperfectly, yet I have found great
advantages by it. These, I well know, are to be imputed
to the mere mercy and goodness of Gob, because we
can do nothing without Him; and I etill less than any.
It begets in us a holy freedom, and if I may so spea{,
8 familiarity with Gop, wherewith we ask, and that
successfully, the graces we stand in need of. In fine,
by often repeating these acts, they become kabditual, and
the presence of Gop is rendered, as it were, natural to us.

gN a conversation some days since with a person of
piety, he told me the spiritual life was a life of
grace, which begins with servile fear, which is in-
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creased by hope of eternal life, and which is consummated
by pure love. That each of these states had its different
stages, by which one arrives at last at that blessed con-
summation.

I have not followed all these methods. On the con-
trary, from I know not what instinets, I found they dis-

ed me,

I walk before Gop simply, in faith, with humility and
with love; and I apply myself diligently to do nothing
and think nothing wiich may displease Him. I hope
that when I have done what I can, He will do with me
what He pleases.

I have no will but that of Goo, which I endeavour to
accomplish in all things, and to which I am so resigned
that I would not take up astraw from the ground against
His order, or from any other motive but purely that of
love to Him.

I have quitted all forms of devotion and eet prayers
but those to which my state obliges me. And I make
it my business only to persevere in His holy presence,
wherein I keep myself by simple attention, and & general
fond regard to Gop, which I may call an actual presence
of Gop; or, to speak better, an habitual, silent, and
socret conversation of the soul with Gob, which often
<ayses in me joys and raptures inwardly, and sometimes
also outwardly, so great, that I am forced to use means
to moderate them, and prevent their appearance to others.

I sometimes consider myself as the most wretched of
men, full of sores and corruption, and who has committed
all sorts of crimes against his King; touched with a
sensible regret, I contess to Him all my wickedness, I
ask His forgiveness, I abandon myself in Hie hands,
that He may do what He pleases with me. This King,
full of mercy and goodness, very far from chastising me,
-embraces me with love, makes me eat at His table, serves
me with His own hands, gives me the key of His
treasures; He converses and delights Himeelf with me
incessantly, in & thousand and one ways, and treats me in
all respects as His favourite. It 18 thus I consider
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myself from time to time in the Lord's holy presence.

My most useful method is this simple attention, and
such a genersl passionate regard to Gon, to Whom I find
myself often attached with greater sweetness and delight
than that of an infant at the mother’s breast : so that if
T dare use the expression, I should choose to call this state
the bosom of Gob, for the inezpreesible sweetness which I
taste and experience there.

As for my set hours of prayer, they are only a continu-
ation of the same exercise. Sometimes I consider myself
there, as a stone before a carver, whereof he is to make a
statue : presenting myeelf thus before Gop, I desire Him
to make His perfect image in my soul, and render me
entirely like Himeelf.

At other.times, when I apply myeelf to prayer, I feel
all my spirit and all my soul lift itself up without any
care or effort of mine ; and it contifues, as it were, sus-
pfended and firmly fixed in G-op, as in its centre and place
of reat. :

I know that some charge this state with inactivity, de-
lusion, and self-love : I confess that it is a holy inactivity,
and would be a happy self-love if the soul in that state
were capable of it ; because, in effect, while she is in this
repoge, she cannot be disturbed by such acts as she was
formerly accustomed to, and which were then her support,
but would now rather hinder than aseist her.

Yet I cannot bear that this should be called delusion ;
because the soul which thus enjoys Gop desires herein
nothing but Him.

S22 0E50 000

z ADMIRE the fortitude and bravery of Mr, .
Gop has given him a good disposition, and & good
will ; but there is in him etill a little of the world,
and a great deal of youth. ‘I hope the affliction which
Gop has sent him will prove a wholesome remedy to him,
and make him enter into himself. A little lifting up the
heart suffices ; a little remembrance of Gop, one act of
inward worship, though upon a march.



286 THE MEBSAGE,

Let him then think of Gop the most he can ; let him
accustom himself, by degrees, to this small but holy exer-
cise ; nobody perceives it, and nothing is easier than to
repeat often in the day these little internal adorations.

Conaluded (D.v.) next month,
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¢ Forty Days.”

1. Period between Christ's birth and His present-
ation in the Temple.

2. Period between His baptism and His three and
& half years' ministry.

8. Period between Hisresurrection and Hisascension.

—SHRAANTAANARIANAAS)—
Four ¢ Alls.”

(MuTr. xxvild, 18-20.)

——————
“ ALL, POWER.” “ALL NATIONS."
« ALL THINGS.” “ALl, WAYS.

“DRAW.”?

(T=o, xili. 32.)
UL P e AT e

“Draw vp "’ (Isa. xii. 8)—Salvation.

“ Draw Near "’ (Heb. x. 22)—Approach.
“Draw Me "’ (Cant, 1. 4)—Devotion.

““ Draw out ™ (Jno. ii. 8)—Service.

“ Draw away” (Acts xx. 80)—Beduction.
““Draw Back’’ (Heb. x. 88, 39)—Apostasy.
“Draw vou " (Jam. ii. 6)—Persecution.

IRl S S
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The Little Irish Boy;

Or, * His Right Hand.”
R N VT T

N Ireland, some time ago, a Gospel
preacher noticed a little boy who came
alone, and who sat very quietly listening

as the preacher spoke from the words: * His
right hand and His holy arm hath gotten Him
the victory” (Psa. xcviii. ). The boy’s
hair was rough, his clothes were ragged, and
his feet were bare, and the preacher was sorry
for him.

One day a poor man asked the preacher
to come over and see his boy who was dying.
He went at once.

He entered the cabin, and saw in the
corner, lying on straw, the boy he had seen
at the preaching. How ill he Jooked !

The boy longed to speak to him, and when
he caught sight of him he stretched out his
poor thin arms, and throwing them up in the
air, he whispered, “His right hand and His
holy arm hath gotten Him the victory,” and
then he fell back and died.

The preacher knew that the boy had be-
lieved on Christ, and had been saved through
His power. He believed that Jesus had
fought the fight and gained the victory—yes,
the victory over sin, and death, and Satan.
Thus Jesus saved him.
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The little boy trudged through wind and
rain, bare-headed and bare-footed, to hear the
Good News, and he died shouting the power
of Jesus to save.

His “right hand " is often spoken of in the
Bible. I will tell you three places in which
it is mentioned.

1st.—*His Right Hand . . hath gotten Him
the victory” (Psa. xcviii. ). 2nd.—*His
Right Hand doth embrace me” (S. S.ii. ).
3rd.—“ At Thy Right Hand are pleasures for
evermore "’ (Psa. xvi. ).

The Past, the Present, and the Future are
shown here.

1st.—Christ kas gained the victory.

2nd.—He shows His love for us now.

jrd.—There are pleasures for us in heaven
“ for evermore.”

Love’'s Lesson.

. LA X
Sﬂbb in loving, still in loving
More than being loved is joy;
Here there lurks no disappointment,
Here is peace without alloy.

Be it healfh, or be if leisure,
Be it skill we have to give,
Stll in spendin? life for others
Christians only really live.

What in love we yield to others,
y a charm we still retain,
For the loved one's acquisition

Is the lover's double gain.
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“A Ransom for All.”
~P——

ANY years ago a fierce war raged in India
m between the English and Tippoo Sahib. On
” one occasion several English officers were
taken prisoners; among them was one named Baird.
One day a native officer brought in fetters to be put
upon each of the prisoners, the wounded not excepted.
Baird had been severely wounded, and was sufferin
from pain and weakness. A grey-haired officer saig
to the native official, “‘You do not think of putfing
chaing upon that wounded man?” ‘‘There are just
as many pairs of fetters as there are captives,”” was
the answer, ‘‘and every pair must be worn.”
“Then,” said the noble officer, ‘* put two pairs on-me;
I will wear his as well as my own.” This was done.
Strange to say, Baird lived to regain his freedom—
lived to take that city ; but his noble friend died in
prison. Up to his death he wore two pairs of fetters!

But what if he had worn the fetters of all in the
prison ? What if, instead of being a captive himself,
he had quitted a glorious palace to live in their
loathsome dungeon, to wear their chains, to bear
their stripes, to suffer and die for them, that they
might go fres, and free for ever?

Reader, such a thing has been dona. ¢ There
is one God, and one Mediator between God and
men, the Man Christ Jesus, Who gave Himealf a
ransom for all.” “‘Christ died for our sins, accord-
ing to the Scriptures.” ‘‘He gave Himself for us,
that He might redeem us from all iniquity.”

Have you trusted Him, confessed Him, thanked
Him?
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‘*“ (@reatly (Goncerned for your
Salvation.”

EARS ago there lived an infidel—a blacksmith by
trade—who was notorious for his bitter antag-
onism to the gospel, and the hostile attitude he

assumed towards the Lord’sservants. Most of those
who bad formerly been greatly concerned for his
salvation were apparently concerned no longer, for
he seemed to be irreclaimable !

Among the exceptions, however, was a devoted
man who had known him for years,and who, refusing
$o give him up, continued to be concerned about him.
So real was his concern, that one morning, rising
very early, he knelt for hours in prayer, and then
resolved to see the subject of his prayers.

With many a misgiving as to the kind of a reception
he would get, away he went, and by and by found
himself face to face with the abandoned blasphemer,
who was standing at his forge, and about to begin his
day’s work.

Then the greatness of the theme hedesired to speak
on; the awful issues of life or death, heaven or hell,
that hung on its acceptance or rejection; and a sense
of his own utter weakness to convince the one before
him; so overwhelmed him that he was unable to
speak a word !

Speechless for a time, he waa at length able to
utterinhusky tones the broken words, “I-am-greatly-
concerned-for-your-salvation.”” Then, in a whisper
which plainly told out the tender pity and compass-
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ion he felt, he repeated, “ Greatly concerned for your
salvation.”

Feeling he could say no more, and now wholly
mastered by the emotions that stirred his soul, he
burst into tears, and, turning round, left the aston-
ished blacksmith to his thoughts.

““Greatly concerned for your salvation,” muttered
the man, as he went on with his work. ‘‘What does
bhe mean? "

““Greatly concerned——. Now, is hethat, indeed ?
If 8o, it is a new evidence for the truth of Christian-
ity! Greatlyconcerned for your salvation—‘greatly.’”
He wondered what was the matter with himself
*Why,” said he, “I'm beginning to feel as if I were
concerned, too.”

He tried to forget the words, but in vain. They
had got hold of his conacience.

At last, after hours of struggles with hisconscience,
exasperated with himself, he threw down his hammer
and went home. Hias wife, a Christian woman, who
had often been greatly concerned for his salvation,
wondered what was the matter. By degrees the
saecret leaked out, and he told her all. Thoroughly
miserable now, for the mighty convicting hand of
God was upon him (Psa. xxxii. 8, 4), he slowly, and
with a feeling of shame, yielded to her advice, and
sought the man who that morning had sought him.

Wondering if it were all a dream, he presently
found him.

“8ir,” eaid he, *‘I have come to tell you that I am
greatly concerned for my salvation.”

Together they turned to the Book of God, so long
hated and despised by one of them ; and together
they bowed before Him Who only can speak peace to
a poor troubled sinner's conscience, and Who then
and there did it.
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Reader, unsaved, have you a father, a mother, a
relative, & friend, who is greatly concerned for your
salvation? Probably you have. But we would like
to tell you something else. We, who do not know
you, who have not seen you, are also greatly con-
cerned foryour salvation. Further,andsurpassingly
more wonderful,

GOD THE FATHER
has given His Son to save you, thus proving that He,
likewise, is greatly concerned for your salvation.
GOD THE SON,
the blessed Liord Jesus, is also greatly concerned for
your salvation. In matchless love He went down
under seas of woe to procure it for you and to bring
it nigh to you.
GOD THE HOLY SPIRIT

—not an influence, as some think, but a Divine
Person—is striving with you, which is a token that
He, too, is greatly concerned for your salvation.

Will you then, can you then, dere you then, remain
unconcerned ? None in heaven are unconcerned ;
neither are any in hell—solemn thought—uncon-
cerned ! The very atmosphere you breathe seems to
vibrate with the wordes—Be concerned! Your sins,
the sins of a lifetime, bid you—Be concerned! The
stifled voice of conscience mutters—Be concerned !
The winding sheet, the chill coffin, the yawning
grave, cry—Be concerned! The falling grains of
Time’s well-nigh exhausted sand-glass, whisper—Be
concerned! A thousand prayers and appeals cast a
ruddy glare along your course to ruin, as like danger
signals they flash out—Be concerned! And from
God’s awful judgment bar and Tophet's fiery abyes,
the warning hoarsely echoes back again—Be con-
cerned! BE conoErRNED!! BE CONCERNED!!!

“Guilty!” murmured ‘The Moat Farm mar-
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derer" to his chaplain, at the last moment, as he
stood on the fatal ““drop;’ and even as he spoke the
bolt wag drawn, and he was launched into the presence
of God with the self-condemning word upon his lips.

“ Guilty!”—a hundred-fold guilty—your tongue,
too, shall own yourself to be, if you die in your
sins, guilty of despising God's love, guilty of treading
underfoot Christ’s blood, guilty of resisting the Holy
Spirit's grace.

Oh, may God in infinite pity arouse you from your
death- hke sleep of stolid indifference, and open your
eyes to see the eternal peril in which your precious
goul is placed. Then will you indeed be greatly
concerned for your salvation. 8.7J.B.C.

k¥ kK K K Kk K kK kK K K

Acceptance before God.”

What does it depend on ?
<O=0=0¢

HERE are many souls passing through the deep
exerciges which all must learn before solid peace
with God is known. Forsuch I write. They
find the heartfilled with evil thoughts—the conscience
laden with sin—there is no power fo pray : every-
thing a burden. Many are passing through these
deep waters. Is it not strange to say to such that
it is well that even this isso? It is anindication that

life is working in the soul—it is not dead.

God has permitted you to get into these deep
waters, to learn, not only that you have sinned,
which is easy enough, but to learn and to say of your-
o *Four-pagc lcaflet, The Mlesscge Office.
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gelf, “‘that in me, that is, in my flesh, dwells no good
thing.” It is one thing to know that I have done
bad things; but quite another to learn in God’s
presence, that in me dwells no good thing ; and what
is more, there never will! Itis when I come to such
a strait a8 this that I find that the total condemnation
of a sinner, and the sovereign grace of God go
together,and I am free ! Ilearn that my acceptance
depends not on what I am to God, but on what God
i8 o me, when 1 am nothing but badness, and never
can be better. I find then that God is perfect love
to me, though He knows far more of my wretched
heart’s corruption than I do myself, deeply as I know
and loath the workings of my evil heart. Ithen find
that the mind of the flesh is not merely carnal, but
‘‘ enmity against God ""—that ‘it is not subject to the
law of QGod, neither indeed can be.”

God’s grace is greater than my sins—greater than
the evil nature that did the sins—and so He has
accepted Christ for all I have done and am. Who
could look at Christ dying on the cross and say, ‘‘ He
is not enough for my sins?” God has accepted the
offering Christ made for sin! Who would dare to
say that God has not accepted what Christ hasdone?

Friend, if you mix up what you find in yourself
with what Christ has done, you will never get peace.
You majy feel the wretched vileness of your heart very
deeply. So much the better. The more deeply you
feel your wretchedness the better. But Christ died
not for your virtues, supposing you had any, but for
your sins—for all you are and have done, and God
has accepted Him for you, and you can say, ‘‘The
g.w of the Spirit of life in Christ Jesus hath set me

ee.”’

My acceptance never depends on what I am to God
in anywise. He has proved I was nothing but bad-
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ness, and that I could not be mended. He has shown
Himself as nothing but goodness when He knew He
could not mend me.

It was just this with the prodigal when he awaked
in the far country. He discovered He was perishing;
and his misery was sorrowfully increased when He
thought of his good, kind father, whose abundance
flowed out to the servants in his house, and to
which abundance he had no right. He made his
trembling journey of misery and uncertainty, mak-
ing up by the way what he would tell his father,
and how he would try end get in a8 a servant. He
might reason how it would be with him at his
journey’s end, before he met his father ; but when
he met him all uncertainty and reasoning was over.
His acceptance into the house depended upon what
his father was ; not what he was—he was sall rags
and filth—a wretched spendthrift, who had squan-
dered away his patrimony with harlots and profligacy
of every kind. His father ran out and fell on his
neck when his rags were on him—not off him.

This is the way you learn what God is to you.
Wheat you want to learn is, that, bad as you are,
you will never be better. But if once you get your
eye upon Jesus Who ‘‘when He had by Himself
purged our sins,” went up to the right hand of the
Majesty on high, you will ind that your peace with
God depends upon what Christ has done, and what
God is to you, in spite of your gins. You will never
then refer to your own heart to get the evidence of
your acceptance.

