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Puritan.  Methinks ITugh will scarccly know
her when ho comes. DBut, perchance, he will
do her good. In old days thoso two seemed to
have much goodwill and understanding of one
another. Comes he quickly, say you, sir?”

The Squire referred to an open leiter by his
plate, and said: “Ile hopes to follow this in
about two days’ time. IIe has been working some-
thing over-hard at his books—that was always
the way with Hugh—and has been recommended
to leave them for a while. He would rather
have waited till we were at home again, but he
is Didden not to tarry, so he comes here first,
and will, perhaps, return with us shortly to
Rookwood.”

The sunshine of a bright February day was
illuminating the rcom in which the Fortescue
family had assembled for the breakfast, which
was at an hour that for the times was fashion-
ably late. Mrs. Bridget was no longer of the
party, having completed her cure some fortnight
since, and reiurned to her brother's house at
Hownston; but Athol had been left behind to
remain as long as the other family of Fortescues
did. She was enjoying herself vastly, and greatly
enhancing the pleasure of Madam, who had now
a vivacious and talkative companion at her side,
and the handsomest girl in Bath to chaperon to
the many scenes of amusement there.

The courtship of Fulk and Athol, too, was a
source of great pleasure and interest to her.
She was very proud of her elder son, and had
always set her heart upon his marriage with his
handsome and well-dowered cousin. There was
no denying the fact that her own daughter had
been a failure; and Madam so cordially hated
failures, that after the first fortnight of Athol’s
visit she had almost ceased even to wish to take
Ireneinto society. Her daughter-in-law elect was
as great a success as Irene was the reverse; and as
late hours, hot rooms, and the round of social
dissipation appeared to tell unfavourably upon
the younger girl’s health, she had been gradually
allowed to shirk all but the morning promenade
in the Pump-Room, and was left for the most part
to her own quiet retired ways, save when her
father took her out for a ride with him, or she
joined Athol and Fulk in some like exercise. Mrs.
Bridget had recommended that the child should
be let alone and not forced into society against
her will: nevertheless that shrewd woman had
given to the girl many pieces of rather incisive
counsel, which had been received in the silence
with which Irene almost always now did receive
advice, of whatever kind it might be.

So little heed wasnow paid to the quiet pensive
girl, that Athol alone experienced any misgivings
on her account ; and she was too busy and too full
of pleasurable occupation to have much time or
thought to spare for her little cousin. She had
however observed of late that Irene seemed in
unwontedly low spirits, Often in the mornings
her eyes were red and heavy, as though she had
been watching or weeping half the night; her
movements were listless and lifeless, and not un-
frequently, if playfully rallied by her vivacious
cousin, she would burst into uncontrollable weep-
ing, though she never spoke of the source of hLer
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unhappiness, and grew more silent and more
drooping day by day. If such a thing had been
nossible to believe, Athol would have thought
that Irene was pining after her professed lover,
young Lord Lovel, who had been at Bath for a
short time, but had quickly departed, possibly
disgusted by the tame and cold reception ac-
corded him by the lady he had honoured by his
preference. But knowing as she did that her
cousin was worse than indifferent towards the
young man, she could not connect her grief with
his absence, and had almost ceased to trouble
herself about it, regarding it as a nameless malady
which time would cure, and only striving with
good-natured tact to engross her aunt’s attention,
and keep her from persecuting ber unsatisfactory
daughter.

What therefore was Athol’s surprise, when, a3
they were in the middle of breakfast this bright
morning, Irene came in with flushed cheeks and
shining eyes, her whole face irradiated and
almost transfigured, a look of rapture and exalta-
tion in her eyes which was absolutely startling.

Irene was much addicted to early walks with
her maid—so much Athol knew before, though
at what hour she rose and where she went, she
had no notion : but generally she returned before
the breakfast hour, looking worn and weary and
faint. 'What could have happened to change her
so to-day? She looked in silent amaze at the
radiant creature before her, and felt absolutely
confounded at her appearance.

Madam, who was reading Hugh’s letter,
looked up with a sharp rebuke at such irregular
habits; but the Squire, who was glad to see
rosy cheeks and bright eyes again, laughingly
called the girl to bim, declaring that it was
plain that early hours were the right thing for
ber, and that if she brought such roses home,
she should not be chidden for being late. Doubt-
less she had been out upon the downs and had
come back with a hunter’s appetite. He piled
her plate with good things as he spoke, and bid
her sit beside him to eat them, whilst he told her
of the news concerning Hugh.

But it seemed to Athol, who was closely
watching Irene, that he was speaking to deaf
ears. She smiled and said yes or no from time
to time, but her thoughts were plainly far away.
The light in her eyes did not fade or change,
but it was a light which responded to no impres-
sion from without. Athol grew more and more
curious as the minutes flew by. Judging from
her own experiences of life, she would have said
that Irene had come straight from some happy
meeting with a secret lover: but the idea of
such a thing as connected with her cousin seemed
absurd, and yet it began to be plain to her that
Irene was indulging in some secret mystery of
her own. This strange and radiant gladness was
as remarkable and inexplicable in its way as the
profound melancholy it had displaced.

When they rose from table she slipped her
hand within her cousin’s arm, and the two girls
passed upstairs to the little boudoir they were
supposed to share together, though Irene nearly
always preferred to use her own bed-room A
cheery fire was blazing on the hearth, and Athol
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pushed her companion into a comfortablo chair,
and st_ood over hor, scanning Ler face with great
attontion.

“Irene,” she said at last, “wlat has come to
you? You are a different being this morning,
I eannot understand you.”

The girl clasped her hands together and tho
light seemed to deepen in her eyes.

‘ Different | Oh, Athol, if only you could know
what that difference is—the dilference bLetween
the blackest night and the most glorious day;
betwixt heaven and hell itself, methinks! Oh,
would that you did also know it, dear cousin : the
release from sin, the perfect joy of knowing the
Saviour for your Saviour, the knowledge of His
pardoning love. Oh, the weary burden of sin
that has been weighing me down! and now to
know that all is pardoned, all taken away ; that
He is mine and T am His! Oh, Athol, Athol, I
have heard of it before. I have even seen it in
others. But, oh, the blessedness of knowing it in
one’s own heart! Oh, dear, dear cousin, will you
not come to Him too? He is waiting to call you
His. Come to Him now, and be happy, as I am
happy, in Him and Him alone.”

Athol stood silent and confounded. To hear
the silent, reserved, depressed Irene break forth
thus into a flood of impassioned speech was so
astonishing thai the elder girl knew not what
to think or to say. The phrases, which fell
so eagerly from Irene’s lips, sounded strangely
in the ears of the Rector’s daughter. She had
not had sufficient interest in the mew revival
within and without the church to recognise its
new expressions. KFor a moment it seemed to her
as-though Irene’s senses had suddenly deserted her.

“ My dear child,” she said, *“be calm. Idonot
know what you are talking about. Of course we
are all children of God, we were made so in our
baptism, surely you believe that. I am not much
of a theologian, but I do know that we have been
baptised into the death and resurrection of Christ,
and that we are His by adoption and grace.
You need not speak as though 1 were beyond the
pale. I have never professed to be betler than
other people, but at least I am a Christian; you
will scarce deny me that privilege, I trow?”

