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Grace in Three Generations : 
The Story of a Notable Golden Wedding Celebration. 

T
HE New-Year opened with fied for the august occasion. It 
bright, crisp weather, and had been the especial request of 

the genial sunshine gave indica- the aged couple, yet hale and 
tions of the near approach of early hearty, although both considerahly 
Spring. Already the snowdrops over "the three score years and 
appeared in the woods, and the ten," that a number of friends 
crocus put forth its gay colours in from distant parts, who had been 
the gardens. A group of merry dear companions and associates 
schoolgirls,-sisters and cousins, of early years, should be invited 
who bad been spending the week to join them in what they called 
tog'ether at a quaint old English their" Ebenezer \Vedding Feast," 
farmhouse, set-off early, that "fine for ,vhile it might be regarded by 
morning, to gather basketf uls of the youn�er generation, as a time 
flowers, to deck the old granary of festivity and mirth, to the 
at the farn1, which was to be used grandparents it was to be an 
the following afternoon and even- occasion for recording and cele­
iag, for the notable event which brating the faithfulness of their 
bad brought them, with their good and gracious God, who bad 
parents, and others there, at this given them to each other in the 
time. The aged farmer and his days of their youth, and whose 
wife, the worthy grandparents of presence had been with them all 
the merry group, were to celebrate throught the years of their peace­
the fiftieth anniversary of their ful pilgrimage. 
wedding, and to receive the con- The arrival of the guests kept 
gratulations of their sons and the farm-house a busy scene the 
daughters, with their families, following forenoon, and then in 
and of neighbours and friends, in I the early evening the celebrations
whose midst they bad spent their . began. All was simple, and suited 
fifty years of peaceful married life. ! to the tastes and desires of the 
When the girls had fulfilled their aged couple, who loved that sim­
mission, and returned with their plicity which had characterized 
baskets filled w1tb flowers, willing the years of their early Christian 
hands soon transformed the erst- life, in which Cbristiao noblemen 
while dingy granary into a verita-

i 
and squires, with their familie;,s�

ble dining hall, lit up, and beau-ti- of that countryside, severed from 
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the" world by the power of the 
Cross (Gal. vi. 1+), and attracted 
heavenward by the glory of Christ 
( Col. iii. 1 ), walked in holiness 
with f ellowheirs of that same 
glory, far from the fashion of the 
"'orld which '' passetb away" 
( 1 John ii. 17). After dinner, the 
eldest son, who bad come from a 
distant land, to share in the cele­
brations, in tender and affectionate 
words expressed the congratula­
tions of the family to their beloved 
parents, on that memorable day, 
presenting them with a united 
token of their fervent lo,·e and un­
bounded esteem, with the earnest 
desire that the eventide of life 
might be to them as the "days of 
heaven on the earth, full of peace 
and bright with the presence of 
the Lord, who had been their 
faithful Companion and Counsellor 
alJ the way." Tributes of loving 
congratulations and reminiscences 
of happy years in Christian life 
and godly feJlowship followed, 
from friends and f eHow-believers, 
and then with no little diffidence 
-for he was not given to public
speaking--tbe aged farmer re­
plied, acknowledging the Jove and
devotion of their family and
friends on that memorable day.
Then, ns if unable to let lhe
opportunity pas� without, as il

were, raising his " Ebenezer,., lo 
the God who bad sav�d, and kept, 
and guided them, through their 
Jong pilgrimage, he said, 11 l\ly 
beloved partner in life and 1 were 
saved in our early years during a 
wonderful work of grace in this 
countryside. We bad the joy of 
seeing our sons and daughters, 
some early, others later in life, 
born again, and fol1owing the 
Lord, and now it is our great 
desire to see our grandchildren 
saved and serving God. It would 
be the crowning of aJl our com­
forts, and the overflowing of our 
cup of thanksgiving, if in the 
grace of God at this time, some, 
or all of them, were brought into 
the kingdom." Tbat last remark 
of the aged grandfather bad a 
powerful effect on the cirde of 
rudy grand-children around the 
table. It went to the heart of at 
least, three of them, and before 
the family gathering broke up to 
return to their respective homes, 
two grandsons and one grand­
daughter had received and con­
fessed Christ as their Saviour. 
And before many weeks had come 
and gone, the three young flower­
gatherers were saved in their own 
village Sunday School, nod wroh� 
a letter to thelr Hrandmothrr tell­
ing her tho joyful news. 



Three Indian Stories. 

T
HE great Durbnr recently

held in Delhi, the c;oronn­
t100 nnd ncclnmntion of the King­
Emperor there, and the loynl 
reception of him by the native 
ruling princes, recall brave men 
and noble deeds in that land, in 
years long gone by. 

In the year 1857, a Sepoy regi­
ment mutined at

>.l,eerut, 40 miles 
from Delhi, and 
after killing all the 
British residents, 
the insurgents hur­
ried to the old im­
perial city, which 
fell before them. 
A noble telegraph 
clerk saved India, 
by wiring for help. 

position between, they fought their 
wny through, only to find that the 
little garrison had been massacred, 
and their bodies thrown into a well. 
Havelock encouraged his men ID

God. iVlany of them were true 
Christians, and known by the 
name of II Havelock's Saints." 

Lucknow, with its Residency, 

In Ca wn pore, five 
thousand, led by 
the notorious Na­

Sir Henry Havelock. 

on a hill, was be­
seiged by the mu­
tineers. It was the 
dwelling of many 
Bri t i sh  officers  
and their families, 
numbering 1000. 
I-Iavelock, joined 
by Outram, led 
their men to the 
rescue, fearing the 
wives and children 
might share the 
fate of Cawnpore. 
They fought their 

na Sahib, surrounded the city in 
which were a thousand British 
subjects, half of them women and 
children. Sir Henry Hav�loclc, 
with a regiment of H igh1anc.lers, 
set out for their relief. The brave 
general, addressing his men, said, 
11 

\Vith God's help, we shall save 
th,em, or die.'' and under the broil­
ing sun, they marched towards 
the belengured city. Encounter­
log five thousand mutineers in n 

way through fire and Hood, until 
with a cheer they entered the gate. 
"Thank God they :ire safe" cried 
the victor�, as in the light of 
flickering torches they were wel­
comed. A few days after the relief 
of Lucknow, Havelock, the Chris­
tian General passed to his rest. 
Now India. welcomes her Em­
peror. So when sinners own 
Christ's claim nn<l pass under 
I I is rule, ti1ey enter into pence. 



How a Paisley Boy was Saved? 

I T was in Paisley, on the river
Cart, once famous for its 

"Shawls," that David Shaw, the 
subject of our story, was born in 
1893. As a boy, he was a Sunday 

Scholar in the Cumberland Hall, 
where he learned from his teacher 
his need of being born again, and 
the way of salvation through Jesus 

was happy and satisfied. So well 
he might, with Christ as his 
Sa,·iour, and Heaven as his home. 
But his Christian life was a short 
one here. For nineteen weeks he 
was laid on a bed of sickness, 
where he testified to all around of 
the Saviour's love, and was used 
in leading some of bis relatives to 

Christ alone. 
But while al­
ways giving 
an attentive 
hearing to tbe 
lesson, be was 
still unsaved. 
Fond of sing­
ing, be joined 
a choir for 
the singing of 
Gospel hymns 
while be was 
still himself 
without Christ 
But the God 
of salvation 
who knew the Da.vid Shaw. 

the knowledge 
of Christ. A 
short time be­
fore be died, 
he called his 
parents to his 
bedside, and 
bidding them 
and bis sister 
an affectionate 
farewell, said 
he was going 
to "See the 
King i11 his 
beauty "-and 
his last words 
were, "It's all 
true,'' and then 

lad's need, and saw what to human 
eyes was hid-the exercises of his 
unsatisfied soul, seeking for some­
thing he had not got, brought him, 
through the ever blessed words of 
John iii. 16, to know J--I is love, 
and to rest in the One whom He 
has given as a love gift to the 
world, as his Saviour. Theo he 

he passed from earth to heaven. 
His body was laid to rest in 
\·Voodside Cemetery, and around 
his grave over two hundred sang 
his favourite hymn," In the sum­
mer land up yonder." \\'ell was 
it for him that he was early saved. 
I-Iow different his end and his des­
tiny bad he been Cbristless. G.G. 



The Farmer's Boy and the Wandering Sheep. 

V
ERY sweetly, about three­

score young voices sang the 
then newly heard of hymn, "The 
Ninety and Nine," on a New­
year night, at their Sunday School 
treat ia the Yillage Schoolroom. 

A group of boys stood snow-ball­
ing outside, but as the sound of 
singing fell on th,!ir ears, they 
stopped their play, and listened. 
The words of Gospel grace as 
expressed so sweetly and tenderly 
io that hymn reached one young 
and tender heart ia that group 
of merry lads that night. Ronald 
was a shepherd, and had charge 
of a farmer's sheep. 1\f any a 

dreary mile he had tramped on the 

hills looking for missing sheep in 
the cold wintry days, and when the 
love of Christ, in seeking the lost 
one until 1-Ie found it, was told out 
in that Gospel song, it reached 

and won his heart. No more eager 
hearer was in that Schoolroom on 
the next Sunday evening, hearing 
the \Nord of life, than Ronald, and 
it was then conviction begun in bis 
soul the previous night deepened. 
He was brought to the point,where 

, the seeking sinner, and the seek­
ing Saviour meet. Ronald trusted 
Christ, and Christ received and 
saved Ronald, making him h�ppy. 



A Memorabl� Day in Scotland. 

0 .1. a fresh Spring morning in 

the year 163 , the gates of 

the nncient Churchyard of Grey-

generations of the great and good 

men, who stood true to God and 

His \Vord, and suffered imprison-

Siatnini£ the National Covenant in Greyfriars Churchyard. 

friars, in the city of Edinburgh, 
were early optned, and shortly 
after sunrise, crowds of serious­
looking men and women began to 

enter that romantic spot, around 
which tn-d�v lies the dust of 

ment and martyrdom for their 
faith. The gathering crowd of 

that morning hn<.J come from e\·ery 
village and hamlet from the 
Tweed to the Tay, and many 
from the f;u distant orth to anew, 
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confess their faith in Jesus Christ 
the Son of Goc.J, and affirm their 
de\·otion to the \\'ord of God as 
their on)y rule of life and conduct. 
ShaB I tell you briefly the cause 
of their as5embling on that Spring 
day in the Scottish capital. King 
Charles I., who had succeeded 
bis father James VI. on the 
British throne, was forcing upon 
the Scottish people a set of 
pre:1.chers and a system of church 
government, with Popish liturgies 
and prayers which, they would 
not receive, because they believed 
them to be contrary to the \,V ord 
of God. They had come to Edin­
burgh that day to renew the 
"National Covenant," which had 
been in existence for over eighty 
years, but was in danger of being 
forgotten by the new generation 
which had arisen. It may be of 
interest to remember that among 
the earlier Scottish Christians, 
the practice calJed II Covenanting" 
bad been com moo since the time 
of the First Reformation, when 
many were ushered into the liberty 
and light of the Gospel. I ndi­
vidually, and in groups, they in­
scribed their confessions of loyalty 
to Christ and His truth, in beau­
tiful and thrilling words, that 
generations following might learn 
and follow in the sama faith. 

\ \'hate\'er may now be thought of 
such Covenants, in a collective 
or National sense, few will find 
fault with the following individual 
declaration of a lady of these 
Covenanting times, which bas 
been preserved. She writes:­
cc 

I here give my hearty consent 
Lord Jesus, to Thy coming in 
;ind taking possession of my soul, 
and to Thy casting out of every­
thing here that stands in opposi­
tion to Thee. I desire to take 
Thee for my All, to be ruled and 
go\·erned by Thee, acquiescing in 
whatsoever shall be Thy way of 
dealing with me." This breathes 
the true spirit of faith, and after 
four hundred years, is fragrant of 
the early love of one who bas been 
truly born of God. It will be well 
with you, reader, if these glowing 
words can be honestly uttered as 
the desire and decision of your 
own soul. By mid-day it is esti­
mated that fifty thousand had 
assembled in the vicinity of Grey­
friars. The scene was picturesque 
and solemn. \Vithin view was 
St. Giles, where seventy years 
before, the voice of John Knox had 
sounded forth the \Vord of God, 
and yonder on its rock immovable, 
the ancient Castle had defied the 
storms and assaults of ages. At 
two o'clock, Alexander Henderson, 
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the trusted leader of the evan• 
gelicals, offered prayer, and when 
he had finished, Archibald John• 
ston of \Varingston, a gifted young 
Edinburgh Advocate, lifted a great 
parchment of ramskin, and read 
the "Covenant" to the assembled 
congregation. It was a simple but 
definite avowal of their faith, with 
full rejection of "the innovations" 
which have "no warrant" in God's 
\Vord, and " do sensibly tend to 
the re-establishing of the Popish 
religion and tyranny." After the 
leaders had signed their names in 
solemn silence, the ramskin was 
stretched on a flat tombstone in 
the churchyard, and signed by 
thousands, " many drawing blood 
from their veins to make their 
signatures with, instead of ink." 
Then the document was passed 
from town to town, and from vil­
lage to village, until ultimately 
the whole of Scotland had heard 
it read, and accepted it. To very 
many all this may have been little 
else than a mere passing religious 
excitement, and an outward form, 
but we are assured by godly men 
and women who lived in these 
stormy times, that there was a 
deep spiritual Revival over all 
Scotland at this time, and that 
many were born of God. Samuel 
Rutherford, whose "'letters'' are 

still read, and whose "sweet say­
ing " are fragrant of the love of 
Christ, had been preaching in St. 
Andrews with great blessing, un­
til he was put in prison in Aber­
deen, from which he was sum­
moned to meet his judges, but 
called to bis rest with Christ be­
fore their summons reached him. 
As the favourite hymn has it-
" They've summoned me before them, 

But there I may not come; 
My Lord says, " Come up hither," 
My King says," Welcome home." 
My kingly King at His great throne, 
My presence doth command ; 
Where glory, deathless d welleth, 

In Immanuel's Land.11 

,vhen the crowd which gathered 
in Edinburgh that day, had in the 
manner described, borne witness 
to their faith, they parted, and 
peacefully returned to their homes, 
where it is said, those wbo were 
fitted for such a service, gathered 
their househo]ds and neighbours 
together, and rehearsed the events 
of that memorable day in Grey­
friars, pressing home upon each 
individuaJ,-as we would most 
earnestly do upon the reader 
no�· ,-to recei\·e (John i. 12) the 
Son of God as their personal 
Sa,;our, and confess Him (Rom. 
x. 9) as their So\·ereign Lord,
henceforth to be 0"1."lled and

honoured in life or in death. 



The Happy Choice. 
A New-Year Talk to my Class of Girls. 

T
HE story of Naomi, Ruth, bad taken from them their hus­

nnd Orpah, has a special banc.Js, and their stricken hearts 
in�erest to us, on this ew-Year's were seeking something they 
Day. It tells us of the life-choice could not get in tloab. That is 
of two companions who paned just like the sinner wbo bas proved 
company that day never to meet that there is nothing to satisfy the 
again. I desire to u�e it in speak- heart in this world. They both 
ing a ,vord to you to-day in the start with aomi for Bethlehem, 
hope that it may prove a message but as the picture on our Calendar 
in season, and be used in bringing shows, they come to a corner of that 
some of you road where a 
to decision for life choice had 
Christ as your 
Saviour. 

Naomi was a

true Israelite, 
b o r n  again. 
But she had 
left her early 
love, and the 
l and o f  her
birth, to be­

come a back­
s l i der. S h e
found it a bitter thing to be away
from God, ant.I in her trouble she
was brought to think of Bethle­
hem, the House of Bread, and
she rose up to return there. If
any who are sa,·ed are backsliders,
in heart or life, may they be
speedily restored. You can never
be happy away from Gou.

Ruth and Orpah were Tvloabites, 
who knew not God. But death 

to be made. 
Here we part 
witth Orpab. 
Fro m that  
point she goes 
b a ck to  her  
"p e o p l e  and 
her gods/' her 
c om pan io ns 
and her idola­
tory, to perish 
there. oble 

Ruth made the happy choice ex­
pressed in her words to Naomi, 
'' Thy people shall be my people, 
and thy God my God" (Ruthi. 16).

I-1ere, and now, I want each or you
yet unsaved, undecided, lo make
such a choice to-day. To receive
Christ as your personal Saviour
(John i. 12), to confess Hin1 as

yo·ur Lord ( Rom. x. 9), and tc take
your place among I-I is people.



NE\VS I◄ROM THE BATTLEFIELD. 

�N n bright Spring morning, the 
� postman's knock was henrd nt 
•• Sunny Lodge,'' which was quickly
ans,vered by the gardener's wifo, who
with her husband had been its ten­
D.nts for twenty years. "Good news
from Ben, J hope," said the post­
man as he handed a letter bearing a
foreign post-mark. The gardener,
who was working in front of the
•• Lodge," overheard the remark and
throwing aside his spade, hastened
towards the door where bis wife
stood with the letter in her hand.
u A letter • from Ben," she said
proudly, and well she might, for Ben
was an only son, greatly beloved,
who had taken his degree, and gone
as an army doctor to the Soudan
\Var. Quickly the envelope was 
opened, and found to contain only 
half a sheet of paper. This was 
so contrary to lien's custom, that 
they feared something must be 
wrong. Their fears were confirmed 
as they read, in a strange handwrit­
ing, that Den had been wounded 
and lay in a desert hospital. The 
1ad tidings brought a dark cloud 
on tho dwellers in "Sunny Lodge," 
for they believed the sad news, 
and it filled them with sorrow and 
anxiety for their beloved son. A 
month of great anxiety passed, and 
again the aged postman was seen 
hurrying up the path to " Sunny 

Lodge." With a trembling hanJ the 
gardener's wife received tho letter, 
which she almost fcnrc:d to open. 
But to her joyful surprise, it was 
from Ben himself, telling of a rapid 
recovery. Tears of joy Howed from 
her eyes, for she believed the good 
news, just as she had believed the 
bad news a week before, and believ­
ing she was made glad. Believing 
the first letter filled '' Sunny Lodge '' 
with gloom: believing the second 
letter filled ''Sunny Lodge"with glad­
ness. The belit:ving was the same 
in l>oth cases ; so were the believers, 
but the suhject was different, and so 
were the dTects. Keep this in mind, 
)'OU shall know why presently. 

* * *

A stranger passing "Sunny Lodge" 
one day, handed in a printed Gospel 
message, which was thankfully re­
ceived, with an invitation to u Come 
in and rest." In a few minutes the 
gardener, his wife, and the stranger 
were in earnest conversation on the 
all-important question of how a 
sinner may be saved and how he 
may know it. " I cannot under­
stand how any body can be sure o(

being saved,'' said the gardener. 
"Just by believing God," snid the 
stranger. " If you received a letter 
from a foreign land, written by a 
trustworthy person, saying some one 
whom you loved wns ill, bow would 
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you knqw it, would it not be by be­
lieving?" .. V cs,'' said the gardener, 
looking over to his wife. who gravely 
nodded her assent O And if the 
following mail brought a letter telling 
of hi5 recovery, how "·ould you know 
that he w'1! bcncr, would it not be 
by believing, just in the same "'ay ?'' 
u Yes, sir," 1:iid the gardener, wiping
the tear from his eye. " Then I be­
lieve God, in cx.ictly the same way.
He told rue first in His ,vord that 1
was a lost sinner, on my way to a
lost eternity; believing that, made
me an.xious.. Next I learned from
tho &ame Book thal God loved me,
lhAt Clirist died for me. �nd that
ctcnul lif c: and salvation were sent
me :ts the free gift of God (Rom. vi.
2 J ; Titus ii. r 1 ). Be1ie,·ing this 
fll�dc me gl:ui, :i.nd," :iddt:d the 
stranger, 0 so it will do for you, good 
bye." The illustration of the letters. 
used no doubt by Di,�inc directio"

1

wus llS the feather to the :irro,v, 
and orricd the truth of God home 
lo the con.sciences of the tenants 
of 11 Sunny Lodge.0 They learned 
that day for the first time from 
God's \\Tord that they wue lost,
and D�lirvi11: it they were anxious, 
and blessed be God ere many days 
passed by� they belie\·ed God's 
Gospel, and believing, they -.·ere 
1,n.ed and made glad.

Reader, do you believe God ? 
If not, why not? 

ESCAPH FOR THY LIFE. 

�ES, unsaved reader, there i1 
�.!JU danger around you. The 
wrath of God is nbovc you. The 
depths of hell arc beneath you. 
You h:ive sinned ngninst heaven, and 
the wages of that sin is death. You 
need not try to forget iL To close 
your eyes 10 your impending doom 
will pot deliver you. The warning 
voice of God says-" Escape for thy 
life." There is a pince of safety, 
There is a refuge for the sinner. 
Only one. Thnt refuge is In Christ. 
ll is not in the Church : not in re­
ligion : not in sacraments : nol in 
reformation. You mny hide your 
sch'c!l in these, but the judgment of 
God will foll upon you. In Chrisl 
alone, under the shelter of 1-Iis 
pr.-:cious blood, their is safety. Es­
cape to that refuge. Life and death 
are in the issue. You may suppose 
that there is plenty of time: that you 
need be in no h:ute. This is one o(

Saun's soul-ruining lies. The time is 
short. The arrow of death may soon 
lay you low. '' Escpc for thy life .. '' 

WONDERFUL LOVE. 

When angels sinned, no Saviour came 
To rescue or atone : 

No pttdous blood, no "ving 1n.ce, 
B1 them was ever known. 

But man-poor man-ah I when /u CdL

The heart of God was moved, 
And for rebellious, erring man 

He f:IYC His own l:Jeloved. 



An Afternoon on the Ice 

Skatinl& on the Mill-dam. 



An Afternoon on the Ice : 
The Story of a 'Warning Despised, and a Compan.ion Loat. 

A
CLEAR, cri�p n1orning, after

a night's froc;t, gave the 
school children the 1nuch-enjoyed 
sport of a half-hour's sliding on 
the frozen snow in front of the 
village schoolhouse. At mid-day,, 
several II deputations·• waited on 
the good-natured schoolmaster, 
making the respectful request 
that the school might get a "half• 
holiday" to enjoy an afternoon on 
the ice, on a frozen pond half-a­
mile along the road. There bad 
been little frost that season, and 
February being now half gone, 
there was not much likelihood of 
any prolonged frost providing 
them with much skating later, so 
the aged II dominie" acceeded to 
their desire, and gave them the 
afternoon to enjoy themselves oo· 
the ice, not without warning them 
of the danger of skating or sliding 
OD a mill-dam, not far from the 
pond, where the water was deep, 
and the ice treacherous. Promis­
ing to heed bis warning, and keep 
on the shallow pond, the scholars. 
bounded across the field, and were 
soon busily engaged in the enjoy­
ment of skating on the frozen 
pond. All went on happily until a 
group of older skaters from the 
village came on the scene, and 
after viewing the ice on the pond, 

decided to go on to the mill-dam, 
where the ice was II n1ucb better." 
Remembering the warning of the 

I 
aged schoolmaster, some of the• 
boys remarked that the dam was 
u dangerous," to which the new­
comers replied sarcastically, that
it "might be to youngsters whose
mothers were afraid of them being
drowned," but not to those wbo
could, and were old enough to look
after themselves. That foolish
remark stung the pride of some of
the older scholars, and rather than
be reckoned" afraid to go" on the
mill-dam, a dozen or more of the
eldest of them, both boys and girls,
scampered off to skate. on the deep
water of the dam. The one who
called the schoolmaster's -warning
to 1nind was silenced with the
retort, that if the ice broke, they
would have" no worse chance than
the others." So on they went, and
soon forgot all about the danger in,
the exuberance of the fun of that
afternoon. As the light began to
fade, a loud cry was heard from
that end of the dam at which the
sluice was situated, and where the
water was deepest. The ice bad
broken there, and two of the big­
gest boys had fallen into the water.
One was seen clutching at the
broken ice, his head and arms
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alone being visible, his companion 
bad entirely disappeared from 
view. Ropes, and long rods were 
brought fron1 the mill farm, and 
at great risk one of. the lads crept 
along the cracking ice, and was 
able to get in touch with the sink­
ing boy, who between cold and 
fear was ready to relax bis bold, 
and drop. Grasping the rope, 
willing bands drew him from his 
dangerous position, and others 
carried him to the farmhouse, 
where he was attended to, but 
although every effort •vas made to 
recover his compahion, no trace 
of him could be found, ·and the 
company had to sadly and silen1ly 
turn their step_s towards the vil­
lage, leaving the lifeless body of 
their schoolmate in the depths of 
that mill-dam. 

Then it was that some had time 
to Lhink of their disregard of the 
schoolmaster's ,varning, and of 
their folly in putting themselves 
in danger, urged into a path of 
disobedience by that foolish re­
mark about them being unable to 
"look after themselves." Thus it 
is exactly, that thousands of per­
sons of all ranks and ages are 
beguiled into the" way of trans­
gressors," which the Word of God 
tell us is "hard" (Prov. xiii. 15), 
and whose end is that they shall 

be II destroyed altogether" (Psa. 
xxxvii. 38). The fear of being
i::eckoned a coward, or unmanly,
has driven many a youth into the
way of sinners, to drink his first
glass, to gamble his first shilling,
to frequent the first haunts of vice,
to fall under the power of sin, and
become a wreck for time and
eternity. There is no safety, no
immunity from danger, in the way
of transgressors. Only in Christ
is there salvation and security.
All who make Him the Saviour
and portion of their soul, are de­
livered from the kingdom of Satan
(Col. i. 13), and the dominion of
sin (Rom. vi. 14), turned unto the
Lord (Acts xi. 21), to serve and
follow Him. Do you know any­
thing of such an experience in
your own soul, reader ? There is
no true Chdstianity, no disciple­
ship apart from being converted.
You need this change, and you
may know it now. Three of that
group of village scholars, learned
by the untimely end of their
school-fellow, how brief, and how
uncertain earthly life is, and how
needful it is to be ready to enter
the eternal world, come when or
how the call may. Awakened to
hear God's warning ,·oice through
that sad incident, they are saved
and serving Christ now.



THE ROBIN'S MESSAGE. 

�N relating the story of his con­
¥ version from infidelity, and
bis salvation by faith in the Lord 
Jesus, a young man told the follow­
ing touching story. 

'' It was a winter day, all was 
dull without and within. I myself 

was in misery of body and mind. 
I had been a companion of infidels, 
and tried to forget what I learned in 
the home of my childhood about 
God and eternity. In fact I wanted 
to diabelie•e it, so that I might 
enjoy a life of sin. This is what 
makes young men embrace infidelity: 
it give• them a free band to go on 

l ln ti.A. No God, oo judgment, no 

hell; you may do then as you like. 
I was never altogether at ease. The 
teaching of my boyhood often 
haunted me in the hours of night as 
I lay awake. Mine was a miserable 
life. That wintry Sunday night, I 
sat alone by the fire. musing and 

wondering where my 
life would end. I 
said to myself half 
aloud-is there a 
God ? If there is, 

let Him send me 
some proof that He 
lives, and that He 
can provide for me 
in time and eternity, 
if such there be? 
Just then a robin 
alighted on to the 
window sill, and 
picking up a few 
crumbs, sat perched 
on a twig chirping 
as merrily among 
the snow as if it had 

been a May day. I said to myself, 
'There is a God. Who could make 
that little bird chirp so blithely but 
He?' I arose and went into the 
town, and for the first time for ten 
years, I entered a place where the 
Gospel was preached, and praise be 
to God, I was converted, saved, and 
aet on the Rock Christ J e9u1 that 
nigbt. 



HAPPY 

�A TTIE began life as " Boots " 
- in a country boarding-house
It was a humble sphere, and only
yielded what kept the lad in clothes.

Uut Pattie was as happy as the day 
·was long; he sang and smiled as
he brushed away in the back-court,
and as a visitor remarked-" That
lad is happier far than if be wore a

PATTIE. 

corouet." But I am not 10 sure 
that every one knew the true secret 
of Pattie's contentment and happi­
ness. It certainly was not his 

wealth, for of that he had none. 
It was not his circumstances, for 
he had long hours and hard work. 
What then makes the humble lad 
so continuously happy? He has 
Christ as his Saviour, and heaven 
as his home. Yes, Pattie was a 
Christian : he had been converted, 
and his life proved that he was 
Christ's disciple. Many think 
that wealth gives happiness, but 
this is not so. Some of the 
world's millionaires are the most 
miserable men in it. True joy is 
found alone in Christ, and it was 
because Pattie knew Him and 
belonged to Him that he was 
so cheerful and happy. 

Pattie is no longer a shoeblack 
in a seaside boarding-house, but 
a flourishing city merchant; but 
the old smile of contentment is 
still on his face, and he has not, 
like many, become too engrossed 
with the world, to sing the song of 
Jesus and His love as he does 
his daily work, or to tell of Him 

to others. Nor does he forget the 
young folk, for the last time I rnet 
him, he was preaching Christ to a 
long row of working lads. Isn't it 
grand to be saved in life's early day1 



I 

The Gospel in a 

S 
11 OOTI NG on the henthery 

hills, a young gentleman 
farmer slipped, and badly �prained 
his nnkle, which caused him to 
rest for a day nnd a night in a 
"shieling II not far ofT, to which he 
was cnrried, there to receive every 

I care from the kind, though humble
I inmates. The aged couple were 
I true lovers of the Lord, and had 

on the wall of their house several 

I 
I 
I 

Scripture Texts, which seemingly 
interested the young farmer. 11 e 
asked many questions as to why 
they were there, and what they 
meant, which gave the woodman 
a fine opportunity of telling tbe 

I story of his conversion, bow as a 
youog man he was convicted of 

Highland Shieling, 

sin, nnd brought to trunl m the 
Lore.I Jesus, through the faithful 
preaching of Brownlow North, 
thirty years before in the far 
North of Scotland. Pos�ibly the 
young farr11er hn<l never before 
come in contact with a horn again 

Christian, one who could speak of I 
Christ as his personal a viour, 
and testify like the Palmist," The 
Lord is my light my sah·ation"
( Psa. xx vi i. I). That day in the 
Highland Shieling was the first 
link in a chain of events which 
led up to his true conversion. Jow 
when telling others of the Saviour,

he delights to relate that the n1eo.ns

used by 10d to bring about his 
salvation was a text on the w 11. 



The Young Martyr of Wigtown. 

B
OYS nnd girls nll liko to rend

stories of young heroes and 
heroines. There hnve been many 
such, whose names are hardly 
known to the world, yet they have 
done greater works than the world's 
great ones. The fame of Napo-

m.tt· � �, .. ..._..._
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Lord, nnd Ir is clown-trodden truth,

There is hardly to be found a more

pathetic story than that of the 
two female martyrs of \Vigtown, 
especial! y that of the younger one, 
who at the early age of eighteen, 
sufTerc<l death for Jesus' salce. 
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"I saw her calmly raise her hand, and fix her eyes on heav<'n. ·• 

leon, and of Alexander the Great, 
will pass away, but the Lord's 
heroes will be rem em be red for ever. 

In the days of cruel persecution 
in Scotland, many young in years, 
who loved and confessed the Lord, 
were called to share the sufferings 
of the persecuted Covenanters, 
and in several cases to lay down 
their li\·es for their fidelity to the 

l\1argaret \\'ilson was the daughter 
of a small farmer, or "Crofter" 
in the County of Roxburgh, in 
the South of Scotland. he bad 
a younger sister named Agnes. 
Both the girls at a very early age, 
were brought under the sound of 
God's Gospel, and con\·erted. At 
this time ?\Iargaret was about 
eighteen, and Agnes t:1irteen years 



The Youn&& Marhr of Wl&ttown, 
�---- --- ·- - - , ... ·---------

of age. Thelr parents were fol­
lowors of the Prelnles, and had 
little sympathy with the Coven­
nnters. The two girls were soon 
marked out by their testimony as 
followers of Christ, and for this 
they wer,e apprehended and cast 
into prison, and after a brief trial, 
were both condemned to death. 