Conscience will not be quieted by service, and
thoughts, and reasonings. These things will nof
bring peace to your soul. You get peace by giving
up all hope in yourself, and being cast over upon
what God has done for you, and is for you in Christ,
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notwithstanding all your vileness. There is no use
trying to combat with what you find in your own
beart. It would not bring you peace, even suppos-
ing you did subdue these workings. The nature
they came from is there; and you cannot change
your nature. God has condemned it in His Son
upon the cross, when He bore the judgment for you.
He has ended the whola thing there and then in His
own sight; and He seeks to lead you into the same
thoughts as His own about it. Faith is simply the
taking of God’s thoughts for your own. His are
right—yours are wrong. You will deceive yourself
—He never will. Faith accepts His thoughts. He
desires that your conscience should be purged, so
that knowing all the evil of your heart, as He knows
it, you may stand in the light of His presence, and
boldly, too, purged and cleansed by Christ. You
hate your sin; so does He, and that is why He gave
Hie Son in love, to purge away the thing He hated.
“Thank God,” you say, ‘‘He has purged it away.
Instead of condemning me, as 1 know I deserved,
He has cleansed me so perfectly that I can stand
in His presence happily, as fit to be there.”

You, as an individual, as identified with the life,
or new nature, are thus set free to delight yourself
in God. The will and affections of the old man will
never turn to God. The new man ever will. As
long as you are not free, it is all “I—I—1I,"” because
you are referring the question of acceptance and
peace with God to your own state. When you are
free you will never more mix up the question of
acceptance and peace with God with what you are,
but while you hate your evil pature you will know
that your acceptance depends, not on what you are,
but on what Christ is.

The late F. @. Patterson (abridged).
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Phelim McCarthy;

Or, THE PILGRIM OF THE HOLY WELLS.
<100 SR 6 OG0 6 R0 1 O

EAR Dunes Rock, in the west of “ Auld Ireland,” is
one of those Holy Wells which are so numerous,
and which, generally, are so beautiful. This one

is especially so; it%ies in a recess overhung by massive
rocks, fern-grown and lichen-covered. The water in its
basin is clear as crystal: every pebble at the bottom,
white or grey or golden yellow, is visible.

It was kneeling at the margin of this well with head
bowed down nearly level with its waters that I first met
the subject of the followingnarrative. PhelimMecCarthy
had had for years upon his conscience the load and
burning agony of a dreadful crime. Against the wishes
of his friends and the solemn advice of his priest he had
become, when a young man, a member of a secret society.
At that time such societies were common in Ireland.

In the part of the country where Phelim McCarthy
lived, & great outrage was committed. The agent of an
eatate, who had harshly if not cruelly treated the tenantry
of the landlord for whom he acted, was waylaid and
murdered. No one witnessed the erime, it was cunningly
as well as cowardly done; the bare and dreadful facts of
the case—the empty gig, the blood-stained road, the
bruised and mangled corpse—were alone the evidence of
the deed of violence. A large reward was for months
vainly offered for the discovery of the perpetrators; but
at last certain particulars akilfy:llly woven together by a

ractised detective pointed to a man named Dolan as the
SOer, or at least & participator in the crime. Asis always
the case, this man, to save himeelf from an ignominious

* In booklet form from The Message Office (sse ocover).
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death, and his family from shame, turned queen's evidence,
and through his téstimony, while he escaped, two of his
companions in the murder were found guilty, condemned,
and executed.

The Government, who from a terrible neceesity had
used Dolan’s services, knew that while he remained in
the country his life was not worth a day’s purchase; they
offered him therefore a free passage for himself, his wife,
and two little children to America, but he refused.

It was resolved by the secret society to which he had

formerly belonged that he and his should die, and the
anly question was how and when, and who should be the
instruments of their destruction.
: Phelim McCarthy, the subject of our story, while
working one day with a spade on his little plot of ground
waa accosted by a stranger, who by giving the concerted
gign proved himself to be a fellow member of the secret
brotherhood to which Phelim himself belonged. When
any deed of violence specially dangerous was to be
accomplished, in order to make detection difficuls, the
usual practice was to get some fierce and ruthless
confederate from another county to be the doer, and
hence the visit of a stranger to Phelim on this day.

*“You know where this Dolan lives ? "’ said the stranger.
Phelim assented. “Then you must be the guide of
mysalf and coadjutor there this night.”

“If it be a business,” added Phelim, “against his life,
aor that of his family, perjured informer though he be, I
for one will have no hand or part in it.”

Knitting his brow, the stranger replied, “I would not
give & eixpence for your own life if you refuse the easy
task our captain has put upon you and show the ‘white
feather.” "

Finding, however, that Phelim, from a naturally kind
disposition, was resolved, even at the risk of his life, to
have no share in a deed of blood, that he had a heart that
shrank with horror from making a loving wife and
children widowed and fatherless, the stranger changed
his tactics, and assured him that no murder was meditated,
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but thathe and his companion had only been commissioned
to give Dolan a sound cudgelling.

MecCarthy, desirous of some punishment on Dolan for
his treachery, in an evil moment yielded, and consented
to be their guide. "When darkness fell, he and the men
to whom he had been guide were close to Dolan’s house,
and, in a dry ditch near, lay concealed until the lights
extinguished proclaimed that the doomed man and his
family were in bed. Leaving McCarthy in his conceal-
ment, the two strangers advanced to the silent dwelling,
and knocking aloud at the door, demanded admission.
Dolan, aware that his hour of doom was come, stoutly
refueed, and threatened (although with a strange fatality
he was unarmed) to shoot the first man thet would
attempt to force an entrance.

Vain bravado! In a moment the weak panels of the
door were shivered to fragmente, and a rush was made
into the dark dwelling. McCarthy heard from his hiding
place a short scuffle and struggle in the house; then
dimly perceived in the darknees that the mizerable Dolan
‘'was dragged along the ground from the shelter of his
roof, and then to iis horror saw him stabbed in the little
enclosure that fronted the cottage.

‘While thie dreadful crime was being enacted, Dolan’s
wife, left in the house, roused her firat-born child, a little
girl eight years of age, from bed, and thrusting her into
a recess of the chimney, from which the whole room could
be visible, hurriedly said—

“Nellie, those men who have dragged your father from
the house are putting him to death; when they have
killed him they will come to murder meé; but, Nellie, my
child and darling one, you must be our avenger. Keep
close in that spot where I bave placed you, and no matter
what happens make no noise—your own life depends
upon obeying me. When those villians come in to seize
me I will throw this handful of flax scutehings™ upon the
embers on the hearth. In the blaze that will follow,
take full notice from your hiding-place of the faces of

* Bometimes used for fuel in Ireland.
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those men; make sure to be able to know them, and be
ready to swear against them. Take care of your little’
brother Terry.

In effect, though in far fewer words, this is what the
mother said to the child.

Scarcely were the directions, so fearful to fulfil, given
to the child, when, as the mother predicted, the savages,
red from the husband’s blood, came into the house to
steep their hands in the blood of the widow ; but, as pre-
arranged, when assailed, death-stricken, and struggling
in hev last agony, out gleamed from the hearth a stream
of light that filled the house with aruddy glow and threw
every place into brightness, all but the corner from whose
deep shade the child Nellie, pale and trembling and
horror-stricken, looked out and keenly scanned the
features of her parents’ murderers. How the little girl
refrained from a scream or fainting it is almost impossible
to imagine ; she herself in after years could not explain
her fortitude; silent however as the grave, with rigid
face and tightened breath, she eagerly studied the
countenances of the men who, close to her very feet,
were glaying her mother. The blood-stained ruffians had
no idea of her presence, and never dreamed of the eyes
that were witnessing their dreadful deed. Strangers to
the neighbourhood, they were not aware of a child being
on the premises; so having killed the two whose names
were proscribed, they made no search for further victims,
and left the dwelling.

It would be interesting and instructive to relate how
the hour of retribution, swift and sure, came upon the
men, whose features were indelibly fixed upon Nellie’s
memory. -The law of the land soon had them in its
relentless grasp. Having shown no mercy they ex-
perienced none.

Long will the day of the trial be remembered in the
county town where it was held. The court was thronged
almost to suffocation. When little Nellie, pale and
trembling, intelligent and of handsome features, appeared
in the witness-box, a murmur of pity arose from every
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lip; the public prosecutor and ermined judge were deeply
affected ; the prisoners at the bar at first started in
alarm, and then hung down their heads in shame and
remorseful agony.

The trial from its commencement was one of unusual
excitement, all the facts of the case were of such an
extraordinary character; but feeling rose to a pitch of
intensity when with bloodless face and nervous hand,
and with a shrinking gaze of loathing and horror, yet
with unwavering decision, Nellie Dolan pointed out the
slayers of her parents, and then told the story which
explained the means of her identifying them without a
shade of doubt or uncertainty.

As some compensation for the wrong they had done
McCarthy, when they themselves were arrested, they kept
in secret the fact of his presence and participation m
their crime, and as from his concealment in the dry ditch
no Nellie's eyes had scanned his features, he escaped
detection and the vengeance of the law. But though he
escaped with life, from the hour of Dolan’s death he had
no peace of consciénce—a load heavier than he could
bear pressed upon his mind—the spectres of the murdered
Dolan and his wife ever haunted his vision—a night of
blackness seemed to stand between his soul and God.

The penances which he endured, either imposed by his
priest or voluntarily prescribed by himself, were severe
and of long continuance ; no self-mortification or church
discipline was shrunk from; vigils and fastings and
prayers were made night and day, until his strength was
almost worn out and his frame emaciated. But every
effort was vain, peace would not return.

The thought then occurred to him that in search of
peace he ought to visit every noted holy well and ancient
shrine in Ireland ; that, beginning in the south, and
working his painful way to the north of the island, and
Eerforming at every sacred place the severest penance,

e should wash in the holy waters and search for the face
of God in those sacred spots, which the whole country
said were favoured with His special presence.
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Never did I see a more remarkable countenance—
misery, disquiet, and despair were stamped on eyery
festure ; the cheek was pale, the eye sunken, the whole
frame of the man in fact was wasted and worn.

For some minutes we stood near him silent and still,
snd then, knowing that my friend, whose voice was
musical and full, would accompany me, I began to singa
well-known hymn.

As we proceeded I could perceive that we had caught
MecCarthy's attention, and that he was drinking in both
the melody of our song and the words we were repeating.

This encouraged me, when we had got to the last verse,
to repeat from memory some of the worde from God’s
own Book on which the sacred poem was founded.
Slowly and distinctly I said aloud : ,

“*Though your sins be as scarlet, they shall be as
white as enow: though they be red like crimson, they
shall be aa wool’ " (Isaiah i. 18).  ‘The blood of Jesus
Christ His Son cleanseth us from all sin’ (1 John i. 7).
‘In Christ we have redemption through His blood, the
forgiveness of sins, according to the riches of His grace’
(Eph.i.6,7).”

Eittle did I think what & deep impression our sacred
eong and the words which I repeated had, however, made
upon the wretched man. Two days afterwards I met
him near the same place, and to my surprise he accosted me.

“ May I have a word with you, eir ? "’ he said. *‘ For
a long time I have been silent to most men, but I wish to
ask you a question. Last Tuesday you stood on the
margin of yonder holy well, and said something about
the blood that washed whiter than snow ; will you kindly
tell me, sir, where it is to be found ? "

Hearing his question with a satisfaction that may be
conceived, I answered, “ It is certain, Phelim McCarthy,
that the precious blood I spoke of can do you good.
Many a eoul as burdened as yours, aye, even bearing a
heevier load, has there found ease and liberty—no stains
are too deep for hs purifying power. Its virtues have
been tested by the greatest of sinners: the blasphemer
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and the persecutor, even the harlot and the murderer,
have washed there, and have gone on their way rejoicing,
al] their stains of sin removed, and their hearts renewed
and full with joy.”

It was almost painful to see the intensity of the man’s
look at my closing words. Fear of the knowledge of his
dreadful secret was mingled with a gleam of hope and
joy that seemed to shoot across the darkness and despair
of his spirit. Apgain he repeated, *“Oh, sir, only tell me
where it is, and I will go to it.”

“ McCarthy,” I said, ‘‘no ocean you could croes, or
desert sands you could pass, would bring you to it; no
feet of man can travel the road, no toil of body or of
limb can conquer the way ; ‘fiesh and blood’ are of no
avail to reach it."”

With a pained and startled look he gazed into my face
for a time, and then looked down with a disappointed and
puzzled countenance. He was troubled and perplexed,
a8 I intended he should be, to gain his deeper attention.

“ But, McCarthy, you will be surprised to hear,” I
continued, ‘‘that that which cleansea from all sin is close
to you, is nearer to you than any of the wells in this land
which you have visited—ajye, i nearer to you than yonder
holy well, which near Dunee Rock this moment flashes
in the sunlight. It is so near that at this instant, if you
will, your hand may touch it—that is the hand of your
faith, for it is by the act of vour soul that you can
appropiate it—it 1s the precious blood of Chriet.”

“1 do not wonder, Phelim, that all the weary pilgrim-
ages and sore penances you have performed have brought
no peace or rest to your spirit. How can our self-torture
please a loving God P or how could washings of the body,
or wounds and bruises of the limbs, be expected to purify
or relieve a burdened soul and a sin‘stained conscience ?
Surely the body is one thing, and the inner being is
another ; the body is biut the robe or house of the soul ;
and he would be a strange man who should think of
removing the defilement of a dirty face by frequently
washing his Sunday coat or the walls of his dwelling.”
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My laat remark called forth a slight smile upon his sad,
pale face, but I saw he felt the force of my remark, and
conld not meet it. !

The poor sin-burthened McCarthy was fairly melted
and subdued by my words, spoken from a full heart.
Tears, long pent up, burst from his eyes and rolled down
his wan and sunken cheeks; he trembled with emotion,
and vainly sought to struggle down the sobs that choked
his utterance; seizing my hand he wrung it, and after
one or two ineffectua: eﬁy:)rts to speak, at last said—

“God Almighty bless you, sir; you have brought the
light of 8 new day to my poor soul. In my ignorance I
have been seeking to accomplish an impossibility ; but I
seem to see now, although dimly, that no work of mine
can purchase pardon or bring peace—that bodily service
cannot cleanse the soul—that Jesus Christ alone can meet
my case, and that to Him direct must I go to get loose
from my trouble and long-borne guilt.”

I prayed for him, gave him a Bible I had, and thus we
parted.

It was not until a short time ago that I learned the
sequel of McCarthy’s history. We met inadvertently,
and he told me the story :—

“When you left me, sir,on the Dunee Rock Road,”
he said, " with the little Bible in my hand, my anxiety
burned to read it, snd especially those portions which you
had marked by a turned-down leaf. ﬂememhering your
injunction to read the Book when alone, I withdrew to
the most lonely spot I could think of, amid the broken
ground, not far from the rock. Beginning at the chapter
you named I could not make much out of the first two or
three verses; they indeed seemed full of a grand meaning,
but though I strained my mind to cateh it, it ever escaped
me and bafled my understanding ; but when I.came to
the wards, ‘God is light, and in Him is no darkness at
all,’ T was filled with fea.r and trembling. I thought with
myself, ‘How can one so dark as I am—dark in mind and
heart and life—ever venture to come into His presence ?
the gentleman said the clouds retreat before the sun and
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fly from his beams, and perisk by them, and thus it must
be with me if God come near me.’

“After a while, however, I went on reading, until I
came to the seventh verse, ‘The blood of Jesus Christ
His Son cleanseth us from all sin.’ The words seemed
a8 an echo to my mind: I thought I had heard them
before; and then I remembered that you had quoted
them aloud at the well-side when first T met you. Every
word came home to me with a strange power; every
phrase seemed to meet my case. ‘The blood of Jesus
Christ His Son.! ‘That blood,” I thought, ‘and that
alone can cover from sight the stain of blood: and it
cleanseth.” That was what I wanted, forlong had I been
8 defilement and a loathing to my very self. ‘And
“from all sin,” blessed be G-od,’ L exclaimed ; ‘ thatincludes
forgiveness even for the crime which, as an accomplice,
I have committed.” But then the question started up as
an enemy before me: How is the cleansing power of this
blood, so precious, to be experienced? what must I or
can I do? Scarcely had the question, with its dificulty,
come full upon me, when the words of the ninth verse
caught my eye, ‘If we confess our sins, He ia faithful and
just to forgive us our sins, and to cleanse us from all
unrighteousness.” Buthow confess, dearsir?*’ he added;
‘“‘there \vas no priest within two miles of me; but while
I debat¢d with myself, the inquiry flashed across my
mind, as'in & moment, ‘Cannot I speak to God Himself
direct at once? He is evergywhere, and must be here
this very instant; He sees me and can hear me. I will
try what a confession to Himself here in this secret place
will do. All my dreadful sin I will declare to Him, hide
no blot, and excuse nothing, and I will ask Him for the
sake of His Son to forgive me, and by His grace to
cleanse me from all unrighteoueness.’

“T fell, sir, upon my knees and, burying my face in
my hands, I prayed. As I prayed and wrestled in sup-
plication the darkness broke away from ‘around me. I
Eot views of God, of His pardoning grace and loving

eart, that filled me with self-wonder. In the gladness
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of this new vision my burden seemed to loosen, and to
roll away from my shoulders; I breathed a new life, a
day better than I had ever known poured its light upon
me. I felt myself another man, and my heart was so
full of a strange joy that I could have sung alond from
the happiness within me. In 2 word, sir, I went to my
knees Jaden and crushed as though the Dunee Bock were
})ressed down bard as with a giant’s hand upon me, and
rose from my knees as though it had melted away into
air, and as if the wings of an eagle had been given me.