But Irene did not smile, her face was full of
pleading and passion.

« A Christian—and given over Lo worldly en-
joyments and carnal pleasures? A Christian, and
not a humble follower of Christ? A Christian,
and yet not secking Him first in every action
of your life? A Christian, yet not flinging your-
self in deepest abasement and misery at the foot
of His Cross, pleading and agonising for pardon,
till He is graciously pleased to sot you free? O,
Athol, T speak of what I know and have experi-
enced. I would not spealk at all if I did not
know the more excellent way. I have agonised
and suffered. I have prayed day and night for
pardon and peace. I have told myself that it
would never, never como. And, behold, to-day,
this very morning, as we were singing togeth?r
one of those sweet hymns of Mr. Charles Wesley’s
thut tell of the houndless mercy and love of God,
behold the black cloud suddenly lifted, the sun-
light poured into my soul. I kunew that I, too,
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was forgiven, that I wasloved, pardoned, justified,
sanctified. Oh, Athol, Athol, I would that all
the world could share that glorious knowledge,
that glorious joy!”

Athol simply stood aghast at a revelation
which had burst upon her with the force of the
utterly unexpected.

“ Irene,” she said slowly, “do you know what
you have said? You have spoken words which
have betrayed a secret to me. I knew that you
often went out early in the mornings, but I did
not profess to know where. Now I can have no
further doubt. You go to those five o’clock
Methodist conventicles, against which we hear so
much spoken. What would your mother say if
she were to know ?”

“]I know not, I care not,” answered Irene
vehemently, ¢ did not Christ Himself say to us
that he who hated not father, mother, brother,
sister, ay, and his own life too, was not worthy to
be called His-disciple? It is better to serve God
than to please man. I have lived in darkness
and blindness of spirit all my past life. Am I to
refuse free salvation when it is held out to me
from a coward fear of what a worldly mother
would say? "

Athol drew her brows together sharply.

“Dear cousin,” she said quietly emough, ¢ if
this new doctrine of which you tell me, teaches
you first to deceive and disobey, and then to speak
slightingly of your own mother, I must be
pardoned for declining to have anything to do
with it. I do not much believe in new religions.
The old one is good enough for me. *‘Honour
thy father and thy mother,’ it tells us, and again,
¢Children, obey your parents’ I do mnot care to
argue: I doubt not you are well stuffed with
texts and sophisms, and I doubt not for a moment
that all you have done you have done with a
clear conscience: but, for my part, I like it not.
I would have fought your battle in sister-fashion,
had you boldly asked leave of your mother to go
to these meetings; but to go by stealth, under
cover of a morning walk, I like not. It savours.
too much of cowardice and subterfuge.”

Irene's face had flushed hotly. Her reply was
vehemently spoken.

“ You know it would have been useless to ask.
She would not only have refused, she would have
made of me a prisoner, and my poor famished
soul would have starved and pined away for
lack of heavenly food. I like not secrets either:
but what could I do? When the choice lies
betwixt pleasing man and obeying God, there can
but be one end to it. You remember the words
of Peter and John when in like case ? ¢ Whether
it be right in the sight of God to hearken unto
you more than God, judge ye’” .

Athol turned away with an impatient sigh.

«QOh, I knew you would have texts enough
and to spare. Who was it said that the devil
could quote Seripture for his own ends if he had
a mind thoreunto? not that I am comparing you
to his Satanic majesty, dear coz. Sftill, I cannot
soo things as you do altogether, and 1 am not
certain. that I wish to; but, on tho other hand, I
will not sot myself up as a judge.”

And thero for the present tho mu.ttor) onded.
N 2
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Ireno glided off to shut Licrself up upon her knoes
with her now-found and ecstatic happiness,
whilst Athol dressed for her daily ride, with o
perplexed feeling at heart, and was more and wore
convinced that the less people meddled with
the vexed question of religious controversy the
bettor and happier it was for them,

“ It is that maid who is at the bottom of it all,
I will be bound,” shosaid; * this change began to
come over Irene almost from the day Nancy began
to wait upon her. Those Dawsons have always
beon a stiff-necked family in religious matters. 1
should not have thought that one of Janet's
daughicrs would havo turned Methodist: but I
remember I did fear that the farmer himself was
bitten. Well, well, it is no concern of mine: butI
hope when Hugh comes that Irene will open her
heart to him. It seems neither fitting nor proper
that she should be more than half a Mcthodist
herself, when her mother knows nothing of it,
and hates the very sound of the word. In old
days Hugh had influence with her. Strange, how
those natures that scem so soft and yielding, are
really so stubborn and unimpressionable! They
seem to yield like indian-rubber, but they spring
back just in the same way to their former shape.
Heigh-ho! well, it is no business of mine. Iam
thankful I never had any wish to be more
religious than tho rest of the world, or than my
dear old father thought needful.”

Irene’s exalted frame of mind continued through
the next days, and upon the third Hugh made
his appearance at Bath. He was not much like
his handsome brother, being far less magnificent
in his outer man, and lacking the gay dashing
air of distinction which always made Fulk a
power wherever he went. He had the well-cut
Fortescue features, with some of Madam’s decision
in the lines of the mouth: but the eyes were
dark blue-gray, and very deep-set beneath the
intellectual brow, and were often dreamy and
abstracted in expression, although upon occasion
they could glow and flash and reflect many
varying emotions. Hugh was tall, but very
slight, and he had the book-worm tendency to
stoop, which tendency was quickly noticed by
his father, who prescribed much horse oxercise
to eradicate it. He had plainly overtasked his
health through the severe application to study
which he had indulged for the past two years,
-and though not ill in the ordinary acceptation of
the word, he was in nced of rest and change.

It was not wonderful then, considering bis
state of health and the nature of his tastes and
habits, that he and Irecne should be thrown a
good deal together. The social dissipations of
Bath had small attraction for him, and late
hours and hot rooms were avoided by modical
advice, Therefore by the end of a week it came
about that hie and his sister had resumed the old
habit of childhood, and consorted a great doal
together ; and Ireue had lost in a great measuro
the shyness and constraint which had grown up
during the two years’ absence of Iugh at Oxford.
She recognised in him a seriousness she had not
found in any other member of hor family, and
she listened with great attontion when at last Lo
spoke to her of Lis own plans for the future.
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* Of courso I shall enter the Church,” he said,
one day, “it has always been my father’s wish
that I should do so. There are several family
livings to which he wishes me to succeed after
my uucle, as otber Fortescues have done in past
times, DBut, for my own part, I think I should
prefer only to hold one, and to do the work of
that onc as, 1 take it, it should be done. It is
tine that wo of the Established Church awoke to
our call and our responsibilities, and showed the
world that we {oo can work, can feed the flock,
can live lives of self-sacrifice and self-denial.
The Wesleys, Mr. Whitefield, Mr. Ingham and
many more, have set & noble example, but they
have in some ways gone too far, neither do they
wish for care over any particular place or parish.
The day may come—I think it is fast coming—
when their followers will induce them to take
steps which shall make of the Methodists a sect
to themselves, which thing was no part of the
original scheme of its founders, and, indeed, is
1esolutely and boldly opposed by them mnow.
But, be that as it may, they have been the
pioneers in a noble work, and we must not be
slack to follow their example in its wider spirit,
trusting to avoid by God’s grace some of the
pitfalls into which we some of us think they are
like to fall.”

