
































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































































A LITTLE GIRL THAT WAS NOT GOOD. 2935

To think that you aere good is very bad indeed,
while to hope to become so some day or other
‘greatly misleads. Some go on hoping to be good
till they grow up, and grow old, and perhaps
die at last as bad as ever, or worse than
they would once have thought it possible to be.
Some go on trying to be good till they become
like the pharisees of old, who said, ‘¢ Stand thou
by thyself, for I am holier than thou.” But this
little girl, who went home to Jesus when only
three years of age, had not only learned that
she was not good, but also that it was of no use to
try to be so. Now, when any one, big or little,
gets to this, it is a great blessing. To Anow that
there 18 mo good in us, that we are by nature
altogether bad and can never be made any better
in ourselves, is to know that we are sinners; and
as ¢ Christ Jesus came into the world to save
sinners,”’ those who really feel that they are sin-
ners, know where to look for salvation. Therefore,
I say it is a very great thing to be brought to
this state, so as to own one’s self & sinner before
God. You know that this made all the difference
between the pharisee and the publican in the
parable (Luke xviii. 9). The pharisee thought
he was good, the publican owned himself a stnner,
and so the Lord Jesus says, ‘‘I tell you, that man
went down to his house justified rather than the
other; for every one that exalteth himself shall
be abased, but he that humbleth himself shall be
exalted.” Now this little girl had been brought
by grace to humble herself. One day, a friend,
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who admired her for her good behaviour, said,
very warmly, ‘You are a very good little gurl.”
““Gtood!"” said the dear little child ; ‘“no! Jesus
says there is nome good but One, that is God.”
What a striking thing this was for a little child
of only three years of age to say! How much
wiser was she than the proud, self-righteous
pharisee, though he had lived so many more years
in the world than she had. Who but God Himself
could have made her so much wiser than her
elders? Many grown-up people—too many, alas!
—are not so wise as this little one. And why
not? Becawse they do not believe God. His Word
says, ‘‘There is none good but One,” and they
don’t believe Him! How sinful it is not to
believe God! Why, that of itself proves that
they are bad, does it not? And if bad, how can
they ever go to heaven where God is? Only by
getting cleansed from all their sins by the blood
of Jesus Christ, God’s deer Son. There is no
other way for any of us, whether big or little,
young or old. It is only by coming to Jesus,
believing in Jesus, who ‘‘bare our sins in His own
body on the tree,”” that any one can be saved.
But those that think they are good, or even hope
to be so some day, do »nof come to Jesus. Now you
see this dear little girl had been taught of God
to know that she was no¢ good, and so had turned
to Him who alone can make any one ‘ clean every
whit”’ (John vi. 45, xiii. 10). She had believed
in Jesus Christ, the Son of God, as her owr dear
Saviour, and so, though no? good tn herself, she
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was cleansed from all sin, a child of (God, a new
creature in Christ Jesus. She was a bright,
happy little girl. Loving Jesus and all around
her, she tried to tell others about Him, especially
her little friends. She delighted to speak of
Jesus even to grown-up people; and I should
not wonder if it should turn out ¢in that day”
that the servants of the house had often heard
words from her little lips that God may have
used to the salvation of some of them. Ah! itis
a precious sight to see a little lamb of that vast
flock of Christ, which He has bought with His
own heart’s blood, telling with lisping tongue of
the love of Jesus! He is coming soon to take
his sheep and lambs home into the glory. How
many, many little children will be there! Wil}
YoU be among them? Because judgment is soon
coming on the world, He is drawing many children
to Himself by His Word that they may be taken
into the Father’s house before the judgment
comes. I hear every now and then of children
being brought to believe in Christ. You know
He loves little children, fur He took them into
His arms when He was on earth and blessed
them. He is doing so now in ancther way.
Will you come to Jesus that He may take you up
and save you, so that before ever judgment comes
on a Christ-rejecting world, you may be with Him
in His own bright and blessed home ?
J. L. K.

—— OB ——
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speedily brought her to her death-bed. Now, a
death-bed is not usually a scene of joy. We com-
monly look upon it as a very melancholy scene ;
but if you had been at ths bedside of M. J. R.
you would have felt that grace can make even
a death-bed beautiful. As the golden sunset
turns the fading leaves of the dying woods of
autumn into a sea of glory, so the power of grace
shed & halo of light around the death-bed of M. J.
R. which turned all to gladness. Forthree weeks
before her departure, her joy knew no bounds.
Her whole soul was filled with Jesus and what He
had done for her and was to her, while the glorious
hope and expectation of being soon with Him,
beamed in her face and spoke in every look.
¢ I saw her,” says a Christian friend, ‘¢ almost every
evening, and often her greeting would be ¢ Nearer
home ! nearerhome !’”’ ¢ And whereis yourhome ?”’
I once asked. ‘‘Heaven is my home!” sghe ex-
claimed, rapturously. ‘ My precious, living, loving
Saviour’s there, and He has prepared for me a
mansion with a harp, and I'll play upon it and
sing, ‘ Worthy is He who redeemed me with His
own life’'s blood!’ He has, too, prepared for
me a crown, and that I’ll cast at His feet

¢ And erown Him Lord of all.’

Once, when she was getting very weak, her
friend asked her whether in her weakness she
was able to pray; to which she replied, ‘I don’t
want it now! It's all done—nothing to pray for.”
This her friend could not at first understand, and
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said, I think we need to pray all the way through
the wilderness, for

¢ Prayer is the Christian’s vital breath,
The Christian’s native air,
His watchword at the gates of death,
He enters Heaven with prayer.’”’

““Ah!” she said, ¢ dut I shall enler with praise.
Praise Him with me, praise Him for me! IT1s ALL
PRAISENOW. I wish Icould sing very loud—

¢ Praise God from whom all blessings flow.’ ™

Then she burst out singing, ‘‘ I'll praise my Maker
while I’ve breath.” Was this a melancholy scene,
dear reader ¥ The power of disease and pain and
death itself all overcome by grace, and instead of
moans and sighs and tears, ‘‘ joy unspeakable and
full of glory !’ ‘“ Her last fow days on earth,” says
the dear friend who watched beside her dying-bed,
““were spent tn singing, and the strength granted
to her thus to glorify her (God was wonder-
ful.” But even more wonderful than this, she
positively died singing! Yes, when nature was
sinking and her eyes were closing in death,
when breath was failing, and her lips almost
refused to move, she murmured forth the couplet

“ And when my voice is lost in death,
T'raise shall employ my nobler powers.”

And as these words of praise fell in broken accents,
one by one, upon the ear of her friend, M. J. R.
feel asleep in Christ! Thus her very last moments,








































































