‘ Having found peace with God, sir, I determined with
myself that I would do all in my power to repair the
wrong 1 had done by the part I bad taken in the murder
of the Dolans, not as & satisfaction for my sin, but as an
expression of my gratitude to God, and as my bounden
duty to my fellow-man. I resolved that 1 would make
out where their two children were, and would take them
into my home, and care for them as my own.

“Sad was the lot of poor little Nellie and Terry Dolan
after the execution of their parents’ murderers. Asthe
son and daughter of a man deemed a base and perjured
informer, the public opinion of their townland branded
them with infamy; no one would befriend them, even
their very kindred shunned snd dicowned them ; no door
in the parish would open for their reception, and, outcasts
from tge place of their birth, they were forced to go to
a far-off neighbourbood for shelter. An old woman
there, a distant connexion, after many refusals, at last
reluctantly consented to receive them into her cabin;
when they arrived she greeted them harshly, and with
evident disgust, and made their after life a vexation and
bitterness. Poorly fed and badly clothed, half-famished
and naked, insulted and despised, ‘waters of a full cup
were wruog out of them,’ young as they were, and, like
Job of old, they might bave cursed the day they were
born. -

Making my way after a long day's walk to the hovel
where they lodged, I entered it and told the old woman
my errand. Though glad at the thought of being relieved
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of her charge, the savage old creature scowled upon me,
and with & malignant spite told Nellie Dolan, now grown
a good slip of a gir, wgo I was, and what I had done in
the affair of her parents, and then with a grim emile
wished her joy of e shelter beneath the roof of her
mother's murderer. The effect of her words upon the
child I canrfot describe. She became white as & sheet,
and trembled violently ; drew back from where I stood
with loathing and terror, and stared wildly on me. It
took lomg, sir, to explain my case and to calm her
agitation ; only by slow degrees could I get her to listen
to me; my words, however, did not do much, it was my
tears at her parents’ fate that gained her confidence.
Cautiously, howerver, and timidly did she trust herself to
go with me, to become, with her brother Terry, a dweller
with e and my children in wy home.

“ From that day, sir, I have done my best, asking God's
help to do my duty by them. I have laboured, as for
mine own, to give them bread ; I have treated them in
all respects as I have my own family. I bave cared not
only for their bodies but also for their souls, for although
not guilty of my dark crime, they, as members of our
poor fallen race, are sinners. I have tried to lead them
to the precious blood, where my own sin-sick eoul found
peace and pardon.”

A — g2
6> ZF0Q
Finding a Foertune.
<> NSRRI oo RN
FEW years since a young man went from Ireland
3 $o America to seek his forfune. Not longafter
hearrived therehe became converted and found

Jesus. He then wrote to his friends in his native
land, saying, ‘I have found my fortune.”

H. M.
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“The joyful sound.”

** Justice and judgment are the habitation of thy throne: mercy
end truth shall go before thy fuce. Blessed is the Eheople that imow
the joyful sound: they shall walk, O Lord, in the light of thy
countenance. In thy name ghall hi:ey rejoice all the day: and in
thy righteousness shall they be exalted.’’—Psa. loaxdx, 14-16.

@ LORD, our God, Thy Throne we see
By Justice and by Judgment stayed,
Who firm uphold every decree
And law and statute Thou hast made;
Stern pillars frowning in the light,
Maintaining equity and right ;
Men shrink back, stricken by the sight.

For Conscience there its guilt must own,
And cower in its native gloom ;

One glance at that majestic Throne
Convicts of sin’s eternal doom.

(reat God! is there no righteous plan

Wherewith to lift sin’s awful ban

From off rebellious, banished man ?

Yes, for before Thy glorious face

Mercy and Truth go hand in hend ;
Arrayed in shining robes of grace

They light with hope earth’s dreary land ;
And sweetly herald far and near,
In every contrife sinner’s ear,
A tale of love for ever dear.

Once they were foes, but Sovereign Power
Brought them beneath the blood-steined Tree,
And there, Lord, in Thy dying hour
They both were reconciled by Thee :
And now, together, both proclaim,
With joyful lips, with tongues of flame,
Salvation through Thy saving Name.
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“The joyful sound " falls on our ears,
And charms us with its music sweet ;
It fills our eyes with grateful tears,

« It draws us to Thy wounded feet :
Mercy and Truth bid fear begone;
Justice is met and Judgment borne ;
Clear on our night beams Heaven’s dawn.

Oh, blest are we whose hearts thus know
And love the Goepel Bugle’s sound ;

Our joy shall “all the day” o’erflow,—
Thy favour circle us around.

Lord, touch our lips Thy praise to tell,

That we may also help to swell

The joyful sound we love so well.

S.J.B.C.

“ Grace Sufficient.”
SO

@0 not pray for easier lives! Pray to be stronger

men! Do not pray for tasks equal to your
powers ; pray for powers equal to your tasks. Then
the doing of your work shall be no miracle. Butyou
shall be a miracle. Every day you shall wonder at
what God’'s grace does through you. P.B.

Q2 &&/@,
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The Practice

of the Presence of God.

By Nicoras HEEMAN,
(Translated from the Freneh.)

~ F

LETTERS.
(Conoluded.)

3 ‘WILL send you one of those books which treat of
the presence of Gop, asubject which, in my opinion,
contains the whole spiritual life; and it seems to

me, that whoever duly practises it, will soon become

spiritual.

I know that for the right practice of it the heart must
be empty of all other things, because CHeIsT will possess
the heart alons; and as He cannot possess it zlons, with-
out emptying it of all besides, 8o neither can He act
there, und do in it what He pleases, unless it be left
vacant to Him.

There is not in the world a kind of life more sweet and
delightful than that of a continual conversation with
Gob; those only can comprehend it who practise and
experience it: yet I do not advise you to do it from that
motive ; it is not pleasure which we ought to seek in this
exercise; but let us do it from a principle of love, and
because Gop would have us.

Were I a preacher, I should, above all other things,
preach the practise of the presence of Gop; and, were 1
a director, lPshould direct every saint to it: so necessary
do I think it, and so easy, too.

Ak! knew we of the want we have of the grace and
assistance of Gov, we should never lose sight of Him, no,
not for a moment.

He requires no great matters of us; a little remem-
brance of Him from time to time, a little adoration : gome-
times to pray for His grace, sometimes to offer Him your
sufferings, and sometimes to return Him thanks for the
favours He has given you, and still gives you, in the midst
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of your troubles, and to console yourdelf with Him the
oftenest you can. Lift up your heart to Him, sometimes
even at your meals, and when you are in company: the
lpast little remembrance will always be acceptable to Him.
You need not ery very loud; He is nearer to us than we
are aware of.

It is not neceasary for being with Gop to be always at
church ; we may make an oratory of our heart, wherein to
retire from time to time, to converse with Him in meok-
ness, humility, and love. Every one is capable -of such
familiar conversation with Gop, some more, some less:
He knows what we can do. Let us begin then. Have
courage. We have but little time to live; you are near
sixty-four, and I am almost eighty. * Let us live and die
with Gobp; sufferings will be sweet and pleasant to us
while we are with Him; and the greatest pleasures will
be, without Him, a cruel punishment to us. May He be
blessed for all. Amen.

OU tell me nothing new: you are not the only one

that is troubled ewith wandering thoughts in prayer.

. Our mind is extremely roving; but as the wiﬁ is

mistress of all our faculties, she must recall them, and
carry them to Gob, as their iast end.

‘When the mind, for the want of being sufficiently
reduced by recoliection, at our first engaging in devotion,
has contracted certain bad habite of wandering and dissi-
pation, they are difficult to overcome, and commonly draw
us, even against our wills, to the things of the earth.

I believe one remedy for this is, to confess our faults,
and to humble ourselves before Gop. I do not advise
you to use multiplicity of words in prayer, many words
and long discourses being often the occasions of wandering,.

One way to recollect the mind eesily in the time of
prayer, and preserve it more in tranquility, s nof fo let it
wander too far &t other times : you should keep it strictly
in the presence of Grop; and being accustomed to think
of Him often, you will find it easy to keep your mind
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calm in the time of prayer, or at least to recall it from its
wanderings.

‘We must know before we can love. In order to know
Gop, we must often ¢hink of Him; and when we come
to love Him, we shall then also think of Him often, for
our heart will be with our Treasure—Ohrist. This is an
argument which well deserves your consideration.

Pray remember what I have recommended to you, which
is, to think often on Gop, by day, by night, in your busi-
ness, and even in your diversions. He ie always near
you and with you; leave Him not alone. You would
think it rude to leave a friend alone, who came to visit
you: why then must Gop be neglected ? Do not then
forget Him, but think on Him often, adore Him contin-
ually, live and die with Him; thisis the glorious employ-
ment of & Christian; in a word, this is our profession, if
we do not know it we mustlearn it. I will endeavour to
help you with my prayers.

g AM in pain to see you suffer so long; what gives me
some ease, and sweetens the feeling I have of your
griefs is, that they are proofs of Gop’s love towards
you: see them in that view, and you will bear them more
easily. As your case is, 'tis my opinion that you should
leave off human remedies, and resign yourself entirely to
the providence of Gop; perhaps He stays only for that
resignation and a perfect trust in Him to cure you.
Since, notwithstanding all your cares, physic has hitherto
proved unsuccessful, and your malady still increases, it
will not be tempting Gop to abandon yourself in His
hands, and expect all from Him.

He sometimes permits bodily diseases to cure the dis-
tempers of thesoul. Have courage, then: make a virtue
of necessity : ask of Gob, not deliverance from your
pains, but strength to bear resolutely, for the love of Him,
all that He should please, and as long as He ehall please.

Such prayers, indeed, are a little hard to nature, but
most acceptable to Gop, and eweet to those that love Him.
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Love sweetens pains; and when one loves God, one suf-
fers for His sake with joy and courage. Do you so, I
beseech you ; comfort yourself with CErIsT, Who is the
only Physician of all our maladies. Gob is the FaTHER
of the afHlicted, always ready to help us. He loves us
infinitelv more than we imagine: love Him, then, and
seek not consolation elsewhere: I hope you will soon
receive it. Let all our employment be to know Gob in
CHERIST: the more one knows Him, the more one desires
to know Him. And se Anowledge is commonly the
measure of love, the deeper and more extensive our know-
ledge shall be, the greater will be our love: and if our
love of Gop were great, we should love Him equeally in
paine and pleasures.

— A ANAALNINANGAN NG EN—

# | Light on the subject: | %

Parables, Similes, Expositions, Refleclions,
(Continued.)
By J. N. BARRETT.

— BRGNS N O
Jewels from Heaven.

HE Argus (March 28th) records the fall of an
aerolite from the skies containing a genuine
diamond! Tbe precious and unusual treasure

is now on view in a museum in the U.8.A. Much
interest is manifested in it, and a mild excitement
of speculative inquiry has been evoked by this
brilliant arrival from the heavens.

Jewels from Heaven! How few know that Heaven’s
brightest Jewel came down to earth, and shone with
wonderful lustre here for a time! Was there eager
desire to acquire the riches of the world from which
this choicest Exhibit had been sent? No, indeed.
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There was no beauty in Him that people shounld
desire Him, and the joy and delight of heaven was
trampled under the feet of hateful and lawless men?

And still a bit of crystal from the skies attracts
more attention than all the crown jewels of Heaven,
even though these are displayed that men may
receive them for nothing, and be eternally enriche

Men’s ideas of value are all distorted throagh sin,
and most -would still place a pretty fragment of
carbon far above Christ.

In the Sunshine.

HRIST is like the central sun, the source of light
and life. Ezxposure to the direct sunlight is
beneficial, and even necessary; and, in like

manner, it is needful to place oneself in the full
rays of the presence of Christ. This is what faith
does. The act of faith is like standing in the sun-
shine. Let no one linger in the chilling shades of
unbelief, but take the one step which brings into all
joyous good.

The result of taking the step into the sun is that
warmth is felt, and the pleassant effects of sunlight
are enjoyed. Similarly, the soul that steps into
Christ's genial presence by faith becomes at once
possessed .of salvation, forgiveness, and blessing.
These are not found in the shadows of doubt and
unbelief, but in the place where faith takes its stand.

There is another result of being in the sunshine:
your shadow falls on the ground. Even so good
works and conduct will follow faith’s step into the
sunlight of Christ’s presence. ,

Obeerve, the warmth is your own experience, the
shadow is an effect seen by others. So salvation is
known to you, good works prove to others that you
are saved.
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#“Too Cheap.”

ey HERE are some who regard the salvation of God
through faith alone in the finished work of
Christ as ‘““too cheap.” It does indeed cost
the beliaver nothing, but who can estimate the cost
fo God? So far from being *too cheap,” salvation
is more costly than any human arithmetic canreckon.

And yet, in truth, the objector would have the
blessmg on more costly terms still! He would like
to possess it at a price that would beggar the
exchequer of Heaven, and leave God Himself a
bankrupt! He would like God to condone iniquity,
and to justify independently of all righteousness.
He would bave God surrender His character in order
to interpose between the sinner and the conseqnences
of his sins. What! shall God pay tribute to evil
for the deliverance of its victims? Never. He will
pay tribute to righteousness by yielding up His Son.
He will sacrifice that Son in love to sinful men, but
He will never sacrifice His character.

But such a sacrifice is indeed enough, and the
ransom price of sinners brings, besides, a rich
reversion of eternal glory to God. Who will now
gay the salvation is too cheap? Thank God, itis
received by faith, that it might be by grace to the
poorest (Rom. iv. 16).

Power (1 Cor. iv. 20).

HE Kingdom of God is not in word, but in
power.” Talk is cheap and easy, but only
power is effective. It i8 power, indeed, that

alone can redeem talk from being utterly empty and
wesrisome. The Corinthians could talk, and the
'man who could make the finest speeches was the
most popular among them. But what is needed is
living power exhibited as power to live. How readily
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we are satisfied with fine phrases and sentiments
which tickle the ear and amuse the mind, but never
stir to action! How easy it is to explain doctrines,
distinguish differences, and advocate ideas, while
the heart is unmoved, the arm is paralysed, and the
feet are crippled! It is wonderful, indeed, that in
some cases every function is suspended except that
of the tongue, and then that liftle member may be
excited to a greater activity than ever. Buf it is
rower that marks the Kingdom, and power in life
and action rather than power in speech.

“True to Name.”

WELL-ENOWN seedsman and florist adver-
tises his seeds as reliable and “ true to name.”

This is assuring to the purchaser, for it must

be disappointing to sowone thing and obtain another.

A pame is descriptive; it is that by which a
thing is known. But too offen men and things are
not true to name at all. One called a friend may
be a secret foe; another labelled Christian, or church-
member, may be a masked hypocrite.

Christ was always true to name, and always is
80. Every precious name He bears is & revelation
of His person, character or office. In every minute
particular He is true to name. Take any name of
His and prove it.

Believers should be true to name, and wonderful
names are given to them by God: believers, saints,
children, brethren, &c. These names are not arro-
gantly assumed, nor humanly bestowed, nor were
they given by God because of any personal worth in
those who bear them. But the names accord with
‘God’s estimate of His people in Christ, whose great
care should be to be true to name.



The Pope’s Last Poem.1

HEN the illness of Pope Leo XIII. became

W acute he wrote a poem in Latin entitled

““Night Thoughts of & Sighing Soul.” The
English translation is roughly as followa:—

“The fateful hour is hastening on, Leo; 'tis time now
to depart, and to tread the way of Eternity accord-
to thy deserts.

“ What fate may await thee ? The gifts conferred on
thee by God's bounty, or the supreme keys, that
heavy charge borne by thee so many years, will
bid thee hope for Heaven.

“'Think on this with sighs. For he who atands pre-
eminent in honour among the peoples, unhappy
man ! will be punished the more sharply.

* But then a sweet vision aids the trembling soul, and
a Bweeter voice sounde in converse with it.

“ Why does such fear oppress thee and why, recalling
thy whole past life in order, dost thou cherish
sadness in thy heart?

“ ¢Christ is at hand in pity ; if thou be humble and ask
forgiveness (oh trust Him!), He will wipe out every

sin.’ "— From the Melbourne daily papers.

This pathetic extract suggeats three thoughts:—

1.—In the first place it proves that he who pro-
fessed to hold the keys of St. Peter, and to bind and
unbind the souls of his fellow men for hell or for
heaven, was, in his closing moments, harassed on
his own account by foreboding fears. ‘Pre-eminent
among the peoples "’ though he were, yet he thought
on the past ‘* with sighs’’; and as to the future, all
seemed uncertain and portentous. His words imply
no certitude of assurance (as in 2 Cor. v. 1-3) ; nor
any anticipation and longing ‘‘to depart, and to be
with Christ”’ (as in Phil. i. 23) ; nor any ring of joy
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and triumph (a8 in 2 Tim. iv. 7, 8) : all beyond the
grave was to him vague and ominous.