“ Brother, brother, speak not against them,”
cried Irene, with sudden heat, ¢ oh, I would that
you would join that noble band-—walking in
holiness and integrity and in the fear of the
Lord. Yes, I will tell you, though not a soul
save Athol knows it now—and she surprised my
secret from me. The Methodists have saved my
soul. I was bowed down to the very dust
beneath the burden of my sins, and they showed
me the way to Christ—with them I received
light, peace, hope, assurance of salvation. Oh,
my brother, have you received that great gift?
Do you know your sins forgiven? Can you look
up to your Saviour and know Him for your own?
Oh, if not, go to them and ask them to point the
way. They are good and holy and Christ-like
men, and every day sinners are coming under
conviction, and receiving an answer of peace to
their souls.”

Hugh was little less surprised at this outburst
than Athol had been, but he understood it far
better. He understood too the naturo of his
gister’s mind—at once so reserved, but, whero
reserve had broken down, so impulsive and eager
of speech. He let none of his surprise appear
in his face or manner, but as they rode quietly
along side by side over the solitary downs, he
drew from her by questions the whole history
of the past year of her life. He was then
able to enter into her feelings, her struggles,
temptations and difficulties as he had never been
able before, and as no one else in the world could
have domno, because at heart Hugh and Irene
were vory much alike, and, therefore, very much
in sympathy in such matters.

Novertheless his face was rather grave as the
wholo story was told, and he said very gently
though very firmly,

« Athol was quito right in what she said,
Irone, though it might havoe eounded harsh: you
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ought not to act in defiance of our mother's
wishes, You ought not to do secretly what you
would not dare to do openly. It is acting a lie,
however we may gloss it over. And it cau never,
never be right to do evil that good may come,”
Irenc's eyes dilated as she burst into vehement
speech—a speech embodying all her difficultios,
her explanations, her palliations of her conduct,
her utter hopelessness of ever winning the smallost
concession from her mother. Hugh listoned with
great sympathy, but shook his head at the ond.

“T fully see the difficulties in the way ; but, for -

all that, the thing ought to be done. I do not
myself believe very much in growing in graco or
getting nearer to God, if we begin by ever such
a small deflection from His own appointed way.”

The girl made a gesture of despair.

“ Then I must lose my own soul to please my
mother’s whim.”

“ Irene, Irene,” answered Hugh, “think what
you are saying, and beware. Are you not a
baptised Christian ? Have you not the church to
go to Sunday by Sunday? Do you not kneel
before (God’s table and receive the Holy Com-
munion from His appointed minister? What
more can even these earmest and devout men
teach you than is contained in the word of
Divine guidance to be found in your own Bible,
as read and expounded in the Church’s services?
I know what these men teach—it is mot new
doctrine—it is held by our own Church, from
which they have not seceded.”
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“Then why do they not teach it?” criod
Ircne, passionately, “why, if they have the
words of life, do they not dispense them to the
hungry flock? Why are we lelt to pine and
slarve? "

“Are you left to starve? yon, individually, 1
mean, Ircne? I dare not deny that the Church
of this land has woefully fallen from her high
estate, that her pastors have, in many places,
neglected and bhetrayed their trust: but still
there are faithful shepherds to he found, and
methinks by what I hear, you at Sax have little
to complain of. I know something by repute
of Mr. Latham. Does not he teach the word of
lifo faithfully ?”

Irene sighed impatiently and hung her head.

“In sooth, I scarce know. He has but bheen
with us a short while, and I have grown weary
of trying to make sense of the dull discourses we
hear in church at home.”

“Ay, and so in weariness and disgust you
condemn them all, and rush to pastures new for
the food, which, perchance, you might get at
home if you would but strive for it there. Nay,
turn not away, dear sister, I have said my say,
and will trouble you no more. I will not betray
your confidence. All you have told me I hold
sacred. I ask you only to watch and pray and
judge for yourself, whether this present course of
yours is not like to lead you at last into a position
which may, perchance, throw discredit upon your
Christian calling and profession.”

RELIGIOUS LIFE AND THOUGHT IN BELGIUM.

UCH of the Protestantism that existed in
Belgium in the early part of this century
was of a negative rather than of a positive

character. The Bible was often read rather for
the purpose of finding objections to Romanism
than for spiritual edification. Even some of the
pastors in the towns were affected by the rational-
ism and worldliness then so generally prevalent.
But there were noble exceptions. Pastor Merle
d’Aubignpé, at Brussels; De Visme, at Dour; Fr.
de Faye, at Tournay; Goedkoop, at Ghent; and
Spoerlein, at Antwerp, were truly devoted men,
and were especially anxious to put the Bible into
the hands of the people. A Belgian Bible Society
was started, with branches in several places. To
the church at Antwerp—a church mainly com-
posed, we believe, of foreigners—bclongs the
honour of starting this movement. They worea
bappy in the selection of the agent, Voskamp by
name. He visited the foreign vessels as they
were about to sail, and also pureued his calling
in the squares and at the markets, besides going
to neighbouring towns, Other colporteurs were
soon started, and many copies sold ; but funds not
proving sufficient, the work was handed over to
the British and Foreign Bible Society, which,
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since 1835, had been represented in Brussels by
the Rev. W. P. Tiddy. By 1837, as many as
20,548 volumes had been put in cireulation, of
which number 17,129 had been disposed of by
the colporteurs.

This Bible-work soon excited the wrath of
the Romish bishops, who issued circular after
circular denouncing it. The books were spoken
of as ‘‘abominably mutilated by a sacrilegious
hand,” because the books of the Apocrypha were
omitted. The operations of the Bible Society
were thus desoribed : ** The subtle machinations
of a society alike hostile to God and the Holy
Church,” *the impious projeots of this anti-
Christian society.” ~One result of these fulmina-
tions was, that the poor colporteurs were hardly
beset, thoir books taken from them and burnt,
and thoir own persons often subjected to rough
troatment ; and that in & country where perfect
religious liberty is inscribed in the statute book.

The friends of the Bible soon began to feel that
this extended circulation must be followed up by
the preaching and cxposition of its contents.
This feoling was strengthened by an incident
that ocourred about this time. A man from
Genval, near Waterloo, went (0 Bruesels to buy
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n Bible. He was taken to the Bociety’s dept,
and seeing a whole warchouse filled with copies
of tho sacred volume, he exclaimed, “One thing
only is mnow wanting, namely, somebody to
explain the Word of God.” Then turning to Mr.
Tiddy, he said, “If you will come and preach
next Sunday, I will meet you with flag and
drum, we will pass in front of the priest's
dwelling, and so go to my house.” This conver-
sation was reported to the Rev. Mr. Brandram,
the secretary of the Society, who at once replied,
“If you will find the evangelist, I will find the
money.” Thus a work was begun which soon
extended, until it was thought desirable to form
a society for its further continuance and support.
A few friends met in Mr. Tiddy's garden, and
while drinking coffee together, they discussed
the spiritual needs of the country, and resolved
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much in the way of tract distribution.! Cottage
meetings are held in many places, and are not
infrequently conducted by lay members of the
church, Of late years, Mission Sunday-schools,
as they term them, havo been formed for the
purpose of gathering together and instructing
Roman Catholic children, and so of influencing
indirectly the parcnts themselves. In 1887, the
church colobrated its jubilee, and its Jast report
states that it haos twenty-eight churches and
stations, besides sixty places which are regularly
visited ; also fifty-eight Sunday-schools, of which
thirty are mission schools. The adult member-
ship is 4917.