• The father by going to Edinburgh,
and paying a large sum of money,
got Agnes free. Her sister, and an
aged woman of sixty-three years,
were both sentenced to be tied to
stakes in the sea near to the town
of vVigtown, and there kept till
drowned. Parents and relatives,
besougb t Margaret to renounce her
faith, and save her life. But the
young disciple of Christ firmly
ref used. She would rather suffer
death for her Master's sake, than
deny His holy Name. When
the day for the execution of the
!=entence arrived, a con1pany of
soldiers, under the command of
a persecutor named vVinram,
marched down to the Bay, and
fixed two large stakes in the sand
within the tide mark. To these
the aged woman and the young1 disciple Margaret Wilson were 
tied. The stake of the aged mar­
tyr was furthest in, and she was 
quickly covered with the rising 
tide. As she was struggling in 

tho wnves, one of Lhc cru.,I soldiers 
asked M argarcl Wilson-" Whal 
do you thin)< of your friend there 
now?" to which she calmly re­
plied, "I see Christ, suffering in 
one of 1-Iis members there." I-fer 
father who stood on the shore, 
besought her with tears to -;ay, 
cc God save the king," to which 
she replied, " I wish him and all 
others to be saved; I desire dam­
nation for none." When some of 
the bystanders heard that, they 
told Winram, who, thinking she 
was about to recant, gave orders 
t.o have her pulled out of the water. 
I-Ie asked her then to tak� the 
oath, renouncing her faith, and 
all connection with the persecuted 
Cove nan ters, and their gatherings 
for worship. This she firmly re-

. fused to do, and told him she jwould rather die, than deny her 
Lord, and forsake His people and 
1-Iis Word. On hearing this, the 
heartless \¥inram gave orders to 
carry her back, and in a few 
moments longer, the water rose 
and covered the head of the young 
and faithful martyr, and the ran­
somed spirit of Margaret Wilson 
was "absent from the body," and 
"at home with the Lord." There 
is no such cruel fate for followers 
of Christ now, but if you are one 
of His you may confess Him daily. 



A TENNIS PLAYER'S CONVERSION. 

� PLr\ YEO tennis and golf, and
• w lS very fond of both: indeed
I spent every spare hour I had at
them. There is nothing wrong in

the game: it may be
useful to many for
health, but I was so

\ ��, absorbed in it that I
. � . . ·• '""��- had no time to thmk

where I should spend eternity, or
how it was between my soul and

God. A friend sent me a card with
1

' Get right with God" on it, and
invited me to a meeting. I did not
like that, but out of respect for her
I went. God met me there, and
aroused me to concern about my
soul. I had a terrible time of misery,
until I saw that Christ was the Sa v­
iour of sinners, therefore mine. I find
plenty to do for Him now, and am
perfectly happy in His joyful service.

"POOR LITTLE BLACK SHEEP." 

A NEGRO VERSION OF ,. THE NINETY AND NINE." 

Po' Iii' brack sheep dat strayed away, 
Done lo�' in de win' an' de rain­

An' de Shepherd He say, "0, hirelin', 
Go fin' My sheep again." 

An' de hirelin' say, 0, Shepherd, 
Dat sheep am brack an' bad.'' 

l3ut de Shepherd He smile, like dat Iii' 
brack sheep 

\\'uz de onliest lamb He had. 

An' He say, '' 0, hirelin•, hasten, 
For de win' an' de rain am col', 

An' dat lil' brack sheep am lonesome 
Out dere, so far rum de fol'." 

Bu, de hirelin' frown; 11 0 Shepherd,
Dat sheep am 01• an' grey I" 

But de Shepherd He smile. like c..lat m•

brack sheep 
�Vu.& fair u de break ob day. 

An' He say, "0, hirelin', hasten. 
Lo ! here is de ninety an' nine, 

But dere, way off rum the sheepfol', 
Is dat lil' brack sheep of Mine l"

An' de hirelin' frown ; "0, SheRherrl, 
De res' ob de sheep am here I 

But de Shepherd He smile, like dal lil' 
brack sheep 

He ho)' it de mostes' dear. 

An' de Shepherd go out in de darkness 
Where de night wuz col' an' bleak, 

An' dat Iii' brack sheep, He fin• it, 
An' lay it a�ains' His cheek.

An' de hirelin frown; "0, Shepherd, 
Don' bring dat sheep to me I'' 

But de Shepherd Ilo smile, an• He hol' 
it close. 

An'-dat lit' braclc sheep-w\l&-�I EI 



What the Lord Does for His Own. 
A Talk to a group of Yount Believer• at a Bible Cla.a• Social. 

I 
N our unconverted days, our

'' Socials" were scenes of 
folly, spent like the rest of our 
lives, 11 without God." Since we 
lia ve been II saved by grace" th is, 
among other "old things,'' has 
passed away, and we are all here 
together to night 

II as new creat-
ures in Christ" 
to spend a few 
hours in praising 
God, and seeking 
to help on one 
another in the 
heavenward way. 
This is true happiness to all who 
are truly born of God, and have 
the new life in them. Such do not 
want the world's way of enjoying 
themseh·es, they have something 
better. I will give you a cluster 
of Canaan's grapes, in five lus­
cious texts, from which you may 
suck the sweetness at your leisure. 
They all tell what the living Lord 
is doing for us daily, where" for 
us" He is on the Throne. 

I. HeSaveth{Psa.cvii.19). He
saved us from hell, and sin, and 
the world, when we came to l-Iim. 

1 1 e saves us e\'ery day from the 
Hnares and temptations, and ene­
mies along the road. "He is able 
to save to the uttermost,'' all the 

way, (:vermore. Praise I-1' s Name. 
Let us daily prove His power. 

2. HeKeepeth(Psa.cxxi.3). \Ve
need One to keep us from stumb-
1 ing (Jude 23, R. v.) fron1 evil ( 2
Thess. iii. 3), and He 1s "able to 
keep," carefully and tenderly as 

"the apple of the 
eye" ( Psa. x vii.8).

3. He Restoreth
(Psa. xxiii. 2). He 
does this by giv­
ing fresh food to 
the soul through 
His \Vord, by 
imparting fresh 

strenglh by His Spirit (Eph. iii. 
17), by giving fresh supplies of 
gra<.e (2 Tim. ii. 1 ). To neglect 
receiving these, leads to backslid­
ing, first in heart and soon in ways. 
Be sure you get your daily por­
tion, thus shall you be renewed. 

-L He Leadeth (Psa. xxiii. 3)
along right paths, I-le going before, 
we following on as we hear His 
voice (John x. 27). This is the 
way of progress, and of blessing. 
Avoid the by-paths, and the side­
tracks, they lead to sorrow. 

5. He Teacheth (Psa. xlviii. 17\
There is much to learn of God' 
Word, and it is those, who la1'e 
Mary, sit .. at Jesus' feet" (Luke

x. 38), that lruly learn of Him. I



ARRESTED ON HOUNSLOW HEATH. 

�OHN \VESLEY returning from 
� preaching the Gospel, late 
one night, rode across Hounslow 
Heath, at that time a place of bad 
repute for highway robbers. It was 
a dark night, yet \Vesley feared no 
evil, but, in the joy of his heart, he 
sang a favourite hymn as he rode 
along. 

11 Halt I" shouted a fierce voice, 
while a firm hand seized the horse's 
bridle. " Your money or your life.'' 

Wesley humorously emptied his 
pockets, which contained only a 
fe,v coins, and then invited the 
robber to examine his saddle bags, 
which were filled with books. Dis­
appointed at the rt!sult, the robber 
had turned away, when Mr. Wesley 
cried, "Stop I I have something 
more to give you." 

The robber, wondering at this 
strange call, turned back, when Mr .. 
Wesley bending down towards him, 
snid in solemn tones, 11 My friend, 
you may live to regret this sort of 
life in which you are engaged. If 
you ever do, I beseech you to 
remember this, 1 The blood of Jesus 
Christ, God's Son

1 
cl�anseth us 

from all sin.'" 
The robber hurried silently away, 

and the man of God roJe along 
praying in his heart that the word 
spoken might be fixed as an arrow 
in the robber's conscience. 

At the close of a Sunday even• 
ing's service, a stream of people 
poured out from a large building, 
many lingering around the doors to 
see the aged preacher, with his long 
white locks hanging down to his 
shoulders. This was none other 
than John Wesley, now grown grey 
in his Master's service, but still 
telling out in earnest words the 
story of redeeming love. A stranger 
stepped forward, and earnestly beg­
ged to have a short interview with 
the aged preacher, which was read­
ily granted. 

It was the highwayman of Houns­
low Heath, now a well-to-do trades­
man in the city, and better still, a 
child of God. The words spoken 
thnt night long ago, were used of 
God in his conversion. 

Raising the white hand of Mr. 
\Vesley to his lips, he affectionately 
kissed it, and said in tones of deep 
emotion, "To you dear sir, I owe 
it all." 

11 Nay, nay, my friend,'' replied 
Mr. Wesley softly, 11 not to me, but 
to the precious blood of Christ 
which cleanseth from all sin." 

\Vhat had transformed the high­
way robber into the humble disciple 
of Christ ? The precious blood of 
Christ, believed in, relied on, trust­
ed: there is no other remedy. No 
other way of salvation for you reader. 



BAPPT WORK FOB YOUNG BELIEVBBS. 

................... i 
Happy Work ror Young Believers. 

������ .......... 

GAINING A CROWN. 

"�i]tOULD you like to do a 
Y.IVWH little service for the Lord 

who has saved you," a teacher asked 
one of the little girls in her class, 
who was a believer in the Lord 
Jesus, and desired to serve Him. 
·• Yes, very much indeed'' replied
the young believer with a happy
smile. " Will you go down and
read a chapter of God's \Vord on
Lord's Day afternoons to old Mrs.
Jones, the blind woman at the town
end. She is very anxious to hear
about Jesus, but she has no one to
read or speak to her."

The young believer blushed, and 
held down her head. After a 
,moment's pause, she said, 11 I fear 
I could not do that teacher, I am 
too young.'' 11 It does not need an 
old person, to speak a word for 
Jr.,9us;'Mary, and if you do not go, 
' 

... 

you may be throwing away a golden 
opportunity of winning a soul, and 
gaining a crown." 

Mary felt the power of that word, 
and as she knelt by her bedside 
that night, she asked strength from, 
her Lord and Master, to go forth in 
the little sen·ice to which He h:id so 
clearly called her. Faithful to His 
promise, He gave her the needed 

strength and courage, so that when 
the following Lord's Day came, she 
was joyfully ready for work. And 
for many days "old Mrs. Jones, 
the blind woma,n at the town end,'' 
heard from Mary's lips the story of 
a Saviour's love, and the Lord made 
her the honoured instrument in 
leading her to the Saviour. 

See, dear young believer, that 
you do not miss the opportunity ot 
gaining your crown. Whatever ser­
vice the Lord calls you to, He will

give you strength to do it, if you go 
to Him and ask it. Your youth 
and lack of experience need not 
hinder you from going forth in lonely 
paths of service for His Name. Lay 
yourself at His fed, yield yoursell 
to Him, and He will surely bear 
you forth, as a v�ssel meet for His 
use, in carrying the water of life to 
weary thirsty souls around you. 

\Vs: all should speak for J csus, 
\Vbo hath redemption wrought, 

Wbo gave us peace and pardon, 
Which by His blood He bought. 

We all i.hould speak fur Jc::.us, 
And tell bow much we owe 

To Him who died to save us, 
From everlasting woe. 

We all should speak for Jesu■, 
The aged and the young , 

With manhood's fearless accents, 
\Vitb childhood's lisplni: toni:ue. 

We all should speak for Jesus ; 
The world in darkness lie■ ; 

With Him, against the mighty, 
Toiclhcr let ua rise. 



Rest for the Weary 

Peat C&rrlen Aeatin& on the Wayaldt 



Rest for the W ea.ry : 
Or, How Two Burdened Schoolboys lound Rest. 

0 UR photo frontispiece is a
scene from real Hf e in the 

Northern Isles of Scotland. 'Fhere, 
coal is high in price, and the Islan­
ders chiefly burn peat, of which 
there is a full supply not far off. 
It is cut in the summer, dried in the 
sun, and carried by the people to 
their homes as our picture shows. 
A burdensome work it is,and those 
who are familiar with it, know 
what it is to be released from their 
heaYy loads, and to enter into rest. 
Here and there along the wayside 
there are resting places, such as 
the woman in our photo is allowing 
.her burden to rest on, which are 
generally well used,although some, 
like the man with his load of peat 
on his back, seem to seek rest (?) 
without unloading their burden. 
If you keep this real life scene in 
mind, it will help you to better 
understand my story and learn its 
Gospel lessons. 

* 

Two boys, who had throughout the 
winter months, attended a Child­
ren's Service, held on Friday even­
ings, became deeply concerned 
about their salvation. Fred, the 
elder of the two, was first con­
victed of sin, and caused to think 
of death and the judgment, by 
seeing a boy run down by a motor 

car, and killed. What if that had 
been me? he thought. \\!here 
would my soul have been? Re­
flecting on the sins and shortcom­
in_gs of his life, he became bur­
dened, in the manner that Bunyan 
describes the man who left the 
City of Destruction with a heavy 
load of sin upon him, which he got 
rid of before the Cross, upon which 
by faith he beheld the Lamb of 
God who "taketh a way the sin of 
the world " (John i. 29). On one 
of the Friday evenings while the 
speaker was describing the suITer­
ing Saviour, and earnestly bidding 
the boys and girls who listened, to 
"Come to the Saviour" and "make 
no delay," Fred came, and faithful 
to His own promise, which says, 
''Come unto Me, all ye that labour 
and are heavy laden, and I will 
give you rest" (Matt. xi. 28), the 
burden of sin was retnoved from 
his conscience, and he found rest 
to his soul. It was by no effort 
of his own, but simply and only 
by coming to Christ, who is the 
Rest for the weary, believing that 
His death for sinners was for him, 
and l-Iis sacrifice for sin to put 
away his sin from before God. 
This is bow the sinner loses his 
burden, and bow the weary get 

· rest. How he did enjoy singing
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the well-known hymn that even­
ing, often sung by him, but never 
before with its true meaning en­
joyed in bis soul: 

" I came to Jesus as I was, 
Weary and worn and sad, 

I found in Him a resting place, 
And He has made me glad.'' 

Willie, bis schoolmate was there 
that night, and when he beard 
from Fred of the rest he had 
obtained from the burden of his 
sin, and the peace enjoyed as one 
"justified from all things" (Acts 
xiii. 39), he said, " I wish I could
say that too.'' Very simply; as
only one newly saved and happy
in the Saviour's love can, Fred
set before \Villie the way to
"come to Jesus" and " lay the
weary burden down." But while
all is simple and clear to those
who have been saved by faith in
the Lord Jesus, and they wonder

h h 
cc " " t w y ot ers• cannot see 1t, o

the sinner groping in the darkness
of his own thoughts, who has not
yet committed himself fully to the
Word of God-as one learning to
swim does to the water-it does
not appear to be so easy. vVillie
said he "believed in Jesus," and
that he knew he must be saved
by what His death had brought,
yet he "felt the burden" of sin,

and could not " get rid of it."

Dear boy, how many are like

him, and like the man in our pic­
ture resting with the load on his 
back instead of putting it on the 
resting place near him as the 
woman does with hers. vVillie 
wanted to O feel" the burden gone 
before he rested simply and fully 
in Christ. He could not believe 
that just by Jesus' death for him 
on the Cross, his sins that were 
laid upon Him there by God (Isa. 
liii.6) were put away, and �he righ­
teous God satisfied with Christ's
death as his Surety and Substitute.
But as Fred went on to tell how
happy feelings came" after believ­
ing.'' not before, Willie saw his
mistake. He had been waiting to
feel free of his burden before trust­
ing himself and it to Christ, now
be saw that he must trust first,
and "trusting Jesus that was all."
And trust he did, to find bis bur­
den gone. Then like Bunyan's
Christian he could say-
.. Here must the burden fall from off my back, 

Here must the strinp that bound it to me crack, 

Blcst Cross I Blcst Sepulchre I Blest ntbcr be 

The Man that there was put to shame for me." 

Thus the two companions entered 
into rest, and have been happy 
followers of the Lord for several 
years. Have you known any such 
experience? Are you resting on 
the finished work of Christ alone? 



THE BOUNDARY BRIDGE ; Or, ,. Half and Between.'' 

�EN we were boys at school, 
� we often went on Saturdays 
to fish in a small stream, which 
divided two counties. It swarmed 
with trout, and we were sure to have 
a full basket if only we were allowed 
to fish undisturbed for a few· hours. 
But it so happened that a farmer,, 
whose ground lay on one side, for­
bade us to fish on his side of the 
stream, and another, whose ground 
lay on the op­
posite side, 
about half a ,.

mile further 
down, had is­
sued a notice 
to che same 
effect. So it 
was no easy 
matter to regu­
late our move­
ments, so as to 
observe law, 
especially if the fish were ta.king 
well. I remember one Saturday, a 
boy who did not know the laws of 
the stream, going out to fish there. 
Re was going on splendidly, and 
had half-filled his basket, when he 
noticed a stern-looking man coming 
across the field toward the place 
where he stood fishing. All at once 
it flaabed acro99 his mind that ht: 
might be fishing on forbidden 
c,ound. But what could he do? 

The boundary bridge that divided 
the two farms was quite near, 
and a happy thought struck h1rn,
that if he Look his stand there, he 
would be on neutral ground, and 
thus escape the ire of the farmer, if 
perchance he had been fishing on 
forbidden ground. So winding his 
line, he hurried along, and had just 
reached the bridge, when the farmer 
met him. He had seen the move, 

and in a stern, 
angry voice, he 
said "There's 

I 

n o  neutral  
ground here, 
my boy. You 
think you're 
safe by stand. 
ing half and 
between, but 
it wont do. 
\\'e both claim 
the bridge, so 

clear off at once." The lad was 
glad to get off so easily; but that 
incident of early days has not been 
forgotten. The boundary bridge 
was not neutral ground; it was not 
a safe standing place. Nor is the 
half-and-between standing pince of 
the one who is neither a decided 
Christian, nor an out-n.nd-out \Vorld 
ling. It is the enemy's ground, and 
all who are found thereon, n.re 
subject to the judgment of God. 



IN ALLOWAV KIRKYARD. 

�"Q'OUND the crumbling walls of 
�� the nncient ruin, thousands 
of visitors and excursionists roam, 
looking on the graves of Burns' 
n.ncestors and on the scenes 
mnde memorable by his name. 
The sturdy guide who describes lhe 

" There's naebody kens that, till 
the judgment day," which seemed 
to give general relief to the company. 
But one remarked-.. It will be too 
late if you leave it till then, 'Now 
is the day of salvation.'" There 
was a hurried exodus then, for of 

ALLOWAY ICIRK ANO CRAV&YARO, NRAR TIIS RIV£R DOON, 

stones and points out where this 
one and that lies, had just finished 
his story to an interested group, 
when one in the circle ventured to 
ask, "Ano where have they all 
gone? " There was a moment'& 
dead silence which none seemed 
willing to break. Then the guide, 
,baking bis bead, slowly said-

all things on eanh that people 
cannot stand, is the great subject 
of their personal salvation and their 
eternal destiny. As the company 
scattered, a few into whose hearts 
the light of God's blessed Gospel 
had shed a brighter hope, sang, 

11 Farewell mortality, J csus ia mine ; 
Welcome eternily, Je1111 ii mine.• 



The Faithful Shepherd and the Rescued Lamb. 

D
URING a very heavy snow­

storm, an aged shepherd, 
anxious for the safety of his flock, 
exposed to the storm, on the 
mountain side, went out late on 
a wintry afternoon, to bring the 

sheep under shelter. Not return­
ing that night, the farmer set off 
next day to search for him. By 
tracing his footsteps in the snow, 
be found the aged man frozen 
dead, with a lamb wrapped in his 
plaid. To a neighbour who called, 
he pointed out the rescued lamb 
frisking in the field, and said­
" That lamb owes its existence to 
the good shepherd; he gave his life 
to save it, although it knows noth­
ing about it, and can never own its 

gratitude." But you and I can. 
And the way in which the great

God who gave His Son to be­
come our Redeemer and Saviour, 
desires sinners for whom He gave 
J-Iis life a ransom to rescue them

- . 
---

from doom to do it is, to receive 
and confess Him as their personal 
Saviour and Lord. Some do it, 
yielding themselves to I-lim, joy­
fully confessing, "V./e love I-Iim 
because He first loved us" (1 
John iv. 19). " The Son of God 
who loved ,ne and gave Himself 
for me" (Gal. ii. 20). What an­
swer have you given to the fove 
of Christ in dying for you on the 
Cross? Have you yielded Him 
your heart, owning I-iirn as Lord? 



The Fisher Lassie's Fear: 
Or, "I couldna.' Stand them Laughing at Me." 

D
AY of grace in a North l in a way little known among more 

East Coast fishing village pensive natures, and the outcome 
had continued through the winter, is in joyful song, and earnest effort 
and many of the fisher folk had to win others to the Saviour. 
been truly converted to God. You Talk of "good singing." You never 

A Northern Fiaher Lassie Baitini Lines. 

can hardly imagine-unless you 
bave seen it-what glowing zeal 
and amazing energy these young 
fishermen manifest when they are 
born again, and come out boldly 
on the Lord's side. Warm-hearted 
as a people, the love of Christ 
seems to get a grip of their hearts 

heard it, unless you have been in a 
Revival among t,sher-folk, when 
newly saved ones are giviag vent 
to their joy, in sounding forth the 
praises of Immanuel's Name. 
Thus it was in Cairobulg in these 
days of the Lord's right hand. 
Groups of newly saved fisher 



Jl The Fisher Ll\tHle's Fear. 

lassies, sang as they sat at the 
doors baiting the Jines for their 
fathers and brothers to carry to 
the midnight fishing, and as the 
boats put forth in the evening, the 
Songs of Zion were wafted across 
the waves from many a boat's 
crew, all rejoicing in the Lord, 
and His great salvation. Often 
have we wondered what it would 
be like, along the shores of th� 
lovely Lake of Galilee, in the days 
when the Jiving Lord was preac .. h­
ing, and healing, and saving sin­
ners there Himself, and the crowd 
of five thousand following Him 
from scene to scene, in that won­
drous year of His grace in Gali­
lee. And yet we are told it was 
in these very scenes where His 
mighty works were done that the 
people of Bethsaida, Chorazin, and 
Capernaum "repented not" (1\1att. 
xi. 20), and thus incurred a heavier
judgment than Tyre and Sidon­
heathen towns, whose people never
h�ard such words of grace, or saw
such works of power. If you have
beard the Gospel of Christ, and
seen 1-lis power in saving com­
panions, it may be brothers, sis­
ters, and schoolmates, and still
remain unsaved, you are more
guilty before God than the tribes
of '' Darkest Africa," who have
never heard the Saviour's Name.

A ruddy fisher girl, whose fat her 
was a preacher, and whos� only 
brother had been converted in that 
Revival time, was observed to be 
very unhappy. She 1<ept herself 
apart from the meetings, and to 
all the entreaties of her former 
companions who had been con­
verted, to "come and hear the 
vVord," she gave a silent refusal. 
Much prayer was offered for her 
awakening, and at last to one of 
the fisher girls she confided the 
cause of her trouble. " If I were 
like you, Ii ving a11 the time in my 
father's house, it would be easy 
enough, but I'll be going South 
with the boats shortly, and if I 
were converted, I couldna' stand 
them laughing at me." The whole 
seiret was out then. AnniP. was 
one of a group which followed the 
fishing boats engaged in the her­
ing fishing around the coast, and 
she dreaded the sneer of uncon­
verted companions, when far from 
her home and friends. An evan­
gelist put before Annie the power 
of Christ to keep her from falJing 
(Jude 24). She trusted Him, and 
was helped toconfessChrist boldly 
among her companions. The new 
joy that comes to those who con• 
fess Christ, is strength and mo• 
tive to take up the Cross and go 
on rejoicing on the road to heaven. 



THE IRISH MILL OIRLS AND THE BIBLE. 

m, HEY wrought in a linen mill 
� in the North of Ireland, and 
were both converted during the 
Great Revival of 1859. Their par-

ents were Roman Catholics, and 
prohibited them from bringing a 
Bible into the house. The girls sat 
in the fields and read God's Word 
together, and hid the Book in the 
crevice of a rock. On the Lord's 
Day mornings they walked together 
to a meeting five miles off, and 
during the journey they committed 
to memory whole chapters of the 
Word, which during the busy d.tys 
of the week, when they had litl le 
time to read, kept their hearts happy 
in the love of Christ. By the end 
of two years, these two simple mill 
girls could repeat from memory the 
whole of the Epistles without a 
break. They became bright and 

shining lights in the mill where they 
wrought, for the life o( God within 
being fed with the sincere milk of 
the Word became strong, and mani­
fested itself in a walk amongst 
others which commended the Gos­
pel of Christ. They took the \Vord 
of God as their guide-book in every 
step of life, and were thus preserved 
from the bye-paths of the world and 
the tempter. Need we wonder that 
they grew in grace, and became 
devoted workers for Christ-one 
giving her life for the Gospel among 
the heathen, the other, after a brief, 
bright testimony here, going home 
to heaven. It was by the Word of 
God that these two simple mill-girls 
learned that they were lost; they 
believed its testimony concerning 
them as sinners. It was by that 
same Word that they learned God's 
\Vay of saving sinners-through 
faith in Christ alone ; they took 
God's way and they were saved 
Then as saved ones, they made the 
Word of God their daily counsellor 
and guide. Their love far, and 
their use of the \Vord of God, was 
the secret of their joyful lives and 
zealous work for God. Do you love 
and use that Word? Have you 
received its testimony concerning 
yourself as a sinner, and Christ as 
the Saviour? Then go on to feed
on it, to sustain the new life within.



A CLUSTER OF PRECIOUS PROMISES 

Picked from the Goodly Fields of Scripture. 

IT has been our habit to have
a II Promise" night once a 

quarter, in our Senior Bible Class, 
chosing a subject on which each 
one contributes a Yerse, giving a 
brief word, or asking a question 
thereon. Our first for the present 
season was on "God's Faithful­
ness," which 1s our Scripture 
l\lotto this 
year. The 
cluster we 
g a t h e r e d 
that night 
was so very 
large, rich, 
and good, 
that it is 
well worth 
passmg on 

Hf IS f',fl
THAl P

to others-like that big cluster of 
grapes which the two men of 
Israel carried on a staff to their 
friends in the camp across the 
Jordan. Here they are, in the 
order in which we gathered them. 

1. God is Faithful (1 Cor. i. 9).
He wbo called and saved, will 
supply all the needs of all His 
people, whatever their trials or 
battles may be. 

2. The Lord is Faithful (2 Thess. 
iii.3),and will keep His own from
evil, if they cleave unto Him with
purpose of heart (Acts xi. 23). 

3. He is faithful that promised
( Heb. x. 23). Not one thing that 
I-le bas said will He fail to per­
form. He tells us that He will
not suffer I-Iis faithfulness to fail
(Psa. lxxxix. 33), even if we fail,
as we often do.

4. In Faithfulness thou bast
afflicted me (Psa. cxix. 75). If 

we wander 
in heart or 
in life from 
the Lord af­
ter we are 
saved, He 
does not 
cast us off, 
but I-Ie uses 
the rod to 
make us 

consider our ways and return 
unto Himself. 

5. He is Faithful and just to
forgive (1 John i. 9). This is a 
precious word to those who sin 
and lose the joy of His salvation 
in their souls. Confess it to God. 

6. All Thy Commandments are
Faithful (P3a. cxix. 86). Notone of 
them become out of date, nor should 
we neglect the least of them. 

7. Holding Fast the Faithful
\Vord (Tit. i. 9 )). This is our part.

Let us love, read, obey, bold fast, 
and hold forth the Word of Life. 



ETERNITY. 

, 0 you ever ponder 
the meaning of that 
momentous word 
-ETERNITY?
With what unming­
led joy its sound is
heard in heaven I
With what unutter-

able woe it rings through hell ! To 
spirits now at rest with Christ in 
paradise, it speaks of endle�s bliss, 
undying love, and·eternal peace. To 
lost and hopeless souls, already in 
the prison of the dammed, it tells of 
the ages yet to roll, of hopeless agony, 
and unmitigated suffering, amid the 
horrors of the burning lake. On 
earth, where millions live, and only 
live to die, the word, ETERNITY, is 
little heard, and still less is it pond­
ered. Men live as if they were to 
live for ever here; and yet, life's 
little day is but the threshold of their 
eternal exi�tence. Men hoard their 
worldly gain, as if their hands would 
hold the prize for ever ; yet, these 
hands grow chill in death, and un­
clasp it ah. Men's hearts are set on 
mirth and pleasure, as if these would 
accompany them through life and 
death ; yet, in days of lonely sorrow, 
and when the hour of death draws 
near,. these f

a

lse and misnamed joys 
of earth, take wings and flee away. 
_ Oh, that man were wise, that they 

would look beyond the present, into 

the future. But the great ana ar.,ghty 
crowd press on, concerned enough 
about the present, but neglectful of 
the future. Solitary individuals here 
and there, at times, are seen to pause 
and think on great eternal verities, 
but the mass press on to death and 
hell. 

Reader, how is it with your soul? 
Ho.w stands it with you in the sight 
of God? Are you in Christ, or in 
your sins? Is your destiny the eternal 
glory, or the realms of never ending 
woe? I beseech you, stop and think. 
Heed not the crowd around ; follow 
not their giddy track : it leads from 
God, to death and hell. You, your. 
self, must live on, through long eternal 
ages. Now, where is this to be ? 
Heaven's holy mansions are for re­
deemed inhabitants alone; its songs 
are sung by ransomed lips. Do you 

expect to have any share in these? 
You hope to be there, no doubt; but, 
think you, is this enough? Is there 
no fitness, no title required? Ah I 
yes, there is, and they are found in 
Christ, and in the blood of His cross 
alane. 

Have you come to that Cross, a 
lost and guilty sinner? Have you 
accepted that dying Lamb, as your 
Saviour and Substitute? There is 
no other way to God and heaven 
There is no title to mansions above, 
but in the blood of the Lamb. 



BBOBT PAPERS FOR YOONG BELIEVERS. 

• • 
: Short Papen for Young Believers. ' 
. . 

ACKNOWLEDGING TIIE LORD; 
OR, Tl-IE NURSERY-MAID'S MISTAKE. 

"�ID you ask the Lord about it, 
'i,� Nellie ? " said a Christian 

girl to a companion who had en­
gaged herself to a Roman Catholic 
mistress as nursery-maid, and who 
was prohibited by her mistress from 
going to a Ilible Class for young 
believers on the Lord's Day after­
noons, where before she had received 
much help arid instruction in the 
things of God. "You know, Nellie, 
the Word says-' In all thy ways 
acknowledge Him, and He sl1all

direct thy paths.' I have always 
found it true, that the Lord does so 
order my paths, and give me situ-· 
ations in which I have· the privilege 
of doing His will, and assembling 
with His beloved people, since I 
learned to acknowledge Him, and 
�ek His guidance in the matter 01

service. I once had the same diffi­
culty as you have, but it was owing 
10 my taking my own way, and'-not 
see'king guidance from Him in the 
choice of a place." The girl hung 
her head, and with a tear in her eye, 
answered, " No, I rlid not ask Him 
-about going to this last situation� 
I thought it would be so nice, and 

so much better than my last one, 
that I engaged before I thought of 
praying about it at all." " I thought 
so, Nellie; and now you are reap­
ing the bitter fruit of following your 
own desires, without the guidance of 
the Lord. You must just bear it 
patiently now, and confess your sin 
to Him who is faithful and just to

forgive. But, 0, remember, my dear 
sister, that the truly happy path is 
to acknowledge the Lord m every 
step of life. There is nothing loo 
small for Him to order, and such is 
His love for us, whQ are His loved 
ones, that He delights to choose for 
us, when we leave Him to do it" 

The lesson was not lost on the 
young servant maid. She never for 
got it in her after-life. That en·gag� 
ment without asking guidance from 
her Lord, and the trials she had to 
endure as the fruit of her own choos­
mg, taught her that it is a bitter 
thing tor a Christian to move along 
life's path, without in all our ways 
acknowledging the Lord. It is no 
uncommon mistake among the Lord's 
redeemed ones so to do. But it is 
an evil way. The world, of course, 
arranges its affairs without acknow­
ledging the Lord. l'hose,who "know 
not the Lord,'1 and cannot therefore 
seek His counsel, .choose their situ­
ations according to their own desires,

but it should .not be so with the

c:-hildren of God. 



n Ulster School Girl's Conversion 

She wrote a letter to her Cousin 



An Ulster School Girl's Conversion: 
A Diatant Echo ol the Great llcvival ol 1859. 