2.—He felt also that his outwardly pious life,
prayers, masses, &c., were useless to give him rest
of conscience and heart, or to gain for him eternsal
felicity. How can any mortal who essays ¢ to tread
the way of Eternity according to his deserts "’ have
any confidence of being fit for the Divine presence ?
Such a one can only think of himself as “an un-
happy man,” and dread being ‘“ punished the more
sharply ” for ‘‘gifts conferred by God’s bounty.”

8.—As a last resource, however, the dying Pontiff
professed to turn to Christ alone—apart from Virgin
and Saints, &c.—and to trust in His * pity" for
“forgiveness,” and to * wipe out every stain.”” How
sweet, how touching, how true are his closing words.

“I.H.8."—Jesus the Saviour of men. Catholic
reader of The Message, Protestant, Greek, have you
turned to Christ alone for salvation? He, and He
alone, can stay the soul in the dying hour, and
make the dark valley bright with heavenly light.

“d am thy ZFalvation.”
77 7T Y R Y
OT what [ am, O bord, but what Thou art!
That, that alone can be my soul's frue rest;
Thy love, not mine, bids fear and doubt deparf,
nd stills the tempest of my tossing breast.

It blesses now, and shall for ever bless;

It saves me now, and sball for ever save;
It holds me up in cfays of helﬁlessness,

It bears me safely o'er each swelling wave.

*Tis what | know of Thee, my lsord and God,
That fills my soul with peace, my lips with song;
Thou art my health, my joy, my staff, my rod;
Come life, come death, in Thee | still am sfrong.
—H. Bonar.
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“Right Before!” “Right Behind!”

—“1qm=—
HE driver from ‘“ the footplates” saw
The distant signal as it fell ;
Fast closed was every carriage door,
And clear rang out “the starting bell.”
The crowd drew back, then: * Right behind!”
The porters cried, and: “ Right before !”
The stationmaster quickly signed,
And swift the watchful guard waved o’er
The heads of all his green flag high,
And shrill his trusty whistle blew.
The engine snorted in reply;
Then puffing—puffing—puffing drew
Forth on its way—all ‘‘ Right before!”
And “ Right behind ! ”—its living freight ;
Then steaming, hissing, panting, bore
Along at an increasing rate.
With pistons plunging, thus for miles
All right it rushed, it raced, it flew,
Far from the waving hands, the smiles,
The tears of those who said ‘“Adieu!”’
» » * » * L]
Oh! young and old, burdened and gay,
Of every class and creed and clime,
We all are travellers on life’s way,
And need the lesson of my rhyme.
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Then tell me, Is it * Right behind !”
And “ Right before ! with you to-day ?
It can be if by grace inclined
You trust the Saviour while you may!
For you His all He freely gave;

For you—for you He lives, He longs;
His power from fear and harm can save;
-His love can fill your life with songs.

The past set right, your eye will view
The future with a tranquil mind,

Assured that right it will be too—
As right before as 'tis behind.

Come, trust Him, then; He asks no more:
He'll keep you all the journey through.
And “ Right behind ! ”” and * Right before !’

Will blessedly be true of you.

S.]. B.C.
- * . "

‘‘Being justified freely
by His grace through
the redemption that is

in Christ Jesus.”
~Romana iii. 24.




Bible Fidures.

HE Figures of Speech most frequently used
in the Bible are Personification, Apostrophe,
Hyperbole, Comparison, Metaphor, Allegory,

and Parable.

.1. Personification ascribes life and action to inani-
mate objects, as: “‘ The sea saw it, and fled; the
deep uttered his voice, and lifted his hands on
high.” (Psa. ).

2. Apostrophe turns from the regular object of
address, and speaks to the absent or the dead, as if
they were present, as: ‘O Death! where is thy
sting 2" (1 Cor. ).

8. Hyperbole consists in magnifying or diminish-
ing an object beyond reality, as : * They were swifter
than eagles. It is less than nothing.” (1 Sam. :
Isa. ).

4. Comparison or Simile expresses the resemblance
which one thing bears to another, as: *‘ He shall be
like a tree planted by the rivers of water.” (Psa. ).

5. Metaphor expresses resemblance without the
sign of comparison, a8: ‘‘ Thy word is & lamp to my
feet, and a light to my path.” (Pea. ).

6. Allegory represents one subject by another,
without formally mentioning the subject represented,
as: ‘' Thou hast brought a vine out of Egypt; thou
hast cast out the heathen and planted it.” (Psa. ).
See also Jotham's allegory (not parable) of the
trees (Judges ).

7. Parable is a similitude of something real and
true in life or nature, from which a moral is drawn
for instruction and illustration, as: ¢ A certain man
had two sons,” &e. (Luke xv. ).



The Message.

The Signalman’s Warning.
<OMTUTN ! KRN >
A NE Sunday afternoon two young railway. porters
stood on the platform at their station. They
had an hour’s leave before the next train came
in. “Let us go where we can have a bit of fun,”
they said.

“If it's fun you want,"” said an old porter who
was pasging by, ““ just you ran up the ladder and
look into the signal-box. There you'll see the
signal-man reading the Bible, and he'll give you a
lot of tracts.”

Scarcely ‘were the words spoken when the two
thoughtless young men were at the top of the ladder,
looking in at the open door of the signal-box.
There, sare enough, -sat the signal-man, enjoying
the hour of leisure also allowed to him, with a Bible
open before him ;- and, to add to the ‘‘ fun,” he got
up and handed & tract to each of them, desiring
them to read it.

“Read it! oh, yes!" said they; and forthwith
one of them began to read aloud a eentence here
and there in what he supposed to be a true Method-
ist drawl, advancing with his compenion, as he did
80, into the signal-box, the more to rouse, as they
both expected, the anger of the signal-man. But
they were not prepared for what followed. Without
saying a word, the signal-man rose up, locked the
door behind them, put the key in his pocket, and
sat down.
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‘“ Open the door,” said they, ‘‘ and let us out.”

“No,” said the signal-man, ‘I shall not let you
out till I have said what I have got to say. You
know how often an accident happens to those em-
ployed on the line. How can I know that it might
not be so this very day ? If one of you were killed,
and I had not spoken to you about your soul, I
should then feel that your blood was upon my
head.” And, in epite of their further angry re-
monstrances, the signal-man read one passage after
another from the Word of God, and spoke to them
of the awful danger of the unsaved sinner, and of
the love of God.

Then he unlocked the door and said, “I am now
clear of your blood ; I can do no more but pray for
you.” The two young men then went down the
ladder, cursing and swearing, for their hour was all
but over ; the up-train wes close at hand, and one
of them had to go on with it to London, returning
by the following down-train. He tried, no doubt,
to forget all that had passed in the signal-box, and
to think of something more agreeable. But he waa
to be reminded of the signal-man’s last words in a
way he little expected. His journey to London and
back occupied two or three hours, and he returned
a8 the evening closed in. He at once saw as he
stepped out on the platform that something unusual
had bappened. There were anxious-looking people
going to and fro, there were marks of blood on the
platform, and a little group of men with awe-struck
faces were crowding round the door of one of the
offices. The young man seemed to hear again ring-
ing in his ears the words he had tried to forget—
“There might be an accident to-day, and one of
you might be killed.” .

“ Something the matter?” he inquired, quite
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afraid to hear the answer. “‘Yes,” he was told; “a
porter slipped off the platform just as the last train
went by. It took both his legs off. They have
taken him in there. He is dying."”

The young man pushed his way through the
crowd. Was it his friend? No; God had not yet
closed the door for him. The man who lay sense-
less on the table was the old porter, who had sent
them up to the signal-box, and kneeling by his side,
in earnest prayer, was the signal-man! The poor
man was still breathing, but gave no other sign of life.

In a few moments all was over, and the young
porter could now begin to realize the fact that the
man who but 8 few hours before had been scoffing
at the Word of God was himself gone to appear in
God’s presence. 1t was an awful thought.

The young man asked one who was present when
the accident happened to tell him about it. Had
the poor man been senseless all the time? ‘‘No,
not at first.” ‘'And did he speak after you took him
up?” “Yes,” he spoke when we brought him in.”
‘““What did he say?” “ He said, ‘Fetch the signal-
man! I am dying. Fetch the signal-man! I want
him to pray !’ Yes, that's the way he went on—
‘Fetch the signal-man.” So we went to fetch the
gignal-man, and he came at once, but then the old
porter couldn't speak, nor know what was said to
him ; but we could do no more."

And we know no more. The eternal condition of
that poor despiser is to us unknown, and must be
until the coming of the Lord. But there was one
trembling sinner who went that night to ask again
to hear the words of life from the one who had
spoken to him in vain three hours before. The
young porter believed end was saved. His com-
panion remained unmoved. He must have been
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far harder of heart from that awful evening than
he had been before.

Circumstances alone can never change the heart.
It is by the mighty power of the Holy Ghost alone
that under any circumstances a sinner is brought to
repentance. Thus the one thief on Calvary believed
and was saved—his companion, who also saw the
dying Saviour, perished in his sins.

Oh, the terrible enmity of the natural heart of
man against that which he knows to be of God!
When the old porter saw the awful reality of death
before him, the one to whom he had turned for help
was the very man whom he had treated as a fool,
perhaps a8 & hypocrite ; and, as it came out, he had
known in his heart that the signal-man was right,
even at the time that he had mocked him.

Hugh Latimer.

[]H]'IS early ygu.t'h'wa.avsi)er'xt'in following the pur-

suits of yeomanry (hence, probably, his ‘‘ Ser-

mon on the Plough’’), and his conduct appears
to have been most circumspect. He happily escaped,
it would seem, the vices 80 common to youth in his
and our own day. He entered the University at
Cambridge in his fourteenth year, and being full of
boyish fun and vigour he interested himself as much
in the amusements of the college as in its studies.
He was still a youth when a marked change took
place in his conduct (at just what age is uncertain),
and he exchanged the games and festivities of his
gay college companions for a life of severe ascet-
cism. This sudden transition was brought about as
follows :—He was dining together with a company
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of fellow-students, when one of the party quoted
Ecel. iii. 12, from the Latin Vulgate: * There in
nothing better than to be merry and to do welly™
‘“A vengeance on that ‘do well’" exclaimed ag
intemperate monk present; ‘I wish it were beyond
the sean.”” The embryo bishop was startled. *I1
undergtand it now,” said he; ‘“that will be a heavy
do well for these monks when they have to render
to-God an aecount of their lives.”

After thia young Latimer threw himself heartily
into the Practices of ascetic superstition, and, like
Luther, became distinguished for his austerities.
Like all of hig kind, he learned to attach the greatest
importance to matters of a most trifling character,
ag for example : the missal etates that water must be
mingled with the eacramental wine. Latimer, while
officiating as a priest, would be in.great distrese of
conscience, for fear he had put in too much or too
little water! He soon became notorious for his
zeal and devotion to the eause of aseetic ritualism,
and was accordingly rewarded with the office of
eross-bearer to the university. This appointment
he held for seven years, and it was his delight to
parade in the midst of chanting priests and gorgeous
procesgions of monks and laymen. More religious,
g:_is friends thought, he could not be, yet his soul,
alas, was still immured in the darkness of unbelief.

The University was at this time in a ferment over
the publication of the Greek Néw Testament, with a
Latin tranelation by Erasmus. The enemies of the
Reformation "were in a tumult. “Who will meet
thess new doctrines and champion our cause ?" they
asked in dismay. The University cross-bearer was
the one to whom they expectantly leoked for help.
A writer says, *‘ This young priest combined a biting
humour with an impetuous disposition.and inde-
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fatigable zeal. He followed the friends of the Word
of God into the colleges and houses where they used
fo meet, debated with them, and pressed them to
asbandon their faith. On occasion of receiving the
degree of Bachelor of Divinity, he had to deliver a
Latin discourse in the presence of the University,
and chose for his swbject ‘ Philip Melanchthon and
his doctrines.’ Latimer's discourse produced a great
impression. ‘At last,’ said his hearers, ‘Cambridge
will furnish a champion for the church, who will
confront the Wittenburg doctors and save the vessel
of our Lord.”

Among the young priest’s hearers that day was
Thomas Bilney, who had some time before this
found peace for his soul in Christ, and had gone
over to the cause of the Reformation. He easily
detected the untenableness of Latimer’s arguments,
and longed to win him to the truth. After reflection
and prayer, he conceived a most novel plan by which
to bring the gospel to bhis notice. - He sought an
interview with Latimer ‘at his college residence.
““For the love of God,” he eaid, ‘' be pleased to hear
my confession.” Latimer was delighted. *‘ Ah,”
he thought, “ he has come to recant. . My discourse
against Melanchthon has opened his eyes; he may
still be saved to the church.”” He at once prepared
to hear the heretic’s confession of recantation. The
record says:—*‘ Bilney, kneeling before his confessor,
told him, with touching eimplicity, the anguieh he
bhad once felt in his soul, the efforts he had made to
remove it, their unprofitableness, and the peace he
had felt when he believed that Jesus Christ is the
Lamb of God that taketh away the sin of the world.
He described to Latimer the Spirit of adoption he
had received, and the happiness he experienced in
being able to call God his Father. Latimer listened
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without mistrust. His heart was opened, and the
voice of the pious Bilney.penetrated it without
obstacle. From fime to time the confessor would
have chased away the new thoughts which came
crowding into his bosom ; but the penitent continued.
His language, at once so simpls and so lively, en-
tered like a two-edged sword. At length the penitent
rose up, but Latimer remained seated, absorbed in
thought. . Like Saul on His way to Damascus, he was
conquered, and his conversion, like the apostle’s, was
instantaneous. He saw Jesus as the only Saviour
given to man: he contemplated and adored Him.
His zeal for the superstitions of his fathers he now
regarded as 8 war against God, and he wept bitterly.”
Bilney sought to console him as best he could.
 Brother,"” said he, ‘‘though your sins be as scarlet,
they shall be as white as anow.” The work in the
confessor's soul was as complete as it was sudden.
His friends were filled with astonishment at the
change wrought in him, and the enemies of the
gospel were in dismay. The new convert’s one
object now was to make Christ known everywhere
as the only Saviour for lost sinners. With Bilney
he entered the gates of Cambridge prison and told
the prisoners of Him Who came to proclaim liberty
to the captives of Satan, and the opening of the
prison-house of condemnation fo ruined sinners.
They went outside the town to the lazar-house, and
there told of that blessed One whose shed blood can
cleanse away the foul leprosy of sin. They even
invaded the mad-house, and the shriekings of the
maniacs were hushed at the asweet and soul-subduing
sounds of the gospel of peace. Later in their lives
they testified before princes the gospel of the grace
of God ; .and in the end they sealed their testimony
with their-blood. ( Adapted.)
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Fordiveness.

MR DLEILI MMM B O AR D TR T
“0 Lord, truly I am Thy servant, I am Th uervnnt, md the son of
thine handmeid: Thou hast loosed my bonds.” oxvi. 1

HERE was once a certain man, named Judge
Hale, who, on. one occasion, felt great interest
in a prisoner who was tried and condemned to

death. Afier his trial, the judge felt so much for
him, that he visited him in the condemned cell. He
tried to talk to the poor man, but he sat very hard
and very stubborn. Among other things, the judge
eaid, * What do you think of me ? How do you feel
towards me 2"

“I hate ye ! "’ said the man.

“Hate me! Why do you hate me? "

“Arn't you the judge that condemned me ? "’

‘““ But I couldn't help that, my poor man. I am
only the servant of the law. You had a fair trial.
You were tried by twelve of your own countrymen,
any one or more of whom you might have challenged.
The evidence was clearly againat you; and, upon
their verdict of guilty, I could do none other than
pronounce upon you the sentence-of the law of the
land.”

The judge's arguments, however, were of no avail.
The man continued in the same angry temper. The
judge visited him the next day, putting the same
question and receiving the same answer. He visited
him a third time, and had the same reply—*I hate
ye! Ihateye!’

Upon this third oceasion, after a short pause, the
judge placed his hand in his breast-pocket, and,
pulling out a paper, laid it upon the table, saying,
as he did so, ““ Thera's your pardon! And what do
you thinkof menow? Howdoyou feel towards me?"
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The man’s countenance changed in & moment.
Bursting into tears, he droppedtapon his knees, and,
clagping his hands together, and looking at the Judge
through his tears, he exclaimed, “Oh, I love ye! I
love ye! Take me into your service, and I'll prove
it.!” The judge did take him into his service, and
he proved s faithful servant to the end of his days.

Thue does God’s grace and forgiveness affect and
melt hearts obdurate and hardened by judgment, so
that the delivered and grateful soul cries: ““Oh,
Lord, truly I am Thy servant, I am Thy servant,

. Thou hast loosed my bonds" (Psa. cxvi.).

“To0 Late!”

‘WORD of terror that has already fallen like the

thunder of God on too many a heart of man !

See that father as he hastens from the

burning house, and thinks he has taken all his

children with him; he counts—one dear head is

missing ; he hastens back—** Too late,” is the hollow

sound that strikes his ear ; the stone wall falls under

the roaring torrent of flame; he swoons and sinks to
the ground.

