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the innermost thoughts of Tom’s heart—thoughts
of which he was hardly bimself awaro, till ho was
startled by hearing them reproduced by his host
in fresh and beautifully appropriate words. 1is
mind scemed to expand, aund his soul to drink in
great draughts of refreshing cvery hLour of the
day. Time flew by as if on wings, and it wasg
with a start of surprisc that the young man
discovered that he had been two whole weoks
beneath the shelter of this hospitable roof.

“You have been very kind to me, sir,” he said,
when this thought recalled him to tho recollection
of his own duties, “ but I must not tarry longer.
The winter is well nigh upon us; and I must be
up and doing.. There is work enough and to
spare.” .

“Your time has not been wasted, my young
friend, the body needs rest and the mind likewise,
and you are only just fit for the saddle again.
But tell me now—what do you purpose to do
these next inclement months? See, the tops of
the hills are already white with snow. In a few
more weeks we may look to be more or less
weather-bound in our lonely moorland homes.
You cannot continue your roving life then. What
will you do when the winter comes? ”

“1 had not thought of changing my ways,”
answered Tom. “Other men have travelled
summer and winter—and why not I?”

“ Your enemy the rheumatism will soon answer
that question for you, my friend, if you persist in
tempting him back,” answered Master Annesley,
smiling, “ whatever other men may be able to do
—whatever youyourself mayfind yourself able to
accomplish in years to come, when you may have
got the better of that bad illness which nearly cost
you your life two years ago, it is very plain that
for this winter at least you must exercise care and
prudence. If you take the advice of an old man

you will just go home and rest quietly there till -

the spring comes and you can travel about once
more.”

But Tom shook his head and looked troubled.

«I cannot go back to Sax—I dare not,” he
answered in low tonmes, “ I did so before—and I
fell back into sin. It might be so again. I dare
not trust myself.”

“ Good : in that will lie your great safeguard.
Perhaps the last time you did trust yourself and
your ‘new religion’ to keep you from all temp-
tation.”

“1 believe I did,” answered Tom, humbly
enough. “I can see mow how many mistakes I
made, and how self-righteous I was. But, apart
from that, I do not wish to go to Sax. There is
no work for me to do there. Mr. Wesley himself
in passing through would not preach to the
people. He told them that there was no message
he had for them which they could not and did not
hear from their own clergyman. It is to tho lost
sheep we are sent—to the sheep who have no
shephord. I must do my Master’s worle—and it
does not seem to me that He has anything for me
to do in Sax.”

Master Annesley smiled as hie answered :

“Well, well, my dear Iad, T nover myself found
the place where the Lord's work might not bo
done; but each man must judge for himsell. At
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least, the world is wide, and in large cities there
are always perishing souls to be found by
hundreds, ay, and thousands. Go, then, to somo
great town for these winter months—go to York,
since you have friends there, and whilst you are
trying to save the souls of the ignorant multitude,
you can take such reasonable care of your own
body as prudence and common-sense demand.”

But Tom’s face was still troubled and per-
plexed.

“T .cannot bear towns,” he said, “T have been
in them before—and there is always the same
thing everywhere.”

“ What thing ?”

“ Contention and strife and disputing,” cried
Tom, speaking quickly and vehemently, *“ and it
makes my heart sick to hear it,” and forthwith he
poured into sympathetic ears the story of his
own troubles with regard to the irreconcilable
split in his own party, together with his hatred
of controversial strife, and his misgivings that
there were discrepancies to be found in the
Scriptures.

Master Annesley listened with his thoughtful
smile, and then he said to Tom :

“My dear lad, the same Holy Spirit dictated
tbe whole of that sacred Book, and though I have
studied it closely these many years, I have never
felt any misgivings such as trouble you. Take
yon Bible in your hands and let us for a moment
discuss these troublous passages, and see if we
cannot find some way of reconciling them one
with another.”

. Tom eagerly took the sacred Book and opened
to a certaiu place. Master Annesley looked over
his shoulder and smiled as he saw the words:
 Ah, that passage from St. Jude : ‘Men crept
in unawares, who were before of old ordained to
this condemnation.’ If, my young friend, you
had asked Mr. Wesley the true meaning of those
words, he, as a scholar of the original tongue,
would have told you—what any scholar will tell
you—namely, that the real significance of the
passage in the original is that there had been
words of prophecy spoken of old, that such men
as these should trouble the church in the later
days. That God has ever foreordained any man to
eternal damnation is a thought adverse to the
whole of the Biblical teaching from the very
beginning of its history.” .

Tom was eagerly turning the leaves of his
Bible, and pointed out the much-disputed passage
in the Epistle to the Romans at which Master
Annesley did not even need to look., The swile
dcopened on his face. He quietly recited the
following words, very slowly and impressively :
«¢Tor whom He did foreknow, He also did pre-
dostinate,’— predestinate to what?>—let us see:
and observe, my young friend, that the words go
straight on without any stop, and read thus: ¢He
also did prodestinato to be conformed to the
imagoe of His Son, that He might be the firstborn
among many brethren.” Now, Tom Heron, if you
quietly and seriously study those words, I think
you will soe “that whatevor else the election of
Gtod may mean, it means this above all clse—to
bo conformed to the image of God’s Son—to be
Christlike in word and in deed. e must strive
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in all things to be liko Iim, not asking, *Am I
clected ?’ but, *Am I striving to be conformed to
the image of the Son of God?’"

Tom’s eyes were fixod earnostly on the spealker :
and Master Annesley continued with a thought-
ful smile:

“And we must not ask this sclfishly—we must
think not alone of the salvation of our own souls;
but of acting as God’s firstborn to our brethren
around,”

“ How ?” asked Tom almost under his breath.