I 
N a pretty village, within sicht

of the ?\lourne ?\,fountains, 
two srnall farms have been ten­
anted for well-nigh a century by 
cousins. The original occupants 
were brothers of the sturdy Celtic 
race, true subjects of KingVlillian1 1

and strong advocates of that mili­
tant form of Protestantism which 
bears his name. Beyond their 
staun�h adherence to the Orange 
cause, and an inbred hatred of 
Papery, the two farmers had no 
Christianity other than what was 
formal and outward. They knew 
nothing in personal experience of 
being "born again" (John iii. 3), 
or passing out of spiritual death, 
into the sphere and enjoyment of 
life in Christ, which all who hear 
His Vvord, and believe on God 
who sent Him, know and enjoy 
(John v. 24). But when the great 
awakening of 1859 swept like a 
tidal wave across the province of 
Ulster, awakening sinners to their 
need of a Saviour, the two Oran�e­
men farmers, and several of their 
sons and daughters, were con­
verted to God, and became true 
followers of the Lord Jesus Christ. 
You may ask, what was the differ­
ence between this and their former 

• life?• Just this, that they had· a
1iving Lord, instead of a dead reli-

gion : Divine llf e, instead of a 
mere outward profession, put on 
as occasion required, and cast off 
when not in place. That makes 
a big difference in one's life and 
ways, and others see and feel its 
power. So it was in these two 
families of County Down. Their 
homes became" Bethels," wherein 
the presence and power of God 
was known, and gathering-places 
to which the redeemed and newly­
saved ones in that region, at that 
palmy time, were wont to assemble 
for praise and prayer. Full of 
faith, and ripe in Christian experi­
ence, the two fathers passed to 
their rest ,vith Christ, their elder 
sons taking up the working of the 
farms, and retaining in form and 
profession the faith of their fathers. 
But there was at hea.rt little of the 
old fervour about their gatherings 
in the country "l'vleeting House," 
built between the two farms, and 
gradually the remnant of IC wor­
thies," who had since the Revival 
days of 1859 assembled there, died 
out, and the little IC cause" became 
extinct, as everything which lacks 
God and spiritual life and power, 
must sooner or later, whether in 
an individual, or a community. 
Life front Christ as its source, 
received by faith in liim (John 
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iii. 36); life ,:,,. Christ as its sphere,
enjoyed through abiding in l-Iim
( Col. iii. 3), and life with Christ
experienced in following and com­
muning with Him (John x. 36, 37),
alone can maintain the light of
effective testimony for Christ, such
as those around may see and feel
the power of. A 'long and dreary
periqd of spiritual slumbering had
settled upon that region, and in
the two households in which the
power of God in salvation had
been so mightily ,vitnessed in by­
gone years. A third generation
had· grown up in both the house­
holds, among whom there seemed
very little of even a profession of
godliness. But the living God in
His high and holy heaven, had
not forgotten the prayers of the
"fathers" of th�t worldly race,
prayers which bad gone up before
Him for "their children's• child­
ren," half-a-century before. When
things are at their worst, God
often begins to work, just as of
old, when all was dark and dead,
and nothing moved, "the Spirit
of God moved on the face of the
waters" (Gen. i. 3).

A fifteen-year-old daughter of 
the younger of the brothers, re­
mained at home on a Sunday 
evening, while the rest were on 
a visit to a neighbouring farm. 

Time being heavy on her band, 
she began to look through some 
old books which belonged to bet 
grandparents. One was a Family 
Bible; on tbe leaf of which was 
inscribed the names and birthdays 
of their family. On the next page 
the dates were registered on which 
the grandparents, and several of 
their sons and daughters, wer� 
"born again, and saved by grace 
alone." This especially interested 
their andchild, and. more,._ it 
raised the great question iri Iler 
mind: "Have J been 'born again, 
�nd saved by grace alone ? " It 

. was. thus her soul-anxiety began. 
But bow to· learn the way of life, 
and find the way. to be "saved by 
grace," she knew not. Then she 
remembered a cousin in Belfast; 
a daughter of her uncle on the 
next farm, was a Christian, and 
was laughed at by her sisters )vhen 
she came on a visit home, .because 
she confessed herself "a sinner 
saved by grace." Next night. on 
her return from scho.ol, she wrote 
a long letter to this cousin, telling 
her what she had read on the :fly. 
leaf of the old Bible, and more 
than hinting that she wished to 
know more of the meaning of be­
ing "saved by grace." This brought 
a long, loving, and beautiful reply, 
telling the awakened girl how her 
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grandparents were awakened, and 
brought to the Saviour in the 
Revival of 1859 as her grand­
mother had personally related the 
story to her, and how she ·bad 
prayed with her dying breath, that 
all her sons and daughters, with 
their children, might be "saved by 
grace" to serve the Lord on earth, 
and using His praise in heaven." 
Then she told how she, as: a girl 
of sixteen,had been saved, through 
receiving the words of Matthew 
xi. 20, "Come unto l\Ie, all ye that
labour, and are heavy-laden, and
I will give you rest," as the Lord's
message to her sin-burdened soul,
and how restful and happy she had
been ever since. The following
week-end she came along to her
uncle's farm, especially to see and
speak with l\lary, her cousin, and
was the means of guiding the
awakened girl to the Saviour.
Peace then Elled her heart', and
praise her lips. She bad her full
share of trouble from her unsaved
brothers and sisters for a while,
but by and by they lP.t her alone,
and felt ashamed of the way they
bad treated her. That school girl's
conversion was the first fruit of a
work of saving-grace in these two
households, and through them it
sprea� to others in the valley. The
Gospel, which the grandparents

loved, and spread abroad in their 
life-time, was preached in sim­
plicity and power by servants of 
Christ who followed up that ,vork 
of grace in these two farmhouses, 
and n1any were brought into the 
kingdom. Mary became a ,vorker 
for the Lord, first in her own 
sphere, and afterwards went forth 
to make known God's saving 
grace among the heathen. I won­
der ,vhat the reader personaHy 
knows of being " born again and 
saved by grace?" Apart from this 
as a definite and personal experi­
ence, there is no real Christianity 
here, and no place in God's holy 
heaven hereafter. Do not, I be­
seech you, rest in any religious 
knowledge you may have acquired 
in a Christian bon1e, or in any 
profession you may have made, 
that lacks" the one thing needful,

, 

-that•of being " born of God, and
saved by grace." There is no rea­
son why you should not have the
certainty, and the joy of both, in
your life to-day. The way is sim­
ple, and the result is sure. The
Word of God makes it clear as
the morning ligb t in the follo\ving
words, "To as many as received
Him, to them gave He powe.r to
become the sons of God, even to
them that believe on 1-Iis Name"
(John i. 12-13).



THE MESSAGE BOYS. 

�\\'0 message boys were loitering 
"l< on the road, eagerly pouring 
over the pnges of n Comic Paper. 
A third came nlong walking smartly, 
and as he passed, one of the loiter-

"STILL l'OND 01' HIS COMIC PAPB:a." 

ers said, "Grand tips here, Jim: 
wait a minute and hear this." "Got 
something better," said Jim blithely, 
pulling out from bis pocket a Bible, 
and holding it up before them. The 
two boys laughed, cried something 

after him, and resumed their Comic 
Paper. I found that Jim wu a 
converted message boy, and ran hit

master's errands cimartly, as every 
Christian boy should do. He knew 

Christ as his Saviour and 
Lord, and did things to 
please Him. \Vhat about 
the other two ? One got 
dismissed, and the last 
time I saw him he was a 
shoeblack, still fond of 
his Comic Paper, from 
which I believt:: he learn­
�d many of his evil hahits. 
Jim is now a smart young 
salt:sman,quicklr risin;; in 
the warehouse, :ind much 
thought of by his master. 
He is not asha(Jled to 
own his Lord, and his 
Bible is his close com­
plnton. \\'ho has the 
best of it? J iITJ to be 
sure. So will eve:-y l>oy 
who takes Christ as his 
Saviour, and the ijible as 
his guide. Comic Papers 
are poor reading; they 
defile and dt>prave the 

mind, and often sow the seeds of 
habits which ruin soul and body. 

Dear young folks, I know you 
need something to give you happi­
ness: something to make you glad. 
The very best you can ha ,·c is Cbri�• 



Marty, the Maid of Skye. 

PAR from her chil<lhoo<l's home
in the lone l sle of Skye, a 

fair-hnired lass or nineteen, scrvecJ 
in the house of a godly doctor, in 
the city of Edinburgh. Seeking her 
spiritunl good, her mistress took 

for you, just where you Etil, if you 
take the sinner's place, and c)aim 
the sinner's Saviour," said the cap­
tnin. l\larty drank in the Gospel 
ns one who knew her need of it, 
and in her simplicity, she just did 

Crolter11 and their Ponies, in the Isle ol Skye. 

her on a Sunday eYening to hear 
the Gospel, which was preached 
with simplicity and sweetness by 
a sea captain, who told how God 
saved him on the high seas. 11 I 
simply told God I was one of the 
ungodly for whom I Christ died ' 
( Rom. v. 6), o.nd that l was willing 
to be saved then and there, and 
He did it. I-le will do the snroe 

as Lhe captain said. Re..1.ching 
home, she tol<l her rnistress that 
she had "taken the Saviour," and 
that l-Ie must have" taken her;• 
for she was happy. The godly lady 
read to her maid J oho , •. 2-1-, Acts 
xiii. 39, bidding her" rest on God's

\Vord:' nnd not in feelings. �I rt_y
became a Christian.and hns spre d
the Gospel nmong her peopJe. 



The Canadian Newsboy. 

0 1 a bright Spring rnornin�,

while wnlking nlong n street I
m Hnmilton, Ontnno, Cnnacla, f

lmr to my enr. Ovcrtal<inr< him 
further along the street, I ventured 
to ask where he learned th" pretty 

Sprini,ttimc, in the City of Hamilton, Ontario. 

was offered a morning paper by a 
smart newsboy, who, after eITect­
iog his sale, politely said, 11 Thank 
you,'' and passed along humming 
to himself a tune which was fami-

tune he was humming, to which he 
replied, "At Sunday School, 1r." 
"\ Vhat do you learn at Sunday 
School, my lad," [ asked. "That 
Jesus Christ died for sinners,'' 



The Canadlil.n Kewaboy. 

wns the ready reply. 11And where 
do they live," I asl<ed, in or<ler to 
bring out his ideas ns to who bears 
that unlovely name. Quickly and 
reverently, the little fellow an­
swered, 11 Everywhere, sir, we are 
all sinners, and Jesus died for us 
all." Then he politely touched 
his cap, and was off along the 
street, bathed in its early sunshine, 
to pursue his calling. Bright, in­
telligent, little chap l Taught the 
truth of God at some Christian 
mother's knee, or by some godly 
Sunday School teacher, who knC"v 
God's way of salvation. He seem -
ed to be familiar with the great 
truths of the Gospel that puzzle 
the wise, and are resisted by the 
proud. l\1ay he personally know 
the power of the truths he so 
artlessly uttered, in his own soul, 
unto his own salvation. It is the 
individual, personal, and present 
acceptance of these great facts 
of man's sin, and Christ's redemp­
tion, with reliance of the soul upon 
them, that brings salvation, peace, 
and joy to the heart. What do you 
say to these three great facts, so 
clearly stated in the Word of God, 
and so simply owned by the Cana­
dian newsboy? 

II 
We are sinners," as surely as 

the \Vord has dedared-.. All have 
sinned, and come short of the 

glory of God" (Rom. iii. 23). But 
each one for himself must so learn 
it, as to be willing to confess­
" Behold I am vile'' (Job. xi. 4): 
u I am a sinful man" (Luke v. 8). 

"Jesus died for sinners "-is a 
great fact which no one need dis­
pute, and none can deny. "Christ 
died for the ungodly" (Rom. v. 6). 
"While we were yet sinners Christ 
died for us" (Rom. v. 8). Such 
is the testimony of the Word, 

"I-Ie died for us all "-or as the 
individual sinner puts it, "\.Vho I 
loved ME, and gave himself for , 
ME" (Gal.ii. 20). This is appro­
priation: this is faith. It is such 
personal acceptance, such indivi­
dual reliance that gives certainty 
of salvation, and peace with God" 
(Rom. v. 1). 

How the Lost are Saved? 

Shall I not J.OOK to JESUS? 
His Word is," Look and Live:" 

'Tis He alone can save me-
He only can forgive. 

Oh, wonderful redemption­
So Cull, so rich, so free I 

Then I shall look to Jesus, 
Who died to ra11som me. 

Shnll 1 not TRUST in JESUS I 
Who left the throne on high. 

And came in love and mercy 
For sinners such as l. 

My soul, so sad and weary, 
His love appeals to thee I 

Then I shall trust in JESUS, 
Who died to rescue me. 

Shall l not COMK to JBSUS l
The lost He doth receive­

The w11y to come to Jesus 
ls only to •• bclic\'C." 

In grace He will accept me 
Aa to His arms 1 t\ec; 

Then 1 shall come to Jssus. 
WbUe now He ls c:aUlnK me. 



THE COT ON THE HILL; or, Four Generations Saved. 

�N yon pretty little cot on the
� hill, are four generations, all
sa,•ed and on the way to glory. The
aged grandmother, nearly ninety,
has been a follower of the Lord for
over sixty years, and she has some
wonderful things to tell. She beard

awakened. These were wonderful
days, which it is good to hear of

still. The grandson of the aged
lady is the son of this veteran, and
is the active man on the little farm
at the present time, and both he
and his wife are bright active Chris­
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- tian s, with open hearts

• :a\ and an open door for
; all who love the Lord.

the bells toll out the victory gained
at the battle of Waterloo, and
remembers the great "May Storm"
when for months the fields were
white with deep snow. Her son,
who is an aged man of sixty-five,
was converted when Robert Murray
M'Cheyne of Dundee preached in
the open air, and hundreds were

1,)1 ,1 And the happiest and
brightest of the circle is
little Maggie, the only
daughter of the farmer
and his wife, who was
converted only a few
months ago, and makes
the woods ring with her
song. I like to drop
into that humble cot,
for there the King of
kings abides, and glad­
dens with His presence
and His smile these
four generations of His
redeemed ones. Grace
does not run in the

blood: the father does not commun­
icate saving faith to his child, but it
is clearly the will of God now as oi

old that "Thou and thy house"
should enter the ark of salvation,
and that humble cottage on the hill
is a witness to it in four generations.
If you would know the joy of a
happy life, let Christ be yours.



A Talk with my Bible Class on "Faith.'' 

T 
1-l E pretty Scroll Text on our

wall,-the gift of a scholar 
before he left for a distant land­
suggests a suitable subject for our 
half-hour's Talk this afternoon. 
It shall be on Faith. The mean­
ing of the Vv ord as it is generally 
used in the Bible, is trust. In its 
simple Gospel meaning, it is trust 
in the Saviour, reliance on His 
precious blood shed for our ran­
som, belief in His power for per­
sonal salvation. \,Ve will take it 
up in four aspects:-

1. Saved by Faith. This is where
1t begins. \Ve are sinners, and 
first need a Saviour. Never for­
get that there is no real Christian 
life, no service, no progress, until 
salvation is a known and enjoyed

personal experience. The Word 
says, 11 Believe on the Lord Jesus 
Christ and thou shalt be saved" 
(Acts xvi. 31). Faith simply ac­
cepts what God gives, relies on 
what Christ has done, believes 
what the Word declares. 

2. Kept through Faith. Peter
tells us that as sinners saved by 
grace we are "kept by the power 
of God through faith" (I Pet. i. 5), 
until that day when the Lord Jesus 
comes (Heb. ix. 28). As the Chris­
tian whose "heart is trusting in 
the Lord" (Psa. cxii. 7) commits 
himself in darkest days to God, 
he proves that power of God, sus­
taining and preserving him from 
danger. Have faith in God for 
keeping. 

3. Walking by Faith. The Chris­
tian's path through the world, is 
somewhat like that of Israe] 
through the Red Sea; it is a walk 
of faith, that is not by objects 
seen, but by taking God at His 
Word " Have faith in God" to 
walk where He commands, and 
leave the results to His care. 

4. Fighting in Faith. The Chris­
tian life is a battle, a daily struggle 
with the powers of evil. "Have 
faith in God" in conflict, and the 
Lord will give you the victory. 



CAROLINE'S DECISION; 

01., AN EVENING HOUR IN. THE CASTLE DY TIIF. RHINE. 

,1,�N a fine old baronial castle, an 
�Ji nged lady and her only daugh­
l�r lived comfortably together. Car­
oline was an only child, the image 
of her d�parted father, affectionate 
and exceedingly auentive to her 
ilged mother, yet the cause of much 
linxiety, as she was yet unconverted 
Lo God. Ht:r father had lived a 
bright and devoted Christian life, 
and died rejoicing in the Lord. 
Her widowed mother had been a 
faithful witness Jor Christ since her 
early days, and was well-known 
among her wealthy neighbours for 
her unflinching testimony for Christ. 
Yet, strange as it may seem, her 
ori]y child who had been the subject 

• of many prayers, and who from her
earliest d:iys had been taught the
way of life, was not a Christian
She was not opposed to the Gospel,
but like many others,-especiallr
the "children of believing parents­
thought she might enjoy the world's
pleasures in the days of ) outh, anti
when she had got her fill oi them,
then lay hold of the Gospel and he
saved.

An aged uncle - her departed
father's on]y brother-was in the
habit of visiting them once a year,
and Caroline and he w�re very fond
of each other. He had travelled in
many iands, and had seen much of

the worlJ Caroline's grc:al ddigh1 
wns, tu sit by her uncle's side, and 
hear him tell of the strange and 
wonderful things he had seen on 
dislflnt shores. 

\Vhen Caroline was a.bout twenty­
one yeors uf age, her aged uncle 
came on his 3nnual visit. He had 
been a Christian for many years, uut 
by means o( a wonderful work of 
grace in the town where he resided, 
he had been greatly blessed in his 
soul, and stirred up to seek the 
salvation of others. His great 
desire now was, to see his niece 
brought to decision for Christ 

Caroline took her seat by her 
uncJe"s side as she had so often 
done before, and he with the true 
wisdom of one who knows how to 
win a soul for Christ, began the 
conversation by saying, " I suppose 
my dear Caroline is perfectly wearied 
by people asking her to become a 
follower of Christ." Rather sur­
prised at her uncle's apparent 
sympathy for her, she replied, "Yes, 
uncle, th:it is so, and I don't see 
why they should be always pressing 
me to it, I am young yet, and have 
lots of time to think seriously about 
Christ, and Christianity." 

There was a pause, during ,vhich 
the aged servant of God was engaged 
in silent prayer, that the right \vord 
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OAROLINE'S DEOISION. 

might. be given him to speak. Then 
Jayi11g his hand tenderly on Caroline's: 
hcnd, he solemnly said, '' How long 
do you think it would be safe for you 
to put off the day of your conversion? 
Do you think le11 years would be 
safe?" '' 0, no, uncle dear, I have 
never thought of putting it off so 
long as that." "\Vould it be safe 
to wait for jive years do you think?" 
'' Perhaps not" said Caroline, softly. 
"Would it be quite safe to neglect 
the great salvation for one year?" 
asked the aged saint, his voice 
quivering with emotion as he spoke. 
To this Caroline made no reply, but 
s:it wrapt in deep thought. There 
was a period of silence, and then 
once more the quivering lips of the 
servant of God were opened· ,vith 
the question,• "Are you perfectly 
sure, that it will be safe to put off 
your salvation another day? God 
says, '' Behold I now is the accepted 
time; behold I now is the day of 
s:ilvation." 

Caroline was perfectly overcome, 
She buried her head in her hands. 
and as the tears flowed thick and 
fast, said, "0 uncle, I never before 
looked at it in that way. • I see now 
it is not safe for me to trifle another 
l1our. I might have been cut down 
long ere now, a neglecter of salva­
tion, to perish.'' 

That night seated by her uncle's 
• dde, Caroline received Jesus as her

Saviour, and ever after, joyfully con­
fessed Him as her Lord, walking in 
His truth, and earnestly seeking to 
lead others who like herself were 
halting arid procrastinating, to de­
cision for Christ. 

Reader, think not that you are 
safe to trifle with grace, and neglect 
salvation one hour. Even now, the 
arr0w that will lay you low in death, 
may be speeding on its wing? 
There is not a moment to lose. 
Even now, where you are, I urge 
upon you to make your decision : 
to claim Christ: to trust His precious 
blood: to con1mit yourself to His 
power;. and then to confess and 
own Him as your rightful Lord. 

" It will do to light my pipe." 

.JI.Ai) FAST living youth when 
� offered a tract on the streets, 
took it from the distributor's hand, 
.rnd thrusting it into his pocket, said 
with a SQeer, "It will do to ligh� my 
pipe." Later the same night, he put 
his hand into his pocket, pulled out 
the crushed tract, and folding it up 
proceeded to do with it as he had 
said. As the flame caught the 
paper, one bold. word gleamed out 
before his eyes ; that word was 
'' ETERNITY." He tried to forget 
it, but could not. It haunted him 
day and night, until he came as a 
lost sinner to God, and found rest. 



Bertha, the Dorset Orphan 

"A thou1&htlul airl of twelve yean," 



Bertha, the Dorset Orphan : 
A Memory of the Loss of the Steamship II London.'' 

T 
II g sinking of the great Trnns­

Atlna tic Stenmer,11 Titaaic,'' 
carrying with her to the ocean 
depths over sixteen hundred of 
her passengers and crew, bring­
ing sorrow and distress to thou­
sands of families, and suddenly 
ushering so many souls into the 
eternal world, has its message of 
awful solemnity and warning to all. 
The appalling calamity brings to 
mind a story of grace connected 
with a former disaster of the sea, 
over forty years ago. 

On the New-Year week of 1866, 
the gallant steamship," London," 
sailed from the shores of England, 
with two hundred and thirty-nine 
souls on board, commanded by a 
Captain of skill, with a picked 
staff of officers, and a crew of 
experienced men. A succession of 
gales culminated on the night of 
the 10th_ in a hurricane, before 
which she succumbed in the Bay 
of Biscay, carrying with her to the 
depths, two hundred and twenty 
souls. Among those who perished 
in that ill-fated ship was an En­
lisb emigrant. who was going out 
to an uncle in Australia, leaving 
bis wife and only child in the 
Dorset village, in which his boy­
hood years bad been spent. The 
news of the dtsaster and loss of 

her husband, so acted on the deli• 
cate young widow's heal th, that 
within four months she joined 
her husband in the presence of 
the Lord, her body being laid to 
rest in the village churchyard, 

amid blooming flowers, wrule her 
husband's lay in the depths of the 
ocean, both to nse at the call of 
the coming Lord, when on the 
fair morning of the first resurrec­
tion, He calls His own fro� land 
and sea. Good it was for Alf red 
Lane, and his young wi_f e, that 
they were both saved in early 
years, in a Dorset village Sunday 
School, and made happy in the 
knowledge that Christ was their 
Saviour,_ and Heaven their Home, 
before the troubles and sorrows of 
later years came across their path. 

Bereft at the age of three, of a 
father's care, and a mother's love, 
Bertha, the orphan girl, was taken 
by a maiden aunt, and by her 
brought up in the fear of the Lord. 
But while always obedient, and 
ready to hear the Word, as Bertha 
grew up it became evident that 
she had a strong will, and would 
not be easily restrained from hav­
ing her own way. At the age of 
twelve, she gained the dux medal 
in the village school, and some

philanthropists of the parish, who 



Bertha, the Dor■et Orphan. SI 

knew the orphan girl's circum­
stances, were so gratified with her 
progress, that they determined to 
educate her to fill the place of a 
school teacher. Some time after, 
she went to a boarding school in 
Devon, where an event occurred 
which was destined to change the 
whole course of her life in time and 
for eternity. That Devon School 
was watched over by a Chris­
tian lady, who not only sought to 
educate her pupils, and fit them 
to fill good places in the world­
in which to a remarkable degree 
she was success£ ul-but to win 
their hearts and lives to the Son 
of God the Saviour, s,o that they 
might give to Him their best and 
brightest years, and serve Him all 
their earthly years. How many 
were saved, and set on the heaven­
ly road by means of the fine exam­
ple, and faithful testimony of that 
dear, godly lady, eternity alone will 
reveal, but it is well known that 
several who now serve the Lord 
in the Mission field, were "born 
again " in their school days there. 
Bertha Lane was a warm-hearted, 
thougbtf ul girl, and the tender 
memories of her parents' faith, 
and her aunt's Christian training, 
had not been lost upon her. Still, 
she was not converted, nor did she 
profess to be. Honest and straight-

forward, she answered "No," if 
anyone asked, "Are you a Chris­
tian?" The Lord has His own 
ways and means of reaching souls, 
and iti sending the message wb icb 
proves the Word of life and deci­
sion. At an Evangelistic Service, 
heid on Sunday evenings, to which 
the lady superintendent usually 
took her pupils to hear the Word, 
th� preacher told a solemn inci­
dent of a lady, who was on board 
th� 11 London," in that awful hour 
in which she plunged into the 
depths of the Bay of Biscay, who 
offered a .thous,;1nd pounds for a 
place in the pinnace which was 
launched a few minutes before 
the steamer sank. The story had 
a tender interest for Bertha, and 
when the speaker pressed the 
message home, by urging on his 
hearers not to neglect God's great 
salvation brought to them in the 
Gospel, but to receive it as the gift 
of His grace through faith (Epb. 
ii. 8), lest in life's last hours they
might find it, beyond their reach
for ever, Bertha's eyes were 'suf­
fused with tears, which indicated
the deep exercise of her soul in
tnat momentous hour of awaken­
ing and decision. Whether it was
just then, quietly seated in the
little hall, or alone with God in
her room after she returned, that



SJ Bertha, the Doraet Orphlln, 

she actually "stepped forth II on 
the Word, 11 While we were yet 
sinners, Christ died for us" (Rom. 
v. 8), which was the preacher's
text that night, I do not know,
but the following morning, when
she entered the breakfast room,
she clasped her godly teacher in
her arms, and said through her
tears, " I am saved." Bertha did
not bide her light, but let it shine,
and it is said she was the honoured
instrument in leading several of
her classmates to the Saviour.
Three years of happy, earnest,
Christian life in the Dorset village
followed her school days, and then,
with the aunt, who from her early
childhood bad so tenderly watched
over her, she sailed to join her
father's family in New South
\¥ales, where she taught for many
years, and bad the joy of winning
many of her scholars to the One
who won her heart and life as an
orphan school girl.

Do you know, and can you say 
truly, that Christ is your personal 
Saviour, the choice and portion of 
your soul? Apart from Christ their 
is no salvation, and without salva­
tion there is no peace with God 
here, no heaven hereafter. To be 
truly converted, turned to the Lord 
in youth, to confess His Name, 
and serve Him here, is the only 
really happy, as it is the only 
satisfying and useful life. All else, 
even the best that the world can 
offer is poor, compared with Christ 
and His salvation. And when life's 
last hour is come, whether it come 
unexpectedly and unheralded, as 
in the engulphing of a mammoth 
steamer in ocean's depths, or by 
the steady approach of death 
through sickness and suffering, it 
is only the one who has Christ, 
who can look into Eternity ,vith­
out fear, and triumphantly say-
"Farewell mortality! Jesus is mine: 

Welcome Eternity I Jesus is mine.'' 

-----••-----

What to TRUST in the LORD for: 

FOR 

SALVATION 
-Isa. xii. ].

SHEL TER-Pn. lxi. ,. 

PEACE-In . .uvi. J. 

PRESERVATION 
-Paa. uni. 10.



THE ITALIAN GUARDSMAN; 

Or, Saved In the City of �ome. 

f'tRJ TA LL, handsome Italian 
� soldier, Carlo Cammasio by 
name, stepped inside a room in a 
quiet street in the city of Rome, 
where an earnest preacher told the 
story oI the love of Christ, the good 

old Gospel 
concerning 
which Paul 
wrote  to  
some saved 
people  in 
the city of 
Rome long 
ago. "It is 
the power 
of God unto 
salvation to 
every one 
that believ­
eth (Rom. i. 
16). 

At th e 
close a few 
p e r s o n a l  
words were 
spoken to 

the guardsman, and a copy of the 
bookleL-11 Come to Jesus " in the 
Italian language! was given him. 

Cammasio through reading that 
little l,oolc was lc:J to b�e his need 
of a Saviour, and how he might be 
saved at once and for evt:r by faith 
in the Lord J csu�. He came to 

the Saviour as be was, and Christ 
received and saved him. Then he 
returned to the room where he first 
heard the Gospel, to tell what the 
Lord had done for him. Soon after, 
he fell sick, and was removed to the 
hospital. Here the priests and nuns 
assailed the Christian soldier, and 
almost forced him to confession and 
the sacrament. " I do not need 
them," said the dying man, " I have 
Christ, and when I die I will go 
straight to heaven." When the 
end drew near, they crowded around 
his dying bed. Waving his hand 
in triumph, the dying soldier cried, 
"Christ has cleansed me from all 
my sins, and Jesus Himself is with 
me," arid so he died. The soldiers 
of his company paid military honours 
at this first "Protestant funeral," as 
they called it, held in the hospital 
courtyard, and the Gospel was 
preached to all who stood around. 
The happy life, the triumphant death 
and the strange burial of the con­
verted guardsman, were spoken of 
far and near for many days, and 
people repeated his dying words in 
wonder. To be saved and ready to 
go was something entirely new to 
them His was n grand confession. 
Can you say that Christ has cleansed 
yo". Apnrt from this there is no 
peace with God, no heaven hereafter



The Sinking of the • • Titanic.'' 

O
N tvlonday morning, April 15,

the new \Vhite Star Liner, 

"Titanic," the greatest Steamship 
in the world, struck an iceberg in 
mid-ocean, and within a few hours 
plunged into the depths, carrying 
with her sixteen hundred and thirty 
six passengers, officers, and crew. 
The disaster bas brought solemn 

God's warning of coming judg­
ment is treated by many. 'fhere 

was mistaken confidence on the 
part of some, they considered the 
"Titanic'' unsinkable. False se­
curity in eternal things ruin the 
soul. When danger was imminent, 
life-boats were launched, but there 
was not room in them for all. In 

The great Vessel ploughing her way through the Atlantic. 

thoughts to many minds, and some 
have thereby been led to think of 
the need of being ready to meet 
God at any moment. There were 
millionaries on board, but their 
riches could not save them. There 
were godless men there, playing 
cards on Sunday night, when the 
vessel struck. They continued at 
their game, and perished. A warn­
ing was given that icebergs were 
near, but it seems to have been 
anbeeded, until too late. Thus 

the Lifeboat of salvation, provided 
by God, and brought near to sin­
ners in the Gospel ( Rom. i. 16), 
there is room for all. "Whosoever 
will," may step in and be saved. 
Some perished on the way, but 
those who are "in Christ Jesus" 
(Rom. viii. 1) are assured they 
shall not perish (John iii. 16), but 
shall reach the heavenly shore. 
Reader, let the awful disaster 
raise in your mind the question, 
Am I ready to meet God ? 



Companions for Eternity: 
A Sunday Afternoon Service on Sea mill Shore. 

B
RIGHTLY the warm sunshine 

sparkled across the calm 

sea, that quiet Sunday afternoon. 