Who is that hastening through the darkness of the
night on the winged courser? It is the son who has
been wandering in the ways of sin, and now at last
be longs to hear from the lips of his dying father the
words, ‘I have forgiven you.” Soon he is at his
journey's end; in the twinkling of an eye he is at
the door—**Too late,”” wails the mother’s voice,
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“that mouth is closed for ever!’ and he sinks
fainting into her arms.

See that vietim on the scaffold, and the executionar
whetting the steel of death. The multitude stand
shivering and dumb. Who is just heaving in sight
on yonder distant hill, beckoning with signs of joy ?
It is the king’s express ; it brings a pardon. Nearer
and nearer comes his step. ‘‘Pardon!’” resounds
through the crowd, softly at first, and then londer
and yet louder. ‘‘Toolate!’” The guilty head has
already fallen.

_ Yea, since the earth has stood, the heart of many
a man has been fearfully pierced through by the
cutfing words, ‘“Too late.” But oh! who will
describe to me the lamentation that will arise, when
at the boundary line which parts Time and Eternity,
the voice of the righteous Judge will ery, * Too late!”
Long have the wide gates of heaven stood open, and
its messengers have cried at one time and another,
“To-day, to-day, if ye will hear His voice! "’ Man,
how then will it be with you, when once these gates,
with appalling sound, shall be shut for eternity ?

T.

John iii. 16.

—_——

WT is stated that the word ‘‘love’ occura in John's
gospel 86 times; the word ‘“world,” 56 times;
- “life,” 79 times; and ‘‘believe,” 99.

In the text, Jno. iii. 16, “God so LOVED the
WORLD, that He gave His only-begotten Son, that
whosoever BELIEVETH in Him should not perish,
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but have everlasting LIFE," we have all the four
wordas.

Granting the correctness of the calculation, we
arrive at results, as follows:—

God’s Love and Man's belief, 836 plus 99=135.
Life given and received, - 56 plus 79=185.

Thus, in the scales of Divine Justice, -the love
bestowed and believed in finds its ezact equipose in
the life given and received : 135=185.

Bat 135=3 x 3 x 8 x 5. Three is the whole
Godhead ; Five is human weakness. 1385, there-
fore, sete forth Divine Love (the same in length,
and breadth, and depth, and height) permeating the
entire scene of creature weakness, and is in exact
correspondence with the measure in which Divine
Life is taken in and appropriated by faith.

Again, 185 plus 186==270. Now 270=27 x 10;
27, or 8 to ite third power, will betoken God Himself
in the intensity and perfection of His workings; 10
is the numerical mark of responsibility Godward.
In 270, then, we have the Godhead, in fullest reve-
lation and power, energising, controlling, sanctifying
all creation, whatever the capacities or obligations,
on every plane of responsible manhood.

Thus, incidentally and arithmetically, all Seripture
attests the truth of Jobn iii. 16, and shows how, by
Divine Love and Life, Man’s universe is to be filled
full with nothing but sheer blessing throughout its
whole expanse: God Himself, in all the plenitude
of His Being, meeting and holding Man at every
turn in all places of His dominions; so that the
unbroken song of Etfernity is this, ‘' Let everything
that hath breath praise the Lord. Praise ye the
Lord"” (Psa. cl. 6).

John iii. 16 is fulfilled by Rev. xxi. 1 to 5.

W.C.C.-B.-C.
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How toJWin Them.

[t e

A WORD TO SUNDAY-SCHOOL TEACHERS.

O two leaves in the forest are exactly alike, yot
every maple leaf in the forest has similarity
with every other maple leaf. So with chil-

dren. I want to mention eight characteristics which
prevail everywhere among children, which we must
understand and make use of if we are to rightly use
the material that God has placed in our care, and
handle rightly those whom we teach.

Firat: Childhood is plastic. When we grow old
we become crystallised, and we cannot change with-
out breakage or cleavage. The child is like the soft
clay in the handsof the moulder, and almostanything
that the teacher desires to make he can secure. That
children are plastic is very evident from experiences
through which we pass. A good class may be
moulded with marvellous rapidity along fanlty lines
by the implanting of a thoroughly vicious boy into
that class. See how the rest will answer to his
vicious touch—how he will contaminate and deform
other boys thers. That is enough to show that
children are plastic, for evil as well as for good,
though, of course, a child needs to be *‘born again”
as much as a man.

Second: Children are imitative. Therefore with
all the more care should we live Christ before them,
for they will imitate us, without any question. Ifa
Bunday-school teacher be late systematically, the
children will imitate her. If the Sunday-school
teacher be given to peculiar care in the matter of
dress, the scholars will imitate the teacher. What-
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over the teacher does the scholars tend fo reproduce
—and sometimes to absurd extremes. My brother
was drilling a young fellow one time for a recitation
in a pathetic piece. Judge of his surprise when, on
the festive occasion, the boy, just at the point of the
greatest pathos, drew out his handkerchief and blew
ablastlikeatrombone. The whole thing was ruined.
‘When afterwards my brother said fo him, ‘“Why
ever did you do that?” he replied, “ Why, don't you
remember when you were reciting this piece for me
you blew your nose just at that point?’’ This is
onlyanillustration toshowhowimitative children are.

Third: Children are retentive. Their memories
are sticky, while ours are slippery. They hold so
little to begin with that they are eager to hold more,
and you toss a fact into a boy’s memory and he holds
it. That is one of the most encouraging things, and
we want to realise that their memories are not only
quick to receive, but are tenacious to retain. In
their old age, when they forget the events of the
recent past, they hold to the events of childhood
with a grip of steel. Thus, the truth—*the incor-
ruptible seed "—implanted in a child’s mind, though
the child may wander away in maturer years far
from the path of life, remains there, and it may be,
that by God's grace a fact given to a child in his
early yoars will be the means of his salvation in the
far-off country where he is hungering and starving
among the swine. Joyful fact, therefore, that all
children by nature are retentive of factsgiven to them.

Fourth: Children are mercurial. By that I mean
that they are not long in one state. A German
philosopher can evolve ideas out of his inner cons-
ciounsness in the dark for two hours at a time, but a
boy cannot. A boy is like & grasshopper; he jumps
and leaps and jumps again, and you never quite
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know where he started from or where he is going to
land. But he is made that way, and you can’t
change him, and therefore you have to be content to
jump with him, if you can; and blessed is that
teacher who is agile enough to go over the field with
his boy and never lose sight of him. Why, boys and
girls sometimes do two or three things at onee, which
18 more than some of us can do.

That is one of our tronbles with these children—
they are too quick for us. We have slowed up, and
they have got a full head of steam on all the time.
I wes in the roundhouse of a railroad in New York
some time ago, and I saw this notice: ‘No engineer
allowed to take his engine ouf of this roundhouse
with less than 120 pounds of steam on.” 1 thought
“That’s fine. I think that will do for our Sunday-
school.” How do you expect to handle children if
you come to them devoid of zeal and love—with your
boilers cold and your furnaces ouf, and they come
with their furnaces white-hot and the boiler full of
life and energy ?

Fifth: Children are affectionate. Blessed charac-
teristic! For where force can do little, love is om-
nipotent; and the child naturally turns with love
towards its teacher if its teacher is human. A child
was asked, “What led you to Christ?”’ And her
reply was, “First I loved my teacher, and then I
loved my teacher’s Bible, and then I loved my
teacher's Saviour.” Blessed pathwayoflove! That
must be an exceedingly unlovely teacher who cannof
win the love of the child. I pity anyone if the child
does not turn toward that one with trust and affec-
tion. Anywhere excepting among the very wealthy,
where children are pitifully blasé, you can win the
children around yourself and have them twine
around you as the tendrils of a creeper twine around
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the oak, and thus, with God’s blessing, you can lead
them where you desire, and be to them a support and
a stay while they need it, and remain in their
memories after they need you no longer, as sweet
perfume remains in a rose garden after sundown.

Sixth: Children are imaginative. And this is one
of our strong points. To the child & few marks on
a piece of paper or a blackboard mean a great deal.
A child loves to ‘“make believe,” and you put five
round discs on the board or on a block of paper in
your class, and two little straight marks and eay,
‘‘Here are the five loaves of the boy, and these are
two fishes,” and the child’s imagination gets to work
and fairly transforms those pencil marks so that they
become loaves and fishes. The child gets the chairs
in its mother’s parlour in a line, and they are the
Twentieth Century Express, the armchair at the
head being the locomotive. It does not move an
inch really, but it flies to the child. Itis wondrous!

Seventh: Children are just. One of the earliest
things you will hear a child say in its play with the
others 1s, ‘‘It ain’t fair.”” They have a keen sense
of right, and if we deal with them unjustly they
resent it, and they resent it rightly. In all our
dealing with them, in family or in school, we musf
remember that early development of the desire for
marked justice, and that resentment against all
partiality and all semblance of unfairness.

Fipally: Children are heroic. Here again we
make a dire mistake, thinking that true-heroism is
a characteristic that develops late in life, and that
we cannot expect heroism from children. Not so.
Tell me, was David the boy more heroic or lesa heroic
than David the man? Tell me, was Daniel the boy
any less heroic, when he declined to be defiled with
the king’'s meat, than Daniel the man when he walked
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into the lione’ den rather than cease his prayer?
Wasen't the boy just as grand as the man?

Oh, when a Christian child sees its line of duty,
and makes up its mind, by God's grace, to follow 1it,
it often follows it more straightly than in later years,
because a child is less politic. Even when a
Christian man sees the way he ought to take, he
may begin to say, ‘“If I follow it, what will its effects
be on my business?’’ A woman sees her line of
duty, and begins to say, ““If I accept it, how will it
affect me in this and that?’’ Ulterior motives, side
interests, begin to confuse our vision and to make
our walk somewhat unstable.

A boy in our Sunday-school, about fifteen years of
age, the son of a liquor-dealer, came to me and he
said, *Father says that I have got to serve the bar
now on Sundays. What will I do?” I eaid, “My
boy, what do you think God would have you todo?”
He- said, “I ought not to serve. But father says if
I don’t serve the bar on Sundays 1 can pack and get
out. What do you think I ought to do?” I said,
“What do you think you ought to do?"’ He said,
I ought to pack and getout.”” *Very well,” I said,
“I have nothing to say to you excepting, when your
father asks you to serve his bar you answer respect-
fully, and say, ‘Father, I will do anything for you
that is not contrary to the Will of God, but that s
contrary.””” I never told the boy I would care for
him; I simply threw him back on God. The next
Sunday the command came to serve the bar, and the
suggested reply came. The boy's father lost his
temper, and angrily said, ‘ Then march!” So the
boy put up all that he had in a red handkerchief,
and marched out into the streets, with no place to
sleep and nothing to eat. Now, I say that was
grander faith in God than-the faith of Abraham when
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God told him to go out into a land that he knew not;
for Abraham went with his flocks and herds and
tents, and my boy had not a single mutton chop or
a single place to sleep in. So he marched.

I bave seen many a case, not quite as strong as
that, perhaps, but which, nevertheless, illustrates the
heroism of Christian children in the home, or in the
social circle. Let us make no mistake, therefore, in
thinking that the child cannot stand for God as well
as the man; for both stand by God’s grace, and the
child stands, perhaps, a little more heroically because
bealittle more absolutely trusts his Heavenly Father.

( Adapted.)

“And Jobn.”

AVE you ever wondered why John is 8o persist-
H ently mentioned in the narrative of the healing
of the lame man at the Beautiful Gate of the
temple? Five times his name islinked with Peter's
as the tale and its sequel are told. Yet, but for the
inspired persistence of the writer, it seems as if John
might as well have been left out. Peter is the
prominent figure. He speaks the word of power; he
stretches out the hand which helps the lame man's
lamer faith to make its venture; he speaks to the
astonished people and to the offended Sanhedrim.
“And John” simply stands at his side, and says
nothing, unless we conjecture that the words (iv. 20),
which bear the self-same burden as those with which
his first Epistle opens, fell from his lips, *“ We cannot
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but speak the things which we have seen and heard.”

Why, then, is John included in the narrative?
Surely not just because he happened to be there.
If so, one mention were enough. This five-fold
repetition of John's name, if not intentionally signifi-
cant, is, at least, suggestive.

Peter is the foreground of this picture of the
ascended Saviour’s power. ‘‘And John'' is the back-
ground. But the striking figure at the front of the
gcene is all the more impressive for the gentle face
that glows on us from its retirement in the shadows
behind. The background has its service to render
as well as the foreground. ‘‘And John’' had his
share in the work and witness of that memorable day,
as well as Peter. They were going up into the
temple at the hour of prayer, and Peter found that
labour for his Lord was prayer, ‘‘and John'' learnt
that prayer to God was a great work. Peter stood
forward and wrought mightily in the prevailing name
of Christ, *“and John'' stood a little way behind his
friend, and did a mighty work of prayer in the same
Name. While Peter was preaching, John was pray-
ing. Peter spoke to men of God, ‘‘and John” spoke
to God of men. KFach did his appointed work.

God nesded Peter's preaching, but Peter could not
do without John's praying. The man who laid hold
on men in the power of God stood in the foreground,
while he who laid hold on God in the impotence of
man stood in the background. One completed the
other; foreground and background made the finished
picture of the power of God that almost breathes
upon us from the sacred page.

There is still something of the same in Christian
life and work. One men stands in front. When he
speaks, gainsayers are confounded ; when he works,
the lame man leaps as a hart. In the wilderness of
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a dull and dreary age the waters of life break oaut,
and the mighty power of God is made manifest in
the sight of all. Another stands in the shadow
hehind. He has no particular gifts; he is an obscure
man, & mere appendage, as it seems, to a more
talented, and more conspicuous, and even more use-
ful, gervant of the self-same Liord. Perhaps the
copulative that conjoins this Pater and this John is
only visible to God. It is written in no earthly
scriptures, but in the books that are being written
in heaven. Nevertheless, the link is there. This
modern Peter needs his modern John. Now, as of
old, it must be “ Peter axp John.”

Perhaps you are an invalid, and the thought rises
in your heart, Oh, that I could work, and win thou-
gands to Christ! Well, if you cannot do 8o in the
sight of men, you may do so in the sight of God.
In your weakness and retirement, during the long
hours when sleep is denied yon, you can exercise a
royal priesthood in the presence of God, and your
believing and prevailing intercessien will give you a
share in the great work.

If you cannot be Peter, you can be John. Perhaps
the weight of your own giftlessness oppresses you.
“] am only & very ordinary man (you say)—just a
bit of the background.” Well, do the work of the
background! Stir up the one gift that is in thee,
the gift of prayer. Make full proof of the ministry
of intercession, whioch never fails of its reward.

‘When work is on foot, be constant in prayer. And
as you read or hear of Peter, or those who follow
him in the true apostolical succession of believing
men, being used by God, be sure that God also has
athought for Johnand his prayers. Foritis written,
not that Peter only wroughit, but Peter—anp Jonx.

J. M.
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“An Unbreakable Link between
My Soul and God.”

S OUNRE 1) RS >

r] HAVE, through grace, been by the Bible con-
‘ | verted, enlightened, quickened, saved. I

have received the knowledge of God by it to
adore Hie perfections—of Jesus, the Saviour, joy,
gtrength, comfort of my soul. Many have been
indebted  to others as the means of their being
brought to God, to ministers of that gospel which
the Bible contains, or to friends who delight in it.
This was not my case. That work, which is ever
God’s, was wrought in me through the means of the
written Word. He who knows what the value of
Jesus is will know what the Bible will be to such a
‘one. 1f I have, alas! failed it, in nearly thirty
years’ arduous and varied life and labour (at least
such, as far as the service of an unknown and feeble
individual usaally leads), I have never found it fail
me: if it has not failed for the poor and needy ecir-
cumstances of time through which we feebly pass, I
am assured it never will for Eternity. ¢ The word
of the Lord endureth for ever. . . . . ..

The man of intellect produces huma.n infidelity.
The man of imagination will give us human super-
skition, coloured over with the haze of antiquity, for
fear what it really is should be too clearly seen,
Both give me man. The Seriptures alone give me
God. Hence the peculiar form of modern infidelity
is, attack on the written Word—the Seriptures.
Superstition takes exactly the same ground. The
ery of ““ Bibliolatry!” sounds alike from the intellec-
tual and from the superstitious infidel. ~Both have
the same object of attack, both are infidels—one an
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intellectual, the other an imaginative one. Both
would persuade me that the Bible cannot itself
command my conscience and oblige me to faith as
coming from God. Do they not both seek to do this?
Is it not infidelity? Doubtless, through the sinful-
ness of man’s will, without divine grace he never will
really receive the Word as it is in truth—the Word
of God. But is that his fault or the Word's? . . .

My joy, my comfort, my food, my strength, for
near thirty years, have been the Scriptures received
implicitly as the Word of God. In the beginning of
that period I was put through the deepest exercise of
goul on that point. Did heaven and earth, the
visible Church, and man himself, erumble ‘into
nonentity, I should, through grace, since thatepoch,
hold to the Word as an unbreakable link between
my soul and God. I am satisfied that God has
given it me as such. I do not doubt that the grace
of the Holy Bpirit is needed to make it profitable,
and to give it real anthority to our souls, because of
what we are; but that does not change what itis in
itself. To be true when it is received, it must have
been true before it was so.