Here then is a solid and distinct organisation,
the result of fifty-four years of labour, pursued
at first under many difficulties and in face of
much opposition. But before noticing one or two

features in the history and
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working of this free church,
as for distinction we may call
it, it seems well to go back
to the period when it origin-
ated, and see how it came to
be a separate organisation.
‘When only a society, several
of the pastors of the existing
State-supported churches,
then six or eight in number,
were among the chief friends
and directors. It might have
been expected, therefore, that
it would have become
auxiliary to the National
or State-paid Protestant
churches. One of the first
evangelists was curate
(suffragant) to a national
pastor, and for two of the
stations help was received

« from the Government. But
x gradually the society drifted
> away from these churches,
not that a Separatist in-
fluence preponderated in the
committee, which in fact

that steps should immediately be taken to
organise the work then in progress. This was
in 1837. The society formed was called the
Belgian Evangelical Society, and its first president
and treasurer was Pastor Goedkoop, of Ghent.
The institution thus started, steadily pursued
its course. Evangelists were in some cases sent
to places where they met with but little en-
couragement. Other fields of labour were then
chosen, and soon congregations of considerable
size were gathered. Church order and discipline
were deemed desirable, and eventually the society
was transformed into the Christian Missionary
Church of Belgium—a high-sounding title, but
one which its subsequent history has fully
justified. A missionary spirit has largely
animated the several ohurches. The members
realise the duty resting on them to co-operate
with their pastors in the evangelisation of their
noighlours. They have done and arc doing

consisted of eight mombers,
of whom six were in favour
of union with the State, and two opposed to it.
How then came the severance? The national
churches, as for brevity's sake we may term
them, were beginning to draw nearer to one
another. Previous to the Revolution of 1830
they had been incorporated with the Dutch
Roformed, or with the Walloon Church. On the
separation of Belgium from Holland they found
themselves isolated, and with no bond of union,
except that each received support from the
State. This was felt to be an undesirable state
of things, and so, in 1839, they formed themselves
into a Synod, which was recognised by the
Government. Eight churches were thus bound

! In o brochure by Mdlle. Merle d’ Aubigué, entitled
« A Peep Into tho Bolgian Black Country,” we read
(p. 26): “I have heard of converts whe have pledged
t}mmsolvcs never to go out without a Testament for sale in
their pockots; others never go to church without bringing
o Roman Catholio with them.”












A PAGE FROM THE ANNALS OF THE POOR.

JESSIE VEITCII, CITY MISSIONARY, AND SOLDIERS’ FRIEND,

N the autumn of 1887, a remarkable scene was
witnessed in the streets of Edinburgh. It
wag on the 23rd of August, a month when

comparatively fow of the professional or wealthy
classes are therc; but many strangers, as well as
the people of the city, beheld a funeral of no
ordinary kind moving towards the Grange Ceme-
tery. 'The hearse was preceded by about seventy
or eighty soldiers, artillerymen from Leith Fort,
not ‘“marched to the fuueral,” but permitted to
attend it, and proud to show this loving respect
to an aged woman who was known {o them, and
to comrades in all ranks of the service, as * the
soldiers’ friend.” A great company of mourners
followed the remains on foot, as is still the
common usage in Scotland.

. Who was this, thus borne to her last resting-
place, to be laid beside many of the great and the
good of the land? She was a very humble person
in the eyes of the world, but truly a *King’s
daughter”; and angels would rejoice at the sight
while they took little heed of more splendid
burials. The inscription put afterwards on her
tombstone tells briefly who she was. Itrunsthus:
—TIn memory of Jessie Veitch, missionary, who
died August 19, 1887, aged 81. Jesus said: «I
am the Resurrection and the Life.” John xi. 25.
«J, if I be lifted up from the earth, will
draw all men unto Me.” John xii. 32. *She
hath done what she could.” Mark xiv. 8. By her
labours among soldiers and others, and correspon-
dence for long years, she won the love of many
to whom she was as a mother, and who will rise
up and call her blessed.

"Such is the record on ler tomb.! In the report
of the Edinburgh City Missions for 1887, we find
the following notice :—* During Miss Veitch’s
long period of service (from 1855) her labours
were marked by singular zeal, self-denial, and
inventiveness. Originally employed among the
degraded of her own sex, she latterly devoted her
energy chiefly to the spiritnal good of the soldiers
in garrison in Edinburgh and neighbourhood,
with their families—a sphere in which her
Jabours were most indefatigable and fruitful.
She manifested in this department a courage and
tact which gave her great influence over the
hearts of the men; and the name of Jessie Veitch
will be held in enduring remembrance by a great

multitude, many of whom are now in glory, and”

others scattered over the world. About three
years bofore her death she was relioved of the

burden of full service, which had become too

heavy for lier ; and the directors were happy to be
able, by means of the Disabled Missionaries’ Fund,
to make such an arrangement on ler bLohulf as

! With her Seottish independence, she had for n long
time saved part of ler swunly income, to purchase her
burial-pluce.
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allowed her to spend the remaining days in
comfort while continuing to employ herself in
her beloved work.”

Many in Edinburgh may have known and may
remember Jessie Veitch, There may be some now
in distant Jands who will not soon forget her
faithful words and loving deeds. But as there
are few in England who have ever heard her
name, it is a pleasure to speak of her work in
the Sunpay aT Howk, through which the record
of her labours and the example of her charity may
become more widely known.

She was born at a small village in the county
of Peebles, about twenty miles to the south of
Edinburgh. In her Scripture Birthday Text-
book this entry appears in her own handwriting
on the page opposite to the 17th of March:
¢« Jessie Veitch, born at Eddlestone, 1806. Born
the second time at Dundee, August, 1839.” The
text for March 17 in that book, on which her eye
must often have rested, is Psalm lxiii. 3 : *“ Because
Thy lovingkindness is better than life, my lips
shall praise Thee.”