The long stretch of sands along the 

shore from Ardrossan to Partin-

outer circle of grown-up folks on 

the shore, struck up a hymn, and 

by the time it was finished, a very 

large crowd of old and young had 

gathered. It was a Children's Ser-

A Scene on Seamill Shore, where the Children's Service was held, 

cross Castle, was doted with groups 

of visitors, walking or sitting, sur­

veying the peaceful scene. The 

high green hills behind, with the 

Hydro in the foreground, and the 

flowing tide creeping up the peb­

bly beach, completed the charming 

scene. Promptly at three o'clock, 

a group of boys and girls, with an 

vice, the last of a series conducted 

during that holiday month, by ear­

nest Christian workers, spending 

their holidays there. Half-a-dozen 
smart and willing lads handed out 

hymn sheets, and otherwise helped 

in the simple, but thoroughly evan­

gelical Service. The Gospel of a 

present and free salvation through 



Companion• for Eternity 

Jesus Christ a]one, in virtue of 
I-Iis finished work on Calvary, was
lovingly and faithfully proclaimed,
and an earnest invitation given to
al1, in the words of Luke xiv. 17,
11 Come, for aJl things are now 
ready." The half-dozen lads stand­
ing close by the speaker, mani­
fested a real interest in the mes­
sage, and the speaker's reference 
near the close of his address to 
son1e who had "closed with the 
offer," and "within the Jast week 
accepted Christ as their Saviour, 
and are not ashamed to own I-I im 
as their Lord," brought a whis­
pered" Praise the Lord," from the 
Jips of an elderly lady; who stood 
on the sands, evidently fully enjoy­
ing the message that afternoon. 
At the close, and while the crowd 
was dispersing, I ]earned from the 
preacher, that the six happy lads 
were all "born again" Christians. 
Two of them had been brougbt to 
the Lord on a previous summer at 
similar services he]d on Brodick 
shore, in the ls]e of Arran. Two 
at SeamiJJ, and the remaining two 
had only a night or two before 
been brought to decision, to trust 
in, and confess the Lord Jesus, 
during a walk along the sands, 

l whil� the two first converted lads
, were speaking to them of the
• Saviour. "Now," said the speaker,

they are "companions m Christ 
for time and eternity." The sight 
of those six bright ]ads, the possi­
bilities in their lives thus early 
won for God and Christ, and the 
spread of the Gospel, caused us 
anew to rejoice in the wonder­
working power of God's glad tid­
ings, to woo, and ,vin, and satisfy 
young and ardent hearts, giving 
them something infinite]y better 
that the world can give. Has the 
reader known in personal experi­
ence the power of the Gospel, to 
save and to set on the heavenly 
road, giving such new companions, 
new occupations, and the bright 
beginning of a life that shall know 
no end? The same glad tidings 
that "j esus died and rose again" 
(1 Thess. iv. 14),-" died for our 
sins according to the Scriptures" 
(1 Cor. xv. 3) to give satisfaction 
to God for sins that we have com­
mitted, and it may be forgotten, 
and cc was raised again for our 
justification" (Rom.iv.25) in token 
of God's acceptance of, and well­
pleasedness with (Eph. v. 2) the 
sacrifice of H imse]f that He offer­
ed on the Cross, when received by 
faith, and rested upon for salva­
tion, give peace and joy to the heart, 
and bring brightness into the )if e. 
It is a personal acceptance of 
Christ that brings this salvation. 



THE INDIAN AND THE DRUMMER LAD; 

Or, Bearing the Stripes to _,et the Offender Free. 

�N the North American frontier 
� there lived a peace(ul tribe 
of Cree Indians who made their 

soldiers who guarded the frontier, 
began to sneer at the red-skinned 
traders, and to use abusive language 

- ..... _.,- 7 

11 T"O 01',tCIUlS wau S&JfT ACaoss TO TKJl INOIAN's HUT, 

living by bartering beaver skins 
wuh the white men. As they came 
to the market one day, dressed in 
lheir native co .. tume, a drummer 
l>oy, belonging Lo a regiment of 

toward them in presence of his 
comrades. Not satisfied with that, 
the foolish lad ran up and struck 
the foremost of the party-who n.s
an aged Indian-in the face with 
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his drumstick, causing the blood to 
flow. This wanton act caused in­
dignation even among the soldiers, 
and when it reached the officer's 
cars, be gave the order to have the 
young scapegrace whipped. On 
the morrow the lad was brought 
out in the midst of the assembled 
troops to receive his punishment, 
and two officers were sent across 
to the old In.dian's hut to ask him
to come and see the punishment 
inflicted on his young assailant. 
" Let the white boy go free," said 
the aged Indian; "he did not mean 
to hurt me.', '' He must suffer the 
penalty all the same," said the 
officer, and orders were given for 
the young drummer to strip. See­
ing his remonstrance was in vain, 
the Indian threw aside his blanket, 
and stepping out to the post said, 
"Then flog me, not the boy." A 
murmer of admiration ran through 
the company as the old Indian stood 
with his shoulders bare, head bent 
and arms folded, to receive the 
stripes due to the drummer lad, 

who stood, with quivering lips and 
tearful eyes, looking on in wonder. 
Touched by the noble act, the officer 
said to the drummer, u Lad, you 
have escaped what you richly de­
served. The man whom you injured 
has shown you a noble example 
which I have never seen equalled: 
go, and profit by it.'' From that day 
the drummer lad was the Indian's 
friend That noble deed changed 
his thoughts and won his heart, so 
that ever after he loved him. Faint 
picture of the love of Jesus, who 
suffered-the Just for the unjust­
to save sinners from the just punish­
ment of their sins. Has the love of 
Jesus won your heart and caused 
you to love Him in return? Can 
you say, "\Vho loved me, and gave 
Himself for me " ? (Gal. ii. 20 ).

",ve love Him, because He first 
loved us " ( 1 John iv. 1 9 ). There 
never was or will be love like liis. 

•' 0 wondrous grace, 0 love beyond 
degree-

The Offended died to set the offender 

free." 

THE BUROLAR'S ARREST. 

�l,l; YOUNG man was entering a 
� house by a window to com­
m.it a burglary when his eye fell
upon a card on the wall bearing the 
words, ''JESUS ONLY." The Spirit 
of God fixed them on his cons­
cience, and be fled from the place. 

Unhappy, he scarcely knew why he 
roamed the streets, until attracted 
by singing, he entered a hall where 
the Gospel was preached, and there, 
as he was, the Lord met and saved 
him. I-le is now a diligc:!nt Christ• 
ian, and an earnest preacher. 



LADYSMITH SET FREE. 

The Story of the Sclge, the Danger&, and the Dellvernnce. 

�HE first day o( March, I 900,

� will Jive long in the memory 
of many, for on that day the wel­
come tidings reached our shores, 
that the town of Ladysmith, in 
Natal, South Africa, had been set 
free. For I t8 days, the Boer army 
bad surrounded it on all sides; 
railways were cut, telegraph wires 
were sundered, so that Sir George 
\\'bite and his brave little garrison 
of some 10,000 men, besides civil­
ians, women and children, were cut 
off from the outside world. Thank 
God, the communication with God 
and heaven remained, and we are 
told that Sir George \Vhite-who is 
said to have been converted during 
the Revival of 1859, in Ireland­
with many of his soldiers, prayed 
unceasingly to the God of heaven, 
during these days of isolation and 
danger. And when all is known, it 
may be seen that "the prayer of 
faith," which is always honoured in 
the courts of heaven, had more to 
do with the marvellous defence and 
subsequent deliverance, than the 
booming of can.non or the move­
ments of armies. 

During the seige, a continual shell­
fire was kept up by the Boer artil­
lery from the surrounding hills, so 
that no one was safe, by day or by
night. Twelve thousand shells, 

weighing at the rate of three to,ns a 
day, arc said to have fallen in the 
town, and many of all ranks were 
hurried into eternity. Need we

wonder that soldiers and civilians 
alike were solemnised? No one 
knew when he might be called to 
meet God. Any moment the burst 
ing of a shell might usher them into 
the eternal world. Some of lhc:

officers were Christian men ; the)" 
knew the Lord Jesus and His powc, 
to save; so they began to lift Him 
up, to tell of His love, to point the

weary and the heavy-laden to Him

who alone can give rest and peace. 
As many as a thousand were said lo 
be found eagerly listening to the

Word of life, and God did a great 
work. Souls were brought to Ch, i:,l.

soldiers and civilians too were saved 
for eternity. Yes, blessed be God, 
there wi11 be saints around the 

throne, who will sing the praises of 
the Lamb for ever, whose savint: 
power they first experienced in be­

leaguered Ladysmith. 
In addition to the investment 

without, want and disease began to 
show themsefves w1thin. The water 
supply was cut off; fever spread ; 
over 7000 are said to have passt>d 
through the hospital during thc­
seige, and many died. The garrr 
son made sc:veral �orties, which 
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were partially successful, but they • 
had no strength to overpower the 
enemy, or to effect deliverance. In 
this the beleaguered town is like the 
sinner. Satan with all his power is 
against, a_round: sin, with all its dire 
effects, within. He is '' without 
strength" (Rom. v. 6). If deliver­
ance come, it must be from without. 
The eyes of the hard-pressed garri­
son were daily turned to the hills on 
which they expected the relieving 
force to appear. That force was on 
its way, but had to fight through 
many obstacles ; deliverance was 
not to be without cost of British • 
blood. Many a valuable life was 
sacrificed in order to reach the 
captives; but this was willingly 
given. It was for fellow-country-· 
men and friends that they were 
fighting, and for this, some, yea all 
the British army, would "even dare 
to die '' (Rom. v. 7 ). This is the 
furthest human love was ever known 
to go. But the love of Jesus far ex­
cels, for " while we were yet sinners 
Christ died for us" (Rom. v. 8). 
Yea, while "enemies," He poured 
out His blood to reconcile us to 
God, to deliver us from Satan's 
power. The dar'kest hour had come: 
disease and want were making a, 
daily death-roll of appalling lt:ngth:. 
the brave general was under the· 
necessity of cutting down the rations 
to the smallest, although it nearly 

broke his heart. The tactics of the 
enemy became more subtle, so 
much so, that an order had to be 
issued, warning against accepting 
what might seem to be a relieving 
force, for it bad become known to 
the general, that Boers had got hold 
of British khaki uniforms, and might 
appear in the garb of friends. How 
often Satan thus deceives sinners, 
and as an angel of light, lures 
them into his trap. 

Late one evening, Lord Dundon­
aid and his men, rode up to the 
British outpost Who goes there? 
was the challenge. " Ladysmith's 
relieving army," was the answer. 
The news spread like wildfire. De­
liverance had come. The haggard 
warriors, and the weary people, wel­
comed their ddiverers, many with 
tears of joy. The enemy were dis­
comfited, and had to flee. Captivity 
was changed for liberty, want for 
plenty, fear for joy. All the world 
htard, and many rejoiced. 

Greater far is the deliverance of 
the sinner from the thraldom of sin 
and Satan. Grander far the victory 
of the Son of God. If you do not 
know personally, experimentally 
what it is, you are yet a stranger to 
the greatest event earth ever wit­
nesses, for the·greatest of all deliv­
erances is that of a sinner, who is 
set free from the penalty anci power 
of sin. 



An Octogenarian's Story 

"Her Great Gra.ndchlldren Played on the Bent Gra.aa HIil," 



An Octogenarian's· Story: 
Or. How a Schoolgirl Started on the Way to Glory. 

H
ALE and hearty at the age

of eighty-three, seated in 
ber armchair at the door of lter 
ros�cJad cottage by the seaside, 
knitting, with her great grand­
children p]aying on the bent-c1ad 
bill in front, the happy pilgrim 
told me how she, as a schoolgirl of 
fourteen, was brought to Christ, 
during a most wonderful season of 
awakening and salvation, in that 
quiet village on the Banffshire 
coast. lVIay the story of grace be 
used in setting before the reader, 
God's simple way of salvation, and 
the blessedness of being early 
saved to enjoy a long and happy 
Christian life. 

"A quaint, but faithful and 
Christ-exalting young preacher, 
named John rviurker, came to the 
town of Banff, during my school­
days in the year 1833. His arous­
ing ministry was used to a waken 
many of the people to a sense of 
sin, and the need of being born 
again. Before be came, spiritual 
death reigned among us. Shortly 
after the young preacher began 
his ministry, a ball at which a 
great many of the young people 
were present was held in the town, 
which was attended by a good deal 
of disorder and ungodliness. The 
following Sunday, Mr Murker in 

his sermon c01npared it to Bel­
shazzar's I rnpious Feast, as de­
scribed in Daniel, chapter five, 
and warned the people that ' the 
hand which wrote on the wall the 
sentence of the ungodly king and 
his revellers, was not far off,' and 
might be laid upon some of them 
in death before long. The pro­
moters of the ball were very angry, 
and one who took a leading part 
threatened that ht! would 'make 
Murker pay for it yet.' Before a 
week, that young man was in his 
grave. Another who mocked what 
he called, 'revival preaching,' and 
created a disturbance at one of 
the open-air meetings, within three 
days met an untimely death. These 
solemn events made a deep im­
pression upon me, and caused me 
to think on eternal things. Preach­
ing on that green hillside, on a 
Sunday night, l'vlr lVIurker earnest­
ly prayed. 'Lord. raise up from 
among the young, a seed to serve 
Thee, when some of us shall be 
sleeping :neath the ·cJods of the 
valley.' Then he preached as I 
had never beard before, on what 
he called the 'Three Gospel R's.' 
Ruin by the FaJI: Redemption by 
Jesus Christ, and Regeneration by 
the I-loly Spirit. I-le told us 
there was ' a Christ for every 
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sinner out of hell, and a hell for 
every sinner out of Christ.' I-le 
pressed upon us all the need of an 
immediate acceptance of Christ, 
and repeated again and again the 
following lines-

' This moment, if for sin you grieve, 

This moment, if you do believe, 
A full acquittal, you'll receive-

That's the news.' 

I felt that the great crisis of my 
life bad come, and that I would 
have to make a decision one way 
or another. It was a fine Summer 
evening; the calm sea, the silent 
audience seated on the grass; the 
solemn words ringing in my ears, 
I said in my heart, ' Lord I come 
to Thee, sinner as I am, Thou 
wilt receive me. Thy blood will 
cleanse me from all sin.' That 
was the hour of my new birth. 
Then it was that I entered on the 
path of life that leads to eternal 
glory. And these out-door meet­
ings on the hen t hill, just over 
there, were but the beginning of a 
mighty work of grace, during 
which many servants of the Lord 
preached His Word. In a wood, 
a short distance from the town of 
Banff, two young lads who bad 
been converted at the meetings 
on the bent hill, met to pray for 
their companions. Meeting one of 
them on the street, they invited 

him to their meeting in the wood, 
and there God saved him. Soon, 
a second, and a third joined them, 
and at the end of a month, twenty 
young lads, all in Christ, met there. 
Intertwining branches of trees, 
they forn:ied a booth, in which 
they met to pray, until the storms 
of winter drove them into the 
town, where the work went on 
until over 'fifty lads, and a num-
ber of older people were saved. 
These were glorious days, which 
can never be forgotten. One by 
one my companions of early years 
have passed away. My husband, 
two sons, a daughter, and two 
grandchildren, are with Christ, 
and I shall soon be there.' The 
last few sentences of the aged 
woman's testimony must be given 
in her own broad dialect, which is 
more expressive than any inter­
pretation of it can be, "The sun 
of my life is far doon, an' I'm nae 
far fae my hame. There's only a 
burnie noo tae cross, and wi' His 
Word for steppin stanes, I'll put 
my feet firm on them, and hae nae 
cause tae fear. He has guided me 
along the road for near seventy 
years, and He'll see me safely 
hame at last." That glowing testi­
mony of the aged saint, saved as 
a schoolgirl, tells the bliss of early 
conversion. ,vhy not of yours? 



SCOTLAND'S FAITHFUL WITNESS FOR 00D. 

11 
� HAT old-fashioned house in 
� the corner was the residence 

of John Knox, Scotland's faithful 
witness for God and His \Vord in 
the days of Queen Mary," said 
my companion, as we walked alon� 
the Canongate of Edinburgh, and 
added, 11 we need a few more like 

sanctuary of a man who, in his day,

knew and honoured God, and faith­
fully preached His Word. 

In the year 1563, John Knox

preached at Holyrood to a congre 
gation largely composed of courtiers 
and nobles belonging to the court 
of Queen Mary, who had only a

JOIIN ICNOX
0

� IIOUSI:, CANONCATK, KDINBUaCH, 

him in these days, of whom it could 
be said, as the Earl of Morton said 
of him as they laid his body in the 
grave, 'There lies the man who 
never feared the face of man.'" It 
was by no means a grand edifice, 
but it was the resting-place and 

short time before come across from 
France to claim the crown of Scot­
land. Beautiful and accomplished 
as the young queen was, her sym­
pathies were not with the work of 
Reformation or with the Gospel 
as proclaimed by John Knox. She 
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had been brought up a Roman 
Catholic, and her desire was to 
establish her own religion in Scot­
land, and convert the Scottish nobles 
to it. This had the effect of caus­
ing some who bad at least professed 
to sympathize with the work of the 
Reformation and to embrace the 
Protestant faith, to hide their col­
ours and thus obtain royal favour. 
Knox was not the man to allow 
this to pass; so when preaching that 
day he took occasion to refer to 
their unfaithfulness in language too 
plain to be misunderstood. "The 

queen, say ye, will not agree with 
us. Ask ye of her that which, by 
God's Word, ye may justly require, 
and if she will not agree with you 
in God, ye are not bound to agree 
with her in the devil." When Mary 
heard of this plain speaking she 
summoned Knox to Holyrood. 
Accompanied by a single friend the 
bold and fearless wituess left his 
home in the Canongate and stood 
before the young queen, who, when 
she saw the plain man who had so 
fearlessly warned the people against 
her Romish influences, broke out 
in a burst of violent passion, and 
wept so freely that her page could 
scarce supply her with handkerchiefs 
to wipe. them. dry. Knox remained 
silent until her anger bad subsided, 
then calmly answered that he had 
no desire to cause her grief, for, 

said he, "God hath nol sent me to 
wait upon courts of princesses, but 
Lo preach the evangel of Jesus Christ 
to such as please to hear it" Mary 
had little desire for such a message, 
so she di5missed the Lord's mes­
senger from her presence. He was 
then summoned before the Lords 
of Council, who charged him with 
speakingdisrespectfullyto the queen, 
to which KnGx calmly replied, "1 
am in the place where I am de­
manded of conscience to speak the 
truth, and therefore the truth I 
speak, impugn it who may.'' They 
were unable to answer that or to 
deny 1t, and !O the man of God 
went free. When the queen asked 
him whether she was to believe 
what he preached, orwhat theChurch 
of Rome had taught her, he replied, 
"You will believe God, madam." 

That was the kernel of his testi­
mony. He preached Christ as the 
only Saviour, and the Word of God 
as the supreme authority, to which 
all must bow, no matter what pop�s, 
councils, kings or nobles say to 
the contrary. And this he con­
tinued to proclaim until, full of 
years, he fell asleep in that old 
house in the Canongate and went 
to heaven. The "evangcl" preached 
by Knox was, that sinners must be 
,aved by Jesus Christ alone, that 
faith in Him, apart from works or 
m�rit, justifies before God. 



A Young New Zealander•s Testimony. 

M
Y f atber emigrated from

I re land, as a young man, 
during the first rush to Otago, in 

the early u sixties." He settled 
near tbe \Vanganui River, and 

bel ,eve, nnd be looked upon as 
Christians, and all the time have 

no Christ, and no sense of sin, or 
its guilt before God. From what 
I remember of rny own experience 

Early Mornin&!. on the Wanl(anui River. 

in these times, and what 
I see in others who have 
the same privileges as I 
had, it seems very possi­
ble that a kind of prof es­
sion of being a Christian, 
without being born again, 
is common enough. But 
a testing lime must come 
which brings out what one 
really is. To me it came 
in a manner I bad never 
thought of. On a visit to 
Dunedin, I was living with 
a cousin who took me to 
several places of amuse­
ment, to which I never 
would have thought of 
going where I was known. 
i\Iycousin knew that I was 
11 

religious," and on the 
Sunday night proposed we 
should go and bear an 

through the earnest preaching of 
a Scotch farmer was converted 
the year in which I was born. 
I wa!; brought up in the right way, 
but did not learn my real condition 
as a sinner until I was nineteen. 
I see oow how easy it all is to 
repeat texts, sing hymns, say we 

English preacher, who was then 
in the City. God's \Vord plainly 
spoken was used in deeply awaken­
ing me to see my need of a Saviour. 
When we got hon1e, I went to my 
room, and there alone with God, 
I yielded myself to Christ, who has 
been my Saviour for twenty years. 



An Afternoon on the River Thames. 

I 
\\'A brought up in a Chris­

tian home, and taught from 

my earliest years to revere the 
Lord's Day, and to go where the 
\Vord of God is honoured and 

has some decision of character, 
he is in great danger of being led 
astray. Although I bad made no 
profes3ion of being saved, I bad 
true respect for the Christianity 

A Summer Scene on the River Thames. 

preached. At the age of nineteen, 
I went to London to business, and 
shared a lodging with my cousin, 
who had been there for two years. 
The change from country life, with 
its simple ways, to the great city 
with its many attractions, nnd 
temptation&, is always a time of 
crisis to a youth, and, unless he 

l had �been taught. and that I had
seen in my parents, who were true
followers of the Lord. The night
before I left home, my mother put
a Bible into my box, and with the
tears in her eyes, said-" Now,
Henry, my boy, I give you this
Book to be the guide of your life.
Do not fo.il to rend it. Keep no



An Afternoon on the River Thames. 
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company ,vith any who scoff at its 
teachings, or desecrate the Lord's 
Day, which has been given to us 
for God1s w�rship, and our own
eternal profit, I shall n�ver cease 
to pray that you may be converted 
to serve God-your father's God, 
and niine." When I arrived in 
London, there was much to see 
for the first few days, and my 
cousin took me after work houri:­
to many places of interest On 
the first Sunday I discovered that 
he spent the first part of the day 
in bed, and the a-fternoon and 
evening, walking in the parks, or 
about the city. I felt very un­
happy in this, but being a stranger, 
I did not like to say much. The 
second Sunday I was in London, 
he proposed we should have a row 
on the Thames, so we left in the 
forenoon, and got on the river. I 
had never seen such a sight before. 
It was crowded with boats of alJ 
kinds, and resembled a "regatta," 
more than a Sunday in u Christian 
England." I felt extremely un­
happy in my surroundings, my 
conscience accusing me of doing 
what I knew to be wrong, and 
several times during that after­
noon I felt as if I could have. left 
my cousin, and returned to my 
lodgings in disgust. It is just at 
such a point that there must be a 

parting of the ways. When we 
got back, I said to my cousin, 
11 This is the first, and it shall be 
the last Sunday spent in that way 
by me.'' He laughed, said I would 
soon fall into line with him, and 
others, and get rid of 1ny II Puritan 
notions." In God's great mercy 
to me, I met a young man that 
week in the place where I was 
employed, who took me to hear Mr 
Spurgeon preach on the fo11owing 
Sunday, and I was brought to see 
my need of a Saviour, and saved 
by faith in" The Son of God, who 
loved me, and gave Himself for 
me" (Gal. ii. 20). - A few weeks 
after, I got two new companions, 
and spent the Lord's Day in their 
company, happy in the service of 
the Lord. I can never cease to 
thank God that He arrested me 
in the first stages of a course 
which, I have every reason to

believe, had it been continued, 
would have wrecked my character 
here, and ruined my soul here­
after. If the reader has not yet 
been turned to the Lord, I beg of 
you not to get into godless com­
pany, who will lead you into open 
disregard for God, and His Word, 
to spend the day of rest in amuse­
ment, neglecting to hear what you 
need to sho,v you the way of 
salvation and true happiness. 



A STRANGE EVICTION. 

�ERE is a wonderful "freak of 
� nature," as some people say,

and it has its lessons too for the 
kingdom of grace. A plant was 
potted in good soil, and put into its 
owner's conservatory, but, instead of 
growing, and shewing blossom, it 
drooped and decayed. On entering 
the conservatory one morning, he 
found the plant cast out of the pot 

The strange occurrence has ita 
interest and its message for the 
children of God, those who, by faith 
in Christ Jesus, have become plants 
of the Lord's own planting, so far as

eternal life is concerned, that can 
never be lost, just because it is safe

in Jehovah's keeping. But the 
spiritual growth of a believer is, in 

I great measure, dependant on his 
habits and his associa­
tions. That hidden piece 
of "mushroom spawn" 
in the pot, was a secret 
enemy to the growth of 
the plant. \Vhat was con­
genial to the one, withered 
the other. So what is 
pleasing to the flesh, is 
unfruitful to the new life. 
If you have comp:rnions 
who are unsaved, if you 
read novels and what

feed, lh� old man, you 
alto�tttier, a� shewn in our picturt:, 
and a full he:1lthy mushroom ap­
peared in its place. The explanation 
of this strange cataslrophe is, that 1 

a small piece of mushroom spawn 
had been dropped into the soil in 
which the plant was potted. The 
conditions being favourable to its 
growth, it made rapid progress, 
sapped the life from the plant which 
was the rightful tenant of the pot, 
and, at last, cast it out altogether. 

will find, sooner or later, your 
spiritual life withert·<l, and yourself 
"evicted" fro,u the place of a 
flourishing and fruitful Christian, 
into the position of a backslider. 
And if you are only a mere pro­
fessor, without Christ or spiritual 
lift!, you will one day be cast out as 
a fruitless, lifeless, rootless plant, to 
be thrown into the fire. The eviction 
of many who have never been born 
again. must come. God has said it. 



The Cuckoo's Return. 

I 
N the early morning we are

a wal<ened by the notes of a 
Cuckoo, whose nest is in a field 
near our home. \ Vhen we hear 
his clear and welcome morning 

call, we know the summer is near. 
J latched in a hedge-sparrow's 
nest, he took a Jong journey to a 
warmer clime for the winter­
some say to Central Africa,-but 
when lhe genial Springtime came, 
he returned to the very spot where 
his earliest days were spent. 11 ow 
long he too]c to make the long 
passage, what storn1s and hnrd-

ships he endured on the way, or 
how many enemies he met, we 
cannot tell, but here he is, safo in 
the place where his life began, 
warbling his song in the early 

sunshine to l-I is great 

Creator's praise. The 
hidden songster who bas 
come amongst us as the 
harbinger of summer, has 
his message, and bis les­
sons for us all. Sha] r we 
seek to gather them. 1: 
The Cuckoo has his birth­
place, and he knows it. 
So has the one who has 
been born again (John iii. 
7). He knows how (1 Pet. 
i. 23), and when (1 John
v. l), he became God's
child. 2: I-Ie has a song
(Psa. xi. 3) which clearly
marks him out. Nobody
mistakes the Cuckoo's
call: the sparrow cannot
imitate it. So the Chris­

tian is known by His words, his 
ways, his testimony, and especially 
his song. It is of Christ, of salva­
tion, of heaven. 3: He escapes 
fron1 the winter blast, for I Ie can 
only live in the sunshine. This is 
true of the Christian. r le seeks 

the sunshine of God's presence, 
and soon he will go to his own 
country nnd home in honven, 



IN KILLIECRANKIE PASS. 

�HI: sun shines brightly on the 
� rugged Pt!rthshire hills this 
1ummer forenoon as a little band of 
visitors enter the famous Pass of 
Killiecrankie. They are out for a 
holiday, and they are to sweeten it 
with Christian fellowship and com­
bine with it if they can in these 
sparsely - populated parts, a little 
Gospel service for the Lord. They 
all know His saving Name and have 
proved His saving power, and now 
they find their joy in telling of His 
fame to others. 

The clear waters of the river 
Garry flow on smoothly through 
their deep, rocky bed, and the trees 
offer a pleasant shade from the 
1trong noon-day sun. During the 
hour of rest and refreshment, they 
make the rocky solitudes ring with 

"There is a Name I love to bf!ar, 
I love lo speak its worth ; 

It sounds like music in my ear,
The sweetest Name on earth.,. 

Then three or four tell in few and 
simple words "How the Lord saved 
them "-for it is good to hear the 
wonders of the grace of God, and 
bow, by ways and means of His own 
1ppointrnent, He reaches and con­
verts the souls of men. 

\Ve take leave of the little group 
,cated on the banks of the Carry, 
"ith the rugged heights of the Pass 

behind, for a moment, to glance at a 
scene enacted in these wilds over 
two hundred years ago. 

On a July morning in 1689 an 
army of over six thousand High­
landers, encamped at the head of 
the Pass, headed by Graham of 
Claverhouse, who had been created 
Viscount Dundee by the exiled 
King James. He was known among 
his soldiers by the name of " Bonnie 
Dundee," a man who bore a notor­
ious hatred to the Covenanters, and 
had persecuted and murdered many 
of them in cold blood. Enraged at 
the decision of the Convention held 
in Edinburgh to petition William,_ 
Prince of Orange, to become King, 
Dundee hastened to the Highlands, 
and by his persuasive manner soon 
collected an army of over six thou­
sand around his standard. On his 
way south, he learned that General 
Mackay was advancing to meet him 
with an arm<id force equal to his 
own. Dundee encamped at the top 
of Killiecrankie Pass with his army, 
in the open ground. His plan was, 
immediately Mackay and his men 
entered the Pass to open the battle, 
entrap them there and let not one 
escape. The battle raged ; Dundee's 
plan wrought out well; the Covc­
nanters were trapped in the Pass. 
and it must have fared badly with 



IN KILLIBCRANKIB PA.5S. 

them. But just in the hour of his 
triumph a bullet pierced the heart 
of the great persecutor, and he fell 
mortally wounded. Thus the proud 
man was laid low in the hour of his 
apparent victory, the Jacobite 
cause was lost, and the persecuted 
lovers of the Lord were set at liberty 
to serve Him as His Word com­
manded. 

Sad was the ,end of poor Claver• 
house and the lot of his deluded 
followers I II It will never be so 
with the followers of the Lord Jesus 
Christ. Praise the Lord, our Leader 
shall never fall ; He is alive for ever­
more. He met the great adversary in 

his last and greatest stron�hold and 
conquered him there. Our J csus 
hath done all things well," said one 
of the company, and then the whole 
joined in singing, till the rocks re­
echoed the sound-

11 Look, ye saints, the sight is glorious. 
See the Man of Sorrows now, 

From the fight return victorious, 
Every knee to Him shall bow." 

There is no possibility of His fol­
lowers being scattered because their 
Leader has fallen. He says, 11 Be 
cause I live ye shall live also.'' 

To be i'n Him. with Him, Jo, 

Him, is the way of salvation, life. 
and glory. Saved by Jesus to serve 
Him is life indeed. Do you know 
anything of it, reader? 

"SIX FEET OF IT WILL DO FOR ME." 

:N.J CLEVEK lawyer sat in hi�
t'r office conversing with a client, 
for whom he had been transactinF 
some business. The lawyer's client 

was a Christian. Tak, 
ing exception to tht 
ways some men make 
money, the lawyer said, 
,. Man, if you are to b� 

10 particular as that, you will never 
possess much of this world as your 
own." 0 Six (eel of it will do for 
me, one day 1000, to lay my bones 

to rest in ; that's all I'll need of it 
then. It is good to have an inheri­
tance secured in the world beyond 
the gra vc," said the Christian business 
man. Thelawyersat in dumb silence. 
His thoughts never ran in that direc­
tion : he was living only for the 
present world. And so many are. 
They forget how soon it will elude 
their grasp, and six feet of u mother 
earth'' for a grave will be all they 
shall want. \\'hen your body lie■ 
there, where will your soul be 1



Matt the Donkey Boy. 

Mideummer Holiday• on the Seaabore, 



Matt the Donkey Boy: 
Memories of Happy Days on St. Andrew's Shore. 