And here I will add, that although it requires the
grace of God and ths work of the Holy Ghost to give
1t quickening power, yet divine trath, God's ‘Word,
has a hold on the natural conscience from which it
cannot escape. The light detects ** the breaker-up,”
though he may hate it. And so the Word of God is
adapted to man, though he be hostile to it—adapted
in grace, blessed be God, as well as in truth. This
is exactly what shows the wickedness of man's will
in rejecting it. And it bhas power thus in the
conscience, even if the will be unchanged. This may
increase the dislike of it; but it is disliked because
the conscience feels it cannot deny its truth. Men
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resist it because it is true. Did it not reach their
conseience, they would not need to take so much
pains to get rid of and disprove it. Men do not arm
themselves against straws, but against a sword
whose edge. is felt and feared.

Reader, it speaks of grace as well as truth. It
speaks of God’s grace and love, Who gave His only-
begotten Son that sinners like you and me might be
with Him, know Him—deeply, intimately, truly know
Him—and enjoy Him for ever,and enjoy Him now;
that the conscience, perfectly purged, might be in
joy in His presence, without a cloud, without a
reproach, without fear. And to be there in His love,
in such & way, is perfect joy. The Word will tell
you the truth concerning yourself; but it will tell
you the truth of a God of love, while unfolding the
wisdom of His counsels.

J.N.D.

—
—e———
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¢ Jehovah always before me.”
(Psa. xvl)
Com i
OW withdrawn from all evil—how powerful, morally,
H in the midst of this world—shoufd we be, were this
always so! There is nothing in this world like the
dignity of a man always walking with God. Yet nothing
is farther from failure in humility: indeed it is here, it
is perfect. Self-exaltation is neither possible nor desired
in the presence and enjoyment of God. What absence
of self, what renouncement of all will, what singleness of
eye, and hence bright and earnest activity of purpose,
when the Lord is the only object and end! I say the
Lord, for no other such object can command and sanctify
the heart. J.N.D.
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Under the Juniper Tree.

‘“Be watchful, mdmgm; which remain, that
are rea.d'; to dle.’
(1 Kinas xix. ; 2 Tin. iv. ; Ryv. iii,)
DISHEARTENED and weary he lay
Down under the juniper tree:
So faithless was he—not a ray
Of cheer 'mid the gloom could he see.
‘“Apostasy epreads,” hissed the foe,
* Truth fails—all thine efforts are vain.”
A Voice whispered : * Though it be eo,
Still ‘Strengthen the things which remain.’ "

“The thinge which remain!” What are they?*
The man of God asked, with a sigh.
The Voice breathed : *“Around thee to-day,
They faint, they. sink—*ready to die.’
Though strife and division abound,
Though evil thou canst not restrain,
Yet still 'mid the ruins be found—
To ¢ Strengthen the things which remain.’

“ On earth still the Spirit abides,
The goepel still sounds from above;
Go forth and wherever He guides,
Still tell the glad message of love.
The Supper—the bread and the wine—
Still speaks of the Lamb Who was alain,
Still spreads thee & feast still divine;
Then,  Strengthen the things which remain.’

*“ Each week still a few meet for prayer,
And graciously thus they are led
To cast upon Him all their care,
‘Who numbers the hairs of their head ;
And still by His love some are stirred
To gather in faith yet again
To read and to ponder the Word,
And ‘Strengthen the things which remain.’
*The f1alicised words came them.
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 Tha little ones still seek to save;
Oh! care for them ; let them be told—
Of Him Who His life freely gave
To save them as well aa the old.
The fempest-tosssd and the bereaved,
The sick in their weakness and pain,
Still need to be solaced, relieved :
Oh! *Strengthen the things which remain.’

“<Stand fast!' for the faith still contend,
Riee! Gird thee, ‘ Be strong in the Lord,
‘Hold fast what thou hast to the end,’
And great then shall be thy reward.
‘The Lord is at hand!"—Ne'er forget
The hope of His coming and reign:
Despond not, nor murmur, nor fret,
But, ‘Strengthen the things which remain.’

“The Church as a witness has failed,
Her lamp-stand is gone from its place,
Her light for her Lord has long paled,
Yet still shines the light of His face.
Look up—see how brill'?ant it gleams !
His glory and grace cannot wane ;
Go forth, then, reflect His bright beams,—
(o, ‘ Strengthen the things which remain.’ *

Then, from under the juniper tree,
The servant went forth with this prayer :—
“My God, still there’s something for me
To do and to be and to bear;
Though feeble, despised, and obscure,
My soul by Thy love still constrain
For Thee and for Thine to endure,
And ‘Strengthen the things which remain.' "

S.J.B.C.

May be had in leaflet form from The Massage Office, Ballarat.
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%e“ Light on the sugj;ct: *

Parables, Similes, Expositions, Reflections,
(Continued.)
Br J. N. BARRETT.

s . T
Deep-digding.

NOTICED that the foundations for a city building
were unusually deep and broad, but the reason
was because the erection was to be unusually

high. A *“sky-scraper”’ must not have a slight
foundation ; there must be a correspondence between
the depth below and the height above, or the lofty
aspiring structure will lack stability. The oak is
said to be as deep and wide-spread beneath the
ground as above it, and thus it can bear the tempests
of centuries.

The defect of some Christian characters is, that
while lofty in aspiration, and even in pretension,
they are not deep in soul experience. The hidden
life is shallow and feeble compared with the outward
show; and the greater the pretension to a high
spiritual status, the greater the danger of a fall.

Deep digging must precede high building. The
inward and the outward, the seen and the secret,
must correspond, and then stability will result,
and the beautiful completeness and power of holy
Christian character will be exhibited.

Muasic and the Spirit.

HERE is music in the air. It is the one thing
needful to arouse all the tender feelings of
religious flesh. Therefore, let us have music

—the solemn roll of the organ, and the massed
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company of the chorus singers; or, failing thess, we
may at least have a concertina and a tambourine,
‘with the added sensation of the rhythm of hands
and feet. Oh, yes, it all succeeds admirably. Feel-
ings are touched, tears start, excitement grows, and
what may not result now? Well, anything may
result that the flesh may produce. Buf are these the
mefhods that brought conviction to three thousand
souls at Pentecost? Did the best revivals with the
best results proceed on these lines? Did Whitfield
or Wesley owe hia success to musical aids? No.
The Holy Spirit is here, and everything that would
add to Him supplants Him, and dishonours Him.

In conversion, neither music availeth anything,
nor moving eloquencs, but the power of the Spirit
of God operating upon the conscience, and not upon
the flesh.

Sleep.

EALTHFUL sleep is sweet and refreshing, and

@ might symbolize good things in the moral

world. But few analogies to the torpor of sin

are more striking than the deep unnatural slumber
produced by malignant causes.

Snake-bite is one of these, and the heavy sleep it
induces is & dangerous symptom. All are bitten by
the serpent of sin, and deep and fatal is the spiritual
somnolence that results. People neither see, hear,
nor feel, and unless aroused must perish.

Intense cold freezes the blood, retards the circu-
lation, and causes like deathly sleep. Oh, the awful
frigid ‘state of a soul icebound in sin till divine love
touches it !

Opiates aleo bring on the fatal slumber, and how
many opiates the devil has in his pharmacopcia.
‘There are drugged souls everywhere, and unless the
antidote be quickly administered they will perish in
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their dreams. Oh, for grace and energy to arouse
all spiritual sleepers !

Harly Oonversion a Prophylactic.

NE great advantage in early conversion is that
it is a prophylactic against evile—and some-
times terrible ones—which might fasten upon

the young soul. There is no sound sense in the idea
of allowing eeeds of scepticiem to fall into the warm
goil of an impulsive heart to germinate there, that
their fruit may be tasted and rejected by a maturer
and wiser experience. What if the taste be perverted
8o that the Igead Sea fruit comes to be approved !

The detection of error is only possibleto one who
knows and loves the truth. The one who habitually
drinks tha old wine always prefers it to the new.

Let the children, then, know the power, the
beauty, and the reality of the truth in Christ, and
they will not need to unravel sophistries in order to
understand and expose them. They will be wise to
what is good, and, in consequence, simple corcerning
evil. They will not need recovery from the fever
of irregular passion, nor”from the malaria of
sceptical ideas, for early conversion will be a
preventative, and prevention is unquestionably better
than cure.

“ Linger and die.”

HERE are certain waste and barren parts in the
Australian States to which this expressive
epithet is applied. A farmer takes up a block

of land, cultivates it, but gets no return. Yet he
sticks to his enterprise, expends his capital, and at
last relinquishes his all to his creditors and leaves
the place beggared and starving. To linger in such
hungry spots is really to die in the end, for they are
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literally ““a land that eateth up the inhabitants
thereof.”

Buch is a picture of this world in which marn
investa his possessions, his powers, and his hopes.
But can the world yield an 3' returns to his needy
soul? Alas, no! More and more the soul is im-
poverished, and the one who lingers there will
certainly perish.

Oh, the thousands of hunger-bitten souls that
lmger and die, hoping for satiefaction, but never
finding it, anxious to be rich and despising the true
riches. Why should eny linger when a land of milk
and honey, with green pastures and still waters, is
open for free selection ?

To linger is to die, for the world is under the
shadow of death and judgment. Life is found in
Christ alone.

Knowledge and Power.

RNOWLEDGE is not power, Bacon notwithatand-
‘ ing. It may be a means to the acquirement

and exercise of power, but i in the spiritual realm
to say ‘“EKnowledge is Power,” is to fall into &
pleasing deception.

If knowledge were power, should we see so many
Christians hobbled and hindered ?—Christians who
are letter-perfect in the Scriptures, too!

Take for example such chapters as Rom. vi., vii.,
viii,; mere acquaintance with these precious scrip-
turés does not impart power to escape the.tyranny
of sin, or the bondage of the law. Power is by the
Spmt and these instructions are only in order to
the efficient use of the Spirit’s grace made known
in ch. viii.

We cannot be too thankful for the light afforded
by the Word of God, but there must be practice,
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experience, exercise, and prayer, or the truth will
not be energetic and operative. The truth may be
stored in the head, but it must be brought down
into the heart in order to be powerful. Money in &
chest, or corn in a grainary is inert and useless.
Corn in clrcula.tlon, or bread assimilated, becomes a
force in man’s economy. Knowledge is good, but
knowledge alone is of little use.

Christian Life a Present Tense.

@H_RISTIAN life 18 always in the present tense.

It must be so if Christ be the life. Yet many

live in the past, and try to borrow light from

pset experiences and past successes, or they live

in the miserable gloom of past sins and unhappy
recollections.

The fact is that present and past have a new sig-
nificance in Christianity. They are not so much
time notes as moral symbols. With God there is no
past; all is present to Him. In fhe case of the
believer, the past means his natural self in Adam,
and the present his new siatus in the Spirit. To
allow the action of self is to live in the past, that is,
really, to die. Present life is life in Christ, and it
i8 eternal, because it is outside and independent of
the passing and the temporary.

It is worse than useless to recall the shaded and
sorrowful past; and the brightest days that Christ
gave us in time gone by may be ours now if faith is
in exercise. Do not say the days were sunny and
have gone, for, see, the sun still shines.

B z“o‘*\\\%
bR B

Value the friendship of him who sta.nds by you in the
storm; swarms of insects will surround you in the
sunshine.
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The Lamp and the Mirror.
(A PARABLE.)
U HODE SN

ﬂ GAUDY mirror facing the setting sun

reflected its resplendent brightness,

and poured from her polished surface
a flood of light. By her side stood a small
golden lamp, whose small but steady flame
was scarcely seen in the evening glory.

The mirror regarded with disdain the tiny
flame of her humble companion, and after
some moments of proud silence thus spoke :—

“T suppose you think something of your-
self! Insignificant as you really are, one
would think you would be content to spend
your tinyspark in obscurity, instead of placing
yourself by my side. Why, cannot you see
what a flood of glory I pour from every
portion of my burnished surface? Yet you
put yourself in competition with me!”

“ Wait till the darkness comes,” said the
little lamp. The glass was about to reply,
when the sun, which had been slowly ap-
proaching the horizon, passed beneath it, and
immediately the heavens began to darken;
no more on the mirror’s surface did that
brilliant spot appear from which such bright-
ness had emanated,—and the glowing picture
there reflected began gradually to fade away;
soon a cold grey darkness overspread the
face of the heavens and the earth; the
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twinkling stars appeared, and the poor mirror
found her brilliancy had all passed away.
Meanwhile, the golden lamp sent forth-a ray
of increasing brightness, and clothed the
scene around with a mantle of rich light; one
could hardly thinkthe flamehad notincreased,
so bright did it appear. The poor darkened
glass looked woefully on its lately despised
companion, and was silent.

“The night has come," said the little lamp;
“ but to me it has brought light, and to you
darkness.”

“Alas!” said the poor mirror, “I despised
you once; now you may despise me. I
thought that light was all my own.”

“ The day is coming,” said the little lamp,
and then threw a bright beam on the golden
frame of his sad companion, and painted a
picture of hope on the gloomy surface. So
the mirror felt a ray of comfort in affliction,
and blessed the little lamp, who had returned

good for evil.
MORAL.

Those who for light and joy depend,
On earth’s uncertain day,

Will find, when shades of night descend,
Their brightness fade away.

But those whose souls on Jesus rest,
‘Who take from Him their bloom,
‘Will find the brightness in their breast
Increase with outward gloom.
H. L.
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“So send I youn.”

(Jvo. xx. 21}
B ————

HE night lies dark upon the earth, and we have
light :
So many have to grope their way, and we
have sight:

One path is theirs and ours of sin and care,
But we are borne along, and they the burden bear.
Footsore, heart weary, faint they on their way,
Mute in their sorrow, while we kneel and pray;
(Glad are they of a stone on which to rest,
‘While we lie pillowed on the Father's breast.

Father, why is it that these prodigals far roam,
And I with Thee, so glad, at rest, at home ?

Is it enough to keep the door ajar

In hope that some may see the gleam afar,

And guess that that is Home, and urge their way
To reach it, haply, somehow, and some day ?
May not I go, and lend them of my light,

May not mine eyes be unto them for sight,

May not the brother-love Thy love pourtray,
And news of home make home less far away ?

Yea, Christ hath said that as from Thee He came
To seek and save, so hath He, in His name,

Sent us to these, and, Father, we would go,

Glad in Thy love that Thou hast willed it so;

That we should be partakers in that joy

Which e’en on earth knows naught of earth’s alloy;
The joy which grows as others’ griefs grow less,
And could not live but for its power to bless.

—

| ———




The Solemn Question.

—_——

NOTHER of these dreadful tracts!
Here's one I found upon the road |

It really puts me in a fright,

With its * Prepare to meet thy God.”
1t speaks of “ wrath" and “hell” as facts,

Without a bit of charity,
And asks me “ If I die to-night,

Where shall I spend Eternity ? "

Tut, tut, I'm (ully occupied,
And really have no time to think;
From early morn till late at night
I've barely time to cat and drink.
So I must put the thing aside
Until I've opportunity
To settle “If I die to-night,
Where shall I spend Eternity 2

Besides, I'm young, I'm well and strong,
With chest as sound as any bell;
My life seems just one long delight,
And yet I'm asked to think of HevLL.
No, no. I'll sing a merry song,
Nor let the question trouble me—
This question * If I die to-night,
Where shall I spend Eternity 2"

I've many years on carth to live;
To-morrow I'm but twenty-one;
Wait till I've reached ambition's height,
And ease and plenty have been won ;
TueN my attention 1 will give,
Unpleasant though it still may be,
To answer * If I die to-night,
Where shall I spend Eternity 2

* * * * * *

Alas, death comes! and lo, next day,
Sad, weeping friends are gathered round
The bed where lies a ghastly sight—
A body that has just been found.
*Tis all that's left—thie mortal clay
Of him who, in prosperity,
Neglecred Christ—was killed Last NiguT,
And now is in ETERNITY !



The Message.

Z7T A
“And whaf then?”

A true tale of the Praoco-Prussian War."
<NV SRR
ANY years ago, during the Franco-Prussian
war, I had mounted an omnibus in Paris,
when I saw an old lady with a gentleman
in the prime of life, both laden with flowers, hurry-
ing to catch it. I helped the lady to ascend. The
gentleman followed listlessly. He had scarcely taken
his seat by my side, when he exclaimed with a loud
voice, ‘“And what then ?” Thinking that perhaps
I had unintentionally disturbed his flowers, I begged
his pardon. But he looked at me with a severe ex-
pression, and with a military salute, exclaimed
again, ‘“And what then?”

The lady begged me to excuse the singular be-
haviour of her.son, and take no notice of it; and
after we had sat side by side some time, she related
to me his history, as follows :—

Before the breaking out of the Franco-Prussian
war, her son had become engaged to a very beautiful
young lady, a lover of pleasure, and a true child of
the world. Leon de St. Arnaud, a young officer in
the imperial army, was like-minded with her.