The clergyman smiled slightly :

*“Al, Tom Heron, I am not sure that I can
answer that question, for God acts in His own
way, and we do not always know what that way
is; but of ome thing we may be very sure,
namely, that of us Christian people—baptised
into the life, the death, and the resurreciion of
Christ—some work will here or hereafter be
demanded. The doctrine of election, as it seems
to me, after careful study of the Scriptures,
carries with it always this idea—that some are
called or chosen for the blessing of others. We
see this principle running throughout God’s
dealings with man from the very creation. Seth
and his descendants were chosen above sinful
Cain’s (though he and not his sons had sinned)
yet Cain’s descendants were to be blessed
through the Promised Seed. Abraham was
called of God, not for himself alone, but that in
him all the nations of the earth should be
blessed. The Jews were a chosen people sct to
be a light to the nations around (had they but

lived up to their high calling) and through

them came the Messiah into the world—the Light
—to lighten the Gentiles. Like a golden thread
running through Holy Writ is this thought—
that God calls out some for the blessing of the
rest—that He elects, as it were, His firstborn;
but looks to them to emlighten and bless their
brethren. It is for us Christians 10 ask: *Are
we doing our part in this God-given work? We
are called after the name of Christ; are we con-
forming ourselves to His image ?—not merely to
obtain our own salvation, but to strive to be a
blessing to our brethren?’”

Tom’s face was gravely bright.

«T think I follow you there; sir; but what of
the elect and their falling away?—can they fall
away ?”

Master Annesley made a gesture that arrested
Tom’s farther words.

“ With that, my friend, we have nothing to do.
Who are ye to judge another man’s servants?
to their own master they stand or fall. IHow
much more true is this of the servants of God?
He alone is Judge. St. Peter bids us make our
calling and clection sure; and for myself I can
only sece one meaning to that injunction, which
is that we stand or fall—live or die—according
as we accept the great Atonoment and conform
ourselves to the image of the Son of God. But,
my dear young friend, avoid controversy wherever
it is possible. Try to see in all men brothers
and fellow-workers in the vineyard of the Lord.
Be sure of your own ground; when questions
savouring of doubt arise, seek out godly men who
may help to cxplain away the difficulty aud

enable you, if the occasion arise, to help men in
like difficulties; but do not rush eagerly into
controversy and strife. Remember that men are
almost never convinced against their will by
argument—least of all in matters of religion.
Do not be afraid to go amongst your brethren,
but avoid contention as far as i1t may be possible.”

The end of all this was that November saw
Tom back in the city of York, occupying a
humble lodging in the house of Brother Holds-
worthy, and labouring heart and soul amongst
the poor and ignorant and degraded population
within the walls, and finding that he- possessed
powers both of preaching and exhortation above
any that he had asked or hoped. )

York wus of course a military town, and there
came in due course a request from some of the
soldiers that Tom Heron might come and address
them at a certain place at a certain time. The
officers were in the main averse to Methodist
influence in the ranks: but the present Colonel
was & man of high principle and wide toleration.
He bad condemned the opposition made by the
younger officers and had said that he would
permit a preaching to be given in the barrack
yard at a certain time on Sunday afternoon.

Tom was very willing to respond to the
invitation received. He had got over his first
shyness at preaching. His natural gift of rude
eloquence had been developed and trained, and
practice had given him confidence. He was
especially successful in addressing himself to-
men, and the rougher his audience the more-
successful he often proved. Soldiers were for the
most part rude enough and ignorant enough. He
had seen enough of their ways during the past
weeks' residence in the town to be well aware of
that. The swearing, the drinking, the im-
morality amongst them was fearful to witness.
Tom, who always thought carefully over any
address before he delivered it, had no intention of
sparing his listeners. It was not the fashion of
his teachers to mince matters—the hideousness of
sin and the terrible retribution which it called
down upon its devotees was a favourite theme
with the Methodist preacher, and Tom re-
membered too well the Dblackness of his own
degradation to attempt to palliate vice in any
form whatever.

His tall muscular figure, his handsome striking
face, now refined by thought and suffering, and
stamped with the unmistakable impress of lofty
purpose, his clear ringing voice, the flash of his
dark eyes, all helped to make his words doubly
impressive, whilst something of the unusual
history attaching to the man always gave an
additional interest to his words.

It was well known that Tom Heron had led a
life of wild and unbridled license in his youth.
o had not been ordinarily, but extraordinarily
wild and reckless, and he was never backward in
proclaiming the fact. It was useless for any one
to urge that he was too far gone in sin to be
saved. Tom would unfold to him the darker
pages of hisown history, and ask if his companion
could match them.

« If Christ can’t savo you, then you ave s)tronger
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than Christ,” ho wonld urge, “and if you are
stronger than Christ, then Christ is not God, and
we are all lost creaturcs together. If you don't
want to breal off your sins, if you don’t want to
bo asharer in His most precious Atonement, say
so straight out like a man. The devil is close by,
waiting to carry you away. But don’t delude
yourself by thiuking that you want to be saved,
that you want to have your sins washed away,
but that you are so wicked that Christ can’t or
won’t save you, because that only shows that in
your heart of hearts you don't trust Him, and
perhaps you don't even want to trust Him. It's
the work of the devil there at your elbow, making
you think you are kept away by a sense of un-
worthiness, when all the while he is luring you
farther and farther away from the Cross, which is
your only hope. I have been through it all. I
know what it is like. But with Christ there is
plenteous redemption. If He died for the sins of
the whole world, surely He is strong enough to
save you.”

So Tom spoke to-day amongst the soldiers who
pressed around him afterwards to ask his help
and tell of personal difficulties.

He had spent more than an hour in this way
and was about to leave the place, when he felt
himself taken by the arm, and turned round
quickly to find himself face to face with Jos
Dawson and Michael Portway, both dressed in
the garb of soldiers.

“Jos, Mike,” he cried, wringing them by the
hand, “ how did you come here? and in that guise
too?”

¢ We have been soldiers this past three months,”
answered Mike, “ and we were resolved to hear you
preach, Tom, and set the fellows on to ask; but
we wouldn’t let you see us till you had done.
Man, what a gift you have! I wish Mr. Latham
could have heard you. You know that he is
dead? Had you not heard? He died in Sep-
tember. And after that we could not bear Sax;
you had gone, and then he was taken, and so
we went for soldiers, and we are in Captain
Fortescue’s company, and are quartered here.
Folks say that the ministers in Lunnon are going
to have the army reduced, and perhaps we may
be sent home before very long. But it's good to
see thy face again, Tom Heron. Who would have
thought in old days that thee’d turn preacher?”