B
ASKING in the bright beams

of the midsummer sun, with 
the German ocean stretched out 
in front, calm as a pond, the shore 
of the ancient town of St. Andrew's 
presents a busy spectacle this 
Saturday afternoon. Being holi­
day week in various local �owns, 
the sands are crowded with visi­
tors, while bathing, boating, and 
fishing are engaged in by many of 
the young folks. Donkey boys 
have a busy time giving "rides," 
to the boys and girls, and all 
seem to be full of life and merri­
ment. Within view stands the 
grey walls of the old cathedral 
of St. Andrews, where Samuel 
Rutherford preached, and near to 

• which he died, and is buried.
Further along, in front of the
old College, is the place where
Patrick Hamilton, Scotland's first
you.ng martyr was burned at the
stake in 1527, for his faith and
faithful testimony to the Gospel,
at the age of twe.nty-four, shortly
followed by George Wishart, whose
martyrdom was witnessed by
Cardinal Beaton, from a window
overlooking the place, as he lay on
cushions of silk, surrounded by his
prelates. To this romantic and
lovely place, a nurµber of Oxford
students, saved by grace, and

earnest preachers of the Gospel, 
had come on their Summer holi­
days, with willing helpers from 
other places, who conduct morn­
ing and afternoon services on the 
shore, for old and young. At these, 
God's simple way of life and 
peace is told out with no uncer­
tain sound, and at the appointed 
hours for these gatherings, it is 
interesting to watch the children 
leave their sand-castles, the lads 
their fishing lines and the donkey 
rides, to fill up their places in the 
circle, around the Banner on the 
shore at these Services. The full 
results in blessing to souls, will 
only be known in heaven, but 
here and now the confession of 
one and another of being saved 
by grace, to own Jesus as their 
personal Saviour, and follow Him 
as their example and Lord, is 
joyfully heard. A young lady 
from Dundee confessed it had 
been "the beginning of a new life 
to her." A servant maid from 
London, there with the •family, 
beard "How a sinner may be for­
given," in a simple Gospel address 
from Acts xiii. 38, 39, and through 
believing on Him who died for 
sinners (Rom. v. 8), and in whose 
name remission of sins Is now 
proclaimed to all (Acts x. 43), she 



Ml\t t the Donkey BoF 

is able to sing in the joy of her 
heart-

" Happy day, happy day, 
When Jesus washed my sins away." 

Perhaps the brightest case of con­
version to God, followed by a 
happy and consistent Christian 
testimony. was that of an orphan 
lad who bad come for the summer 
months of the year, to act as a 
" Donkey Boy " oo the beach. 
On the Sundays, Matt attended 
the services on the shore. Hav­
ing lost his parents when quite 
a child, be bad never known a 
mother's love, or an earthly 
father's care Although his edu­
cation had not been wholly ne­
glected,-for he could read and 
write fairly well-he bad not 
received the care in his upbring­
ing that many children know, or 
learned the way of �al vation and 
of peace like most who read these 
lines. It bas often been remarked, 
that those who have had few 
opportunities, and like this dear 
lad, know little of the Gospel, are 
more reverent and attentive to its 
message when it comes to them, 
than those who have been accus­
tomed to bear it from their earliest 
years. Matt stood eagerly listen­
ing while one of the Oxford stu­
dents told how he was led to 
accept Christ as his personal 

Saviour, through the words of 
1 Tim. i. 15-° Christ Jesus came 
into the world to save sinners," 
and to yield his heart to the Son 
of God, saying in the words of 
the Apostle Paul-"Who loved 
ME and gave Himself for ME"

(Gal. ii. 20). Matt did not think 
that anybody loved or cared for 
him. He had been accustomed 
to think that he bad not a single 
friend in the whole world. Now a 
new light entered his heart, and the 
knowledge that God so cared for 
him as to give His only begotten 
Son (John iii. 16) to be His 
Saviour, and that the Son of God 
so loved him as to "give Himself" 
as a sacrifice for him, quite won 
the heart of the orphan boy. It 
was a great ioy to hear Matt con­
fess with the tears filling his big 
blue eyes-

' Just as I am, Thy love unknown, 
Has broken every barrier down; 

Now to be Thine, yea Thine alone, 
0 Lamb of God I come." 

Matt was truly converted, turned 
to the Lord, and as every saved 
one should, be commended his 
profession by a consistent life. 
No I anger a donkey boy on the 
sands, but a succesif ul business 
man in the city, he loves to tell 
the story of the love of God to old 
and young, which won his heart. 



THE SCOTTISH PSALM AND ITS MESSAGE. 

R RAN, OD

the West of 
Scotland, is 
a favourite 
resort for 

= the English 
K:,'U'] .... ,,._..,_ as well as 

of Scottish 
families on 
holiday in 
the love­
ly Summer 
& Autumn 

months. Its 
lofty peaks, 

romantic glens, 
and rugged moor­

lands, have all figured 
in ancient history, and 
Brodick Castle, with 

its ivy - covered walls, peeping 
from the woocls, under the shadow 
of Goat Fell, has its memories of 
King Robert Bruce to tell, in the 
days when he was an exile and a 

wanderer. It was in a pretty cot­
tage here, around which the wood­
bine twines, that an English fami­
ly had their borne some summers 
ago. The father and mother, two 
little girls, with a servant maid, 
composed the little household. 
Mary, the ma.id, was an intelligent, 
clever 1iirl, and a good singer. On 
many a quiet evening, her sweet 

voice echoed through the glen, 
singing her favourite songs learned 
as a school girl in her Yorkshire 
borne. Curiosity, rather than love 
for God and His Word, led her on 
a Sunday evening to the que.iot, 

old-fashioned II Kirk" among the 
trees, for she wanted to hear bow 
the Scotch folk sang, so that she 
might tell her sisters and cousins 
who were singers in the church 
choir in Yorkshire. Psalmody in 
the Scottish Highlands and Islands 
is just about the same as fifty years 
ago. Changes come slowly there, 
for the worshippers love the 
Psalms of David in metre, sung to 

old tunes, and use them in their 
Services. The closing Psalm sung 
that Sunday evening, was the last 
part of the thirty-fourth, the last 
two lines of which stuck to Mary's 
memory. They are-

" The Lord redeems His servants' souls. 
None perish that Him trust." 

Again and again, during her stay 

in Arran, she found herself sing­
ing them to" St. Paul's," and after 
her return to Yorkshire they were 
not altogether forgotten. By their 
means she trusted her soul to 
the Saviour, and was saved by 
grace. God sometimes causes a 

seed to lodge in a crevice of the 
memory, which in after years will 
sprini up and bear its fruit. 



SHETLAND JENNY; 
Or, "00D HAS BEEN AS 000D AS HIS WORD." 

�N the lone Shetland Isles, where 
!!It' the wild tempests of ,vinter
roar, there are many true and 
faithful disciples of the Lord, lovers 
of His Holy \Vord, which many of 
them have learned to read and 
commit to memory from their 

An aged Shetland woman, when 
asked by a smart Southern how

she knew the Bible to be God's 
\Vord, firmly replied-" Because I 
have proved it to be true. He 
has given me what He promic,ed, 
and done for me all that He said 

Sn,fland,rs. 

earliest years. Carrying peat and He would do. God has been as 
kniaing all the time, it is no un- good as His \Vord." \.Vas not that 
common thing to bear them speak a beautiful answer? Need you 
of the things of the }(jngdom as wonder that the scoffer bad nothing 
they journey along. But in these to say. Yes, God is as His \Vord. 
far northern i1les, the spirit of He fulfils and keeps it, in grace 
unbelief and infidelity is also found now, and He will in judgm 
and the 1eoffer'1 sneer i1 heard • by and by. 



The Queen's Remembrance. 

I
T wns a lovely trait in the

charl\cter of Queen Victoria, 
that she never forgot a promise 
she made, or failed to keep her 
word. Living in her Highland 
home at Bal­
moral, she fre­
quently visited 
the homes of 
workers on the 
estate, and had 
her favourites 
among their 
families. One 
pretty child, 
named Jenny, 
was an especial 
favourite of the 
Queen Empress 
and year by year 
she delighted to 
bring her some 
little gift as a

token of her 
love. When 
Jenny grew up 
to girlhood, she 
was bereft of 
her mother, and had to undertake 
the duties of caring for her father's 
comforts, in the pretty little cot­
tage with the rustic porch, within 
sight of the Royal castle by the 
Dee. That year, Queen Victoria 

-nany great State functions to 
·m, and had been on the

Continent. "The Queen will be 
too busy to think of you this year, 

Jenny," said the father to his 
young housekeeper, as the time 
of the Queen's Autumn visit to 

Balmoral drew 
near. ·'No fear 
of that father," 
was Jenny's 
quick answer. 
"Her Majesty 
is never so busy 
as to forget 
those whom she 
loves." That 
was a noble 
answer. It told 
how truly the 
simple High­
land lassie con­
fided fully in 
her Sovereign's 
faithful love. 
On a day not 
long after her 
Majesty's arri­
val in the High­
lands, she drove 

up to the door of the cottage and 
presented the little housekeeper 
with a charming present, selected 
by her own hands, while in France. 
Can God do less for those whom 
He loves, and who confide in His 
care? Never question the love of 

God or doubt His \Vord. 



A Story of Pitcairn's Island. 

IT is Christmas week, and mid­
sumn1er in Australia. A group 

of Sunday Scholars, with their 
teachers, are spending the day on 
the lake shore, and after games, 
and their mid-day mea] over, a

l\fissionary, from the South Paci­
fic, who is with them for the day, 

On a bright Spring day in I 769, 
the galJant ship Bounty, left Spit­
head for Pitcairn's Island, on the 
South Pacific. When off Tofoa, 
one of the Friendly Islands, twen­
ty-four of the crew mutinied, and 

binding Captain Bligh with ropes, 
threw him into an open boat, with 

. .l, Favourite Resort of Sunday School t::1cur1ions in New South Wales. 

tells the fallowing story of grace 
to the circle of eager listeners, 
seated under the shade of the 
trees, that summer afternon. The 
impression left on the group was 
such as will never be forgotten, by 
some at least, for that wonderful 
story of Divine grace was used of 
God to win, at least, two young 
hearts to the Saviour. May it 
have the same grand result to 
the reader to-day. 

a small store of provisions, fol­
lowed by nineteen loyal sailors, 
to drift on the mighty deep, while 
the mutineers with fiendish bur­
rahs, sailed away in the Bou11ty.

After forty days and nights, dur­
ing which eight of the men died, 
the frail boat drifted towards the 
Isle of Tim or, in North Australia, 
where the twelve survivors told 
their terrible story. The British 
Government dispatd;ied a warship 



A Story ol Pitcairn'• l•l1uul. 

to scour the South Pacific, with 
the result that fourteen of the 
mutineers were caught, and all 
brought in chains to England, the 
remaining ten having fled. 

Twenty-four years later, the cap­
tain of a British ironclad, cruising 
near Pitcairn's Island, believed to 
be inhabited by savages, observed 
a boat steering towards them. As 
it came near, they were astonished 
to find two young men were its 
occupants, who called out in good 
English,-" Heave us a rope, 
please?" The captain gave the 
order, and in fifteen minutes the 
two oarsmen stood on the deck, 
telling their story to a wondering 
circle of listeners. After sharing 
breakfast with the officers, the 
captain, with several of his men, 
took their places in the little boat, 
which quickly glided towards the 
pebbly beach of Pitcairn's Island. 
As they stepped on shore, an old 
sailor stood with outstretched 
arms to welcome them, and con­
ducted them to the shade of some 
plantain trees. When they bad 
sat down, be told them the follow­
ing remarkable story. 

" My name is John Adams, and 
I am the sole survivor of the 
mutineers of the Bounty. With 
my comrades, and a few Tahitians, 
I reached this Island, and to pre-

vent discovery, we set fire to the 
ship, saving only a few stores.

When the natives became aware 
of our presence, they attacked 
us, and after a terrible conflict, 
killed all my comrades except a 
young Englishman named Edward 
Young, who shortly after died of 
asthma. Most of the native war­
riors were slain, leaving onl� four 
men, a number of women and 
children. You can picture my re­
morse and my misery. Turning 
over the little heap of remaining 
stores one day, I found an old 
dusty book. It was a Bible. To 
pass the time I began to read it, 
and as I read, I became greatly 
interested. When I reached the 
Gospels my interest became i"tl­
tense. The story of the life and 
death of the Son of God complete­
ly broke me down, and when I 
learned that it was to save sinners 
that He died, and that God for 
Christ's sake would pardon and 
receive the very 11chief of sinners" 
(1 Tim. i. 15), I wept like a child, 
and casting myself on His sover­
eign mercy, I knew in my soul 
that He forgave me all my sins. 
My tears Bowed in streams over 
Isaiah i. 18, "Though your sins be 
as scarlet they shall be as white 
as snow," and" 1, wicked, guilty, 
John Adams, rejoiced tbnt my 
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sins were put nwny by the blood 
of Jesus Christ which "cleansetb 
from all sin... From thnt day I 
prayed that God would use me to 
tell the few inhabitants of the 
Saviour. I began with the child­
ren, teaching them to read the 
Bible, which was our only lessdn 
book. Then the older people 
became interested, and as years 
passed on, a wonderful change 
became manifest in them. They 

assembled on the Lord's Day to 
hear the vVord of God, and soon 
their savage huts were changed 
for comfortable houses, and the 
neglected land was cultivated to

yield fruit. The two young men 
who rowed you to shore were 
among my first scholars, and both 
are decided Christians. Includ­
ing myself, the Pitcairn Islanders 
number to•day, forty-six, and we 
live peaceably in our island home. 
The wondering captain and his 
men exclaimed, 11 It is a miracle." 
" Yes," added the grey-haired man 
fervently, "A miracle of God's 
abounding grace." For several 
years J oho Adams continued his 
work on Pitcairn's Island, until 
the weakness of old age prevented 
him. Then be sent for George 
Noble, a friend of early years, 
whom be appointed to continue 
his work of teacher, preacher, and 

doctor. After John Adams was 
called to his rest, his successor 
continued his work until 1852, 

when he came to England to tell 
of what the grace of God bad 
wrought in that island rn the 
South Pacific, where a company 
of worshippers, numbering· close 
on two hundred, met on. the first 
day of the week, to sing the great 
Redeemer's praise. The Bible 
was their law, and the Gosp,el of 

Christ the only religion known on 
their island home. Some tell us 
that the days of miracJes are past, 
but surely the rich grace of God 
saving a vile sinner like John 
Adams, and then using him to 
lead others to Christ, is a miracle 
indeed. And the best of all is, this 
same grace of God, which is pro­
claimed in the Gospel, is the very 
same to-day as it was then on 
Pitcairn's Island, and it is "abun­
dantlyable" to save you,just in the 
same way as it saved John Adams. 
And the word of sweet invitation, 
the very last in the Book of God, 
is-"Whosoever will, let him take 
the water of life freely" U ohn 
xxii. 17). Do not fail to avail
yourself of this free gift of God.

The grace of God, so rich and free, 

Avails this very hour; 

And all who on that (r.lce rely, 
Arc saved by mighty power. 



A HOLIDAY TALK ON BIBLE LAKES. 

H 
0\V lovely everything looks

this afternoon. God's handi­
work is all around us in its freshest 
green. I sometimes wonder what 
this fair world was like, before sin 
came in to mar its perfection, in 
tbat sinless Eden, where the Crea­
tor walked in company with Adam 
and Eve, and all the beasts were 
in peaceful subjection. Then I 
think what it will be in that com­
ing time, of which, the Bible tells 
us, when Satan the great adversary 
shall be banished from the earth, 
and Christ will reign supreme! 
I am happy when I read that" He 
shall have dominion from sea to 
sea" ( Psa. lxxii. 8), and that those 
who are saved by grace, shall in 
that glad coming time share I-Iis 
glory. Here by the Lakeside, I 
am reminded of two sets of Scrip­
ture texts, which �peak to us of 
two Lakes-the former the scene 
of the Saviour's grace, and the 
latter the place where 1-Iis righ­
teous judgment must be known. 
"The Lake of Galilee" (Luke v. 
1, 2) or Gennesaret, was a well­
known place in the days of our 
Lord's earthly life. Io the villa-

ges around its shores He preached 
and healed. From Bethsaida, 

Andrew, Peter, and Philip (J oho i. 

44) were ca1led to be his followers.
In Capernaum, many of His
mighty works were done (Matt.
xi. 23), yet few of its people re­
pented, or received Him as their
Saviour. On its shore He spoke
the parables of Matt. xiii. On its
wild waves He slept in a boat,
and on them He walked in the
storm. How one loves to think on
these Lake-side days, of those who
were saved there in their early
years, to follow and serve the Son
of God. I know some of you are
already among that happy throng.
But what of those who now neglect
His salvation, despise His grace,
and turn away from His salvation.
Alas! for all such. "The lake of
fire" is reserved for the "fearful
and unbelieving" (Rev. xxi. 8), all
those who are afraid to confess
Christ, and all who shut their
hearts against His love. They
are cast out, never to see God's
beautiful world again, or enter His
holy heaven. Reader, let your
choice be for Christ and Heaven.



THE EAGLE'S NEST; OR, TWICE R.ESCUl!D. 

�1tEAR our Highland home, on 
��1 the wild rocky coast, there 
are great cliffs, where eagles and 
other birds build their nests. My 
brothers and I were strictly pro­
hibited from disturbing the birds or 
robbing their nests. Tourists and 
visitors sometimes induced the fish­
ermen and peasants to descend the 
cliffs by means of ropes fastened 
around their bodies, and held by 
strong men above, to rob the nests 
and bring the eggs or eaglets with 
them. This was a very dangerous 
occupation, at which more than one 
of the young people bad lost their 
lives. 

On our way home from school 
one afternoon, a party of English 
tourists met us, and offered a con­
siderable sum, if one of us would 
descend the cliff and rob an eagle's 
nest My brother and I looked at 
each other for a moment, then at 
the offered reward, and although I 
knew well I was going against the 
express command of our parents, I 
volunteered to make the dangerous 
descent, which arrangement my 
brother and the others fully ap­
proved of, saying they would hold 
the rope securely above. 

In a few minutes the rope was 
fastened, and I was lowered down 
the rocky steep, the wild waves 
dashing against the rocks many feet 

underneath. Once or twice I looked 
down, and my head reeled. If the 
rope should break, well I knew I 
would be dashed to pieces, and my 
soul would be in eternity. I was 
glad when I reached the place, and 
at once began my work of robbing 
the nest. This was not so easy as I 
had imagined, for I had no sooner 
lifted one of the eaglets, than down 
swept the parent birds, and began to 
make a fearful noise. I shouted to 
my brother and those with him 
above to draw me up, but this was a 
much harder job lhan they had 
counted on. I really thought I was 
to be killed on the spot, and I re­
member in my distress I cried to 
God to save me. I did not know 
Him, for I was not saved, still I 
knew that He could deliver, and as 
I looked into the yawning gulf below 
I felt as I had never done before, 
than there was but a thread between 
me and destruction. \Vhat followed 
I cannot tell; my brain seemed to 
reel ; my mind wandered ; I became 
unconscious, and the first thing I 
remember was, I found myself lying 
on the grass, my brother bathing my 
brow with water. The tourists were 
gone, and our promised reward with 
them. How that awful gulf, that 
straining rope, with these terrible 
birds hovering around abode in my 
memory, with the added sting that 



THE EAGLE'S NEST: or, Twloe Rescued. 

I had disobeyed my parents, and 
risked my life. I might have been 
dead-ushered into eternity in a 
moment, and where 1 

* • * * * 

Years rolled on. Youth and boy, 
hood had passed away. I was a 
young man in the busy city learning 
my profession. One Sunday even­
ing • I sat listening to the faithful 
preaching of a servant of Christ, 
who spake in no bated tones of 

.. .

wrath to come, of the smner's dan-
ger, the uncertainty of life, how we 
were suspended by the b'dttle thread 
of life above death, the grave, and 
the eternal world. That scene of 
my boyhood came back with all its 
vividness to my -mind, It seemed 
to present, in terrible form, a still 
greater danger to which I was still ex­
posed-the danger of being launched 
into a Christless eterrrity, an un­
converted and unpardoned sinner. 
Death and judgment like the eagles 
seemed hovering around, ready to 
fasten upon me. Hell' beneath was 
opening its mouth to receive me. I 
cannot tell whether I cried out or 
not, but for the moment I seemed 
again to forget everything, until I 
found myself ar the close of the 
service, with a young man seated by 
my side, telling me of Christ and 
His outstretched arm, able • and 
ready to save, and the Gospel His 
power unto salvation to every ·be-

lieving one. Again the incident ol 
my early days, the arms above pull­
ing me up, my own inability to do 
anything, and my complete deliver­
ance from above by the hand of 
another, seemed to shadow forth in 
wonderful clearness, God's way of 
salvation. There was no need to 
press me to accept it I cast myself 
upon Christ, believing He would 
save me by His own arm alone, and 
praise be unto His Name, He did 
then and there. I knew it, as surely 
as I had known the former deliver­
ance, and I could praise God from 
my heart that moment and -say­
,, Thou hast delivered my soul from 
the lowest hell " (Psalm lxxxvi. 1 3). 
And the grace that delivered that 
day has preserved till this, and shall 
soon present me before His glory 
to praise Him for ever and ever. 
Loved reader, where art thou? Sus­
pended over the sinner's hell, with a 
slender breath between you and your 
doom, or raisea up, and eternally 
saved by the Son of God, through 
faith in His .. Name? There is no 
middle position ; nothing between 
either saved or lost. 

Reader, be· not deceived. Allow 
no man to mislead you. Eternal 
glory is only for the saved. If you 
would spend your eternity in heaven 
with God, you must be saved on 
earth. An eternal hell will be the 
doom of air who reject Christ. 



The Herd Lad of Cairn Shee 

A Chumlnll Paatoral Sccme in the Valley of the Rlver Dec,



THE HERD LAD OF CAIRN SHEE: 

Or, 11 It w,,s the Happieat Day of my Life."

I 
N one of the lower reaches of

the River Dee, amid charm­
ing pastoral scenery, there is a 
height on the left bank ,of the 1 
Burn of Sbeeoch, which bears the 
name of Cairn Shee. Around this 
hill, and in the rich pasture lands 
for miles on either side, in years 
long gone by, many a country lad 
of that region herded his father's 
flock, and spent the long summer 
and autumn <lays in the solitude 
of these finely-wooded and well­
watered vales. The only incident , 
of note-besides the half-yearly 
feeing-fair-which broke the mon­
otony of country life to these herd 
lads was, an ano ual f ete, held on 
midsummer day, in the vicinity of 
the bill of Cairn Sbee, which 
ended with a big bonfire on its 
top. This strange custom was 
-continued year after year, in , 
memory of 1 man of some dis­
tinction, named Alexander Hogg, 
who left in bis will the sum of ten 
shillings to be expended yearly on 
behalf of the herd lads of Cairn 
Sbee, in memory of the fact, that 
in his boyhood be bad herded 
cattle for a farmer l here. The 
midsummer /eie was a boisterous 
affair, and the bonfire was not 
without its dangers to those who 1
danced around it. It was during 

the events of one of these days, 
that a herd lad, the son of a 
widow, met with a mishap, break­
ing his leg, which necessitated his 
removal to the Aberdeen Infir­
mary, a journey of some fourteen 
miles, which bad to be ma.de in a 
bea vy farm cart, along a rough 
road, in the dark. The lad who 
drove the cart sought to cheer the 
lad with the broken leg, by telling 
him of the fine buildings and the 
many sights he would see in the 
Granite City. 11And, Jamie man, 
there's something they ca' a Re­
vival gain' on aye noo in Aber­
deen, for my britber Sandy, who 
is an apprentice joiner there, wrote 
me a letter this week, wantin' me 
tae come in and spend the Sunday 
wi' him. He says he bas been 
converted, an' that he's gaen tae 
heaven. So if I gang in next 
week, I'll may be come .and see 
you in the Infirmary." Little 
more was said, either about the 
Revival or the young man's con­
version, an<l the new surroundings 
in which the herd lad f ounu him­
self for the next few days, pro­
bably drove the remembrance of 
both from his memory. But on 
the Sunday, at the hour when 
visitors are allowed to enter the 
wards to see the inmates, Jamie 
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was more than astonished to see 
his faithful friend, accompanied 
by his converted brother Sandy, 
enter the ward and come along 
toward the bed on which be lay. 
I do not know all that passed 
between the three, who had been 
schoolboys together, but I know 
that the lad who had been brought 
to the Lord, under the preaching 
of Richard \Veaver and others, 
whose labours God had wonder­
fully used at the time in Aber­
deen, told to the invalid and others 
around his bed that afternoon the 
story of his con version, how be 
was led to trust in- Jes.us the Son 
of God as his personal Saviour, 
and to sing-
" The Lord has pardoned all my sin, 

That's the news; 
I have the witnt!SS now within, 

That's the news; 

And since He took my sins away, 
And taught me how to watch and pray, 
I'm happy now from day to day, 

That's the news." 

Nobody can better tell the story 
of a Saviour's love, than one who 
bas just believed it to the saving 
of his own soul, and perhaps, none 
are so much used in winning 
others to the Lord as those who 
have just been saved themselves, 
and find their delight in telling of 
Him to their companions. Thus 
it was that Andrew of Betbsaida 

first found his own brother Simon, 
and II brought him to Jesus" (John 
i. 41, 42), and Philip the following
day found Nathaniel, and said­
" We have found him" (ver. 45).
God used the simple testimony of
the young convert that day to
bring his own brother and the
herd lad in the Infirmary to Christ.
Now they were companions in a
closer and higher sense than be­
fore, and then it was that links
were formed which continued
throughout life in the service of
the Lord whom they owned and
loved. The herd lad who dated
the beginning of God's dealings
with him to that day on the hill
of Cairn Sbee, used to say when
preaching Christ to lads of the
age that he was then-" I had to
get a broken leg in order to have
time to think about my soul, and
I will praise God through all
eternity that I got a taste of the
bitterness of sin that day, which
sent me to Christ to drink the
sweet water of life. It was the
happiest day of my life when I
heard of One who could save my
soul and satisfy my heart, for I
never knew what it was to be
happy till I was saved." Let this
word of the herd lad, who became
a noble witness for Christ, sink
into your heart to-day, reader.



HE KNEW THE "SPOT.'' 

"�")RE you converted to God 11 

� ,vas the blunt question asked 
a young mechanic as he walked 
along the street of Peterhead on n 
Saturday afternoon. "Yes, praise 
God I am, and if you will come 
along a few )'ards I will show you 

never pass it without thanking the 
Lord for the great transaction which 
took place here. It was all so simple 
too. I was a sinner, Jesus was the 
Saviour, so we just met and became 
'

1 one for ever," as the hymn says. 
It was the words of John iii. 16 

THB 11 '-POT" WAS IN THK MIDDLB OF THK STRIUW', 

the spot on which I was standing 
when I passed from death unto life, 
on a Sunday evening ten years ago. 
It was a happy day to me that, and 
I can say Jesus Christ has been a 
good Friend to me ever since.'' 
When we reached the middle of the 
etrect, he said, "Here is the spot I 

·that let me see it all. Bless the
T ,ord. 11 It was a great joy to meet
that happy young mechanic, and I
heard from others who know him
well, that he bears a bright testimony
to Christ in his life as well as by
his lips. Is there a'' spot" on which
you have passed from death to life?



THE ROYAL STAG; or, Dying Alone. 

�(j'X"]l;HEN King Edward was 
�V';,YR, cruising on the \Vest Coast 
of Scotland he spent a day deer­
stalking on the Isle of Arran. A 
stag shot by the King escaped. 
Next day it w:is found dying :done 
under a covt!r. It had left the herd 

of the ungodly. I with drew to be 
alone with God. There, thank 
God, nol to die, but to live. I 
met the Saviour, and He gave me 
life. \Vhen the arrow of death is 
aimed at and reaches the sinner, he 
then is left to die alone. Boon 

A HBRD 01' DERR, rHOTOGRAPIIBD !'ROM LIP'&. 

to die, as a stricken deer is said to 
always die, alone. This reminds me 
of greater things : of the experience 
of a sinner wounded by the power of 
the Word of God, convicted of sin 
by the Spirit. \Vhen the arrow of 
conviction entered my conscience, 
J found no pleasure in the company 

comp:inions in 5in will not be found 
near him then. l le enters eternity 
alone. It is better to meet' God 
alone in grace, than to have to meet 
Him ln judgment. Better to with­
draw from companions in sin to face 
the great fact of your eternal destiny 
than to face death alone, unready. 



THE EVENING SONG IN THE KITCHEN. 

T
HE little daughter of a village 

schoolmaster had picked up 
the lines of Doddridge's favourite 

hymn,and sang through the house: 

"Happy day, happy day, 

When Jesus washed my sins away." 

The servant maid 
caught it up, and 
she too was soon 
humming these 
same words. Her 
mistress, who 
knew and loved 
the Lord, re­
marked one day 
as she heard her 
singing-" I am 
glad to hear you 
sing that :t\1 ary. 
\Yben was that 
happy day in your 
life?" That q ues­
tion stopped the 
singing, for 1\1 ary 
had only learned 
the nice tune and 
picked up the 
words. She knew 

1

nothing of being 
born again, or of 
having her sins forgiven as a per­
sonal experience. But that ques­
tion troubled her, and she bad no 
rest until in her heart she trusted, 
and with her lips confessed Christ 
as her Saviour. Now she can sing 

"Happy Day" with intelligence 
and joy, for that day bas come to 
her. I heard the voices of Mary 

and her little friend the School­
master's daughter, sweetly sing-
1 n� as I passed the schoolhouse 

kitchen the other even10g, and 
they sounded grandly in my ear, 
for I knew they were the heart­
song of two who know what it 
is to have their sins forgiven. Can 
you so sing this favourite hymn? 



A NATAL PRISONER'S TOUCHING STORY: 
Or, Wha.t a. Bible Sea.rching Text Book was used to do. 

A
\'OU I G man who got into bad bis care, banded to this young man

company, and while under a copy of The Cltildren's A Ima nae 

the influence of drink, committed , a11d Bible Searching Text Book, 

Searching the Bible in his cell 

which bis little 

daughter always 

receives, and de-

1 igbts to find its 

daily texts. In 

the hope that 
during the lone 

hours in his ce11, 

the young pri­

soner might thus 

be led to have an 
interest in the 

Gospel of God, 
and his own sal­

vation, the war­
der handed him 
a Bible with the 
Ii ttle Text Book, 

with the request 

that he might 

search for the 

Da ily G osp e l  
Text, and having 
found it, fill in 

the chapter and 
verse in the place 
left vacant for it. 

a crime, was sentenced to two 
months' imprisonment in a South 
African gaol. A Christian warder 

wbo seeks to speak a word for 
bis l\faster to the prisoners under 

At first he seemed indifferent. He 
said God cared not Ii ing for the like 
of him, and that the Bible was not 
a book for him. But as has again 
and again been proved, tbe \Vord 



A Natal Prlaoner'a Touchlnit Story 

of God is "living and active" 
(Heb. ix. 12), and finds its way 
to men's hearts and consciences, 
when there is little desire for it 
there. He began to look for a 
text one day, and so interesting 
did his search become, that he did 
not cease, until he found, during 
the period of bis imprisonment, 
the whole of the three hundred 
and sixty-six daily texts for the 
year, filling in toe passages with 
pen and ink, in his prison eel]. 
To-day, that perfectly filled in 
Text Book, has come into the 
compiler's hand, with a touching 
letter from the young prisoner, 
te11ing what the ·searching of the . 
Bible, and the reading of these 
daily texts has done for his soul. 
The letter had best be given .as it 
was written, and is as follows:-

., The little Text Book which I
send, has been filled in by myself 
in spare hours during my impri­
sonment here. I regret that the 
book is not so neatly kept as it 
might have been in other sur­
roundings. Should the judge see 
fit to award it a prize, I should 
like it to be a Bible, so that I 
may leave it for the use of those 
who are or may be in this gaol. 
Should I thus be instr�1mental in 
bringing the blessed light of the 
Gospel to one soul, how great will 

be my joy. I wish you to thank 
the compiler of the Text Book on 
my behalf, and to say that in the 
mercy of God, the searching of

the Scriptures, with its aid, has 
not been in vain in my case." 