One day a lady remarked to the young woman,
“You will not always be young and beautiful. You
will not always have the world at your feet. These
things will end with you as they have with others,
and what then? "
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She regarded the question with due respect, and
after a little reflection replied, ‘ What then?
Madame, I have really not thought; but from this
time I will do so.” _

And she kept her word. Even if she would have
forgotten it, she could not., The words, “These
things will come to an end with you as they have
done with others—and what then ?" followed her as
a perpetual presence. Asleep or awake, she ceased
not to hear the question, ‘' And what then?"’ Mean-
while, invitations to every sort of festivities came to
her as before, and were as often accepted. But if
could not escape her young friends and associates
that Blanche de Montrouge had lost her cheerful-
ness, that the song and the dance no longer had any
charm for her. So things went on till at length she
refused an invitation to the wedding festivities of
one of her friends. Leon undertook to persuade
her to accept it. He said she must go, for what
would people say if he came without her? Buf
ghe remained firm.

Suppressing his displeasure as well as he could,
he demanded the reason of her silly behaviour.
She replied, *Leon, all these things will have an
end—and what then? If this life were the end of
all, there might be pleasure in these diversions; but
I am convinced there is another life beyond. I
cannot go, and I beg you not to go either.” But
without any reply, the young officer bit his lip,
stamped his foot, and left her.

The good seed which had been sown in her heart,
as in good ground, continued to bring forth good
fruit. That year she broke with the world and its
pleasures, and concentrated herself wholly to the
Lord Jesus. There was joy in heaven among the
angels of God, for another soul had been saved from



THE MESSAGE. 367

destruction and brought to the feet of Jesus.
* » »* * * *

On the breaking out of the Franco-Prussian war
in 1870, Leon went into the conflict. Blanche,
who by no means had forgotten him during all this
period of trial, bore him on her heart. But Leon,
curbing his pride and passion, sought out his early
love, besought her, forgetting the past, to marry him
at once—overlooking the difference between them.
But her Lord and Saviour held the first place in her
affections. She thought of the words of the
prophet: ‘‘Can two walk together except they be
agreed ?” “No, Leon,” she said, gently but firmly;
‘it cannot be till you have found the Lord Jesus
your Saviour. Do not deem me indifferent and
hard-hearted. Take this little token as a pledge of
my love for you and for my God.” Upon this she
handed him a little package, which he hastily tucked
into his pocket, and with a courtly bow left the room
without uttering a single word.

* » * * »» *

Many, many miles distant from Paris, the shades
of night are setting on a battle-field. Dead horses
lie here and there, amidst the ruin of war. Pieces
of cannon and sinilar things prove that here men
have stood and fought against one another for life
or death. The darkness increases, covering deeper
and deeper the distant landscape and the brave
soldiers who have shed their blood and breathed their
last breath. It is like a great gloom-pall for the
dead. But what is that sound breaking so terribly
on the stillness of death? It seems like a slight
murmuring, a mournful death-chant, like funeral
hymns on that lonely battle-field, deeply impressive
in such a place at such a time. Suddenly is heard
the tramp of a horse! A German Uhlan, whose
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gharp eyes and ears nothing within hearing or seeing
can escape, rides over the plain. The rider stops
and listens. Then he rides to the low spot in the
battle-field from which the sound issues, and finds
only a dog, keeping watch over his fallen master.
The Uhlan drags the body of the French soldier out
of the debris, and carefully thrusts his hand under
the uniform to see if the heart still beats. He draws
it back instantly, covered with blood. * Yes” he
said to himself, ‘‘death has escaped this for his
harvest. What a stately soldier!” Again he let
his hand glide over the senselees form, when some-
thing hard attracted his attention. He drew it out.
It was a little book, penetrated by a ball. On the
front fly leaf was written—

Leon de St. Amnaud, from Blanche de Montrouge. And what then?

Alas! it was be lying so pale, cold and almost dead.
The Uhlan was deeply impressed. He repeated
aloud what was underscored in the little French
Testament—** And what then ?”

Meanwhile the faithful dog licked the wounds of
hie master, till the Uhlan lifted the body on his
horse and galloped away.

L] * *® * “ » »

Again we find the German Uhlan in a lazzaretto,
and receive from him the following narrative :—

‘“Four days ago I found him, late at evening, in
a hollow. The wounded and fallen had long ago
been collected from the battle-field. They had over-
looked this one. Only a dog was near him. I had
no suspicion that he was still alive. Poor man! he
will never fight again; the ball entered too deeply.
It would have killed him certainly if it had not been
for that little Testament."

So Leon did not die of the wound. He graduslly
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recovered, and the first thing he asked for was his
little book. But this is the only thing he remem-
bered, so dreadful was tha effect of the ball upon
the young man. He is not only lame, and beyond
recovery, but he has also lost his mind. To everyone
he sees, he repeats his military salute, and the only
intelligible words he utters are: ‘““‘And what then ?”
The Germans did not let him want for careful
nursing till he could be taken back to his widowed
mother. The faithful dog which would not be sep-
arated from hie master even in the hospital, died a
fortnight after reaching Paris.

Blanche de Montrouge went to England, and is
still a faithful visitor, having told the precious story
of the goapel beside many a bed of pain, comforting
the troubled heart, and leading many a sinner to
the Saviour of the lost—the Prince of peace. She
and the aged mother of poor Leon pray every day
for the unfortunate man, that the Lord may yet
give light to his darkened mind, and draw him fo
Himeelf. They find a ray of hope in the fact that
many times as his eye rests upon his little Testa-
ment, he breaks out into loud expressions of joy,
while at others times he only exclaims, ‘‘ And what
then ?”’

Reader, what of you? Were you cut off where
and as you are, “ What then?"” If you die before
December ends What then? If 1903 be your last
year on earth—What then? Ah! if you die unpre-
pared—What then ? God’s day of salvation is now/
If you reject it—* What then!!” ** Believe on the
Lord Jesus Christ and thou shalt be saved’’ (Acts

xvi. 31). N. B.
N
S
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“ Son, Remember.”

(LuEE xvi.)
Ll gl ol ol 7 o 0T g

OME years ago, a visitor at an insane asylum
observed a woman passing to and fro in a long
passage. Ag she would reach the wall at either

end, she would look eagerly for an object of which
she appeared to be in search, and then, failing to
find it, she would wring her hands, and moaning
piteously, commence again the round. So it was
that she passed each day and night, except during a
few hours of exhaustion, when in her dreams the
same sad search was kept up. She was a mother
who had lost her child, and then, in her grief, had
become deranged.

Such may be part of the eternal punishment of the
worldling. Let us take the love of money. Gold is
bunted and gloated over, so that the lust of it becomes
a controlling passion. But then comes the grave.
There are no pockets in the shroud. As the tree falls
soit lies. The consuming passion of time will be the
consuming passion for Eternity, be that pa.ss1on gold,
pleasure, fame, lust, or aught else.

But there is this dlﬁerence—m time there is an
object to be seized. Now, there may be a maniac
pursuit, but there is also a maniac enjoyment. Buf
it is otherwise in a lost Eternity. There the passion
eo long coveted is gone. The chase after it lasts for
ever, but its enjoyment never comes. It is not
necessary for us to fall into imagination to describe
the terrors of that state. It is enough for us to know
that the passions of this life continue to rage in the
heart desolated by them, while the objects of those
passions are gone. It is an incessant agonizing
alternation between a frenzied search and a still
more frenzied despair.
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The High-Church Lady’s

Conversion.
SRR RORUNSEEN>
A NE day a lady called and said she wanted to
gpeak to me—would I come to her house for
this purpose? I went, and she was not long
before she opened the conversation by charging me
with being very uncharitable. ‘You say we are
all unconverted.” ‘

I replied, * Of course, as children of Adam we are,
till conversion takes place; there can be no mistake
about that! But when did I say that you were
unconverted ? Is it not your own conscience that
tells you that? When we preach to people as un-
converted, those who are changed, and brought from
death unto life, know as well as possible that we do
not mean them; and they pray for a blessing on
the word, that it may reach others, as it once
reached them. They do not sit there and resent the
charge, for they know what has passed between God
and their souls, and are anxious for others to share
the same blessing.” She was silent; 8o I continued,
““May I ask you the question, Are you converted ?
Can you tell me that you are?”

She replied, ‘I do not know what you mean.”

“Well, then, why do you suppose that I mean
something uncharitable or bad ?"

* Becauee I know very well it is not a good thing
to be unconverted. But,” she added, ‘it seems
such an unkind thing to put us all down for *lost,’
while you suppose yourself to be saved.”

“You may know more about this some day, per-
haps ; but in the meantime will you allow me to ask
you one thing: Do you believe on the Lord Jesus
Christ 2"
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She replied indignantly, ‘“ Of course I do. Now,
this is the very want of charity I complain of—the
idea of asking me such a question!"”

She was one of the Rev. ’s (the confessor’s)
favourite devotees, and had been absolved by him
for several years; the very idea of asking her if she
believed on the Lord Jesus Christ made her quite
impatient, as well as indignant.

I said, “Do not be angry with me, but what do
you believe about Him 2"

“T believe everything, of course! 1 believe the
creed.”

“Yes, ] do not doubt that, for a moment. But
do you believe that Jesus Christ died for you?”

‘““ Why, yes, certainly : how could 1 do otherwise;
He died for us all.” .

“That is not the point. I mean, do you believe
that He died ; and that you have a personal interest
in His death ?”

She hesitated, and then looking at me, said, ““ Do
you mean objectively, or subjectively 2

*“May I ask what I am to understand by these
words ?"

“Dr. taught me that, ‘ Christ died,’ is ob-
jective, and that ‘Christ died for me,' is subjective.”

‘““Very good indeed,” I answered, “I like that
very much ; it is quite true. But it is one thing to
know about subjective faith, and quite another thing
to have it. Now I will come back to my question.
Do you believe that Christ died for you?"

“You evidently mean something that I do not
understand,” she said in a perplexed manner,

Then looking at the crucifix on her table, I said,
¢ What does that remind you of 2"

““Oh, I pray before that every day, and ask the
Lord to take my sins away.”
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“Then you do not think your sins are forgiven
yet. How can you ask for forgiveness, and have it
at the same time ?”

“Do you mean to say then,” she replied, with
surprise, ‘‘ that you have no sins ?”’

“] mean to say that my sins were atoned for,
once for all, on the cross; and that, believing this,
I have peace and remission of sins. My sins are all
cast like & stone into the deep.

“But do you not sin sometimes ?*’

““Yes, but T do not take my daily sins of omission
and commission to the priest or confessor, but
to the throne of grace, where the risen and living
Christ is now making intercession for me; and 1
confess them as & child to my Father.”

She was sxlent and so was I, inwardly praying
for her.

Presently she looked up and said, ““I do thank
Him for dying for me. Is that what you want me
to say?” “Do so,” I said—‘thank Him for His
love in dying in your stead, and shedding His blood
to wash your sins away.”

‘‘He shall have all my heart!” she exclaimed.

So saying, she knelt before the crucifix, and bow-
ing gracefully and most reverently, she reproached
herself for not putting Jesus first, and said, ‘“ Thou
art worthy! Glory be to Thee, for Thy great love
to me.”

1 She had got a little light, but she was still very
ark.

Then she rose from her knees, and once more
turning to me, said, ‘ Thank you so much! God
bless you for your kindness and patience with me !
I cannot tell you how much I thank you. Oh, I do
thank you so much!”

“ Dear friend, I cannot refuse your thanks, but I

"
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should like to see you thanking God more than you
thank me.”

*Yes,” she said, ““I will. I will sing ‘When 1
gurvey the wondrous cross.” "

She did not need to find the music, for she knew
it by heart; so, sitting down, she began to sing, till
the tears came into her eyes, and her voice broke
down. ‘I never knew the meaning of these words
before,” she said; ‘“‘Sorrow and love low mingled
down." How could I be so blind and ignorant?
‘ Love so amazing, so divine,’ does ‘demand my life,
my soul, my all!” O Lord take it!"

After this, I had a few parting words with her,
and pointing to the crucifix I said, ‘‘ Remember,
Christ is not on the cross now. He died; that is
past. Heis now risen, and has ascended up on high.
The throne of grace is not the crucifix or the con-
fessional, but where Christ site—at the right hand
of God; and we, as believers, may in heart and
mind thither ascend, and with Him continually
dwell. Have done, then, with this dead ritualism ;
you know better now. Testify for the glory of G&d."

Ww. H.

vvvvvvvvvvvvvv

Holiness and Righteousness. — Holiness repels evil,
righteousness consumes evil. If you drop kerosene upon
a hot stove, the heat consumes it; if you drop water
upon it, the heat repels the water. The first action is
that of righteousness, the last that of holiness.

G W. Gr.
#*# % % Qa0 20D

God's Pirst Act after man had crucified His Son waa to
open a way into His presence—the veil waa rent.
J.N.D.
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The Course of Sin.
“‘N‘W"K"—

HE voyager enters a current which seems
propitious, thereis no apparent diversion
from his course, his bark speeds well,

his oar does not toil, nor his sail strain. In
his confidence, all promises success. But it
does not seem that he has advanced. A
strange familiarity impresses his sense.  Still
current flows into current, while onward and
buoyant is his track. Soon he feels an un-
natural vibration. Where he glided he now
whirls along. The truth seizes upon him—he
is sweeping a whirlpool ! Long since he has
entered the verge of a maelstrom, and he is
now the sport of its gyrations. No power is
left his helm or mast; he is the trembling,
unresisting prey. He hears the roar; he 1s
drawn into the suck of the vortex. Notonly
the circle lessens, the very surface slopes.
The central funnel and abyss, dark, heaving,
smooth, vitreous, yawns. The mariner
shrieks, the skiff is swallowed up, where the
waters only separate to close; where the
outermost attraction was but the minister to

the famine of this devouring maw.
R. W.H.

You can no more blame your circumstances for your
character than your mirror for your looks.
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[Divine Faets.
0 ——C]

HEN, in His Word, God states a plain fact,
it is our wisdom to bow to it and believe it,
even though our understanding may not,

at the time, be able to grasp if, nor our experience
exactly coincide with it. *‘God is His own inter-
preter,” and to the soul that patiently waits upon
Him He will, in His own time, most surely ‘‘ make
it plain.” But should He never in this world be
pleased to do so, it ig for us to believe it all the
same, because of ils unerring Author.

If you take your Bible, and turn to the third
chapter of John’s Gospel, you will find in the last
two verses, that God has there recorded four present,
polid facts. Let us place them in order thus—

1. ¢ The Father loveth the Son.”

2. *“ And hath given all things into His hand.”

: 8. ‘' He that believeth on the Son hath everlasting
ife.”

4. ‘““He that believeth not on the Son . . . . the
wrath of God abideth on him."”

Now, I repeat, these are four facts; i.e., they are
no mere human opinions, nor are they based upon
any experience in us. They are unalterable facts.
How any fact, when believed, may affect you, is
another thing: that is a matter of your fesling or
experience. For instance, the news of the victorious
entrance of the German forces into Paris, years
gince, produced, no doubt, a vast variety of experi-
ences, as it reached the ears of different persons in
different lands; but the fact remained unalterably
the same. The experience was produced by the
fact believed ; the fact was not dependent upon the
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experience. A Divine fact believed by the soul will
be accompanied by a Divine effect in the soul. So
we read, ““ He that believeth on the Son of God hath
the witness in himeelf ** (1 John v. 10).

Take another illustration. A certain young men
is to enter upon large possessions and high privileges
when he comes of age. One morning his father
addresses him thus: ‘' Let me congratulate you,
my son! You are of age to day.” ‘' Pardon me,
father,” he replies, ‘‘ but I think you are mistaken.”
‘“How 80 ?” enquires the astonished father.

“ Why, for three reasons. In the first place I
don’t feel that I am twenty-one. Secondly, I was
only this very morning looking at myself in the
glass, and I'm sure I didn't look like twenty-one.
Lastly, I know it to be the firm opinion of many of
my very intimate companions that I can’t possibly
be more than about eighteen or nineteen at most!
How can I therefore be of age? My friedds do not
think I am, and as for myself, I neither feel it, nor
look like it !"

Now what, think you, would a wise father do in
such a case? He would simply turn to the family
register ; and if the plain record there did not assure
his foolish son, nothing could.

“ But,” you exclaim, ‘“ who would be 8o absurd as
to talk like that?' 1 reply, Beware, lest you are
found manifestiug like folly, or worse. For no one
can deny that there are multitudes of professed
believers in Christ to-day, who pursue precisely the
same line of argument, and that in regard of the
plainest facts of God's Word. Now, if the father's
written testimony in the family register is enough
to assure the son of his real age, and that altogether
apart from his feelings, surely the written Word of
God, ‘‘that proceedeth out of the mouth of God,”



368 THE MESBAGE.

ought to be sufficient to give us full assurance of our
eternal blessing. Notice in this verse (Matt. iv. 4)
how Christ connects ‘It is written' with * the
mouth of God ;' for this is how faith ever reckons.

And now, for the sake of any troubled reader, let
us look at the four facts, before referred to in John 8.

1. *““ Tbe Father loveth the Son.”

Now, do you believe that fact ?

*“Oh, yes!"” you say, “I do.”

But do you feel that the Father loves the Son ?