It wasa great delight to Tom to see the
familiar faces of his old friends, and to hear
all the news of Sax. Molly, he was told, was
growing up into quite a pretty maiden, 8o helpful
and handy that it was hard to believe she was
blind. She was still at Ernscliff, in some capacity,
waiting on Mrs. Mary it was believed. Tom could
hardly believe that the little one was nearly
sixteen, she had always been so small and stunted
and childlike. But years had sped by, and sho
had shot from childhood into maidenhood, and
Jos Dawson declared that his mother, who took a
deal of notice of her now, was fond of saying that
she was a handier lass and a quieter and bettor
behaved one than half the girls with eyes in their
heads. It was plain that Jos felt an honest liking
for Molly, and he spoke of her with pride and
satisfaction.
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Tom saw as much of his old comrades during
the next wecks as his duties would allow, and
as these latter had been under the influence of
religion for some time, and had serious views of
Iife and its responsibilities, there was much to
draw them together. They came to Tom for
advice and assistance in their difficulties and
temptations, and it was a keen pleasure to him to
learn that to him and his conversion, and the
impression it produced upon them both, these
men dated the beginning of a striving after better
things themselves. Tom had hitherto looked
back to his life in Sax as the most wretched and
unprofitable part of his existence, to find that it
had been of service to others, there was a source
of unspeakable joy to him.

Christmas had come and gone, the new year
had commenced when his friends once more sought
him out with faces full of consternation.

Jos and Mike were both about to return to
Sax. The fiat had gone forth that some com-
panies were to be disbanded. The country had
more soldiers than it required, and economy
demanded an abatement. The two recruits were
not altogether sorry to hear that they were to
return home. They had not found the life in
barracks as much to their liking as they had
hoped. Now that they had grown used to the
blank at home, Sax might be pleasant to them
again. The good time of the year was coming
round. Jos knew his parents would welcome
him back, and it was not on account of the
approaching separation from Tom that their faces
looked so full of dismay.

Hastily taking him apart into his own small
sleeping-chamber, they poured into his ears a tale
which sounded wild and improbable enough, but
which in those days of highway robbery and
lawlessness might prove too true, and it excited
Tom’s profound indignation.

Jos and Mike had learned the details of the
proposed plan from the body-servant of their
Captain. Young Fortescue, who had fallen into
debt, and was in desperate siraits for money, had
resolved that at all costs he would force himself
upon Mary Ernscliffe as a husband. He had
been wooing her for years, but not with real
ardour, as it was her money, not herself he really
cared for, and she had always received his
advances with such marked coldness that he had
never been able to come to the point. Now, how-
ever, his mind was made up, and as he knew that
his chance ‘were small if he wooed in the ordinary
way, he was resolved to try and win her by a
bold ruse, and if that failed to exercise a certain
amount of force.

It had come to his knowledge, through his
sister, that Mrs. Mary was forced to take a winter’s
journey to visit the property just over the Scotch
Dorder, which had passed into her hands a yecar
or two ago. Mrs. Ernscliff would of course not
be able to be with her, and she would only have
gervanis in attendance. The Captain’s plan was
to disguise a certain number of trusty fellows as
highway-men, to make them attack the carriage,
make prisoners of the servants, and carry them
and their lady to a small wayside cottage,
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deserted and empty, where they would believo
themselves in actual peril of their lives. Then
he, the Captain, would effect a rescue, apparcntly
at the peril of his life, and he reckoned that in
the gratitude of the moment the lady would
listen to his impassioned pleading, and surrender
herself to him, or if not that he could contrive 1o
accolpany her across the border, and force her
mnto one of the all-too-easy Scotch marriages,
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which were the terror of guardians, and the peril
of inaidens in those days.

Tom listened to the details of this plan in silence,
whilst the veins on his forehead swelled with the
old anger that was still ready to boil np within him.
At _the close of the story he was silent a moment,
and then between clenched teeth he said—

*It shall be my part to put a stop to this vile
plot; and you lads will help me to do it.”

—~—» 0

MR. SPURGEON’S PREACHING.

SOME CHARACTERISTICS,

MR. JOHN BRIGHT, in one of his letters,
has some striking remarks on the intel-
lectual strain caused by any conscientious
attempt to meet the demands of the modern pulpit.
Of the effort to prepare and deliver two (or three)
sermons weekly, he expressively says: “I wonder
how any man can stand it!” Yet spoken ser-
mons, we know, may be preached again; or
at least the same matter may he used in new
combinations. Publication involves a far more
gerious tax upon the powers; and the issue from
the press, during thirty-seven years, of 2242
finished sermons by one preacher printed weekly
is a fact likely to remain as unique as it is
wonderful. Nor is this all. Now that the

eloquent voice is silenced, we learn that from the -

same prolific source several hundred sermons yet
Temain unpublished, so that the weekly issue
may possibly continue without a break, up to
and beyond the close of the century. The dis-
courses, notwithstanding their enormous number,
are eagerly read; and, according to recent
estimate, nearly fifty millions of copies have been
circulated among English-speaking communities
throughout the world, while translations into
many languages raise the aggregate to some
millions more. These sermons, again, are but a
part of their author's literary activity; many
volumes, requiring much thought and researeh,
having proceeded from his teeming brain and
facile pen; while he has edited his monthly
magazine, with unflagging vivacity and vigour,
for twenty-seven years.

Had Mr. Spurgeon, like many men, simply
divided his time between his study and his pulpit,
the enumeration of marvels might here cease.
But, in fact, he has been one of the busiest men
of his generation, finding time, amongst other
matters, to superintend a collpge, almshouses, a
large orphanage; while, in widespread personal
relations, he has been notable for the readiness of
his sympathy, never forgetting a face, and enter-
ing into the concerns of innumerable associates
almost as if they were his own. When to all
this we add that the latter part of his life was
passed amid constantly-recurrent weakness and
suffering, wo shall have completed a picture of
consecrated service in the cause of God and man,
to which it would be difficult, since the days of
Richard Baxter, to find a parallol.