Many years of her early life she passed in
domestic service, first at Edinburgh, and after-
wards at Dundee, where, in 1839, the second
birth, to which she refers in her text-book, was
experienced in the time when the Rev. William
Chalmers Burns was occupying the pulpit of the
Rev. Robert McCheyne, then absent on the
famous mission to the Jews in the Holy Land.
On the return of McCheyne, the saving impressions
first made by the earnest appeals of William
Burns, were strengthened, and she became a
decided Christian. On her return to Edinburgh
she attended the ministry of one of like spirit
with Burns and McCheyne, the Rev. Dr. Moody
Stuart. For more than forty years she was a
member of his’church, and in “ Free St. Luke’s,”
she had every opportunity of growing in Scriptural
knowledge and in spiritual grace. The good
pastor has not now strength for active ministerial
work, but in his forced retirement he still, by
word aud pen, is a helper of many, and an able
defender of the faith once delivered to the saints.
Of Jessie Veitch, whom he esteemed highly tor
her own and her work’s sake, he wrote a brief
obituary notice, which gives a true estimate of her
character when matured by age. ‘In a manucr
rarely seen, there were combined in her the decp
spiritual doctrine and experience of a previous
generation with the aggressive activity of the
preseut day; aund also an old Scottish steruness
with great ardour and affection. In her last
illness, as sho lay on her bed, surrounded with
lettors, tracts, and booklets, fruits and tokoens of
o busy life that still occupied itself with uciive
usefulness, hor own expressed consvlation was in
resting on the electing love of God.  Along with
tho inward depth that marked this ¢ old disciple,’
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she was to the last *in labours moro abundant’
than others; and whon ovor her it shall be said ;
¢ Blesaed aro the dead. that dio in tho Lord,’ it
may well ho added, with exceptional foree, *for
sho rests from her labours, and her works do
follow her.'”

This was tho tostimony borno by one who
had known her long. But lot us go back to her
carly life. Wo are told, in a Memoir by the
Rev. Alexander Mills (Stovenson, Edinburgh),
who was superintendent of tho Edinburgh Cit
Mission from 1856 to tho closo of 1869, that
when Jessio Veitch was & sorvant she moro
than once declined, or gave up what was thought
a good situation, and accepted a less lucrative
one, that sho might have more time for the
spiritual and beneficent work to which she devoted
herself. This time she spent in visiting the
poor; and in many a humble home, after a few
kind words and showing friendly interest in the
family, she left some tract or book illustratin
the Saviour's sympathy and love. Mr. Mills also
tells how she was appreciated by the families in
which she lived, to whose interests she was not
less devoted than to the work for her greater
Master. In fact she gave proof of her faith by
diligent attention to every duty of her calling.
In one household where she served, her employer,
in reluctantly parting with her, from change of
his establishment, handed to her an envelope after
paying her wages. She thought at first it was a
one pound note, but, on opening the envelope,
discovered a cheque for twenty pounds. Almost
the whole of this sum she gave to the Jewish
mission, in which she took deepest interest. This
incident, coming to the knowledge of the directors
of the Edinburgh City Mission, led to her appoint-
ment as one of their missionaries, and enabled her
to dedicate her whole time to active service for
Christ.

The district assigned to her on entering the
work of the mission was a part of the Canongate,
having Campbell’s Close for its centre. Those
who know modern Edinburgh well understand
what a wretched field, outwardly, this was. To
a small mission-room, destitute women and girls
and children were invited, and during the long
period that she there laboured, many were
brought under her influence. ~ All the well-known
appliances of work among the destitute and the
depraved were carried on with perseverance and
kindness, and faith: mothers’ meetings, sewing
classes, day and Sunday schools: visiting the
sick, comforting the sorrowing, helping the
poverty-stricken, and spreading the glad tidings
of salvation and peace, was her unceasing worlk
Many o dark home was brightened by her pre-
sence, and cheered by her voice. Bhe made the
dingy walls to be cleaned and whitewashed, and
adorned with texts and pictures. The children
loved her, for she brought them dolls and toys
and picture-hoolks, and took them happy exour-
sions to the Queen’s Park and Arthur's Seut. in
smnmer, or in winter gave them tea parties,
enlivened hy Bible stories, or by hymn-singing,
in which many became proficient, It would Do
hard 1o name the variety of works of mercy for
which she found time, in servants' homos, and

reformatories, and refugea for fallen women. TIn
the Infirmary her visits were ever welcome. All
this is told in the Memoir to which we have re-
ferred, and with what results the day will declare.

Tho same lubonr and rewards are common to
the great army of workers, district visitors, home
missionarics, Bible women, and others, who are
ongaged in the good warfare against sin, and it
congequences, throughont the world. Bt it was
a8 tho friend of the soldier, and of the soldiers’
wife and children, that Miss Jessie Veitch—
“ Mother Veitch,” as she came to be called, was
hest known, It was soon after her appointment
a8 a missionary in the “ old town ” of Edinburgh,
that she was asked by the daughter of a deceased
officer to pay occasional visits, during her own
temporary ahsence, to the soldiers’ families in the
Castle. These visits soon became so popular
with the men, as well as with the women and
children, that the chaplain and officers requested
her to continue them after the lady returned to
town. Before long, similar visits were solicited
for the cavalry in Piershill barracks and the
artillery in Leith Fort, a high tribute at once to
the usefulness of her services, and her discretion
in observing the regulations and the wishes of
the officers in command. Boit came to be thatshe
was allowed, as an “assistant chaplain,” or lay-
helper, to make these duties a part of her missionary
work, with the approval of the board of directors.
Bhe herself became deeply interested in the
welfare of the soldiers and those dependent on
them. To the Scottish regiments at Edivburgh,
she was as devoted a friend as Miss Robinson, on
a larger scale, has been to the soldiers at Ports-
mouth. She had a happy way of gaining their
attention, and winning the respect generally
paid to loving, disinterested kindness. Many a
young soldier was reminded of truths tanght in
early days in his home; tender memories were
revived; and sometimes the rougher and more
thoughtless were brought by the judicious
visitor under the influence of steady Christian
comrades. She knew gradually, by observing
individual character, how to speak * words in
season,” or to offer the sort of reading suited for
each. (Good temperance stories or tracts she
plentifully supplied, and many she persuaded to
become total abstainers, as the shortest and surest
way to resist the strong temptations by which
they were beset.

As successive regiments occupied the barracks,
she became personally acquainted with a large
number of non-commissioned officers and men;
and she never forgot those in whom she was
interested. Letters, and booklets, and friendly
remembrances, followed them wherever they went
in after years. She must have kept a record of
names and addresses, to enable her to attend to so
many details, amidst her pressure of daily work.

The letters that came after her death showed
the wide influence she had possessed. Here is
part of the letter of a soldier’s wife: * When she
visited me, she was always ready with sympathy
in domestio trials, and had alsv a kind word for
the bairns. She never lost an opportunity of
speaking to them of the love of Jesus, of the joy
of coming to Him while young, and of working
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for Him. She seomed to remember everyone's
birthday ; and her littlo books and cards were so
appropriate. . . . In winter she would bring
woollon euffs, scarfs, and jackets for the little
ones. Nor wore the mothers forgotten. She
was over ready with a warm wrap of some
kind to add to their comfort. She must have
practised great self-denial to be so lavish with
gifts to hor friends. Her great humility often
put mo to shame. She was always about her
Master’s business, but found time for sympathy
with every one she met who needod it. And
she was equally faithful in giving reproof; but
she did this with so much tact and tenderness
that the culprit could not but feel that she was
a true friend.”