We had much joy in sending 
a Pocket Bible to this trophy 
of grace for his own daily use, 
and another for the use of the 
prisoners,.whose salvation he thus 
seeks. True it is that the Word 
of God, which presents to sinners 
" the Gospel of God concernin·g 
His Son" (Rom. i. 2) has lost none 
of its ancient power. Wherever it 
is read, and ·its voice allowed to 
speak to the soul, it brings con­
viction of sin, and where the sin­
ner owns his guilt to God (Job xL 
4: Isa. vi. 5), and casts himself on 
the atoning blood (Rom. iii. 25) 
and finished work (John xx. 30) of 
Christ, he is " born again by the 
\Vord of God," which liveth and 
abideth for ever (1 Pet. i. 23-25). 
Thus it is that those who sow the 
good seed are encouraged to "sow 
beside all waters," and to expect 
the fruit to appear in true conver­
sion among all classes and in all 
spheres. In happier surroundings 
than a prison, reader, will you 
receive the message of God into 
your own heart and soul, and 
prove its regenerating power? 



GOOD ANCl:-lORAGE: Or. THE SAILOR's TRUST. 

�ll) SAi LOR lay in hospital in a 
>!l1t foreign land dying of fever.
Friends and kindred were far away, 
and he was surrounded by strangers. 
Comrades had sailed without him, 
and there was little hope given that 
be would recover, or see his native 
land again. Only one comfort re­
mained, that wa'i he 
was Christ>s, and  
Jesus Christ was his. 
Years before, when 
only a lad before the 
mast, he bad trusted 
b i s sou  1 to  J e s u s, 
and had known the 
saving power of that 
peerless Name. Tc, 
one who came to his 
bedside, seeking to 
administer what he 
called "the consola­
tions of re 1 i g ion," 
and to read a prayer 
from his "Prayer 
Book," the sailor 
said, cc Praise God, I have already 
got the ' strong consolation ' God 
,peaks of in His Word; that is, the 
certain knowledge that I am going 
to heaven to be with Him who bas 
saved me. I was drifting on a wild 
tempestuous sea, when he found me, 
drew me to Himself, and invited me 
to put my trust in Him. Sinner as 
I was-lost, undone, and without 

commendation or character - He 
took me as I was. I cast my 
anchor in that great and glorious 
verse, John v. 2 4, and I knew I 
had passed from death unto life. 
It is good anchorage; there I rest 
still, and to the glory of His Name 
I can say I have no doubt and no 

fear while the anchor 
holds." Was'nt that 
a blessed testimony? 
He had cast anchor 
in the eternal truth 
of God, and of course 
lhere was no shift­
ing there. Death's 
storms brought no 
alarms ; eternity no 
fear. Reader, where 

is your anchorage? 
l n self or Christ?
In your own religion,
or God's salvation ?
ln your own feel­
ings, or God's Word?
There is no solid

anchorage in the shifting sands of 
your own good works. None in 
your feelings, your experiences, your 
thoughts. But there is "good an­
chorage," as the sailor said, in God's 
eternal Word. Drop your anchor 
there. Believe what Christ has done 
for you, and accept what God hu 
said. They will .stand secure ; they 
will never deceive you. 



HAPPY SERVICE FOR YOU.NG BELimVERS. 

...... ♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦+*♦♦ 
t Happy Se,vlce for Young Believers. l 
♦Htt+♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦ 

r-pHE Lord Jesus, the Master of 
� the house, has given "to 

every man his work." There must 
be no loiterers or "unemployed" in 
the ranks of the saved. All are re­
deemed to serve, and there is an 
infinite variety of work in the great 
vineyard of the Lord, with abundant 
room·(o_r all kinds of workers. To 
the young believer just starting on 
his life of service, a hidden corner is 
usually _given ; he is not generally 
brought into publicity at once. It 
is well to begin low, and not aim at 
too high things. We see this among 
the Lord's first discipl,es. 

Andrew led Simon, his brother, 
to Jesus, and on the day of Pen­
tecost, three thousand were con- • 
verted through Simon's instrument­
ality. Andrew found a "lad" in 
the crowd, and the whole five 
thousand • were fed from his store. 
May the Lord's hidden ones be 
encouraged to serve in such paths. 
l\fay the young believer follow his 
bright ex:11:riple, seeking to lead his 
"own" kindred to th� Saviour. 

\Vhere the demoniac of Gadara 
was converted, he was told by the 
Lord to go "·home ,; and tell his
.. friends" what the Lord had done 
for him, and no doubt he began his 

testimony there. 
city" heard his 
39). 

Then the " whole 
voice, (Luke viii. 

This is the "right road" to higher 
things. Begin where you :tre ; do 
not wait till a '' better opening'' 
appears. There is quite a nice 
' 

. . . openmg JUSt now, and it's there you 
are called to begin. 

Here are a few ways in which some 
_dear young Christian lads and girls 
spent their early days. Most of 
them are now men and women, 
actively engaged in service for the 
Lord Willie and Jack, apprentice 
lads, got the use of a widow's 
kitchen, and one night a week, 
gathered the children together, and 
told them of Jesus. At least ten 
of them were converted, and the two 
lads were greatly blessed. 

Mary and her cousin stamped 
Gospel texts on the envelopes used 
by Christian workers in their cor­
respondence. A text boldly printed 
on the corner of an envelope, and 
followed into the post-office by the 
prayers of the se·nder, was used to 
awaken an aged postman over three 
hundred miles from the place where 
it was posted. There are many 
such cases no do·ubt, which the day 
will declare. Ours is to "Sow 
beside all waters.'' To bring Christ 
before tho�e who know Hjm not is 
our life business here. This is a 
service in which you may share. 



JOHNNIE'S GRAVE; 

Or, "JESUS HAS DONE THE DYING.'' 

�"&N a quiet corner of an old 
;. � cemetery, where the. dust of 
mar.y generations mingle, undt!r the 
branches of an old yew tree, lies 
Johnnie's grave. He was called 
away amid the brightness of his 
youth, and so suddenly too, that

• those of us who knew and loved
him, could sc:1rce believe it true,
at first, that he was really in eter­
nity. But Johnnie! was ready to go,
and his latter end was peace.
Though only converted a short
time before, he had borne a brief,
bright testimony to the Lord who
loved Him, and won a few souls �or
Jesus, then passed away to his test,
and to wait with Him until the
resurrection morning.

Many followed his body to the
. 

tomb, and solemn words were
�pe>ken to the gathered throng
uound his open grave.

On a quiet Saturday afternoon
in the early Spring I went on a visit
lo J ohnnh:'s grave. The snow had
just melted away, and the bursting
snowdrop and crocus on many a
f;rave, s,veelly reminded me of that
coming hour of resurrection, when
1 he sleepc:rs in Jesus shall awake
again. l had ju�t found the spot,
read the simph: inscription on the
"tone, and arr::i nµl·d the Rowers,
when the old sexton •�ame walk inf:{

up to where: I stood. "Not many 
funerals like that young man's here­
about," he said, by way of opening 
conversation. 

"Although I have buried hundreds 
here, I shall never forc,d the day 
that I laid tht! clods on that young
lad's coffin," added the old sexton, 
with his eyes fixed on J ohnuie's 
grave. 

Glad of the opportunity to speak 
a word for Jesus, I said, "·Johnnie's 
body lies buried hei:e, but his soul 
is with the Lord in heaven. He 
was suddenly called away, but he 
was ready. Jesus had saved him, 
and he was able to look into 
eternity without fear, for he knew 
the blood of the J .an1 h had cleansed 
him from his sins, and that death 
would usher him into the immediate 
presence of the Lord." 

The old sexton seemed transfixed 
to the spot, lost in deep thought. 
Alt�r a minute or two I saw a big 
tear roll down his wrinkled chet:k, 
and with a voice 'luivering with 
e111otion, he slowly said, 11 l would 
givt: all that I possess if I could look 
forward to eternity with that same 
hope, but it's not so with me. I

often tremble as I stand upon the 
coffin of one after an tither and tread 
down the earth, when I think that 
the day will come, that ii;omebodv 



JOHNNIE'S GRAVE; or, 11 JESOS HAS DONE THE DYING" 

will do the same to mine, and I 
will be in eternity. Oh, that word 
Eternity; I never hear it or see it, 
but it makes me shake. The day 
your young, friend was buried they 
spoke and sang a lot about Eternity, 
and that word has rung in my ears 
ever since. Day and night I have 
been thinking about it, and when I 
have a few minutes to spare, I come 
across here, and look at the lad's 
grave, and • the texts on the stone, 
and many a wish I have, that I may 
be as ready as he was." 

lvly heart was drawn out for the 
old sexton, and I asked him to sit 
down by my side on the green grass 
around dear Johnnie's grave. \Ve 
sat down together, and I told him 
the story of Johnnie's conversion, 
how the Lord awakened him, and 
then saved him by simply believing 
the Gospel: how happily he lived, 
knowing he was saved; bow peace­
fully be dill, assured he was going 
to be with Jesus; and then I pressed 
home upon the old man the:: necessity 
of his own conversion, and how it 
could be effected in the same way 
as Johnnie's was. I shall never 
forg�t that solemn quiet hour, while 
memory lasts. There, all alone with 
God, surrounded by death on every 
hand, within a few feet of the: 
precious dust of my dear departed 
brother in Christ, and-as I firmly 
believe-with the eye of God and

angels around the throne upon us, 
I sat waiting the issue. There was 
a moment's silence, and during that 
moment I felt there was work being 
done for eternity. It was one of 
these moments in which you feel 
yourself in the immediate presence 
of the Almighty God, with a soul in 
the balances between life and death. 
Quietly the old man rose, wiped the 
thickly-falling tears from his eyes 
with his sleeve, and grasping my 
hand, pathetically said, " My fears 
are gone now: I see it all. JESUS

HAD DONE THE DYING, and the! 
sting is gone for me." A coming 
funeral caused the old sexton to 
hurry from my side, and I was lelt 
l>y Johnnie's grave alone, the words 
so fraught with meaning echoing in 
my ears. "Jesus /,as done the dJ,ing, 
anJ tl,e sting i's gone far me." The 
old sexton's dust now mingles with 
with the rest, in that quiet burying­
place, but his ransomed spirit has 
gone to be where Johnnie is, " at 
home with the Lord." Quickened 
into life that afternoon at Johnnie's 
grave, cleansed from sin in the 
precious blood of Christ, after a 
short but happy eventide, the old 
sexton passt·d away. But his words 
are sounding loud and clear, "/es11s
it1s done /lie dying." Blessedly true. 
Unalterably ·sure. Can you add, 
ueloved reader-'' And the sting is 
gone for me ? '' 



The Tent 1n the Old Orchard 

LiateninC to the SinatinU in the Tent, 



The Tent in the Old Orchard: 
And what an Invalid Girl heard through her Window. 

0 N the outskirts of a pleasant­
ly-set \ Viltshire vi Hage, a 

retired military officer, with some 
earnest helpers, pitched a canvas 
tent for the preaching of the Gos­
pel, some years ago. Great curio­
sity was manifested among the 
villagers regarding the object for 
which the old orchard, in which 
the teat was to be erected, was 
being cleared of a few fruitless 
trees, which had been cumberers 

. of the ground for many years. 
One said it was a II new religion" 
that was going to be introduced; 
another, that it was "the Mor­
mons," and that they wanted to 
get the young people of the place 
to emigrate to "Salt Lake City, 
their earthly paradise." \.Vith 
these, and such-like rumours ,; in 
the air.'' it wa.s no great wonder, 
that when the canvas tent, with 
its pretty little flags fluttering in 
the breeze, was erected, it drew a 
crowd of vi1Jage children, which 
in the evening was augmented by 
their elder brothers and sisters, 
and some of the parents, all more 
or less hostile, and prepared to 
"show fight " against what they 
believed to be an evil thing. \Vhen 
there was every appearance of an 
onslaught about to be made on 
the tent, and its owners, the aied 

officer, who, in his days of active 
service for his country, had faced 
many a hostile crowd, walked 
quietly out to the orchard gate, 
and addressing those gathered, ex­
plained in a few words, that they 
were neither II setters forth of a 
new religion_," nor II recruiting for 
emigrants to an earthly paradise," 
but simply II sinners saved by 
grace," who had the same Gospel 
to preach as their "fathers loved, 
which had brought salvation, life, 
joy and peace, into many hearts

and homes," and which they were 
all invited, with their families, to 
"come and hear, without money, 
and without price." This simple 
statement had a wonderful effect 
of pacifying and assuring the 
villagers, who immediately quietly 
dispersed to their homes, saying, 
they would II come along" on the 
Sunday evening. In the mean­
time, the young folks were invited 
to a service that evening, to which 
they responded gladly, and filled 
the tent. �•[any hymns, which are 
now familiar, were little h."llown in 
these parts then, and it took some 
time and patience to teach that 
group of village boys and girls 
the following words of Gospel 
grace, which few of them bad ever 
heard, contained in the fine old 



The Tent in the Old Orchard 

hymn of Revival times, beginning-
Sur ye my Saviour, aaw ye my Saviour, 
Saw Jc m1 Saviour a.nd God} 

He died on Calvary. 
To atone for you and me, 

And to purchue our pardon with blood. 

But having learned these lines, 
they made the valley ring with 
them during the following week, 
singing then1 in their homes, on 
the ,vay to school, and, in fact, 
everywhere, until their parents 
could not help picking them up, 
with their lively tune, and singing 
them likewise. The Gospel in its 
simplicity and fulness, preached 
with no uncertain sound, bore its 
fruit, and before the month was 
ended, a circle of bright and 
happy young lads and girls -all 
saved by grace-stood in a circle 
at the open-air meeting, singing 
as only newly-saved sinners can- -

There u my Sure.ty, there as my Surety, 
Jesus, m:, Lord, do I see, 

Oo Him my sin• were laid, 
And for me the debt He paid, 

When He groaned a.ad expired on the tree. 

It was during the singing of that 
hymn, on a quiet Autumn even­
ing. that an invalid girl, lying in 
a labourer's house, near the old 
orchard in which the tent stood, 
had the words of life borne to her 
ear and heart, which led her to 
the Saviour. Unable to go and 
hear the Word, Carrie opened her 
window, and was able to bear the 
singing. So wonderful are the 

ways of God in reaching sinners 
with the Gospel, that when they 
cannot II go" to hear, it is sent to 
them. And thus it was with the 
invalid girl. Night after night, she 
beard a little, and as one after 
another of the neighbours told of 
former companions being conver­
ted, Carrie longed to know in her 
own heart the peace of God. One 
night the favourite hymn was be­
ing sung, and she bad heard it so 
often that she was able to follow 
the lines. But a new verse or 
c�orus was being sung that night, 
which she had never heard before. 
It was as follows-

I do believe it 1 I do believe it I 

I am saved through the blood er the Lamb: 
My happy soul is free, 
For the Lord has p:mioned me, 

Hallelujah to Jesus' Name. 

These words so full of Gospel 
grace, on the lips of some twenty 
young believers, who knew their 
meaning and power, were made 
the message of life to that invalid 
girl in her little. room. She saw 
that in cc believing" simply and 
only, resting in confidence on the 
cc blood of the Lamb," shed for 
sinners, her soul was II free" from 
the curse and condemnation of sin 
(Gal. iii. 13), and that in virtue of 
the death of Christ for sinners 
(Rom. v. 8) her sins were forgiven 
(Eph. i. 7), and she rejoiced. 



AVERILL'S FATE: 

�A.'i; YOUNG man named Averill 
),n and two companions, were
boating on the Upper Niagara River 
and venturing too far, were caught 
in the current and swept down to 
the Falls. Averill clung to a log 
all night, but his companions per­
ished. Early in the morning Aver-

TIii: l'ALLS 01' NIACAIIA, 

ill was seen 1.. •• :ii ·:-ag to the log in the 
midst of the rushing, roaring tide, 
drenched with spray and ready to 
perish. Fearful position for any 
human being to occupy, but only a
faint picture of the position of every 
unconverted sinner, lost to God, and 
ready to be swept into hell. A 
small boat was procured, lashed to 
a strong rope, and sent down the 

A Tragedy of Niagara. 

river. For a time it proceeded 
toward the place where Averill clung, 
but was overturned and carried over 
the Fall. Several other boats were 
sent, only to share the same fate. 
In the evening a raft was constructed 
and lowered by two strong cables. 
Averill climbed upon it, lashed 

himself firmly to its 
timbers, and was slowly 
drawn up stream by will­
ing hands on the bank.

The::n it stuck fast; Aver­
ill still kneeling upon it. 
Only one hope remained. 
A large sheet was hung 
from the bridge above 
where the wretched man 
was imprisoned, with the 
words, "The lifeboat is 
coming. 11 This inspired 
him with hope. Down it 
came, and bumped against 
the raft, throwing Averill 
into the water. Now too 
weak to recover himself, 

he was carried on the current in 
sight of the horror-stricken but help­
less onlookers over the Fall. Such 
is the doom of sinners. Careless 
and indifferent they go on without 
God, carried on the current of sin. 
Once and again they are arrested and 
brought to a sense of their danger. 
The Gospel of God is neglected or 
rejected. Thus they perish. 



THE CORNISH FISHERMAN; 
Or, .. l'LL COME BACK AND TELL VOU ALL ABOUT IT." 

�N a quiet Cornish village, two 
-at young fishermen were in the 
habit of attending the preaching of 
an earnest young doctor, who, in 
addition to bis professional duties, 
proclaimed the message of God's 
salvation to the villagers. Under 
his faithful presentation of the truth 

many were converted, among them 
one of the two young fishermen. 
His companion rejected the Gospel 
and gave heed to the sceptical 
teaching of a man who said there 
was no hereafter, nothing beyond 
the grave-a doctrine which those 
who reject Christ and live in sin are 
only too easily made to welcome. 
The Christian youth sought to per-

suade his former companion of the 
folly of receiving such a myth, and 
earnestly sought to lead him to the 
Saviour, but to all his entreaties he 
turned a deaf ear, and became a 
scoffer, more hardened than before 
bis awakening. On the occasion 
of their last conversation the scoffine-

youth mockingly said to the Christ­
ian lad, " If I die -before rou, Bill, 
and find myself in hell, I'll come 
back and tell you all about it"; and 
with the terrible words on his lips 
be went off to prepare for the night's 
fishin:;. Alas I for him, it was his last 
night on eanh, for in the darkness, 
he fell from the boat and perished. 
Reader, God will not be mocked. 



Home from Singapore. 

A
T the age of nineteen, Wilfred

left his village home in Es­

sex, to Join the Royal Navy. His 

godly mother followed him with 

her daily prayers, the burden of 

her heart being that he might be 

the brave act of a young engineer, 

who saved him from a w.:.tery 

grave. That narrow escape raised 

the question, where be would have 

have gone had the wild sea waves

became his grave. The young 
==---=-=--,......,--=:--,:== engineer was a 

converted to God. For two full 

years bis letters told the thoughts 

of bis heart: no desire after God 

was there. But, by a way that he 

knew not, the young Blue-jacket 

was being brought to an end of bis 

indifference. In a storm off Sing­

apore, he was washed overboard, 

and would have perished, but for 

decided Chris­

tian, and Wil­

fred naturally 

respected and 
listened to bis 

testimony to the 

Gospel's power 

to save. The 

first Sunday 
they were 1n 

Singapore be 

asked \Vilfred 

to accompany 

him to a l\I is­
sion Hall, where 

the Gospel was 

preached, and 

there he was 
brought to the 
Lord, and re­

ceived and confessed Him as bis 

personal Saviour. 11 Saved at last, 

mother, and coming borne to tell 

what Christ bas done for my soul," 

was the first news received in the 

Essex home of the great event. It 

brought joy to the widow's heart, 

and Wilfred was used in his native 

village in leading others to Christ. 



The Young Cricketer's Revenge. 

O
N the grounds of a Boys' 

Boarding School, a Cricket 

l\lntcb was being played, on a 

Saturday afternoon, in the pre-

sence of the head-master, and a 

number of friends. The home 

eleven, who were naturally very 

anxious to sbow their skill, lost 

Pia.vine Cricket in the Grounds of the School. 



Tha Younll Cricketer'• novenare 

the sa1ne 1 owing to oae of their 
number failing to cntch a ball, 
which seemed to come to him 
easily, at which one of bis side 
in an undertone of bitter irony 
said, "That's like you, you pray­
ing fool." That remark was re­
sented by the other players, but 
the lad to whom it was addressed, 
said nothing. Archie was a Chris­
tian, a born again one, and a true 
follower of the Lord. He lived 
among his schoolmates in a way 
to commend his profession, and 
they all respected him, save this 
new-comer, who was an a vowed 
enemy of the Gospel, and of all 
who loved it. \Vben the game 
was over, the players went to 
bathe in the river, and while 
swimming in a rapid current, the 
lad who had made that wicked 
and quite uncalled for remark, 
cramped, and was seen to sink. 
Archie was nearest to him, and, 
in a moment, struck out for bis 
rescue, which, at great risk of 
being carried down by the cur­
rent, be nobly effected. A loud 
cheer arose from the group of 
schoolboy�, when they saw Archie 
bring their comrade safe to the 
river bank: "I thought you would 
have had your revenge for what he 
said to you on the cricket fieJd," 
said one, as they walked along 

together toward the school. ., And 
so I had, in the old-fasbioned 
Bible way," said Archie with a 
hearty laugh. IC That's the right 
kind of Christianity.'' answered 
the lad. And the sequel to the 
adventure of that afternoon was, 
that the lad whose life was saved 
by his noble schoolmate, became 
not only Archie's best friend, but 
by his influence and example, he 
was led to put his trust in the 
same Saviour, whom be lived to 
serve. It is not uncommon for 
one who owns himself a child of 
God, and a follower of Christ, to 
meet with reproach and contempt 
from those who are "\vithout God 
in the world'' (Epb. ii. 12). But 
by acting as a Christian always 
should towards those who "de­
spitefully use" them (Matt. v. 44), 
taking their IC revenge" by show­
ing "the kindness of God" (see 
2 Sam. ix. 3) towards them, and 
manifesting a Christ-like spirit 
towards those who oppose the 
truth, and say hard things against 
all who love it, it is wonderful 
what God in grace uses such a 
testimony to accomplish. As the 
love of God toward I-1 is enemies 
and commended (Rom.v. 8) in giv­
ing His Son to die for them, so 
a Christ-like love wins those who 
oppose and deny His \ 1Vord. 



A �ecltotlon for B0J1 and Olrl1. 

JERICHO; or, The Scarlet Line. 

C
HERE was once, in the age.s long

gone by, [so high,
A city with ramparts and walls

That it seemed to the traveller's won-
de.ring sight 

To embrace the sky in its airy height.
It was built in a country wondrous fair;
The evergreen palm waved its branches

there, [of gold
While the eastern sun threw a tinge
O'er the bumish'd dome of its temple old
But, alas, that city so nobly built 
Was tainted with crimes of the deepest

guilt; [fane,
Vain idols were worshipped at every
While God they cared not in their

thoughts to retain. 
Yet His love delayed for many a yeac
The avenging hour, whlch at last drew

near, (proudly spumed,
For God's terms of peace they had
And His messengers back from their

gates had turned. 
The king and his warriors gazed from

their height 
On the host of Israel, encamped in sight,
And lightly they laughed, as they

thought how the foe 
Would vainly attempt their strong

towers to o'erthrow. 
They could not believe that their

stately street [feet,
Would echo the sound of the alien's
Or that stranger hands would bear away
The spoils they had won in many a fray.
Said the king, "Let the gates be closely

shut, [out,
That no one may enter, and none go
For aught else, my people, you need

not fear, [here."
You are safely and strongly guarded
Do you ask, surprised, were there none

believed? [deceived?
Were all by the pride of their hearts
Had God not a witness in that dark

place ? grace ? 
No trophy from thence of redeeming
Yes, there was a woman, whose life had

been 
A sad, weary tale of reproach and sin; 

Yet she, in her heart, God's message
believed, 

And into her homeHispeople received.
The report of His power had reached

her ear, [fear;
And filled her heart with an anxious
She tremblingly thought of the wrath

to come, 
And Jericho's awful impending doom. 
The messengers spoke, "There is life 

for you, 
Bind fast in your lattice this token true;
When that scarlet cord shall meet the

eye, by."
The avenging judgment will pass you
She heard, she beliCtJed, and without delay
She hastened the Word of Life to obey;
Her fears were all gone, for by oath and

by word [secured.
Salvation and peace to her house.were
But the swift stream of time flowed on

apace, [grace,
Six days passed by, .they were days of
For God is long-suffering and slow to

wrath, 
He takes no delight in the sinner's death.
The mom of the seventh day dawned

at last, [trump�t blast
Then with rending shout and with
The walls fell down with a thundering

sound, 
And war's desolation reigned around. 
All, all were slaughtered save those

within [sign;
That humble house with its scarlet

· All inside its portals bad safety found,
When Jericho's ruins bad strewed the

ground. 
Ab, say, has your faith, like Rahab's of

old, [hold?
On the Word of the God of truth laid
Can yor, say, The Saviour of sinners is

mine ? [let line ?
Have yo11 bound in your heart the scar-
For the day of the Lord is near at hand,
And who before Him may abide to stand
When trembling nature shall quiver

with fear, [deer ?
And the earth depart like a hunted



Following the Lord : 
A Talk to a Claas or Christian Boys. 

T
H REE texts have been given

me, from which I will say a

word to you, to-day. You all pro­
fess to be 
the Lord's, 
and say you 
have been 
born again. 
Very well. 
You mani­
fe st  and 
c o m m e n d  
you,- pro­
fession by 
fo l low i ng 
Christ, and owning Him as your 
Lord. Some profess much, and 
do little. One who came after 
Jesus, said-

,, LORD, I will foil ow Thee, 
whichersoever Thou goest" (Luke 
ix. 57). That was a high profes­
sk>n, but when the Lord told him
that He had no earthly home, and
"not where to lay 1-Iis head,'' the
cost of such a path may have been
more than he expected. To follow
the Lord closely and fully is the
truly happy and honoured path,
but it means a share in His rejec­
tion here. You must count on that.
Make up your mind to share it,
and rejoice that you are counted
worthy. I know some who are
ashamed to give a tract, stand at

an open-air meetin,:-, or speak a 
word for Christ to fellow-workers 
If they are converted at all, they 

are h a lf­
hearted and 
will never 
be of much 
use for God 
or mearis of 
blessing to 
others. 

IC LORD, 
I am ready 
to go with 
Thee, both 

into prison, and to death., (Luke 
xvii. 23). This was Peter's bold
boast. He thought he was quite
able to go on, no matter who failed.
But he knew not his own weak­
ness, and after following " afar
off," be got in among the ungodly,
and there denied the Lord.

"LORD, what wilt Thou have 
me to do?" (Acts ix. 6). This was 
the question asked by Saul of Tar­
sus, that day on which he saw 
the glorified Lord, and heard His 
voice on the Damascus road. His 
was a real conversion: it was no 
shallow profession, no proud boast. 
Convicted of sin, won to Christ, 
he owns Him as His Lord, and 
as a true disciple, asks what the 
Lord will have him do. 



UNDER THE HEALING T�EE. 

�ORE than two hundred years 
�'!Jr ::igo a party of Spaniards 
travelling through South America 
were attacked with tever. One of 
their number became so ill that, 
no longer able to carry him, 
they were c.ompelled to leave him 
behind. They laid him under a 
wide-spreading tree, wiLh a supply 
of food, near a pool of water. The 
sick man thus left, apparently to 
die alone, 
was very 
t hirsty, 
and in his 
extremity 
crawled to 
the pool, 
to find the 
water bit­
ter a n d  
nauseous. 
Thisseem­
edtoextin­
guish all hope. He gave himself 
up to death, and considered that 
he was beyond all hope. Strange 
as it may appear, that bitter draught 
allayed the fever and removed his 
pains, and gradually his strength 
returned. \Vhen he joined his com­
pany they were astonished, and 
eagerly enquired by what means he 
bad so quickly been healed. "Sim­

ply by drinking the bittPr waters of 

the pool," he replied. '' The effect 
was instantaneous, and allhough I 
mourned being left by that pool 
apparently to die, I found in its 
waters life and health." 

The entire company returned to 
see the wonder • working water. 
They found that the tree under 
which he had been left was the 
cinchona. 
of its bark 

Its leaves and pieces 
had fallen into the pool, 

rnaking its 
waters an 
infoc:'.on of 
q u 1 n 1 n e, 
which re­
stored the 
dying r.1r. 
and led to 
the use of 
that fam­
ous medi­
cine which 
has saved 

so many lives. There is a tree 
which brings healing to the sin-sick 
soul : it is the Cross, the tree on 
which the Son of God expired. Made 
known in the vVord, laid hold of by 
faith, appropriated by the sinner, 
the death of Christ gives life anJ 
breaks the power of sin nnd death. 
But the water must be drunk, the 
\Vord of God received, the Gospel 
believed, in order to prove its power. 



THE DISCI-IARGED ACCOUNT. 

s.& WAS speaking one night to an 
� anxious soul; one truly desir­
ing to know his sins forgiven, and to 
hn vc peace with God. He knew full 
well that he wa-. a sinner in need of a 
Saviour, that he could do nothing for 
himself, and that Jesus. and He alone, 
could save. But his great difficulty 
seemed to be, '' How can I know 
that my sins are forgiven ? 

"If Jesus said to me, as He once 
did to a man whom He healed, 
• Thy sins are forgiven,' then I
would believe it at once, and go
away rejoicing in the knowledge of
it; but it is different now. He is
not here, and I do not see how we
can be sure in the same way."

You are quite right in saying that 
Jesus is npt now audibly �peaking to 
you, as He did to the man whom He 
forgave in Capernaum long ago ; 
but I will ask you one question. "Is 
what a man writes not as worthy of 
being believed as what hP speaks?" 
"0, yes," he quickly answered, 
" certainly." " Well then, is Christ's 
written Word not as worthy of being 
believed as what He spoke?" 

"I should think it is." Then, let 
us tum to Isa. xliv. 22. So we 
turned to the verse and read, '' I 
have blotted out as a thick cloud 
thy transgressions, and as a cloud 
thy sins; return unto Me, for I have 
redeemed thee.•• These words are 

true of every sinner that believes on 
the Lord Jesus, and I believe they 
are true of me, as I do. To 
illustrate this may help you. ''This 
account is no longer charge':! against 
me,'' pulling a discharged account 
from my pocket, and laying it on his 
Bible. '' I have not heard this man 
say-'Your account is paid.' I have 
not seen the entry of the payment 
in his books, but I have his writing 
'jJaid' and his signature. This is alJ 
I need to give me peace regarding 
the matter, and it is the same with 
my sins. God says my sins are 'blotted 
out,' and I believe Him. I am just 
as sure that my folio in God's Book 
is 'clear' as I am that my acco!Jl"\t is 
clear in this tradesman's." 

My young friend had !istened 
with breathless attention, and when 
I had finished speaking, he said, 
"That's where I've been wrong ; I 
have not been looking at the dis­
charged account given to me by 
God. But I will .henceforth. 'I 
have blotted out ' is God's uischarge 
to me-' I do believe, It.lo receive it."'
He left the room, praisinj?· Goa for 
his discharged account 

Reader, have you then claimed it 
for yoursE>lf, or do you look for some 
" sign " to assure you that God bas 
spoken ? People believe one an• 
other's spoken word, but how few 
believe God. 



The Story told in the "Smiddy.'' 

At Work in • Country .. Smiddy," 



The Story Told in the '' Smiddy : 1
'

Or, "Holden by the Cords of his Sins."' 

T
HAT LauderdaJe

11 
Smiddy," 

was a general gathering­
place for agricultural labourers 
having their scythes and hooks 
sharpened, farm lads waning 
while their horses were being 
shod, and tramps of all kinds 
who turned in for a chat with the 
loquacious blacksmith, who could 
discuss politics, talk religion, argue 
theology, and debate on current 
topics, with men of all creeds and 
conditions. 