It is undoubtedly as a preacher that Mr.
Spurgeon will be best remembered. Whatever
else he attempted, in literature or public work,
the pulpit was the centre of his life; and the
*“ Metropolitan Tabernacle Pulpit” will remain
his most lasting memorial. Much in his preach-
ing could not be printed; and to readers who
can recollect Mr. Spurgeon, the pages will recall,
in a manner which none else will be able to
realize, the incomparable resonant voice, the clear
manly utterance, the *accent of conviction,” in
which the most unfriendly listener could detect
nothing professional or insincere; with the
gravely earnest, often half-humorous gaze of the
preacher upon his congregation, and the occa-
sional notes of an exquisite pathos, all the more
thrilling because the prevailing tone was that of
a dispassionate and homely seriousness. To re-
produce all this is beyond the art of typography.
Yet the essentials of the preacher’s power are
very traceable all through these thirty-seven
volumes.

When it is said that Mr. Spurgeon was an un-~
educated man, we may reply by enquiring in what
education consists. Certain it is that he was an
assiduous and careful reader, that a prodigious
memory enabled him to retain and to arrange his
stores of knowledge, that a rigorous self-discipline

“and careful disposition of his time enabled bim

to improve every opportunity of learning, and
that his technical and critical knowledge in his
own chosen studies qualified him to bold his own
even with accomplished scholars. *The Treasury
of David” was no work of uninstruoted genius:
and all through the sermons there are touches.
which show a familiarity with minutise of criti-
cism and interpretation. The preacher wisely
does not encumber his exposition with learning :
he gives results rather than processes; but these
results are the fruit of knowledge as well as of
intuition. Perhaps the best of all sermons are
thoso whioh are not laboriously written for the
occasion, but are the overflow of a full mind
in almost spontaneous utterance. I remember
once after hearing & marvellous sermon from
M. Spurgeon, preached on some emergency, that
the speaker naively remarked; “I had but twenty
minutes in which to prepare that sermon.”
“No,” I could mnot help replying, “you bave
boen preparing that sermon for tweuty years.”
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It would be a fatal result of Mr. Spurgeon’s
cavoor should it Iead youug men to supposo that
thoy can become instruotors of the age with no
apparatus save a knowledge of the English Bible,
with forvid piety, unquestioned orthodoxy, and
much assurance. They may rely upon it that
such was net the plan of their ecxemyplar.

Mr. Spurgeon’s language, accordingly, was
somcthing more than the sponiancous talk of an
Essex lad, Unconsciously or consciously, he had
studied the Dbest models, and had framed upon
them an almost unrivalled style of puro down-
right English speech. As wo read we are often
reminded of Bishop Latimer, often of Bunyan,
His sincerity of thought extends to his language.
Now and then there is a sudden splendour of
-diction, but this also is spontancous, unforced ;
and the relapse into homeliness is no strange con-
trast with a preceding effort. Occasionally the
speaker revels in beauty; but lLe checks himself;
his greataim is to be useful, and words are wasted
which do not directly aim at the conscience and
the heart.

Wit and humour abound, but in strict subordi-
nation to the ruling purpose. In the earlier
.stages of his ministry he was stigmatised, with
-strange misunderstanding, as a pulpit buffoon.
True, he startled many by his disregard of con-
ventionalities : but we live in freer times; and,
looking backward over those early sermouns, in
their boldest flights we discern chiefly the out-
bursts of a fine spirit, swift to observe analogies
and incongruities, and alive to the humorous
aspect of things by virtue of the insight which
appreciated their seriousness and pathos as well.

In such hands Scripture yielded new meanings,
and the very titles of the sermons are often a
study. Thus, “ The Echo ” indicates the faithful
man’s response to the Divine call: “ When Thou
saidst, Seek ye My face, my heart said, Thy face,
Lord, will I seek.” “ A Sacred Solo” describes
the Psalmist’s gladgoutburst: «“The Lord is my
strength and shield * my heart trusteth in Him
and I'am helped : therefore my heart greatly re-
joiceth, and with my song will I praise Him.”
“ Robinson Crusce’s Text” recalls the favourite
of our boyhood, in expounding the words “ Call
upon Me in the day of trouble: I will deliver
thee, and thou shalt glorify Me.,” < A Drama in
Five Acts” illustrates thoe text: * The fashion
of this world passeth away.” «I intend this
morning,” says the preacher, “to take you lo @
play. Strange thing for me to do, who have
never crossed the threshold of a theatre on any
occasion, good or bad!”

Passages of Scripture yield unsuspected stores
of useful teaching. The cloak that Paul left at
Troas with Carpus has lessons well nigh inex-
haustible. The self-sacrifice of Paul for the Lord’s
sake—shivering there at Rome in the cold! Ut-
terly forsaken: was there nobody to lend him a
cloak ? Independent of mind: he would neither
borrow nor heg one. Careless of appearances:
wanting only his old garment to keep him warm,
Le asks no more! Mighty lo resist temptation : no
omployment of miraculous gifts to provide for
his wants : leading to the reflaction, How precisely
simdlar one child of God fecls to another @ sonsitive
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to cold and wanting his cloak just as any one of
us! Then the preacher goes on to “the books,”
and “tho parchments,” with lessons as apposite
ond as quaint.

Illustrations flow in from all guarters, It is
a8 if all things on earth and in common life had
mossages through the preacher to the people.
“I saw in Pompeii, on a shop door, the inscription
Eme et habebis— Buy and thou shalt have,” and
I could not but think that if I were walking the
strects of the New Jerusalem, I should have cecen a
very differont device: ¢ Come, buy wine and milk,
without money and without price.”” Again, in
the great Luther Sermon at Exeter Hall, 1383,
“the power of faith over God Himself” is illus-
trated by a charming little dog story.

“Do you ask me to retract that expression? Let it stand.
I will explain it. Faith overcomes the Highest upon His
throne. Taithin on inferior can hold a superior fast. Some
years ago I was walking in the garden one evening, and I
saw a stray dog, about whom I had received information
that he was in the habit of visiting my grounds, and that
he did not in the least assist the gardener, and therefore his
attentions were not desired. AsI walked along one Saturday
evening meditating upon my sermon, I saw tbis dog busily
doing mischief. I threw my stick at him, and told him to
go home. But what do you think he did? Instead of
grinding his teeth at me, or hurrying off with a howl, he
looked at me very pleasantly, took up my stick in his mouth
and brought it to me, and then, wagging his tail, he laid
the stick at lﬁy feet. The tears were in my eyes: the dog
had beaten me. I said, ¢ Good dog! Good dog! you may
come here when you like after that’ Why had the dog
conquered me? Because he had confidence in me, and
would not believe that I could mean him any hurt. To
turn to grander things: the Lord Himself cannot resist
humble confidence.”—No. 1750.