Many anecdotes might be given to illustrate
the variety of her good works, and her acts of
kindness, When the troops were going to South
Africa, to remote stations, where writing materials
could hardly be expected to be purchased, she
sent packets of note paper and envelopes for their
use. On one occasion a friend met her at the
Post Office franking a large parcel to Cairo. One
of the soldiers, an amateur artist, had said in a
letter that he saw many things he would like to
have sketched, from their historical or Biblical
interest. So she went to an artist’s colourman,
and bought the contents of the parcel she was
now posting. A few weeks after a grateful
letter was received, expressing the great delight
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which the thoughtful gift had afforded. For her
gifts of clothes, und for the expenses of tho tea-
parties, and entertainments given at special times,
us whon one regiment was leaving and another
coming to take its place, help was given by ladies,
who cnabled the good missionary to do what she
could not have done unaided; and the speeches
and music from willing visitors made many a
pleasant evening. Someo of these ladies counted
it n privilego to accompany Miss Veitch in her
visits to the afflicted and sorrowful ; and a good
training it was for them in works of practical
religion, She was in the habit of going to meet
soldiers and their wives on their arrival at
Ldinburgh by train, or at Leith by packet after
o deck passage, and comforted them with hot
coffee and buns, and cheery words of {welcome.
In fact it was on an errand of this kind that she
got the illness which ended her life. She had
heard of a young Scotch corporal of the Royal
Horse Artillery, a recent convert, coming from
Woolwich, who had to pass the Caledonian
Station towards the north on furlough. Itwasa
night in February, and Jessie was there very early
in the morning with her hot coffee. The train
was detained, and she caught a cold in the tedious
waiting that bleak morning from which she did
not.recover. As her biographer says, “ Truly
might her epitaph be, ‘*She lived and died for
the British soldier’” May her name be honoared,
and her work be long remembered !

«TO LIVE IS CHRIST.”*

“To me to live is Christ, to die is guin.”—Philippians i. 21.

UCH was Paul’s experience ; such was Paul’s
hope. The two are closely connected; the
one involves the other. Only to him to

whom tolive is Christ, can death be gain. Happy
are we, brethren, if the words of the great
Apostle find a responsive echo in our hearts.

“« To live is Christ.”—Think what the words
imply. Christ is my life, and I live Chuist.
This St. Paul knew had been his case from the
day of his memorable conversion. * When,” he
says, ““it pleased God to reveal His Soninme. . .
I live; yet no longer I, but Christ liveth in me.
The life which I now life in the flesh I live in
{aith—tho faith which is in the Son of God, who
loved me, and gave Himself up for me.”

St. Paul had realized the truth of the words of
the Lord: “I am the Bread of Life. . . This is
the bread which cometh down from heaven : that
a man may eat thereof and not die. . . He that
belioveth, hath everlasting life. . « I am the
resurrection and the life,” saith the Lord, *he
that believeth in Me, though he were dead, yeot
shall he live: and hoe that liveth and believeth in
Me shall never die.”

To me to live is Christ. It menns: I know
whom I have believed ; Christ is mine, and 1 am

Christ’s; Christ is the Divine Son who gave
Himself up for me, and shed for me His precious
blood. Greater love hath no man than this, that
a man lay down his life for his friends; and
when we were enemies Christ died for us. Love
so wonderful has drawn out my love to Him, and
His promise is fulfilled : if a man love Me, he will
keep My words: and My Father will love him,
and we will come unto him, and make our abode
with him., Christ in me is the hope of glory;
and so to me death is gain.

We have met here to-day with sorrowing
hearts; this church is filled with mourners; one
who had been dear to us has been taken away
in the midst of his years and his work; but we
sorrow not at those who have no hope. For we
thank God we can say with all confidence of our
doparted friend: *to him to live was Christ.”
Taith in Chruist, love to Christ, was the spring of
all his inner life—the root of all those qualities—
all that zcal—all the force and all the tender-
noss, whioh drew forth the love and kindled the

! Sermon by the Rev. L. Borrett White, v.p., at the
sorvioe Liold in St. Saviour's, Fitzroy Square, on occusion of
the funeral of Mr. Menry G. Pinn, of tho Religious I'ract
Sooiety.
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zoal of othors, and which make un feel his loss so
much to-dny.

- Peace,” eaid Jesus to His disciples, 1 leave
with you, My peaco I give unto you: not as the
world giveth, givo I unto you.” That he had
that peaco wus the comfort of our friond on his
dying bed. It was no vain delusion ; for all who
know him well knew that to him to live was
C_hrist. And 8o, to him, death is gain; gain, not
simply because the world's sorrows, pain and
weakness have for him ceased for ever. Itisgain
tot simply as regards the past, but as regards the
oternal future. e has gone to be with Christ,
How much hindered his life in Christ while he
was here! How imperfect his communion with
his Lurd! How many short-comings he had to
acknowledge; how many imperfeotions to deplore !
All this has passed away too. His portion now
is rest; rest unbroken in the Lord—not the rest
of perpetual sleop and dark forgetfuluess, in the
prospeot of which some unbelievers profess to find
their comfort, but the rest of him who is safe
in the arms of Jesus: whom temptation vexeth
uot, sin defiles not; whose remewed spirit is for
ever with the Lord, triumphant in Christ over
ovil, perfected in holiness.

This is the blessed hope of everlasting life which
takes away tho sting from death and lightens
the darkness of the grave. The circumstances
attending the Christian believer's departure can-
not but be painful; there is the pain and the
weakness, the grievous partings; earthly expecta-
tions disappointed; earthly ties sundered; but
there is comfort amidst all. To him to whom
life has been Christ, death is gain. *OQur light
affliction, whioh is but for a moment, worketh
for us a far more exceeding and eternal weight of

glory.”

But (II.) when the Apostle said, To me to live is
Christ—his words imply not only that Christ
was his life, but that he lived Christ. That is
Christ’s life, which way the source and support of
his renewed nature, was outwardly manifest in
the character of his daily walk and conversation.
It was his constant endeavour to make Christ’s
life the model of his own, and he did not hesitate
to say to others: *Be ye followers of me, as I am
of Christ.” When we read the Apostle’s catalogue
of the fruits of the Spirit—the Spirit whereby
Christ dwells in the believer's heart—* Love, joy,
peuce, longsuffering, kindness, goodness, faith-
fulness, meekness, temperance,” does he not seem
to be telling us about Christ's life? When he
gives to the Corinthions his matchless description
of the nature and effects of Christian love, does
he not seem to bo describing to us the oharacter
of Christ ?

Nor is it possible to study St. Paul's character,
as it is incidentally revealed to us in his life and
writings, without sceing that there was in him
the mind which was in Christ Jesus, and that,
though no doubt at n great distance, he followod
in His steps. In the faithful discharge of overy
duty; in his yearning for his brethren’s good;
in ﬁ'is desire to give to every mau Lis due; in
his firmmcess and boldness in robuking wrong; 1n
Lis tender pleading with those Lo sought to euve;
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in his forgetfulness of self, and in his burning
desire to extend his Master's kingdom—we re-
cognise the comsistent follower of Jesus, and
acknowledge how true it was, in the most practi-
onl sense, that to him to live was Christ.

1f o man bave not the Spirit of Christ, he is
none of His, and no one who does not in this life,
bring forth the fruits of the Spirit, can Lruly say,
“ to 1ne to live is Cbrist.”