It was on a l\·Iid-Autumn Ivlon­
day afternoon, that I passed the 
"Smiddy," and saw the sturdy 
blacksmith with his two lads, 
busily engaged shoeing a farmer's 
horses, which were wanted that 
afternoon for the beginning of the 
11 leading " home of the ripened 
grain, standing in "stooks" in the 
fields around. Busy as be was, he 
could not allow me to pass without 
laying down his hammer, wiping 
the sweat from his brow with bis 
brawny arm, tucking his leather 
apron to one side, and coming to 
the door to greet me with 'jcome 
in a few minutes, and rest your­
self." I obeyed his call, for I was 
tired with my long walk along the 
bard road, under the broilin'{ sun. 
I bad scarcely go� seated Qn the 
wooden bench in the corner, until 

he started off with an account or 
the previous day's sermon, preach­
ed by a stranger, who had occu­
pied the pulpit of the par j5h II Kirk" 
of which he was a member. The 
subject had been a �earching and 
solemn one, on the words-''His 
own iniquities shall take the wick­
ed himself, and he shall be holden 
with the cor<ls of his sins" (Prov. 
v. 22)-a line .of thing:; not often
preached there, or elsewhere, in
that spiritually dead and godless
region. It was not easy to get
from the blacksmith the II chief
points" of that sermon, so far as
their doctrine was concerned, be
had "forgotten a lot of it,'' but
that it had points, and piercing
ones too, was perfectly evident
from the effect it produced on, at
least, one of the hearers. The
present effect of sin, its condem­
nation and punishment, bad evi-

•

dently been proclaimed with no
uncenain sound, and in ,the power
of the 1-Ioly Ghost. The same
opposition had been stirred in
human hearts by that sermon, as
was aroused by Stephen's address
before the Jewish council over
eighteen centuries before, when
they gnashed their teeth at him,and
«i ran upon bim with one accord" 
(Acts vii: 54, 57 ). Such preaching 



The Story Told in the "SmiddJ'," Ill 

is never popular with the godless 
or the sham professor. It II cuts 
to the heart," and brings s-inners 
into the presence of God. "And 
man," said the agitated black­
smith, " he finished by telling a 
story of a man who made chains, 
and boasted that no chain ever 
made by him ,vas known to break. 
He committed some crime, and 
was sent to prison, where he was 
chained to a stone. Being strong, 
he meditated making his escape, 
and set to work to break the 
chain that bound him. But- can 
you believe it-to bis horror he 

. found that the chain ,vith which 
he was bound, had been one of 
his own making, and be could not 
break it. I tell you, that made 
the sweat break on my forehead. 
And when be told us it would be 
so with the chains of sin, which 
we were forging in life, they would 
'bold' us in the day of judgment, 
I felt very strange, I can tell you." 
It was clear to me that God bad 
s_poken to the blacksmith'� con­
science through that sermon, and 
that he was under conviction of 
sin. I set before him the Gospel 
of God concerning His Son (Rom. 
i. 2), quoting Isaiah )iii. 5-" But
He was wounded for our trans­
gressions, I-le was bruised for our
iniquities," and died for us "the

unjust," to bring us to God " ( 1 
Pet. iii. 18). Then I passed on, 
praying that God would use the 
Word in salvation and peace to 
the awakened man's soul. It was 
a joyful surprise to me to bear 
that the work begun that day had 
been followed up by a soul-winner 
visiting that place, preaching the 
Gospel, and going from house to 
house speaking to sinners of the 
Saviour. One of the first to pass 
from death to life, out of the 
chai,ns of sin, into that liberty 
wherewith Christ makes His 
people free (Gal. v. i.), was the 
aged blacksmith, quickly followed 
by his two lads, who were busy at 
work that morning, when I beard 
the story of the awakening ser­
mon, and the prisoner's chain. 
The "Smiddy" became a centre of 
"grace" to that district, and more 
than one generation had cause to 
praise God for what they heard 
of the Gospel, and saw of the 
Grace· of God there. It is plain, 
unpolished preaching of God's 
truth, that old and young need to 
show them their sin, and tell them 
of God's salvation. Under such 
preaching and teaching you may 
long have'been, reader, but let me 
ask, have you received it as tbe 
truth of God to your own soul, and 
believed it unto your salvation? 



FALKLAND CASTLE; 
or, THE HEARTBROKEN KINO AND THE HAPPY MAID.

�ONDER, at the norLh east 
base of Lomond Hill in Fife, 

which rises so abruptly that it shuts 
out the sunshine for several months 
in Hinter, stands the ancient royal 
palace of Falkland, once a favourite 

the tidings of the uin h u( the ill fated 
l\rln.ry Queen ol Scots, a11J Iii:, army', 
rout at Solway, and died of a l,roken 
heurt at the age of tliiny-five, having 
spent a fast and unhappy life, and 
thus early had to leavt: his kingdom 

FALKLAND PALACE AS IT NOW I& 

residence of the Scottish kings. If 
these grey walls and towers could 
speak, what histories they would re­
peat, what tragedies 1hey would tell! 
Here, David, Duke of Rothesay, is 
said to have been stabbed to death 
by his jealous uncle, the Duke of 
Albany, and here the reckless and 
1hort-livcd Kini Jame, V., .received

and his crown, with few to cheer 
his latest hours or to mourn his loss. 

Such is the end of earthly glory 
and the sad harvest of a reckless

and ungodly life. Disappointment 
here, with a hapless death and a 
hopeless eternity are all that Satan 
and the world can give, no matter

how much they promise. 



PALKLAND, PALACB. 

In striking contrast to these sad 
scenes enacted centuries ago within 
the Royal palace, is the simple life 
story of one who within a few hun­
dred yards of the ancient dwelling­
p)ace of kings, was saved by grace 
in early years, lived a happy and 
Christ-filled life, and then, at the 
same age as the unhappy king of 
Scotland, passed triumphantly to 
be with Christ 

Annie was the daughter of a linen 
weaver, whose humble home was 
for years the meeting place of a littl� 
company of the children of God. 
who, night after night, after the day's 
work at the loom was over, met 
there to read the \.Vord of God and 
pray. They had no brilliaot preach­
er amongst them, but in their own 
simple and homely way, they made 
known the Gospel among their neigh­
bours and their own families, and 
many were truly converted to God 
Annie, the eldest daughter of the 
Christian weaver, was saved when a 
girl of sixteen and witnessed a good 
confession among her companions 
and work-mates. It was not so com­
mon in these earlier years as now, 
for young people to confess Christ, 
nor did those who did get off easy. 
Annie was laughed at, called all sorts 
of meaningless names, and persecut­
ed for her Lord's sake. But this 
only made her sing the more His 
praise and speak more boldly of His 

truth to them, until her bitterest 
enemies were silenced and subdued. 
In that humble home true happiness 
dwelt, and when trouble or sorrow 
came to the neighbours, she went out 
and in as a ministering angel among 
them, telling of Him who came to 
seek and save the lost. For years 
she visited among the outcasts and 
fallen in the Cowgate of Edinburgh, 
and at the age of thirty-five, passed 
away triumphantly, having no regrets 
to be with her Lord in His Royal 
Palace. \\'hat a contrast between· 
the heart-broken, disappointed King 
James, and the happy, though humble 
weaver's daughter. One had wefflth 
and earthly glory, but no Christ: 
the other had Him as Saviour, Lord 
:111d Lover. This made the differ­
ence in life and death and destiny. 
How is it with you? Are you with­
out Christ like the unhappy monarch, 
or have you Christ like the happy 
maid? One had all that earthly 
wealth and power could give, yet 
lived and died unhappy. The other 
with none of this world's wealth, 
had Christ and the joy of His 
salvation. This alone can give 
you real happiness here, and "pleas­
ures for evermore" at God's right 
band. The world can never satisfy: 
it has been tried by men and 
wort,en in every position of life 
and failed. Christ alone can save 
and satisfy. 



The Young Ploughman of Ballochmyle. 

A
GROllP of young men spend­

ing their holidays visiting 
the farm houses, and giving tracts 
among the peasantry in an Ayr­
shire parish, came upon a young 

of that verse what God says of us 
all. "Aye," said the young plough­
man, "that's all true of me." I am 
glad to hear you say so, for to you 
the next half of the verse is good 

Irvine Tract Band i11 Camp at Ballochmyle, l-lyrslurt. 

ploughman resting in the field at 
noon. He welcomed the booklet 
offered him, and remarked, "My 
brother, Willie, sends me books 
like these, and tells me in his let­
ters I should be a Christian, but I 
do not know how to begin right." 
One of the young men, taking bis 
Bible from his pocket, read Isaiah 
liii. 6, pointing out in the first part

news." ''And the Lord hath laid on 
Him the iniquity of us all." "Let 
me see that," said the plough man 
eagerly, as he took the Bible, and 
read the words. "I never read that 
before, or heard it. That's what I 
need." That evening he appeared 
at an open-air meeting, and was not 
ashamed to own that be bad receiv­
ed the glad tidings, and was saved. 



The Maid of Glen Rosa : 
Or, "This is what I have been Seeking for." 

C
ALM and placid the clear

waters of Brodick Bay 
glittered in the sunshine, that 
peaceful Sunday evening, as half-

Islanders keep "Sabbath " in the 
old Scottish fashion, brought one 
and another to their doors, where, 
at first, somewhat shyly, they lis-

Glrn Rola, Isle oJ A rra11, with Goal Fell in th,· dis Inna 

a-dozen Christian young men,
with a few beJpers, formed them­
selves into a circle, and sang the
precious words of Dr Bonar's
best hymn, to the old familiar
tune of "French."

"J heard the voice or Jesus any, 
Coma unto M.e, and real ; 

Lay dowo, thou weary one, lay down, 
Thy bead upon My breul." 

The sound of singing, so unusual 
at that hour in Arran, where the

tened to that hymn, and another 
which followed. Then one bv one, 
about a score of elderly people, 
came slowly nearer, and sat upon 
the plain wooden sea ts which bad 
been collected for the occasion, 
and set in a circle, on the grass, 
cJose to the sea shore. The calm 
sea, the golden sunshine, the fresh 
fringe of green along the further 
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shore, under the shadow of Bro­
dick Castle, clad with ivy, nest­
ling in the wood, with the rugged 
peaks of Goat Fell behind, formed 
a picture, which lingers in memory 
after twenty years. The Gospel 
of Christ was told out that even­
ing in simplicity and power, to the 
circle seated on the shore, and 
many more who stood afar off, 
heard the message, and felt its 
power, as we know from the 

• "signs" which followed. The Gos·
pel in its freshness and warmth,
has a wonderful power of attrac­
tion to those who in any measure
know their state before God as
sinners, and to all who have vainly
sought satisfaction in the broken
cisterns of the world, where there
is nothing to satisfy. One young
man who had come to the island to
seek health, confessed that night
he had found life in Christ through
the words of John iii. 36. A back­
slider, who had lost the joy of
God's salvatiOD through keeping
company with the ungodly, was
restored to the Lord. And a ser­
vant maid who was with a Glas­
gow family living in Glen Rosa,
hearing the singing, came along,
and was converted to God defin­
itely and clearly where she sat
that hour under the Gospel's life­
giving sound. Hers a was typical

case. From her girlhood she had 
been troubled more or less about 
her soul, sometimes deeply, but 
had no one to tell her the way of 
life, or simply and lovingly guide 
her to the Saviour. Coming along 
that evening, she was feeling very 
down-cast and sad, for she was an 
orphan, without a friend in the 
world. To one so lone and weary, 
the Gospel has a wondrous charm. 
It comes as " cold water to a 
thirsty soul.'' Seated on the edge 
of the circle, she listened to the 
message from John v. 24-in 
which the one '·hearing" the 
word of Christ, "believing" on 
God who sent Him, is declared 
to "have evePlasting lif�, '' she 
grasped the glorious message by 
simple faith-faith that takes God 
at His V\Tord, and is acknowledged 
by the Spirit's seal (Eph. i. 13) 
without a moment's delay. The 
happy girl, whose face was beam­
ing with her new found joy, came 
up at the close, and told what she 
had experienced during the preach­
ing. "This is what I have been 
seeking for the last two years, 
but I never could get at it. There 
was al ways a something I thought 
I had to DO and to FEEL. Now 
I see it all so simply; it is just 
taking God at His \Vord." And 
so it is for you to-day, render. 



f' geclt11tlon for Doy• and Olrls. 
Happy Nancy ; or, Going to the Golden City. 

CAME and old, lame and old, She lived alone in a mud-builtcot,Walls and windows let in the cold;Desolate, desolate seem'd her lot. Food in winter was hard to win, Fuel to warm her harder still ; She had buried her last of kith and kin;She was poor and lonely, and old and ill.Never a fire in her tiny grate Had shone to-day with its feeble spark;The sun was setting in pomp and state­Setting, to leave her alone and dark. Whence the light in her aged eye ? Whence the smile on herfurrow'd brow?'Tis a beam from the Saviour's throneon high, A seal of His presence with her now.SureJy for some the golden gates Are opened awhile ere they enter in, And theytaste the gloryw hicb yet a waitsThe spirit ransom'd from death and sin.She knelt on her rough, uneven floor, And bent her cheek on the broken bed;And want and weakness were felt nomore, For tears of joy were the tears she shed."0 Father in heaven, Thy love has beenEver around me in weal and woe : I thank The� for all that mine eyeshave seen Of all Thy faithfulness here below. I thank the Great Shepherd that fol­low'd me, And made me one of His happy flock;And though from His side in heart Ioft stray, My feet, prais� His grace, ne'er slip offthe Rock. And day after day Thy Spirit's grace Has led me on with unwearied love, And now I soon shall behold Thy faceIn the happy home of Thy saints above.Father in heaven, be with me still I Jesus, my Saviour, oh, quickly come I Free me from every earthly ill, And bear me speedily, safely home I" The widow slept; and while her eyes Were closed in slumber, a dream shedream'd, FilJing her soul with sweet surprise, So strange and yet so true it seem'd. 

When morning dawns, and the widowwakes, "It could only have been a dream,"she cried, "How swift a journey the spirit takes II thought at first I had surely died." Her scanty store for a scanty mea], Shfr carried in to a neighbour's near; "I should like the warmth of your fire tofeel, And to eat my morsel in comfort here.""Ay, ay, come in; there is always room;And put thy chair in the old man's nook,And tell him something to chase hi�gloom, 
Out of thy favourite, holy Book. Thou hast a scanty breakfast." "Nay,It is enough,'� she quickly cried. "The promise fails not from day to day,I lmow my Father will still-provide. And if so be He should want me home,It is a token that's easily read : Whenever He means to bid me come,
And not before, He will stop the bread.'"You're happy, Nancy?" "Ay, ay,"she cried; "And so would you be, if you were me ;There's never a sinner for whom Christdied, Whose lif� on earth should unhappy be. And yesternight I was dreaming, too, A happy dream you would like to hear;A dream, I know, which is mostly trut-;I wish the end might be true and near.I stood, I stood by a river's side ; And far away, on the other shore, Was the golden city, its gates flung wide;But there was no one to take me o'er. I saw the �hining ones in the street; 
I heard their harp-strings music pour ;I saw them waiting my souJ to greet; But there was no one to take me o'er. Then I saw where the Saviour's throneShone in the midst of that city fair; Oh, how I longed to be up and gone I And suddenly, suddenly I was there I"She ceased; and after a pause they said,"And what did you see in that city fair?"No answer. Her spirit to hea\-en hadfled; Suddenly, suddenly she was there 1



Stories of a Famous Text. 

W
HEN 1Iartin Luther and his 

helpers were cast down by 
the oppression and persecution of 
the prelates and priests of Rome, 
he used to say for the encourage­
ment of the rcst- 11 Let us repeat 
the forty-sixth Psalm," and their 
Yoices joined in 
reciting in the 
German tongue, 
•• God is our Re­
fuge & Strength,
a very pleasant
help in trouble."
Tben with renew­
ed courage, and
in fresh confi­
dence that God
would not fail
them, they went
forward with the
great work of
the Reformation.

\\'hen the Scot­
tish Coven,an ters 
were bunted by 
Claverhouse and his Dragoons, 
among the heather hills of Ayr­
shire, it is on record that these 
brave and godly men encouraged 
themselves in the Lord, whom 
they loved and served, by singing 
together in caves and dens-

.. God la our Rdu1c and our Strcn1th. 

ID arait, I l)rcMQt aid." 

And io ti. confidence that He 

was with them, and would enable 
them to bear witness to His truth, 
they went f earl es sly to the staf • 
fold rather than deny His Name. 

A young believer, who was 
threatened by his father with ex­
pulsion fr0m his home, if he con-

' 

tinued to pray 
and read the 
Bible, said-" I 
will not be allow­
ed to want, for 
God is a ' pre­
sent help in trou­
ble.'" His soul 
was reposing on 
the One whom 
he had learned to 
trust as Refuge 
and Strength. 
He was enabled to 
continue faithful 
to the Lord, and 
before long his 
father was con­
verted to God. 

Let these precious words, which 
have been a source of blessing to 
saints and servants of God, be 
laid hold of anew, and proved to 
be a reality lo the heart, and in 
the life. "God is our Refuge"- to 
enter into when the enemy assail�, 
and 1-Ie is also our II Strength," 
enabling us to stand firm nod fast, 
when it would be unfaithful to fle 



JAMIE'S CONVERSION; 

Or, "IT'S JUST LIKE SKATING." 

u �T,S so easy Jamie, I wonder
� that you don't see it. It's

only trusting, that's all : trusting 
yourself to Jesus. Then He saves 
you, and you soon know it. I'll 
never forget the night he saved me, 
on the way home, one moonlight 
night. I danced with very joy and 
sang the whole night long.,, 

"Ay, Johnny, but it's no so easy as 
you think. It may be µlain enough 
to you, but the trusting is just the bit 
I don't know rightly about some­
ho,v. I've tried to trust myself to 
Jesus, and sometimes I think I have 
done it, but Liu: nt:xt Jay or so, I'm 
just as dark al>out it a:, cver." 

'' That's just where you're wrong, 
Jamie. There's no such thing as 
lryinl[ to trust Jesus : nothing of 
the kind. You must 'either be tru!-t­
ing or not trusting Him : thcre is 
nothing half a.nu bct\\"Cl.'n." 

This conversation was going on 
between two lads as they sau11krc-<l . 
along the public road, on their way 
home from an e\'ening met"ting at 
which the Gospel had bt:e11 fully and 
faithfully preached. Johnnie, tlu:! 
elder of the two, had been convened 
for several years, and his great desire 
was now to see his companion, 
Jamie, happy in the Lord. They 
had been school boys together, and 
many a happy hour they had then 

spent in each other's company. But 
at the time of Johnnie's conversion 
there had been a breach between 
the two boys, and they were seldom 
if ever together after. Not from any ' 
desire of Johnnie to give the cold 
shoulder to his former companion, 
but simply because Jamie had no 
desire to hear about the things of

God, which were now the constant 
theme of his companion's conversa­
tion. It was made plain enough to 
him that he would either have to be 
converted, else give up Johnnie's 
company, and he chose the latter. 
Plunging into the· whirl of worldly 
pleasure, he sought to forget the
condition of his soul. But the 
world can never satisfy the human 
heart, and after several years of a 
vain hunt for satisfaction to his soul, 
in a Godless world, Jamie was 
st ill re-st less and unsatisfied. That 
Sunday e,·ening he had gone to 
hear a stranger preach, and at the 
door the two lads met, and were 
qui�tly walking home together, con­
versing un the way of life. Jamie 
was renlly anxious to be saved, but 
he:: was h .. tlting where others have 
halted before, and since, just here, 
that he was afraid to cast himself 
wholly on ·Jesus Christ, the Son of 
God, the 'Saviour of sinners, and 
allow Him to do all the work of 



I 
JAMIE'S OONVlllRSION: or, "IT'S JUST LIKJII SKATING.'' . . 

I 
saving Him. Just as they were 

. 
about to p:irt, the Christian boy
grasping the hand of his former 
frien<J, and compa_nion, his heart 
yearning to see him safely anchored 
at peace with God, quietly said­
,, It's just like skating, Jamie. 
You remember how we used to do 
on the pond a� school. O�e would 
go softly to 6nd if the ice was 
bearing, then we would dash along 
on our skates fuJI speed, without a 
bit of fear ·of the ice breaking. That 
was trusting the ice, and it's just the 
same way we trust ourselves to Jesus. 
He says, 'He that believeth on Me 
Jzatlz everlasting life' (John vi. 4 7); 
and 'Him that cometh to Me I 
will in no wise cast out ' (John vi.) 
Surely you would not be afraid to 
believe His \Vord: E;e never d�­
ceived anybody." Johnnie stood 
silently thinking. His companion's 
word, " It's just like:; skating" had 
opened up a new idea of trust to 

I - his mind altogether. He had 
been making a work of his trusting, 
"trying to trust" as he said himself. 
Now he saw his mistake. To trust 
Jesus was simply to cast himself 
as a sinner wholly on His merit, 
"just like skating "-and to prove 
that what Jesus had said would be 
done. •• I see it Jamie : 1 see it 
now," I.Jurst forth from his lips, as 
the light of the Gospel shone into 
hi1 heart, by means of the simple 

illustration that had been used, "lt'li 
just like skating-I trust myself to 
Jesus, and He saves me. Of course 
He will when He says it. 0 I see 
i t  now. It's awfully simple, when 
you see what it is to trust." 

Standing at the corner of the 
village street, under the starry 
heavens, on that December night, 
Johnnie passed the boundary of 
Satan's empire, into the kingdom of 
the Son of God, and now as a sub­
ject of that kingdom, and a servant 
of the Lord of it, he lives and 
labours, ever mindful of that hour 
when how to trust was made plain 
by-" It's just like skating." 

Reader, is how to trust a difficulty 
with you? It is with many. Do 
you halt and hesitate.? hoping and 
fearing by turns, instead of casting 

. yourself fully and unreservedly on 
Jesus Christ alone for salvation, to 
prove as the school boy does, the 
bearing ice, "It's just like skating," 
but then you must cast. yourself 
wholly upon Jesus and His precious 
atoning blood, before you can know 
His saving power, and be assured for 
His word is yea and amen. Some 
stand trembling on the brink, fear­
ful lest He, the mighty God, might 
after all I-lis promises, let them fall 
through and perish, while others 
from their side commit themselves 
fearlessly and fully to "Him who 
is able to save." 



Reggie, the Harvester Lad. 

Ao Bn1li&b Parmer and hi■ Boy, lookiaa on tJ1e FiclJa after tbe H:trn:sl. 



REGGIE, THE HARVESTER LAD: 
Or, 11 Does tha.t word I Whosoever' mean me?" 

I 
N the busy days of harvest, we

had a canvas tent pitched in 

a pretty village of Herefordshire. 
The villagers were good listeners 
to the Go5pel message, especially 
the lads, among whom there were 
some bright cases of con version. 
One lad, whose brother was en­
gaged as a harvest hand, was so 
anxious that he should hear the 
Gospel, that he went all the way 

to the farm to tell him of his own 
conversion, and to invite ilim to 
the meeting in the tent that night. 
But the harvest was late, and the 
farmer said be could not let him 
away. "Can I take his place, sir, 
and work for an afternoon, so that 
be may go? II earnestly inquired 
the Christian lad. The farmer 
smiled, He saw the youth was 
in real earnest, and having a bro­
ther who was a preacher among 
the Methodists, who had often 
spoken to him about his soul, he 
was somewhat in sympathy with 
evangelical preaching. He said 
that be had no objection to the 
proposal. So the following after­
noon was to see Reggie at Ii berty 
to make a visit to his parents in 
the village,and go to the tent meet­
ing at night, while Fred filled his 
place on the harvest field. Very 
earnestly did the young believer 

pray that God would, by the Gos­
pel's power, bring his awakened 

brother into the light and liberty 
of His great salvation that night. 
It is one of the most lovely traits 
of the new-born life in one who 
has received Christ, and known 
the peace and joy of bis salvation, 
to seek to lead bis kindred to the 
Saviour. Thus it was that An­
drew, the young fisherman of 
Ilethsaida, immediately after his 
own conversion, found his bro­
ther Simon, and "brought him to 
Jesus" (J obn i. 42). And the same 
desire was here found in this dear 
Herefordshire village lad, who 
bad just been converted. 

Reggie went to the meeting, 
and was more than aEtonished to 
see the big circle of lads, most of 
them his former schoolmates, all 
happy in the Saviour's love, sing­
ing His praises, and seeking to 
lead others to Him. There are 
no soul-winners so simple in their 
way of presenting the Gospel, as 
those who have lately welcomed 
it, in whose hearts its joy is bub­
bling over, and who in the warmth 
and energy of their "first love," 
seek to point sinners to the Savi­
our. A former schoolmate of 
Reggie's, sat beside him durins 
the Service, and at its close, when 



those who were "anxious" were 
invited to remain, laying his hand 
on his shoulder, asked, cc Would 
you like to be saved to-night, 
Reggie ? " to which the dear lad 
raplied, "Yes, very much, but I 
don't know how." Opening his 
Testament, the young believer 
read several passages which tell 
of Christ's mission into the world 
"to save sinners" (1 Tim. i. 15). 
His death on the Cross," the Just 
for the unjust" (1 Pet. iii. 18), and 
finished by reading to him the 
ever-precious John iii. 16, which 
has been the birth-word and mes­
sage of deliverance of a countless 
number of a wakened and seeking 
souls-" For God so loved the 
world, that He gave His only 
begotten Son, that whosoever be­
lieveth in Him should not perish, 
but have everlasting life." Reggie 
listened very attentively, and then 
asked the lad, " Does that word 
WHOSOEVER mean me?" to which 
he answered, "Yes, Reggie, it 
means you and me, and every­
body that will put in their name, 
and believe on Jesus as their own 
Saviour." That word was used 
in bringing the Gospel in its sim­
plicity to the young harvester, 
and that night in the presence of 
his former schoolmates, he con­
fessed with the mouth tho Lord 

Jesus (Rom. x. 9), and was definite­
ly turned to the Lord. Later the 
same night, he started off for the 
farm, accompanied by three of 
the Christians lads, and the four 
of them made the woods ring 
with the "new song" of redeem­
ing love, which had been put into 
their mouth (Psa. xi. 3). Half­
way, they met Fred, returning 
from his day's work in Reggie's 
place on the farm. It was a joyful 
meeting, and when the lads turned 
with Fred to go back to their 
homes in the village, Reggie ·was 
left to go on his way rejoicing. 

'·Well, Reggie, were you con­
verted last night?" asked the far­
mer, as he met the happy boy, 
next day. "Yes, Sir," he an­
swered quite readily, without the 
least shame or fear. Many a 
quiet talk the farmer had with 
the lad when they met about the 
farm or in the fi�lds, and it may 
be that a coming day will mani­
fest that the testimony he gave to 
the Gospel of God, bore its fruit in 
turning the farmer's heart to God. 

If you have the same difficulty, 
reader, as that Herefordshire lad 
had, as to whether you are one 
for whom Christ died, you may 
have all doubt on that score 
swept away, by putting your own 
name in place of cc Whosoever." 



AFRAID TO CONFESS CHRIST. 

� \VAS for several years much 
� concerned about my salvation, 
and really wanted to be a Christian, 
for I had seen in my parents the 
beauty and reality of the Christian 
life; but I was afraid to confess the 
Lord Jesus as my Saviour, for fear 
that I would not be able to live 
worthy of such a profession. I had 

known some who professed the 
Saviour's Name, but whose lives 
were very far from what I thought a 
Christian's life should be, and very 
soon they II fell away" altogether, 
and were worse than before they 
professed anything. I knew my 
need, saw that by faith in Christ 
alone I could be saved; but what 
was to Juep me going after I u,as

saved, was what I could not see. 
I made known my difficulty to a 

Christian business man whom I

occasionally met, and he said to 
me-11 My dear friend, you have no 
idea of what you will be five min­
utes after you have cast yourself 
apon Cbri1t u your SaYiour. You 

will be a new creature altogether; 
a man born of God, the possessor of 
a new life. The Holy Ghost will 
dwell within you, and the power of 
the living Christ will rest upon you. 
You will be ;,. Christ, and find it 
just as easy then to live to Christ, 
and Jo, Christ as you do now with­
out Him find it impossible to do." 

That was a new revelation to me. 
Yet it was clear enough in the Word 
of God. Coming to Christ as a 
sinner, believing ;,. Him, I would 
then be born of God, indwelt by 
the Spirit, strengthened by the 
Lord, and upheld in God's e�er­
lasting arms. I saw that my tint 
business was to come to the Lord 
Jesus as a lost and helpless sinner, 
and cast myself upon Him for 
deliverance and salvation, and He 
bad pledged His Word to receive 
me. I did go to Him, sinner as I 
was, without merit, without strength, 
aod He received me, saved me, 
and made me glad. And He will 
receive you too,--<>nly tru1t Him. 
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THE YOUNG FARMER'S ARREST. 

�N a quiet glen surrounded by 
� rugged hills, there stands a 
cluster of dwelling houses, not unlike 
a farm steading in appearance, 
which bears the name of "The 
Clachan." In days gone by, there 
was held a weekly gathering in one 
of these humble dwellings for prayer, 
and when a (ew strangers happened 
to turn in, there was a word of 
Gospel spoken by some one for 
their benefit. But the simple pea­
sant folk who gathered there to 
supplicate the Mighty God, were 
strong in their belief in the power 
of prayer, and many a sinner was 
brought into the Kingdom of God 
at these weekly gatherings. 

A young farmer belonging to the 
district, determined to perpretrate 
some trick upon the praying people, 
so he crept into the house by a 
back door, and bid himself behind 

a door. Prayer alter prayer as­
cended to the throne, many of 
them for "the ungodly and those 
who were on the way to death, 
blinded by the god of this world." 
In a moment it flashed across the 
mind of the young farmer, that he 
was of that number-" on the way 
to death." The pains of hell 
seemed to lay hold on him, a.nd as 
he saw himself lost and ready to 
perish, he cried out from his hiding­
place, "I am lost." In a few 
moments he was in the midst of 
t;1e praying company, and that night 
he was converted by casting himself 
upon Christ. Reader, if you have 
never seen yourself a sinner, or 
feared the judgment of a righteous 
God, it must be because your eyes
are still veiled, and your danger of 
being for ever lost hid from view



The Mysterious Writing on the Wall. 

S
EATED by the fireside, with 

her Grammer on her knee, 
l\1illie's eyes were fixed on a pic­
ture on the wall. It was a coloured 
plate of " Belshazzar's Feast," 
with the mysterious 11 \N'riting 

on the Wall," which a hand sent 
by God, had written there in 
strange characters, over against 
the candlestick. The words so 
terrified the heathen king, and the 
thousand lords who were feasting 
with him, that they trembled with 
great fear. None of the wise men 
could read the writing, so they 
had to send for Daniel, the He-

brew prophet, who fearlessly read 
out the King's death-sentence, 
which was executed that very 
night. The words, " Thou art 
weighed in the balances, and art 
found wanting" (Dan. v. 2), were 

under the picture, and 
as l\l[illie read them, they 
fixed themselves in her 
memory. She could not 
forget these words. They 
had a message to her, as 
well as to the King of 
the Chaldeans, and death 
might hasten her, as it 
did him, into eternity 

I 
at 

any moment. Millie had 
no peace, no rest, until, 
as a sinner, she trusted 
the Saviour, and in Him 
found that rest which 
comes of being cleansed 
by His blood, and free 
from condemnation and 
sin ( Rom. viii. 1). Now 
she lives to serve the 

Lord, and win others to Him. 
To her class of girls she often 
tells the story of bow she was 
awakened by that picture on the 
wall, to think of her state before 
God as "weighed" in the balances, 
and " found wanting," and then 
bow she put her trust in the Lord 
Jesus, who was perfect in every-

1 thing, and became the Saviour. 