The ruins of Pompeii; the garden at Nightin-
gale Lane: everywhere there is teaching for the
open eye and the receptive heart.

By common agreement, the quality above all
conspicuous in Mr. Spurgeon’s manner of pre-
senting truth was his intense, unquestioning
belief in every part of his message. To young
ministers it has been often said, *“ Do not preach
your doubts.” Mr. Spurgeon had no doubts to
preach. It is true, he claimed to understand the
attitude of souls perplexed amid the mysteries of
human life and of divine revelation. There was
a time, he has told us, before his conversion,
when he was assailed by the terrors of scepticism.
But these were rather boyish bewilderments
than the conflicts of a man; seeing that he
publicly professed his faith in Christ at fifteen,
and never afterwards looked back. ¢ Then,” he
says, “I bogan to be safe and happy; then 1
found out the socret of living ; and had a worthy
objoct for my life’s exertions and an unfuiling
comfort for life’s troublos.”

It has been something to hear the tones of
clear, strong, unhositating belief in an age which
seems almost to have takon for its motto the
poot’s half truth:

“There lives moro faith in honest doubt,
Belicve me, than in half the creeds.”

Even those who aro themselves doubters or
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unconvineed like to hear unhositating words from
their professed teachers. I'here is a certain
comfort in the dogmatism of the evidently
sincero,

In a sermon on * Broad Rivers and Streams”
(Isa. xxxiil. 20-23: preached January 18, 1863),
he takes the tone to which he over afterwards
adhered, respecting modern departures from the
old simplicity of belief:

“ Every day produces some improved divinity. Rvery
now and then, to suit the times, o new edition of the Gospel
is issued. Young gentlemen at college are tnught not to
preach the common cordinary doctrines, such as Jobn Calvin,
St. Augustine, and the Apostle Paul preached; they must
go to Germany-and muddle their own heads, and then come
forth to muddle other people’s; they must have some
philosophical divinity, some novelty, something more re-
fined than {hat which would attract the mob and galher
together the common people. Thinking people must be
cared for; sermons must be full of intellectual matter; the
old apostles were but fishermen, and of course they could
not preach more than fishermen’s education would enable
them to comprehend ; but these gentlemen lLave taken their
degrees, and can climb to far greater heights and descend
into far profounder depths than plain Peter or illiterate
John. Well, dear triends, we are content with the old wine
since it is the best; Cbrist’s gospel is no new gospel ; and
moreover, we are old-fashioned enough to believe that not
one doctrine is to be altered, nor half a doctrine, nor the
thousandth part of a doctrine, no, nor yet the form of a
doctrine. We would ‘ hold fast the form of sound words’—
not only the principle, mark, but the words; and not only the
words, but the very form in which the words were moulded.
¢ Words, words, words,” says somebody ; ¢ what is the use of
words, and forms, and creeds? Why, these are old musty
crusty documents, only sectarians care about them.’ Ay,
then let us be sectarians; let us hold with foree and strength
of mind the very form of sound words which has been delivered
unto us. Not one of the stakes shall be removed, nor one
of the cords thereof be loosened.”—No. 489.

Such absolute unhesitating confidence in the
message commends the messenger to the multi-
tude, Here, at least,is a man who knows what
he is talking about.” Mr. Spurgeon was fond
of telling how a good old man silenced some
atheistic questionings: ¢ Is there a God or pot?
Why, I have known Him personally for fifty

ears!”
7 No doubt the nature of the doctrines avowed
with such certainty had much to do with the
effect of the preaching. Similar declarations,
supposing them possible, of strong belief in
Unitarian doctrine, must fall comparatively fruit-
less. The certainty would never spread like a
contagion from soul to soul. Nor, on the other
hand, would the cqually dogmatio avowal of
convictions based on Church authority. It is
the impression of a direct Divine message which
stamps the prophet in the eyes of men. *Thus
gaith the Lord I'” awakens the response of assent-
ing awe. Now Mr. Spurgeon belioved, and he
made others feel, that he had received his doctrine
from God Timself through an infallible oracle,
the Scripture, true in every word of it, truo
though it made out all the world’s wisdom te bo
dclusion,

Mr, Spurgeon’s theology was, as all the world
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knows, 1igoronsly Calvinistic. With all his
heart and soul he believed in personal election,
porticular redemption and irresistible grace. But
it would be a mistake to suppose that this creed
was at all a hindrance to his acceptableness with
the masses. Apart from the question whether
these doctrines are not the eternal truth of God,
and therefore mighty, we recognize in them an
adherence to the deepest religious traditions of
the English people. They are the old familiar
teachings which have fashioned the noblest part
of our national life; and when freshly brought
forth and associated with the appeals of a world-
wide universal gospel, their power to attract is,
even humanly speaking, irresistible. For it was
the peculiarity of Mr. Spurgeon’s preaching that,
while the Calvinism was distinctly avowed, the
appeals to the hearts and consciences of all were
urged with a yet more passionate fervour. “ All
that the Father giveth Me shall come to Me; and
him that cometh to Me I will in no wise cast out.”
“There,” says Mr. Spurgeon, “are two great
truths; let us carry them both with us, and they
will balance each other. I was once asked to
reconcile these two statements, and I answered,
¢No, I never reconcile friends.’”! So he declared
both views with equal fulness—¢*the High and
the Broad.” Certainly the Come and welcome
to Jesus Christ has never been uttered with a
more comprehensive fulness, a more heart-moving
earnestness. If any hearer should meet it with
speculative difficulty, the preacher retorts in the
language of common sense: *““Suppose I am not
one of God’s elect?’ To him I answer, ¢ Suppose
you are. Better still, suppose that you leave off
supposing altogether, and just go to Jesus Christ
and see. To go to Him is your wisdom; your
immediate business, as laid down in His Woid,
therefore, delay not.’ Instead of shutting myself
out, as some do, becaus® it is written, * All that
the Father giveth Me shall come to Me,’ I shut
myself in, and say, ‘Then I will be among
them.” Why should I not?”