“] nm the vine, ye are the branches. . , . abide
in Me, and I in you. Asthe branch cannot bear
fruit of itself, cxcept it abide in the vine; no
neither can ye, excopt ye abide in Me. I am the
vine, ye are the branches: He that abideth in
Me, and 1 in him, the same beareth much fruit,
for apart from Me ye can do nothing.”

The words spoken by the Lord to the little
company in the upper room at Jerusalem, on the
night on which He was betrayed, have remained
to be the heritage of His disciples everywhere;
wherever twoor three are assembled in His name,
by faith they hear His voice; and to many a
lonely one, to many a sick and dying ome, they
have sounded though all the ages since: words
8o humbling, so helpful, so cheering ; hambling—
because they remind the believer of his own
helplessness apart from Christ ; helpful—because
they direct him to the Source of strength—
“ Abide in Me.” Cheering—because they are
accompanied by the promise and assurance of
success—* The same, beareth much fruit.”

These words comforted our friend on his dying
bed, but they were old familiar words to him;
the losson they tanght, had not then to be learnt
asa new one; abiding in Christ, he had been able,
by His grace, to bring forth much fruit, and the
outward tenor of his life had shown that to Him
g) live was Christ, becanse he strove to be like

hrist.

As one who has been closely associated with
bim in work for the last fifteen years, I am
able to testify from my own experience—which
the experience of otbers in the Religious Tract
Society’s service, who have known him longer than
I have, will abundantly confirm—that he showed
all good fidelity to his employers by a consistent
discharge of every duty, and a conscientious and
scrupulous attention to every detail of his work.
To all those who worked with him, he was con-
siderate, helpful and kind. Yet his kindoess
was not accompanied with weakness; he firmly
set his face against all he felt to be wrong, and
unworthy of the cause to which his life was
devoted, and was anxious that all should attain
to the high standard he aimed at himsell. And
he was what he was because he knew that the
sorvant of the Lord Jesus should be diligent,
faithful, punetual, hearty in all his earthly
work, doing it as to the Lord and not to men.

And so the confidence re in him by the
committec: the support which the secretaries
fult thoy could always 1ely upon from his counsel,
and influence, and co-operation: the loviug re-
gard in which he was held by all associated
with him in work: the presence of so many
sorrowing hearts from Paterncster Row, to-day,
bear wiiness, not simply to the fuct that he was
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for its legitimnte wse. Ho would avoid knocking down
somebody’s books every time he moved, and he would walk
in the school ranks {o tho children’s scrvice, like a well-
Dehaved Xinglish boy, and not like n wild Indian, which 1
am obliged to confess he very frequently did.

Even ot this timo Jounes had guite a littlo history of his
own.

He hind enrly lost both parents who lived and died in
London, and he would soon have drifted into the great army
of waifs and strays, had not one of our eplendid resening
socictics laid its far-rcaching hand upon him, and sent him
down, a mere mite, to board with some respectable fisher-
people in Holkstone,

They loved him, with all his heedless ways ; and fed him,
schooled him, and clothed him, as though he had been their
own son; recoiving & small sum weekly from the society
for his expenses.

His foster-mother, Mrs. Baker, was a remarkably nioce
woman, and I often used to go and sce her, and have o chat
about her little charge.

Somectimes she was full of hope; sometimes just the
reverse. He was & child you could never be sure of for
five minutes togethor.

He attended my class very regularly for some years, and
at the end of thet time, I think I really had succeeded in
teaching him three or four texts, that he would never forget.
Oune of his especial favourites was: “ Whatsoever thy hand
findeth to do, do it with thy might,” but I fear when he put
it into practice, his “might,” was not always directed
esactly as one would wish.

When he was about eleven years old, to his great delight,
hie was admitted into the choir. I had e trying timo with
bim the Sunday I first heard the great and all-engrossing
news. His quicksilver temperament evinced even a greater
antipathy to quiet than usual, and it was a lorlorn hope to
attempt to fix his attention on the lesson from the gospel
for the day. I was quiokly made the recipient of his con-
fidence; and Lis brown eyes fairly blazed with excitement,
as he poured forth the account of his success with the
organist in one unceasing rattle, unadorned by any stops,
and ending with a little burst of affectionate superiority.

« Don’t you wish you was joining too, teacher?”

So it was all settled, and he was to enter as a probationer
for three months. His final installation, like that of the
other boys who aspired to wearing the white, depended on his
behaviour both in and out of church during the first quarter.

I watched him anxiously whenever I went te five o’clock
evensong, and it was a pleasant sight to me tosee him
gitling among the choir-boys in Lis little white surplice, and
to get & bright smile from him ag he pasted me on his way
to the stalls.

He tried hard to be such & good boy for some time, but,
alas | he had no stability.

A day came when he got imlo sad trouble. It was the
old, old story from Eve downwards. How is it that apples
secem particularly destined to lead us into temptation ?

They were Alfred Jones’ undoing, as they have been the
undoing of many eone since our first mother. He wandered
literally from the right path on lis way to school that
Dbright summer's afternoon, and though Lo thought he had
got off scothless with hie ill-gotten booty, his evil deed
reached his school-master’s eara.

« Alfred Jones, leave the school, nnd never come back.
Wo do not want & thief hore,” said the stern voioe of M.
Wilson, tle hend-master, as our hero slipped in o liltle

lale, and was tuking bis seat more quietly than usual.

A dead silence followed theso terrible words. Even the
busy hum of two hundred boys wos hushed iill you could
bear o pin drop!  Jones turned red and white.

Bchool discipline was sirong, evon in thut turbulent ppirit,

and he did not attempt to question or excuse himself. It
secmed to his guilty ears like the accusing voice of an
angel. Ho could not possibly eonceive that in such an
incredibly short time, any human agent had put Mr. Wilson
in possession of the fact of his having broken into a private
garden, and slolon some of the rich ripe fruit which was
cven now bulging out of his pookets. Hot tears of fear and
shame sprang to his eyes. Something in his throat seemed
to choke him, and his heart thumped so Joud that he
thought every one must have heard it, as he marched down
the long school-room, snatched his old cap from the peg,
and reached the door, amid the unnatural nnd awful silence
of his school-mates. Then he turned and fled.

A thiel! o thief| Was he really a thief? The dreadful
words seemed to burn themsclves into his brain! Where
should he go? What should ho do? Ran away, ah, yes!
but where? He had alwaya heard of people in troulle going
to London. He would go there too. It did not matter to
him in his present statc of mind that London was nearly
sixty miles off, and that he did not even know which road
to tako. Terrified, disgraced, and afraid to go home and
tell his “ mother,” as he always called Mrs. Baker, Jones
toolt the coward’s course and fled. Over the chalk-hiils,
across sweet-smelling fields, down through the hazel-copse,
where the nuts were beginning to turn brown, past cusy
little cottages, where happier children than he were sitting
playing in the sup, miles and wiles into the country, never
stopping to take breath, or to clirnge his mind. Bees were
humming, birds singing, poppics glowing in the san; *“all
things bright and beautiful,” as the children’s hymn says,
were around him. In the distance the sea lay smiling, at
his feet, the golden corn, but he was far too miserable to see
anything, as he hurried along with sin upon him, and
shame behind him. Even a bluckbird’s nest in the hedge
was passed unheeded by.