The Young Glasgow Law-Student: 
Or, 11 What should I do To-Morrow f" 

group 

a warm August evening, 
thirty-five years ago, a 
of happy Christian lads, 

others gratefully, and a few gave

the promise that they might "drop 
iu to hear" what was being said 

II l'irw of Q11u11's Park GnlL·, Crosshi/1, Glasgow 

stood near the northern entrance 
gate of Queen's Park, Glasgpw, 
handing out notices of, and in­
viting the passers by to a Gospel 
meeting, to be conducted that 
evening in a place close by. Some 
received the invitation carelessly, 

after their walk rn the park. 
Among those who gave such a 
promise, was a young law-student, 
lately come to the city, from his 
village home. It is always a test­

inl!( time to a young fellow, when 
he leaves the parental roof to go 



The Young Gla■.tow Law Student 

forth into the great world, especi­
ally 1nto the city, with its tempta­
tions, and its gilded snares. Un­
less a young man bas grit in his 
h II N h c aracter to say o, 11 to t ose 

who would lead him astray, he is 
likely soon to be made a spoil off, 
by those who "watch for souls" 
on the devil's account, and seek 
to ruin them for time and eternity. 
\Vould to God that those who 
know the Lord, and hold His 
commission to " Run, speak to 
this young man 11 (Zeeb. ii. 4) were 
half as active in winning com­
panions and fellow-workers, to 
Christ the Saviour. It so hap­
pened that on that Summer Sun­
day evening, just as he left his 
lodgings, near the banks of the 
Kelvin, the young law-student 
met a classmate, who invited 
him to a quiet walk through the 
city, towards the South-side of 
the Clyde, which be bad not yet 
seen. There were no Sunday 
cars or motors in these earlier 
years, so they rriade the journey 
on foot, and were glad to rest 
amid Aower-beds, in their bright­
est bloom, in the Queen's Park, 
near the historic battle-field of 
Langside. The sound of a hymn 
sung in the open-air, brought to 
mind the promise they made to 
the young man who gave them 

the leaflet, with an invitation as 
they entered, and they just reached 
the gate in time to enter ,vith the 
crowd passing within the place, 
where the meeting was to be held. 
There were from twenty to thirty 
young men there, all happy in a 
new-found salvation, for that sum• 
mer bad been a season of grace­
a time of the Lord's right hand, 
in saving power, in that suburb of 
'The Second City.' The two young 
men gave a reverent bearing to 
the Gospel, simply and plainly 
preached, and at the close they 
were both found in earnest oon­
versation with one who sat nearest 
to them, and took the opportunity 

• of speaking a personal word to
them as they were rising to go.
"I �elieve all you say regarding
my need of being converted, but
if I became a Christian, vVhat
should I do to-1norrow ? I could
never live as a Christian ought,"
said the younger of the two stu­
dents. "Get saved to·night, and
to-1norrow you will go forth with
a new life and a new power in
your soul. Living as a Christian
ought to live, will be easy enough
then. l have proved it so for ten
years," said the Christian worker.
That word gave the needed help,
and the young student was saved,
and became a servant of Christ.



A R•dt•tl•n fer Boys and Olrl•. 

A CALL FROM AFRICA. 

G
IVE a thought to Africa; 

'Neath its burning sun, 
Hosts of weary hearts are there, 

Waiting to be won: 
Many idols have they made, 

But from swamp and sod, 
There are voices cryiag now, 

For the living God. 

Give support to Africa, 
Has not English gold ? 

Been the cause of tears and blood, 
When her slaves were sold? 

Let us send the Gospel back, 
Meeting all their need, 

Those whom Jesus Christ makes free, 
Shall be free indeed. 

A Group of South Ajrica11" Natn•,·s. 

Breathe a prtJyer for Africa, 
Ask the God of Love, 

To send forth the Gospel's sound, 
From His throne above. 

Swarthy lips, when moved by grace, 
Sweetest praises sing; 

Pray that Af ric's sons be made, 
Servants of our King. 

Give your lov� to Africa, 
Long her sons have been. 

Held in chains of darkest gloom, 
Now the dawn is seen. 

Let the Gospel herald haste, 
O'er her veldt and plain, 

Telling ■inners of the way 
To be "born again." 

Give your sons to Africa, 
Those who know the Lord, 

Able to proclaim His grace, 
And to preach His Word. 

Honours wait the faithful few, 
Who for Christ have given, 

Youthful years to serve Him there 
Rich reward in Heaven. 

Give yourself to Africa, 
Say,'' Lord, here am 1, 

Willing, if Thy will be so, 
There to serve, or die. 

Or if such may please Thee best, 
Herc to live and pray. 

Fellow-helper of the few. 
Who are there to-day." 



A CLUSTER OF CANAAN GRAPES. 
A Simple Talk to a Class of Young Believers. 

Y
OU all profess to be saved

through faith in the Son of 
God, who loved you, and gave 
I-Iimself for you, to be a Sacrifice 
and a Saviour (Gal. ii. 20). Your 
faith reposes on Christ as the 
One who died that you might 
live. Now you own 
Him as your living 
Lord (Rom. x. 9), 
the One who owns 
you (Rom. xiv. 9), 
whose VVord you 
obey, and whose 
authority you own. 
There are dangers, 
snares, and pitfalls 
all around you, but He lives to 
guide and guard, and keep you. 
I will give you a cluster of "pre­
cious promises" (2 Pet. i. 4) -real 
Canaan grapes (see Num. x. 23), 
to suck their sweetness, and prove 
their cheer, as you journey onward 
to your heavenly home. 

The Lord is my Shepherd 
(Psa. xxiii. 1 ). To feed, and to 
lead you, to guide by His voice 
Oohn x. 27), and to defend by His 
rod. Your safety lies in following 
Him, closely, constantly. Some 
follow on fully, I istening to what 
He says, and are led on ''safely" 
(Pia. clxxviii. 53), others stray 
from His side, and follow II afar 

off" (Luke xxii. 54), to fall, and 
lose their joy and peace. Follow 
closely, obey fully, and yours will 
be a joyful and a Christ-honouring 
life and testimony. 

The Lord is my Shield (Psa. 
xxviii. 4), to cover and to shelter

THE 

LORD 
rs 

from all attacks of 
the enemy: to com­
pass (Psa. v. 12), 
and defend. Keep 
yourself in His love. 
Count upon His 
strength. Cleave to 
I-Iis Word, and do 
not expose yourself
to the darts of the

devil, who stands ready to shoot, 
the moment you quit your place 
of safety, and wander out into the 
world, which is his kingdom. Do 
not mix among the ungodly-who 
are his subjects-in their plea­
sures or their sins. 

The Lord is thy Keeper 

(Psa. cxxi. 5). He is "able to 
guard you from stumbling" (Jude 
24, R.v.), at school, at business: 
as you meet ternptation, as you 
live for God. I-le kept Joseph in 
Egypt, Daniel in Babylon, 1Ior­
decai in Persia-all surrounded 
by great temptation. But they set 
the Lord before them. They cleave 
close to Him, and to His vVord. 



HOvV DONALD AND SANDY SAW THE QUEEN. 

�HE City of Glasgow was en fate.

� The Union Jack floJted on 
all the principal buildings, and the 
streets were gaily decorated with 
bunting and banners. Early trains 
brought in cro,vds of country people, 
and river steamers brought thousands 
from the coast. What was all the 
excitement about? What brought 
such crowds of eager sight-seers, old 
and young, from their far-distant 
homes? Her Majesty, Queen 
Victoria, was expected to· visit the 
great International Exhibition, on 
the banks of the Kelvin, that day, 
and tens of thousands of her loyal 
subjects had come from far to see 
their Queen. For hours they lined 
the strec::ts, awaiting the Royal pro­
cession, which at last appeared, and 
old and young, rich and poor, 
ignorant and learned, had the one 
opportunity of a life-time, of looking 
on the face of Queen Victoria. 

Among those who stood on the 
crowded streets that day, eagerly 
waiting for the Queen's procession, 
were two young men from the Isle 
of Skye. They had heard of the 
Royal visit in their distant island 
home, and they determined that they 
would come to Glasgow and see the 
Queen. Arriving at an early hour 
in the morning, they took their stand 
at one of the places where the Queen 
would pass, and there they stood for 

hours, hungry and tired, awaiting the 
great event of the day. At last it 
came, and with eager eyes, Donald 
and Sandy scanned the carriagt:s as 
they passed, and had Lheir desire 
fulfilled. They saw the Queen, and 
Donald believed that she actually 
bowed and smiled to him, as he 
respectfully raised his Balmoral 
bonnet above his head and said, 
" God save the Queen.1' But in a 
moment the Queen had passed, the 
crowd began to disperse, and the 
two highland lads were left standing 
alone in the great city, utter strangers, 
without a friend, or the knowledge 
of where they were to sleep that night. 
They wandered about the streets, 
looking at the strange ·sights, and as 
night came down, they began to wish 
themselves under the roof of their 
humble home in Skye. 

They saw a crowd at a street 
corner, not far from the great Exhi­
bition, and thinking it might be some 
sort of an entertainment, they went 
and joined the crowd. It turned out• 
to be a circle of Christian young men, 
who had come out that evening to 
tell the story of redeeming love, and 
point the unsatisfied hearts of sinners 
to Jesus, whose royal grace alone can 
save, and whose love alone can satisfy 
the weary soul. 

Donald and Sandy stood for half­
an-hour, listening to the old, old 



HOW DONALD AND BANDY BA W THE QUEEN. 

story ; they had never beard such as his own personal Saviour, and 
testimony before. One after another was saved, standing on the busy 
in that circle of happy young men, street, near the Exhibition buildings. 
stood forth and told what God bad There was a hearty shout of praise 
done for his soul. "Some of you went up to Heaven from the company 
have seen the Queen to-day," said of saved ones, to whom Donald was

one young man, "but that sight will introduced as "another sinner won 
not satisfy your heart to-morrow. for Christ," and both he and Sandy 
\Vben a sinner sees the Prince of ,vere welcomed to the soul-winner's 
Peace, and trusts Him as his own home to spend the night, and there 
Redeemer, then he is for ever saved they both heard more of the Saviour, 
and satisfied.,, These words especial- and saw the simple, godly home 
ly,arrested Donald. Grasping Sandy and ways of a true disciple of Christ: 
by the arm, he whispered-" That's They sat late talking, and before 
just what we need, Sandy," but they retired for the night, Sandy 
Sandy was more interested in the was awakened and really anxious to 
passing cars and crowds of people, be saved. Next morning after 
than in the message of the Lord. breakfast there was reading of the 
At the close of the meeting, one of . Sacred Word and prayer, and there 
the young men got into conversation Sandy was converted. 
with Donald, and linlcing his arm in The following day they returned 
his, they walked along a quiet street, to Skye, to tell Lhat they had seen the 
speaking of Christ and His great Queen, and what caused greater 
salvation, while Sandy followed, surprise, that they bad been saved 
wondering what was wrong with and set on the way to glory, where 
Donald. "You have just to make they would see the King in His 
Him your own, Donald," said the beauty, and dwell with Him for ever. 
Christian worker. "I can tell you Donald often tells the story �f his 
about the Saviour lifted up on the conversion, and says-"! saw Queen 
Cross to die for you, but you must Victoria and Jesus, the Prince of 
looll lo Him yourself, I cannot do Peace, my Saviour, both in one day." 
that for you. It would be grand to Have you seen Jesus asyourSaviour, 
go back to Skye saved and satisfied; reader? If you ref use Him now as 
having seen the two great sights, the your Saviour and Lord, you will one 
Queen and the Saviour, both in one day see H.im as your Judge. There 
day." Before the clock struck ten, will be no grace, no mercy then, but 
Donald trusted Christ, received Him stern inflexible judgment. 



King George of Greece and the Tiger Cub. 

Sa.e .. ._.,.d a Plcture ol lnnoccoc• •• •h• •at with her Jolt. 



KING GEORGE OF GREECE, AND THE TIGER CUB: 
And how Annie Dean learned she was a Sinner. 

S
Otv[E years ngo, when King

George of Greece, was on 
a visit to England, his royal sister, 
Queen Alexandria, whose interest 
in animals is well known, took 
him, and a small party of friends, 
to see some wild animals near to 
\.Yindsor Castle. One young tiger, 
no bigger than a kitten, attracted 
her notice, and, taking it ioto her 
lap, she stroked it gently, remark­
ing to her brother, "Is it not a 
little pet." "Yes," said the King 
of Greece, '' but it has a tiger's 
nature all the same." By this 
time, if that tiger cub lives, it is 
a fuJl-grown wild animal, and I am 
sure Queen Alexandria would not 
now risk stroking it. The tiger's 
nature was in the pet cub, and 
time would doubtless develop it. 
Keep this simple incident in min�. 
It will help you to gather the les­
son of the following story. 

In a fine old country house, far 
from the city, w-itb its sins and 
sorrows, Annie Dean spent her 
early years. She was an only 
child, dearly loved by her parents, 
and was brought up most tenderly 
and carefully. 1-Ier father and 
mother were true lovers of the 
Lord, and had dedicated their be­
loved child in her earliest life to 

His service. Many a long and 
earnest conven=ation they bad as 
to how she was to be educated, and 
trained for a useful Christian life, 
without being exposed to the evil 
influencesof a wicked world. They 
fully owned the necessity of con­
version in the case of those who 
had gone astray in 11 the way of 
transgressors," and they had been 
in their day, active and earnest 
workers, seeking to reach the 
needy with the Gospe), but some­
how they bad forgotten-or lost its 
power--tbat whether openly god­
)ess, or morally pure, sinners need 
to be '

1 

born again" before they 
can see or enter "the kingdom of 
God" (J obn iii. 3). And when this 
great truth becomes weakened in 
the minds of Christian parents, 
they often proceed on false Jines 
in dealing with tbeir children. In 
one aspect, such children may be 
regarded as different from child­
ren of the godless, in another, 
"there is no difference." In privi­
lege and responsibility they differ: 
in nature they are the same. And 
so long as they have only one na­
ture, and ti at a ruined one, they, 
like the tig.;r cub-may manifest 
all the characteristics of " the 
flesh," in its most corrupt and vi: 
cious forms. A tiger is just a tiger, 



Kln'1 George ol Greece, and the Tiger Cub IJS 

,vith a tiger's nature, whether ly­
ing in the Queen's lap, or crouch­
ing in the jungle, watching for its 
prey. So isasinner wherever found. 
This is a truth much lost sight of, 
and needing to be rung out in our 
day with no uncertain sound. 

when they heard of these and other 
incidents. They could scarcely be­
lieve that their tenderly brought­
up daughter, could do anything so 
rude and so godless, but it practi­
cally brought back to them in fresh 
power, what they had forgotten, 
that Annie, like all other sinners 

Annie Dean had become a bright of Adam's ruined race, needed to 
child of six years. She seemed the be "born again," to get a new 
picture of in.nocence as she sat nature, before there could be any 
with her doll, when a cousin came true Christianity, or any real god­
on a visit to their -country home. liness in her life. So they began to 
Being accustomed to have her speak to her of her lost condition: 
own way, and with no brothers or to teach her that she was a ruined 
sisters to cross or vex her, Annie sinner; and needed to be saved 
,vas accredited as the perfection just the same as the vilest. And 
of gentleness, by all who knew Gog used His Word tc. bring con­
her, and her parents thought so viction of sin to her soul, true, 
too. But while playing with her deep, and keenly felt, which hum­
cousin one day, they differed about bled her pride, and made her think 
something, and Annie bit her in a great deal less of herself than 
the arm. That was the tiger's formerly she had done. And, best 
nature-" the flesh" in all its na- of all, in the consciousness of her 
tural viciousness was there. _ sinfulness, owning herself a lost 

When a tall, pretty girl of and guilty sinner, the writer had 
fifteen, Annie was at a private the joy of pointing Annie to the 
school, kept by two ladies near Lamb of God (John i. 29), and 
her home, and on prize day she re- hearing her confess-
cei ved a second prize, a daughter "Je1us, I will tru1t Thee, 

f k b fi Trust Thee with my soul, of her ather's cler. eing rst. Guily, lost, nod helpless, 

In her wounded pride, she was Thou canat mnke me whole.'' 

beard to say, 0 I will box her ears, And that night she was born again 
if I get a chance." That was the -born of God. She got a new
tiger's nature again. It was a nature then, as different from the 
terrible shock to Annie's parents, old, as light is from darkness. 



TOM'8 LETTER; or, •' I've got Christ." 

�R; YOUNG lad, tired of home 
� and the quiet life of his 
native highland village, emigrated 
to the Australian gold-fields in 
search of wealth and pleasure. In 
his boyhood he had attended the 
Tillage Sunday school, and there 
bad learned God's way of life and 

peace from a god]y, fai1h(ul teacher. 
But Tom had no desire to be saved 
then. He loved his sins and the 
company of the ungodly too well. 
Arriving in the gold-fields a complete 
stranger, he found lodgings with a 
young man, a countryman of his 
Olm. Before going to ued, this 
young Scotchman took a Bible from 
the shelf and aaid-11 I aye read a 

bit 0
1 the old Boole at night before 

retiring-a custom I learned at my 
father's fireside in Auld Scotland : 
will you wait and read with me?" 
"Yes," said Tom, rather glad that 
he had met with such a companion, 
for although still unconverted to 
God be knew that a Christian had 

the best of it for time and 
eternity. God owned the 
reading of the Word, and 
the godly li'fe of that young 
man to Tom's awakening, 
and soon aftrr to bis con­
version. He was truly saved 
and at once took his stand 
by the side of the young 
Scotchman as a confessor 
of Christ. A letter to his 
mother by the next mail 
began-" Dear mother, I've 
reached the! gold-fields, and 
am rich already, for I've 
got Christ and all His 
riches." How his mother 
and sister rejoiced I Their 

many prayers had been answered. 
Tom had to go to the ends of the 
earth to learn his need of a Saviour, 
and be brought to dl!cision for 
Him. God used His own Word, 
and instrumentally the decided tes­
timony of that young man who read 
it. Are you saved ? If so, do you 
read, love, honour, and obey God's 
Word? It is the only safe guide. 



MY SECOND 

� \VAS brought up a Protestant,
� and taught to look with ab­
horrence on the errors of Romanists. 
\Vhcn I left my father's house to 
enter on a situation in the midst of 
a bigotted Roman Catholic popula­
tion in \Vexford, I had my father's 
earnest counsel to stand true to my 

BIRTHPLACE. 

statement, but I was unabie. He 
was a most exemplary young fellow,
and shewed much kindness to me, 
so much so, that before many weeks 
I thoroughly respected him. There 
he was, as happy as a king at his 
daily wo1k, which was harder and 
worse paid than mine. But he 

THa P'AVTIIR, WBXP'ORO. 

11 re\i�ion," which I did. I lodged 
in a family where there was a son 
who had what was to me a "new" 
religion. He was a Protestant, but 
more than that, he said he was "a 
sinner saved by grace,'' and gloried 
in that more. I watched him 
narrowly for a while, and thought I 
would soon find something that 
would enable me to challenge his 

never murmured, was always con­
tent, and that so puzzled me that l 
asked him one day the secret of it. 
"\Vell,1' said he, "it's just this: I 
have Christ nnd He 111:tkec; me gl:td.'' 
He told me simply the way of life, 
and I as simply believed it, and from 
then till now I have been saved and 
happy. Reader, are you? If not, 
you may be. 



The Japanese Student's Question. 

A
�fONG a group of intelligent

young J aps, who attended a 

Govern1nent School, of which the 
teacher is an Englishn1an, and a 

Japane1e ia Winter Garb 

Christian, one who received a 
copy of the New Testament, read 
through the Gospels with great 
interest. At the close of bis read­
ing, be put this question to his 

teacher-" How can a man Jove 
God? 11 The answer was given in 

the simple, but definite words of 
Scripture, 

11 

We Jove I-Iim because

He first Joved us" (I John iv. I 9). 
The love of God to sinners is 

not easily compre­
hended by the J ap­
anese. Their idea is, 
that fear, rather than 
love, sbouJd be their 
attitude toward a su­
perior, and a common 
saying among them is 
h " f b t at emperor, at er, 

and fire, are to be 
feared." How many 
who have read the 
Bible from their child­
hood have similar 
thoughts of God? 
They think He is to 
be dreaded, and, if it 
be possible,appeased. 
But this is not the 

God of the Gospel, 
whose Name is love. 
To know, and believe 
the love of God ( 1 
John iii. 16), to re-
ceive His great love 

gift (John iii. 16), is to love Him 
in return. Do not think of your 
love to God, but of His great love 
to you, which I-le has manifested 
in giving His Son (1 John iv. JO). 
Believing that love, you will lo,1e 
and serve Him truly and we)J. 



Saved in a Canadian Farm House. 

M
Y parents emigrated from 

the North of Scotland 

to North-\:V es tern Canada, over 

twelve years ago, when I was a 

girl of nine years. I remember 

the Sunday morning walks to the 

all-with perhaps the exception 

of my brothers and I, who went, 

because we had to go-enjoyed 

these simple meetings. But my 

brothers were growing up to man­

hood, and there was not enough 

An Early Winter Scene in North-Western Canada. 

village, two miles from our home, 

where my parents met with about · 

a dozen more, in a vacant school­

house, to worship God, in simple 

primitive fashion. Sometimes 

there was an evening meeting, 

when someone came, able to 

preach, and then we went again to 

the village, which made an eight­

mile walk that day. But nobody 

seemed to think it far, for they 

to employ them about the farm. 

They wanted to go to Canada, 

and my mother, being anxious 

that we should all be together, 

and have no family break-up, we 

emigrated to a pretty part of 

North-Western Canada. Things 

were very quiet there, few settlers 

having come to that part, and we 

felt pretty lonely. Our parents 

especially, felt the lack of the 



Saved In a Cana.dlan Farm House 
------------------------------

meetings, and I, although ye.t un• 
snved,often wished myself back in 
the land of my birth, and at the 
little Sunday School, to which I 
bad walked in the mornings. Just 
as the first snow of Winter came, 
and the fields lay mantled in their 
garments of white, glistening in 
the pale moonlight, a preacher of 
the Gospel, a very old friend of 
father's, came to the farm quite 
unexpectedly. In fact, he did not 
know we were there, until an 
hour before we welcomed him. I 
remember how tenderly he stroked 
my cheek, as we sat by the fire­
side that night, while the storm 
raged without, and tenderly said, 
"Mary, my lassie, how grand it is 
to have a refuge from the storm, 
and a covert from the tempest. 
Just as the sheep yonder, are 
gathering in to escape the blast, 
so· some sinners are coming to 
Jesus to be saved from their sins, 
and sheltered from the wrath to 
come. I am very glad that I am 
in that Refuge. Your dear father 
and mother are in it also, and their 
is nothing would give them greater 
joy than to know that Mary too, 
was in Christ Jesus I 0, it is fine 
to be there." I felt the tear in 
my eye, though I tried to hide my 
emotion, and appear unconcerned. 
But that nisbt, as I heard the , 

wintry winds howl across the 
prairie, I !;eemed to hear them 
moan, 11 The wrath to come. Flee 
from the wrath to come." Next 
night, our visitor had a meeting 
in the house, and so delighted 
were those who came, that they 
promised to come again, and the 
meetings went on for a fortnight. 
\Ve have not much to do in the 
winter out ,here, so many are 
free to hear the Gospel. It will 
ever be a memorable year to me, 
for it was on the third night that I 
"passed from death to life," when 
as a lost and helpless soul, I gave 
myself over, just as I was, to the 
Lord Jesus, believing in Him as 
the One sent from God to be my 
Saviour (John v. 24). I have ever 
since then known the blessedness 
of a sinner forgiven (Psa.xxxii. 1), 
and I do with all confidence com­
mend Jesus Christ to you as One 
able to save, and enough to satisfy 
the heart. There are pleasures in 
the world," the pleaEures of sin," 
but only II for a season," poor at 
best compared with the joy of be­
ing saved, and .. in Christ Jesus." 

ffil2 1benrt'e !Desire. 

Lord Jeaus m:ike Tby1clf to me 
A livlnK, l,rlght reality: 
More proacnl to (alth'• vl1lon kern, 
Than aany outward object 1eun: 
More dear, mo-re Intimately nlKh, 
Than e'en the 1weetnl earthly lie. 



A RecltaUo� for Vouna: Polka. 

JAMIE DOUGLAS, the Covenanter Boy. 

'TWAS in the days when Claverhouse, 
Was scouring moor and glen, 

To shake, with fire and cruel sword, 
The faith of Scottish men-

Who made a Covenant with the Lord, 
Finn in their faith to bide, 

Nor break with Him their plighted 
Whatever might betide. [troth, 

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

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

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

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

His bright blue eyes glanced fearless 
His step was firm and light; [round, 

What was it underneath his plaid 
His little bands grasped tight? 

It was the bannocks which that morn 
His mother made with care 

From out her scanty store of meal, 
Ana now, with many a prayer, 

With Jamie sent-her only boy, 
A trusty lad and brave, 

To good old pastor Tammas Roy, 
Now hiding in yon cave, 

For whom the cruel CJaverhouse 
Had hunted long in vain, [glen 

And swore he would not leave that 
Till auld Tam Roy was slain. 

So Jamie Douglas went his way 
With heart that knew no fear, 

He turned a great curve in the road, 
Nor dreamed that death was near; 

But lurking there were Claver's men, 
Who drag him back apace 

To where their haughty leader stands, 
And set them face to face. 

The cakes concealed beneath his plaid 
Soon tell the story plain. 

"'Tis old Tam Roy the cakes are for," 
Exclaimed the angry man. 

"Boy, lead me to his hiding place, 
And I will let you go." 

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

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

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

Then in his brawny, strong right hand, 
He lifted up the child, 

And held him o'er the clefted rock, 
A chasm, deep and wild. 

So deep it was, the trees below 
Like willow wands did seem; [maze, 

The boy looked down in frightened 
It seemed some horrid dream. 

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

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

"It's waefu' deep," he shuddering cr�ed, 
., But, ob, I canna tell; 

Sae drop me doon there if ye will, 
It's 11ae sae deep as Hell." 

A childish scream, a faint, dull sound: 
Oh, Jamie Douglas true I 

Long, Jong within bis lonely cave 
Shall Tam Roy wait for you. 

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

Of one snatched from a rocky gulf 
That's "nae sae deep as heJJ." 

And there with all the Lord's redeemed, 
For ever blessed and glad ; 

His mother dear, and old Tam Roy 
Shall meet their fnithf ul lad. 



A Morning Text at the Post Lamp. 

I 
N my boyhood, I wrought in a

Fnctory, and required to be 
at work at six in the morning. 
Our home was a full mile off, so 
that necessitated rising at five, 
with a smart walk along the dark 
road on winter mornings. I was 
converted at the age 

dress, and asking God when I 
kneel in prayer, to make it a 
strength and comfort to me, all 

, through the morning, until I have 
a little leisure to read my daily 
chapter. I find this to be a great 
help in my spiritual life, and I 

of sixteen, and one 
of the counsels that 
was given us by the 
dear man of God, 
who was used in 
leadinci about ten 
of us, all about the 
same age, to the 
Saviour was, to al-
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enjoy, before going 
- - -

commend it to you.'' 
I followed that wise 
counsel, and thank 
God for the help 
I derived from it. 
Then, setting off 
with my Testament 
in my pocket, some­
times with the stars 
as my only light, 
I wail<ed along the 
road, thinking over 
the words of my 
morning text, often 

out for the day, to 
meet the temptations of the great 
world. I had a Scripture Text 
Calendar given me on New-Year's 
day, and the giver said-" Now 
Willie, I know that you have to 
get up very early, and that it may 
not be easy for you always to 
open your Bible, and read a por­
tion of God's Word, before going 
out for the day. But I have found 
it a "ood thing to bang up the 
Calendar near my bed, and to 
read the Text for the day when­
ever I get up, thinking on it as I 

so happy in soul, 
that I �ang all the way. As I 
entered the village, I stopped at 
the first lamp, pulled out my 
Testament, at the place where 
my text was found, and read the 
whole verse. Tbat was another 
handful of heavenly manna to 
my soul, which kept me happy 
until the breakfast hour, when I 
bad .time to read a psalm, or a 
chapter of the Word. All through 
the twenty-three years of my

Christian life, I have derived much 
help and blessing from this plan. 



THE SCOFFER'S QUESTION. 

�Av,, PARTY of young men hnd
� gathered for nn evening's 
amusement. Singing of songs, tell­
ing of strange stories to create 
laughter, filled up part of the time, 
and at b.st they fell upon asking 
each other bard questions. A roar 
of laughter was rai,;ed all round, 
when one of the company said, '' I 
will give you a question which one 
of our clerks thought he had cornered 
me with the other evening, on the 
way home from the office. He 
asked '' ,vhat shall it profit a man, 
if he shall gain the whole world, 
and lose his own soul?" (:Mark viiL 
36) \Vhen the laughter had sub­
sided, a voice from the other end
of the room was heard saying, "And
how did you answer it?'' The
speaker was the Christian servant
maid of the house, who, passing in
and out from the room preparing
supper, was shocked at the scoffing
talk about so solemn a subject, and
so far forgot herself, as to speak
aloud the thoughts that were passing
through her mind.

That strange question, coming so 
suddenly and unexpectedly, seemed 
to strike the company dumb with 
astonishment, and forseveral minutes 
no one spoke. \Vhat effect it had 
on the others I cannot tell, but the 
words "How did you answer it?" 
were the arrow of conviction to that 

young man's heart, who raised the 
scoffer's laugh by his story. He 
tried to forget that question amid 
the evening's mirth, but it would 
come up in spite of every effort to 
suppress it. Along the lone streets 
as he walked to his home at mid­
night, the words rang through his 
awakened soul. He tossed himself 
restlessly upon his bed, but not to 
sleep. The great Eternity, and 
where he was to spend it, was the 
subject of his thoughts all that

night. He rose and went to bus­
iness next day, hoping the bustle of 
the warehouse would drive such 
thoughts from his mind ; but all 
was of no avail. His awakened soul 
found no rest, no peace, until as a 
guilty sinner, he came to the Lord 
Jesus, and received Him as hi� 
Saviour. Now he boldly preaches 
the Gospel to others, and seldom 
does he speak, without in one way or 
another, introducing his favourite 
text, that great unanswerable ques­
tion, which first reached his own 
heart and conscience, and which 
may God carry home to yours 
reader, if you are still unsaved­
" \-Vhat shall it profit a man, if he 
shall gain the whole world, and lose 
his own soul?" (Mark viii. 36). I 
pass the servant - maid's pointed 
question on to you. How do you 
answer it? 



SHORT PAPERS FOR VOUNO BELIEVERS. 
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: : tw_ Short Papen for Yoong Believers.. : 

SPEAKING FOR JESUS. 

"po you ever speak a word for..
);,WJ Jesus," John? I asked a 

young believer some years ago. Blush­
ing, and hanging his head, he s·aid, 
u Not very often; I have not the
courage to do it" " Do the young
lads in the shop know that you are
saved, and on the way to heaven?"·
I asked. " I think they do/' he
muttered, with apparent shame,••·
"but I have never told them."
"\Yell, it does seem strange somc::­
how ; to be saved, and on the way
to heaven, and never to have so
much as told your companions in
the shop, working every day beside
you. I fear the devil has got a
bushel put upon your light, :ind we
must get it removed as soon as
pos�il ,le, my dear boy, else your
Chri:,tbn life will be a useless and
unhappy one." The following Sun­
uay afternoon we had an open-air
meeting in front of the shop where
John worked ; I saw a number of
the: lads sranding in the door, look­
ing vt:ry much astonished to see him
standing in the circle singing.

One after another of the young 
men walked out into the circle and 
told what God bad done for their 

souls. All save John had spoken, 
and I saw there wns a severe 
struggle going on within his boson, 
as to whether he would. confess his 
Lord, or not. His shopmates were 
looking on, and there was a good 
crowd of people st:inding around. 
At last, with trembling step, John 
walked into the circle, and in a few 
broken sentences told how the Lord 
saved him. It was a feeble dfort ; 
a "poor start," as some people woulcJ 
say, ·anci I noticed his shopmates 
smile. as they witnessed nas em­
barrassment and emotion ; but that 
was the breaking of the ice for J obn. 
His lips were never locked again. 
Ever after that afternoon, he went 
on testifying publicly and privately 
for the Lord, and many have been 
saveq and blessed through the words 
of life that have fl.owed from his

lips. Dear young believ�r, do you 
speak a word for Jesus? No doubt 
your life should testify for Him, but 
so ought your lips. Yours is the 
honour of being an ambassador for 
Christ on earth, and of telling others 
of His salvation. If you have not 
been using your lips for Jesus, will 
you begin at once. God can give 
you courage, and He cnn fi 11 your 
mouth wilh words to speak. Begin 
with these nearest to you : yo1Jr 
brothers and sisters, your friends and 
kindred, your shopmatc::s and com• 
panions. 
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