A great characteristic of Mr. Spurgeon’s presen-
tation of the Gospel was the great delight that
he found in it. “ Rejoice in the Lord” was the
keynote of many sermons, musical with exu-
berance of gladness. We take a characteristic
passage from a sermon on “The Minstrelsy of
Hope:” Psa. Ixvil 6, 7: ¢ God, even our own God,
sball bless us ”:

“Tho sweet bright-eyed maiden Hope—have you never
heard the story of her matchless song? She learned in her
youth a song, which she sings evermore to the accompani-
ment of o well-tuned harp. Here are the words of her
enchanting lay: *God will bless us, God will bless us.’
She lias often been hoard singing this in the night, and, lo!
stars have suddonly shone out of the black sky. God will
Lless us.! Sho has been known to sing this in the midst of
tempests, and calms havo followed the soothing song.
Onee on o time, certain strong labourcrs were sent forth by
the great King to level a primeval forest, to plough it, to
sow it, and to bring to him the harvest. They were stout-
hearted and strong, and willing enough for labour, and well
thoy noeded nll thelr strength and more. One stalwart
lnbourer was named Industry—conseerated work was his.

! Sermon prenched at Bxeter Hall, 1883.—No. 1762,
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Iis Lrother Patience, with thews of steel, went with him,
and tired not in the longest days, under ihe henviest
labours. To help them they had Zeal, clothed with ardent
and indomilable energy. Side by side, there stood his
kinsman, Sclf-denial, and his friend Importunity, These
went forth to their lnbour, and they took with them, to
cheer their toils, their well-beloved sister Hope; and well
it was they did, for (he forest trees were huge, and needed
many sturdy blows of the axze ere they would fall prone
upon the ground. One by one they yielded, but the labour
was immense, and incessant. At night, when they went to
their rest, the day’s work alwnys seemed so light, for as
they crossed the threshold, Paticnee, wiping the sweat from
his brow, would be encouraged, and Solf-denial would bo
strengthened, for they heard a sweet voico within sing, * God
will bless us, God even our own God, will bless us.’ They
felled the giant trees to the music of that strain; they
cleared the acres one by one; they tore from their sockets the
huge roots; they delved the soil; they sowed the coin, and
waited for the harvest, often much discouraged, but still in
silver chains and golden fetters by the sweet sound of the
voice which chanted so constantly, ‘God, even our own
God, will bless us” They never could refrain from service,
for she never could refrain from song. They were ashamed
to be discouraged, they were shocked to be despairing, for
still the voice rang clearly out at morn and eventide, * God
will bless us, God even our own God, will bless us’ You
know the parable, you recognise the voice: may you hear it
in your souls {o-day ! "—No. 819. July 5, 1868,

‘With this joy in the gospel, it is not wonderful
that there was, in the best sense, a spirit of
optimism in the preacher’s soul. Here is one of
his many protests against the dark anticipations
in which many good men are apt to indulge, and
some of which overcast his own later days. His
theme is * One Flock, one Shepherd ” (John x. 16);
which text, we need hardly say, he is careful to
give accurately. Not “One Fold, one Shepherd ”
according to the familiar but misleading version.

“ Doubtless these days are exceedingly dangerous, and
I bave certain brethren round me who never allow
me to forget it, for they play well in the minor key,
and dwell most judiciously upou the necessary topic of
the general declension of the church and the growing
depravity of the world. I would not stop them from their
faithful warnings, although I can assure them that, with
slight variations, T have heard the same tune for years.
Many a time have they afflicted me from my youth up, and
it has been good for me. I recollect hearing some thirty
years ago that we lived in awful times; and, as nearly as I
can recollect, the times have been awful ever since; and I
suppose they always will be. The watchmen of the night
sce everything except the coming of the morning.”—
No. 1713, March 25, 1883.

Associated with this hopefulness there is a
deep and glad recognition of the unity of all true
believers. Here is Mr. Spurgeon’s church doc-
trine—theory and sentiment alike.

“ Bet two brethren at prayer, the one a Calvinist and the
other an Arminian, and they pray alike. Get o renl work
of the Bpirit in a district, and see how Baptists and Poedo-
Baptists pull together. Tell out your inward experience
and speak of the Bpiril's work in the soul, and see how we
ore all moved thereby. Here is a brother, o member of the
Sociely of Friends, and he likes silent worship; and liere is
another who enjoys hearty singing; bnt when thoy get
near to God they do mot quarrel over this, but agree to
differ ; the one says, ¢ The Lord be with you in your holy

MR. SPURGEON'S PREACHING,

silence,’ and the other prays that the Lord may accept his
brother's psalm. All who are one with Christ have a
cerlain family feeling, a higher form of clannishness, and
ibey cannot shaks it off. I have found myself reading a
gracious book which has drawn me near to God, and though
I have known that it was written by a man with +hose
opinions I had little agreement, I have not therefore
refused to be edified by him in points which are unques-
tionnbly revealed. No, but I have blessed the Lord that,
with all his blunders, he knew 8o much of precious vital
truth, and lived so near his Lord. What Protestant can
refuse to love the holy Bernard? Was there ever a more
consecrated servant of God or a dearer lover of Christ than
he? Yet he was most sorrowfully in bondage to the
fupcrstitions of his age and of the Romish Church. Are
you not all one with Lim who sang—*Jesus, the very
thought of Thee with sweeiness filla my breast’?

“The external chureh is needful, but it i3 not the one and
indtvisible church of Christ. Jesus as the life binds His
church together, and that life flows through all the re-
generate, even as the blood flows through all the veins
of the body. Drop the external, and look by faith into
the spiritual realm and you will see one flock and one
Shepherd.”—No. 1718.

The reference to Bernard reminds us how in
Mr. Spurgeon’s “ Luther” sermon, already quoted,
the orator, at the very height of his argument
on the power of faith, burst into an impassioned
quotation from Xavier’s hymn, “ My God, I love
Thee.” The effect was thrilling, as if for the
moment the Jesuit missionary and the German
reformer were seen to clasp inseparable hands.