Tho summer’s day wore into night, and still found the
frightened boy on the road, not knowing where he was, or
where he was going; caring only to get far @way from the
town, where he feared he would be seized by the police, and
sent to prison, and ashamed to go back and confess his sin
to his foster-parents, and ask them 1o protect him, forgetting
in his own absorbing terror, the fear and anxiety he was
bringing on those who loved him by thus running away
from home.

Ob, boys and girls, if you would only think more of father
and mother, and less of self, how much misery and trouble
might be spared in this sad world !

Talks to the Bops.

OUE BODIES.

¢ Chuist shall bo magnified in my budy, whether it be by life, or
Dy doath.”—Phil. L 20,

ACK HARBERD worked at a very large printing-oftice,
wlere there were long rooms with many printing
maochines ull down both sides in rows. Up in the

ceiling was o long steel tod, or shalt, with wpeels,. called
riggors upon it, always going round —something hkc.a the
machinery at the hairdresser’s but of courso much bigger
and stronger. From this stcel rod there came & leather
band down to each of the printing machives, and when tho
band was slipped on to & cerlain wheel of a machiuo it set
it going, s0 thut it began to print. The rod and wheels
were kept in motion by powerful engines down in the bases
mout of the oflice,
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Each prinling mnchine had a man to atiend to it, to
clenn it, ink it, supply it with paper, and put in the frames
ot typo, and one duy, just in the very busiest {ime, one of
the men was taken ill and had {o leave off work. It was
very tircsome, no one could be found to take his place,
every ono was so busy. 8o the foreman sent for Harberd
and said, “ Look here, my boy, I'm going lo give you the
chorge of this machine. I think you’re n steady, careful
lad, and we'll see what you con do. Remember theso
mnchines are very valualle, they cost o lot of money; you
must keep it in perfect working order, not a nut lnose
anywhere, or else, when you slip the band and set it going,
there will probably be o smash.”

Wasn't Jack delighted! Didn't he feel proud! First of
all he set to work to examine every part for himself and sco
it was all right. A printing machine has o great many
different parts that must be looked to. There arc the rollers
that ink the type overy time it comes sliding baclk; therc is
the great slab on which the ink is put, and on which it
must continually be evenly distributed, and just the proper
thickness; there are the little clips to grip the paper and
hold it while it is printed; and the long arms which seize it
and neatly place it on ome side when it is done. Every
wheel and roller and crank must be properly oiled to make
it run easily, and yet there mustn’t be a single spot of oil
dropped about to soil the clean white paper. The frame of
type must be evenly placed, or else the printing will all be
crooked and will not fit the paper; and all the litile
handles and nuts must be carefully looked to, Lowever
little use they seem, for very often one thing wrong will
gpoil the whole printing.

Last of all the hondle is pulled which slips on the
leather band, and then ¢ clackety-bang, clackety-bang,” the
work has begun, and Jack is busy “feeding” the sheets
into the proper place to be printed off, one after another,
ready to be dried, pressed, cut and folded.

Do you know you have got charge of a wonderful
machine! Mwuch more wonderful than any printing
machine, and much more delicate. Every part of it is of
great use, end very valuable. No amount of money could
buy another if you spoilt it, and if is not your own—you
are only the boy that is put in charge of it to use it. Can
you guess what it is I mean? Your body.

Yes, though you may be quite a little boy perhaps, God
has given you, to take carc of and to use for Him, one of
the most wonderful and beautiful things He ever made,
and it is your own body. It belongs to Him, for “He
hath made us, and we are His.” DBut He has lent it to
you, and He says you are to be very very careful with it, to
keep it very clean and pure, never to do anything wrong
with ony part of it, but let hands and feet and voice and
head be all working for Jesus.

Jack Harberd was only sllowed to manago the printing
machine for a little time, while the man was away ill;
but you bave got to manage your body oll the rest of your
life. You can make it work or let it be idle, just which-
ever you please; you can keep it in order, and make it do
whatever you want it to, by elipping on God’s great strong
band of Love, which i8 slways moving and sets it going at
once ; or you can let it all get out of order, so that it works
badly, and won't do what you want it to, but makes ugly
marks, crooked lines, and dirty spots on the clean new days
18 they keep on comiug one after the other.

Jacl Harberd was only allowed to print just the werds
into which his typo wne set, though of conrso auy printing
mocbine can print bad words and wicked books just es
much 08 good ones. It will print whatever words the
printer puts into it, in blue ink or black or ved, just ns he
wishes. And just so you can do anything you like with
your body—your lips will say just whatover you toll them to,

TALKS TO THE BOYS.

perhaps sing bheautiful hymna on Sunday, or say horrid
wicked words on Monday ; your face may be bright, cheer-
ful, Joving, or scowling, sullen, angry, just a8 you make it;
your heart may be fuoll of holy thoughts, or it may be
spiteful, deccitful, filthy ; your hands, your feet, yonr eyes,
your ears, may be all helping to do good deeds, to read
good books, o hear guod words, or they may all be working
for Batan—just a8 you let them. It depends upon you.

Now what are you doing every day with this wonderful
body that God hos lent you? Using it for Satan? Oh,
I would rather see it smashed up altogether and killed
than used for evil. (8. Matt. xviii. 8,9.) Do you want to
use it for God? Listen then—Jesus had a body just like
yours; seo how He uscd His, and that will show you what
to do with yours. Waast't it always for gentle deeds, kind
words, and holy thought?

Conseccrate your body to the service of God.

SYDNEY MILLEDGE.

QUESTIONS ON THE LIVES OF THE APOSTLES.
ST. PAUL.—IL

1. In what public transaction do we first find Panl
taking part?

2. What was the part that he took?

3. It is possible that Le was among those who disputed
with Stephen. Show this.

4. In what way did he follow up the death of Stephen?;

5. To what city und with what aunthority did he go
afterwords?
. 6. Find three somewhat different accounts of what
appeared to him on his way.

7. Where did he stay in Damascus ?

8. How was he relieved from his blindness ?

9. What description is given of him at this time ?

10. How did the Jews in Damascus behave to him
afterwards?

11. How did he escape from them ?

12. Who was Aretos ?

13. In Acts ix. 19, “ certain days” are mentioned. Show
that this was probably three years, and describe how the
period was filled up.

14. What kind office did Barnabas perform for hLim,
and how does it agree with the meaning of his name?

ANSWER TO SCRIPTURE ELLIPSIS EXERCISE.
No. 1,—p. 80.

To obey is better than sacrifice, and to hearken than the
fat of rams.—1 Sam. xv. 22.

KEY TO THE LIVES OF THE APOSTLES.
ST, PAUL.—L—p. 112

(1.) Aots xxii. 8; (2.) xxi. 39; (3.) xxil. 28; (+.) xvi. 87,
xxii. 25; xxv. 11; (5.) xxi. 87; xxii. 2; (6.) xvii. 28;
Tilus i. 12; (7.) Acts xviii. 2, 3; (8) xx. 3+; 1 Thess. ii.9;
(9.) Acts xxvi, 5; Phil. iii. ¢; (10.) Aots xxii. 3; (11)
Gial. 1. 14; (12) Acts vii. 58 ; Phil. iii. 5; 1 Sam. ix. 1, 2.