“It is not what I feel,” you reply, *“I feel sure
He does, for the simple reason that God's Word says
He does. It is not a question of what I think or
feel. It is a fact; and, as such, I believe it.”

2. ‘“And hath given all things into His hand.”

““Well,” you say, “‘and I firmly believe that fact.”

But is it because you feel it, or becanse you see
everything put into His hand ?

* Neithrer,” you reply, * but I am fully assured of
it. God has declared it.”

Now, then, pass on to the last fact.

4. “He that believeth not the Bon . . . . the
wrath of God abideth on him.”

Again, I enquire, Do you believe that fact also,
viz., that the wrath of God abides upon the un-
believer ? And again, perhaps, yoa answer in the
affirmative. But supposing the unbeliever does not
feel it! Ah, you respond, but the wrath abides
upon him all the same for that. His feeling it would
not make it true, neither would his not feeling it
make it untrue. There stands the fact recorded,
and ‘‘the Word of our God shall stand for ever.”
(Isa. xl. 8). “ But,” you say, “I am not an un-
believer—I really do believe on the Son of God."
Well, then, just notice the fact which, before, I
purposely omitted, viz. :—
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1_f3. ‘“ He that believeth on the Son hath everlasting
ife.”

Now, in a preceding verse in this chapter we
read: ‘“He that hath received His testimony hath
set to his seal that God is true' (v. 83). And re-
member that God has not only given a distinet
testimony concerning His beloved Son; but has,
again and again, stated the plainest facts concerning
those who really believe on Him. “/If I could only
believe I was saved, I should be saved,” said an
anxious soul one day, “ but I have not enough faith
for that yet.” Now, plausible as this may look at
first sight, it is not the gospel. God doesn’t say,
“If you can only have faith enough to believe that
you have eternal life, you shall bave it.”” That
would be to meake a saviour of your faith, and to
shut Christ out. But, believing on His Son, He
states & simple fact about you, viz., that you have
everlasting life, and leaves you simply to set to your
seal that ¢ God is true.” If the unbeliever has the
wrath of God abiding on him, whether he feels it or
not, 8o in the thoughts of God, has the true believer
everlasting life, whether he thinks he has the feeling
that rightly belongs to it or not.—Eztmctgi. p

eo. C.

Our Life Lesson.
CoLS 08208/ 250 20 d P 24802
mOSES‘ life consisted of 120 years (Deut. xxxiv. 7),
divided into three forties.
In the first forty years he was learning to
be something.
In the second forty he waa learning to be nothing.
In the third forty he was learning that God was
everything.
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HE fishermen of Brittany, so we are told, are
wont to utter this simple prayer when they
launch their boats on the deep: ‘‘ Keep me, my

God ; my boat is so small, and Thy ocean is so wide."

How touchingly beautiful is the prayer for us every
day! * Keep me, my God; my boat is so small "’
—1I am 8o weak, 80 helpless, so easily carried by the
winds and tossed by the waves. ‘‘ And Thy ocean is
so wide "'—the perils 80 many, the rocks so frequent,
the currents and the tides of evil so treacherous, the
icy mountains of disaster so threatening. Keep me,
my God, keep me; my boat is so small and Thy
winds are so fierce, Thy waves are so high, Thy
waters are so deep, Thy ocean is so wide, I am so
buffeted about by sharp adversity, so driven before
the storms of grief, so swept by the stormy euroclydon
of temptation—** Keep me, my God, keep me!”

G. B. F. H.

“l can die for Him.”

L0 LT P P )Y

T is the period of religious persecution in Rome.

@ A crowd has assembled near the prison to
witness the execution of the Christian. The

door of the prison opens, and the prisoner—a young
lady—is brought to the stake.

The fagots are placed around her, but before the
match is applied & priest cries, ** Wilt thou recant 2

The face of the prisoner was pallid, but she re-
turned an answer in a tone clear and firm.

That answer was “ No!”

“But why ?”’ said the priest. ‘ Thou canst not
give a reason for thy belief."”
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The face of the Christian lighted up with almost
heavenly radiance as she said: *I can’t argue for
Jesus, but I can die for Him."”

“Bl dea.”
Blow upon my Garden.

“ Awake, O north wind; and come, thou south; blow upon my
garden, that the ssim thereof may flow out. Let my beloved come
into his garden, and eat his pleasant frnits.”'—8. 8, iv. 16,

RERRDLEISARS

HE prayer is—* blow,” and the result is—
“flow.” Lord, if Thou blowest, my heart
floweth out to Thee! * Draw me, we will run

after Thee.” We know right well what it is to have
grace in our souls, and yet to feel no movement of
it. We may have much faith in existence, yst none
in exercise; much fire of love, yet no love flaming
forth; and much patience in the heart, though at
the moment we do not display it. The only plan by
which our graces can be set in active exercise is by
the Holy Spirit breathing upon us. He has the
power to quicken, arouse, and bestir our faculties
and graces, 8o that holy fruits within ue become
perceptible to others. There are states of the at-
mosphere in which the fragrance of flowers is much
more diffused than at other times. The rose owes
much to the zephyr which wafts its perfume. How
sweet is even & field of beans after a shower! We
may have much spice of piety, and yet yield small
fragrance unless the living power of the Holy Spirit
moves upon us.
(Old Author.)
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The Worker’s Dream.
SShaAnfangx

a ]I HAVE laboured in vain,” a worker said,
And his brow was marked by care;
4] have laboured in vain.” He bowed down hishead,
And bitter and sad were the tears he shed—
He was almost in despair.

“] am weary and worn, and my hands are weak,
And my courage is well nigh gone ;

For few give heed to the words I speak,

And in vain for & promise of fruit I seek,
‘Where the seed of the Word is sown."

Bat his confidence still in God was kept,
Though his epirit with grief was stirred,

Till & silent calm o’er his spirit crept,

And the night grew dark, and at last he slept,
And dreamed that he saw and heard.

He thought in his dream that his soul took flight
To a blessed and bright abode ;

And he saw a throne of dazzling light,

And harps were ringing, and robes were white,
Made white in the precious blood.

And he saw such a countless throng around
As he never had seen before—

Their brows with jewels of light were crowned,

And sorrow and sighing no place had found,
For the troubles of time were o’er.
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Then a ransomed saint cama forth and said,
“Thank God for thy work that is past!
I am one that thy faithful words have led
The path of life to love and tread :
They have brought me home at last ! ™

And the worker gazed on the dear one’s face:
He had seen that face on earth,
When, with anxious heart, in a certain place,
He had clearly told a Saviour's gracs,
And men’s need of a second birth.

Then the worker smiled, and the angel said,
**Go forth to thy work again;

It is not in vain that the seed is shed ;

Ii only one soul to the cross is led,
Thy labour is not in vain.”

And at last he woke, and his knes he bent

In grateful child-like prayer;
And he prayed till an answer of peace was sent,
And Faith and Hope as a rainbow bent

O’er the clouds of fear and care.

And he rose in joy, and hig eye was bright,
His sorrow and grief had flad,
And his soul was calm and his heart was light,
For his hands were strong in his Master's might,
As forth to his work he sped.

ARSI AR I AN SN NSASASINNNSY

The will of God will be done; but, oh, the unspeakable
loas for us if we have missed our opportunity of doing it!
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The Evangelist.
L Zoal i M gl ol ) ol ol

TRUE ambassador of Christ will rejoice to
3 preach the Gospel. He sees the light of

Eternity flashing in the faces of His auditors.
And when, in firm reliance on the aid of the Holy
Spirit, he opens his lips before that assemblage,
when his fervid heart pours forth a torrent of con-
victing truth. made red-hot by holy emotion, when
every word is illustrated by the eloquence of an
eager eye and vigorous right arm, when warning
and entreaty and persuasion are all combined, and
when the preacher becomes the beaming and burn-
ing impersonation of God's gracious love, then
preaching becomes & joy that an archangel might
covet. This is no mere fiction of imagination. Such
supreme delight is not confined to the masters of
eloquence; they are within the reach of the humblest
preacher who will saturate his mind with God's
truth, make himeelf God's mouthpiece, and let God
speak through him,

—EHEAANBINANBIASAN HEN-—

The Sower.

7 T T

N Matthew the order of the amount of yield is

reversed. There it begins with the greatest,

‘“one hundredfold.” In Mark it begins with

the least, ‘‘ thirtyfold.” In Mark the Lord is intro-

duced as the typical servant, so the order there seems

fitting, leading on to that amount which might be

reached. Matthew, whose gospel is more dispen-

sational in character, may suggest the decline in

fruitfulness to be expected as the dispenmsation
advances.
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# || Light on the subject: | %

Parables, Similes, Expositions, Reflections,
(Continued.)
Br J. N. BARRETT.
— - B PSSV 44—
Swallow Holas.

ERE and there in the Western Distriet (Vic.) are
% curious holes and hollows in the land, known
to the people generally as ‘‘swallow-holes.”
During a heavy rainfall these holes fill, but speedily
empty again, the water passing away to underground
reservoirs or streams.

Such swallow-holes remind us of Christians who
drink abundantly of the rain from heaven, and of
the well-springs and flowing brooks of wisdom, but
retain nothing, and consequently are useless to
others. If they would overflow in spiritual abun-
dance, all around might be refreshed; or if they
stored their supplies, the thirsty might know where
to come for help and blessing. But they take all,
and neither give to others nor keep for themselves—
“swallow-holes’” upon whom the gracious abundance
of heavenly supply is spent, wasted, and lost.

This is a serioua reproach in a dry end thirsty
land like this wilderness, where the believer was
designed to be & channel of refreshment.

The Rung Willow,

N the bank of Barker's Creek I noticed a fine
willow tree hangingits long pendulous branches
over the water, and tinted with the delicate

green of spring’s early promise. It looked fair and
flourishing, as it had done for many successive spring
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times,for it had grown to the dimensions and dig-
nity of a noble tree. But it was ‘‘rung”’—the fatal
axe had circled the trunk, and the tree was as good
a8 dead. In the mild and humid spring weather
the tree looked green, but the summer heat would
try it, and reveal its actual state. There stood the
tree—dead amongst the living, yet looking as vigor-
Ous &8 any.

What a picture of the deceived professor, having
a name to live, but dead all the while! Present
circumstances enable him to make as good a show
as a true Christian, but sin has done its deadly work,
and in a short time—for the triumph of the wicked
is short, the ways of God, and the judgments of God
will reveal the truth, and like a dry log he will be
cast into the burning flame—for how could such a
tree be transplanted to the Paradise of God ?

Baving or Lo-in& the Life.
(M=K vifi. £5),

“ FOR My sake and the Gospel’s "’ puts Christ and
the Gospel far above everything else. Nor
does this refer to evangelists or spacial per-

sons only. Theapplicationisaswideas ‘ whosoever.”

What an awakening thought this should be to ease-

loving Christians! Surely it should prick their

torpid consciences into sensibility.

Is the life to be saved ¢ Then it must be scattered,
spent, lost. It must be lost to its owner that Christ
and the Gospel may possess it. Christ gave His
life for many that they might give Him theirs in
{etum, and unless thus surrendered, those lives are
o8t.

A candle is of no use until it is lighted ; then it
gives its light to all in the house. The process,
indeed, is a destructive one, for the candle flamea
its life away. But how much better this is than
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being saved in a box! The candle only lives as it
burns. In the box it is a dead, useless thing. By
eaving its life it loses it, for it has no life at all.
Only in losing its life for others does it attain and
fulfil the purpose of its existence.

Ebb and Flow.

@HBISTIAN life should always be at spring tide,
high and full.

“ Sodh a tide as moving seems asleep,
Too full for sound and foam.’

Too often, however, an ebb sets in, and by slow
degrees the fulness subsides, and the power runs
out, until, like stranded boats, all useful services
are stopped, and the natural heart and character
become exposed like a beach strewn with sea-wrack’
and worthless rubbish, offensive and unwholesome.

The ebb is gradual, and perhaps unnoticed at
first, but it is soon too evident. Then, oh for a turn
in the tide! Thank God, the tide will turn when
the power of Christ moves on the waters, and He
will bring it back to full again, and keep it full if
only the heart abides in Him—life abundant, joy
full, peace like a river, righteousness like waves of
the sea, and service unwearied and abounding.

We may have fluctuations still, but let it be our
desire to be in spiritual fulness and power maintained
by Christ.

Self-aontrol.

MILITARY instructor in ——, named W ,
remarked in my hearing that he naturally
had ‘ a most vile temper,” but that the exer-

cises of the drill-room, and association with other
men, taught him self-control, so that he mastered
the evil.
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Such self-mastery must not be confounded with
the subjugation of self, which Christianity teaches.
In these cases self is not subdued to God, nor is it
the lowly character of Christ which replaces it.
For expediency and for politic reasons the vile
temper may be rendered submissive, but this is far
different from the crucifixion of self. Indeed, the
subjection of temper may only be the result of self
dominating and controlling the man for some other
purpose of its own. It is temper under the mastery
of self, not self under the judgment of God.

Man would enthrone self, and let Christ hang on
the cross, at the same time improving and decorat-
ing self the traitor, that it may seem to have
worthiness to rule. Let self be on the cross, and
Christ on the throne.

Mirrors.

G PERFECT mirror shows objects as they are ;
hence the looking-glass has always been re-
garded as a symbol of truth. The natural
man cannot discern his moral features with clear-
ness, any more than he can see his own face. A
mirror 18 therefore necessary. Such a mirror is
the law which reveals to a man that he is a trans-
gressor. The preaching of the Word is also the
holding up of a mirror, into which the hearer may
cast a hasty and inattentive glance, or on which he
may fix his earnest gaze—good for him if he thus
learns the truth about himself.

Much preaching is like a faulty mirror, in which
the beholder views a distorted image of himself.
The mirror may be badly constructed, or it may be
designedly not a plane surface. So some preachers
mislead through imperfect acquaintance with God
and His Word. Others, however, are agents of the
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spirit of evil, and “lie in wait to deceive.” Such
have many followers, for the simple truth is not
loved, while the distorted representation may flatter,
or afford interest and amusement.

Let our preaching be neither convex nor concave,
but honest, straight, and ** plane.”

RRPPY T TTRSRTRY L Tor XY T YT

Grace Sufficient.
E 2 L2z o ]

OD does not give a reserve stock of grace which
you can look at and say, ¢ That is mine.” He
just gives you minute by minute, and moment.

by moment, what is needed.

It is like this: suppose a man says to his friend,
“I will give you an empty purse, and in it you shall
find any money you want the very minute you want
it. I shall never give you any to keep in your
pocket, but you may go to your purse for anything.”
Would that man be a very rich man, or a poor man ?
I think he would be both. If he wanted & penny to
buy & newepaper, he must call on his friend, or go
to his purse for it; if he wanted a hundred pounds,
he could go for that; he could get anything he
wanted. But there would be gomething he could
not do—he could not put money on the table, and
look at it and say, “ What a rich man I am!” He
would get up with an empty purse, and go to bed
with an empty purse, and yet he would have all he
needed.

This is the way God gives us His grace—never
more than we need for the very minute—always.
quite enough.
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66 YES!”

(Rox. x. 9, 10.)

— e —

YOUTH, convicted and in tears,
After a gospel meeting stays;
Hard struggling with his pride and fears,
As tenderly the preacher says,
With yearning heart and kind caress :
“ Which shall it be, lad—* No ! or Yes?'"

‘“ No!" growls the tyrant, ‘“you've no choice,
I've bound you hand and foot too tight.”

“Yes!" breathes the gracious Spirit's voice,
“Say ‘Yes|' and 1 will put to flight

Hell's fiend, and heal your soul's distress,

And snap your bonds. Dear boy, say~—="‘Yes!*"

No!—Yes! Yes!—No! Which shall it be?
High Heaven for his answer waits,

And hearts around pray fervently
As still he halts and hesitates.

One simple word can free and bless

That youth for aye ! —Will he say * Yes?"

The white flag waves! The strife is done !
‘The enemy no more resists ;

The citadel for Christ is won,
And in His ranks that lad enlists :

His heart believes; his lips confess;

To God, to man, he answers—** Yes /"

Warm, ready hands grip his with joy;
The preacher faitbful counsel gives;
Then, with a spring, the glad, free boy
Speeds home, and to his relatives
Declares with joy he can'’t express,
How grace inclined him to say ¢ Yes /"
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That night "mid praise he sinks to rest;
Up with the dawn, he looks on bigh,

Pleads for the day one sweet request :
That God will so his need supply—

That to the truth his lips profess

His life may give an answering * Yes!"

Then strong in Him Who lives to keep,
Forth to his daily work he goes;
And, though the colour oft may leap
To his young brow, he bravely shows
To each, to all, he is no less
Than safe and saved since he said * Yes /"

Oh, happy day! Oh, happy day!

How cheerfully he bears his cross !
How brightly beams the upward way!

How all else scems but worthless dross !
*Oh, Lord,” he murmurs, * who would guess
How changed all is by last night's ** Yes /"

Thus daily while he is below,
The Lord will be his Guide and Friend ;
Teach him in grace and truth to grow,
And bring him safe Home at the end:
To share, above, the blessedness
Of all who here in faith say—*' Yes !

S.J.B.C.
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