It is pleasant to think {hat, as the great
preacher sat in the very shadow of death, on the
last day of the old year, amid the little company
at Mentone, “breakiog,” as he affectingly says,
“ the long silence,” by what proved to be only
parting words, he reverts to the same theme.

“During the past year I have been made to see that there is
more love and unity among God’s people than is generally
believed. I speak not egotistically, but gratefully. I had
no idea that Christian people, of every church, would
spontaneously and importunately plead for the prolonging
of my life. T feel myself & debtor to all God’s people on
this earth. Fach section of the church seemed to vie with
all the rest in sending words of comfort to my wife, and in
presenting intercession to God on my behalf. Ifanyone had
prophesied, twenty years ago, that a dissenting minister,
and a very outspoken one, too, would be prayed for in many
parish churches, and in Westminster Abbey and St. Paul’s
Cathedral, it would not have been believed; but it was so.
There is more love in the hearts of Christian people than
they know of themselves. We mistake our divergences of
judgment for differences of heart; but they are far from
being the same thing. In these days of infidel criticism,
believers of all sorts will be driven into sincere unity. For
my part, I believe that all spiritual persons are already one.
When our Lord prayed that His church might be one, His
prayer was answered, and His true people are even now, in
gpirit and truth, one in Him. Their different modes of
external worship are as the furrows of a field; the field is
none the less one because of the marks of the plough.
Boetween rationalism and faith there is an abyss inmeasur-
able; but where there is faith in the Everlasting Father,
fuith in the Groat Saorifice, and faith in the Indwelling
Spirit, there is o living, loving, lasting union.” —Address at
Montone, Sword and Trowel. February 1892.

S. G G
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growth, The plant must climb in turn each
successive step of tho ladder of its life, till it
reaches the highest step of completeness and rest
in the perfect fruit and seed.

Now, my dear young friends, you are at the
blade stage of life ; and what you have to produce
is not the ear, nor the full corn in the car, but
simply the blade. That is all your work; the
whole limit of your life; your little sphere of
duty. You are to be yourselves, children, young
people; and your character and conduct are to be
suitable to your time of life. God does not
expect an old head upon young shoulders, nor
the ripe wisdom of sere and yellow old age from
those who are in the green leaf of youth. Ie
wants you to be natural and unaffected, and to
grow maturally according to your years. 'This
was the case in a wonderful manner with Jesus
Himself. He who spoke the beautiful parable
made it a living reality in His own life. He
grew in wisdom as in stature, according to the
natural law of growth. Each stage was perfect
in itself, and perfectly balanced with that which
went before, and followed after. e was perfect
as a child, perfect as a boy, perfect as a youth,
perfect as a man. There was nothing at any age
out of keeping with what was characteristic of
that age. He did not show when a child, a
wisdom which properly belonged to later years;
nor did He do things when a boy, which only a
full-grown man could have done. Scripture tells
us that when He was a child He was no youth-
ful prodigy, living a supernatural life full of
wonders. He spoke as a child; He understood
as a child; He thought as a child. He was
subject to His parents in Nazareth; and received
instruction when He was twelve years old, from
the doctors of the law, in the temple. He
followed the divine order of human growth, as a
plant follows ‘the divine order of vegeiable
growth; first the blade, then the ear, and then
the full corn in the ear.

And the same thing is told of Samuel, who
most resembled our Lord in his youth, and of
whom, too, it is said, that “ho grew on and
was in favour both with the Lord and also with
man.”  Samuel was peculiarly a child-like
child. This is probably what is meant by the
strange expression which is used regarding him
when his mother first brought him to the house
of the Lord in Shiloh: “And the child was
young.” This expression does not tell us merely
—what is self-evident, that the child was young
in years at this time; it tells us that the child
was young in nature.~ The Hebrew word trans-
lated young is the same as that translated child ;
and therefore the literal rendering of the words is
“and the child was a child.” He was all that a
child should be, with all child-like graces, gen-
tleness and teachablencss, He was submissive
to his parents in all things, and was filled up to
the measure of a child, with reveronce and loyalty
towards the institutions and the history of his
nation.

These are the examples which you aro to imi-
tate, You are, at your stage of life, to seck by
the grace of God to be what they were at that
age, Ile who has made cverything heautiful

. stage often want to be in tho ear-stage.

SERMONETTES FOR YOUNG PEOPLE,

in its scason, has given its own special beanty to
the blade. What can be lovelier than the soft
green radiance of the spring grass, the first deli-
cate freshness and transparency of the new life,
unspoilt by heat or dust? Nowhere dces the
sunshine rest 8o tenderly and brightly as over
the green blade that first springs above the soil
under the light showers of the April sky. A
perfeot leaf is, in its own degree and order, as
beautiful a thing as a flower or frnit. Indeed,
we cannot tell when a plant is most beautiful,
when it is in the blade or in the full corn in the
ear. At each stage it has a beauty of its own,
and is a special revelation of the wisdom and
love of the great Creator. And so, too, there is a
special charm about young human life. A child
is the same everywhere. The child of a' prince
and of a peasant will recognise in each other
their common nature, and at once be at home and
play together. A young Greek or Jew is the
same as a young Scotchman or Englishman ; and
the young people of whom we read in ancient
history, are precisely the same as the young
people we see to-day around us. Youth gives
a unity to life, from which it starts and manifests
the after distinctions and differences which
separate grown-up people from each other; just
as the plants that differ so much from each other
in their flower and fruit, start from the same
kind of leaf at the beginning. In the morning
freshness of life, the whole world is kin. It is
the youthful qualities of trust and love, of sim-
plicity and innocence that lie at the basis of
humanity.

Now remembering this, seeing you are in the
blade stage, you are to seek by the gracious help
of the holy child Jesus to bring out all the
beauty of life at that stage, to be as far as you
possibly can a perfect child, a perfect boy or
girl. You are to be childlike while you are
children, to be satisfied with the little round of
duiies and experiences natural to that stage.
There are many young people in our day who
have mome of the qualities or graces which
should distinguish young people. Many children
are not children at all. They have lost all the
charm and freshness of childhood. They care no
more for simple and innocent pleasures; nothing
makes them wonder; nothing interests them.
They have already got all that the world promises,
and they are bored in themseclves and disagree-
able {o others. There cannot be a greater loss
than the loss of childhood in young people, made
artificial worldlings, old before their time in the
world’s dreary ways and experiences.

I know that young people who are in the blade-
They
look down upon children and everything belong-
ing to children, and are impatient to be grown-
up men and women, to get the freedom and
advantages which they imagine to belong fo that
period of life. Young people aro naturally im-
patient. They want things at once. They have
no sympathy with slow gradual growth. They
would like 1ho acorn to become the cak imme-
diately, and the Dblossom to produce the ripe
fruit as soon as it has unfolded. The world of
childhood is a world in which, like the eastern
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juggler’s trick, trees and fruits appear perfoct
and full-grown in a moment, as by enchantment.
But the actual world is a world of delay, progress
and fixed law.  God does not produce ready made
things. He plants secds thut will grow ; and in
anything if we try to go too fast wo spoil the
work. If we forco the blade into precocious
ripeness, it withers into weale and worthless hay
instead of producing the green and milky car.
Childhood is, in reality, the most important of all
ages. It is what is called the formative time;
and it is in proportion to the length of that time
that the after result will be. There is a wonder-
ful connection between the advancement of life
and the provision mwade for the young. The
longer the childhood, the greater the progress of
the race. The creatures that come most quickly
to maturity are always the lowest. Man has the
longest infancy of any creature, and therefore he
is capable ‘of the greatest advancement. It is
his long childhood under the care of parents,
and the training of teachers that has made him
what he is; and you will notice that the more

advanced races and classes of mankind lengthen.

out the period of infancy, and keep their children
as long as possible under training and educa-
tion. It is always God's way to have a long time
of preparation for His greatest works.

There is a fable about a flower which grew in
a wood in early May, and lifted up its beautiful
blue blossom to the blue sky. Side by side with
it two round leaves on a stalk had cleft the
soil and opened themselves to the sun, without
charm of colour or grace of form to attract the
eye. The flower, proud of its lovely blossom,
looked down with disdain upon its humble neigh-
bour, and asked the twin-leaves why they dared
to grow by its side. *’Tis but a month since my
seed fell into the ground, and now I have grown
to all this beauty; while you, lying here all the
winter, have only managed to put forth these
two poor leaves.” ‘Yes,” said the twin-leaves
in reply,  the sun that called forth your beauty
at a leap, will fade it as quickly; but the sun
that slowly unfolds my leaves will shine upon
them a thousand years hence.” TFor the twin
leaves were the first shoot of a royal oak, and the
ministries of wind and sun and air were slowly
preparing it by the discipline of its youth, for
the glories of its prime. It is the law of nature
that great and long-lived trees remain a long time
in their young state, while annual plants shoot
up at once. The aloe continues for years in the
leafy condition; but when it flowers, it is a
tremendous effort, and sends up a great candela-
brum of blossoms twenty feet high. The corn
itself remains much longer in the blade than in
the ear, or in the full corn in the ear. It takes
months to send up its blade a few inches above
the soil, but in a few days it produces its ear,
and in a few weeks it ripens its grain, Moses
was kept a long time in training before he was
fitted to deliver Israel; and Jesus Himeelf was
thirty-two years preparing in obseurity for His
public ministry of thres years. Dut in tho case
of Moscs and Christ, what a glorious full corn in
the ear came out of that long continuance in the
blade! The reason why you are so long childron,
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boys and girls, is that your after-growth may he
higher and nobler. You are kept so long in the
blade statc that you may gather strength and
wisdom, and acquire that training and those
habits which will fit you for a useful career in
life. This period of preparation should not be
shortened ; for it is a great injury to a child to
send him ont into life without being properly
furnishe(} forit. Value your childhood then, and
seek to improve all its advantages and oppor-
tunitics to the utmost; and be not impatient to
push out of it into young men and women before
the time.

‘The young blade contains within itself the
future ear, It is out of the materials of the leaf,
and according to the pattern of the leaf, that the
ear and the full corn in the ear are formed.
Naturalists tell us that every part of a plant is
only a modified leaf, that is, a leaf changed in its
shape and colour for that particular purpose;
and also that the green leaf is the only part of a
plant that creates food from the sunshine, and
the air, and the rain, with which to feed the rest
of the plant, and to form the flower and the
fruit. All the rest of a plant consumes food ; it
is the green leaf only that procures food. The
leaf is thus the foundation upon which the whole
plant is built. What is the growth of a plant
but just the gradual unfolding of a leaf after
the pattern and from the materials previously
formed? And so all your future life is formed
out of your present childhood and youth. You
are now gathering the materials of growth for
your whole after career. Your youth is the
pattern upon. which your whole life will be
formed. If the green leaf is withered by the east
wind and insect-bitten, or if it fails for some
reason or other to perfect itself as it should, you
do not expect that out of the spoilt leaf will come
a thriving and faultless flower. And so, if your
childhood is injured by evil habits or influences,
what can you expect but that the after-growth
that comes from such a blighted blade shounld be
blighted too. Young leaves are very iender and
are very easily injured; and the injury in many
cases can never be repaired. That thought
surely gives you an idea of the importance of
the stage in which you now are.

You have heard of young people sowing their
wild oats; and some foolish people seem to think
it natural for them to do so, as if in that way
they got rid of perilousstuff in their constitution,
and were better fitted to settle down into quiet
respectable persons. But there is alaw of growth
which fixes that what we sow, that shall we reap,
and no other; that out of the blade must come
the ear and the full corn in the ear. If you
grow the blade of a wild oat in your youth,
then you will certainly reap a harvest that
will not yield you bread but hunger, not joys
but tears.

The blade of the tares is wonderfully like the
blade of the wheat; it is difficult to distinguish
them at that stage; but how different is the
fruit! Look at the clover, nourishing the cattle
with its leaves and the bee with its honey, and
delighting man with its milk and fragranco; and
thon at tho gorse or whin, which covers tho waste
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land with its uscless growth, and ig bristling all
over with the most formidablo prickles, as if it
knew that it was an intruder and meant to defend
itsclf on all sides; and yet both began from a
trefoil seedling that appeared the saume. The
gorse, strange to say, has at first a leaf as tender
and soft and round, as that of the pea or the
clover. And how many persons in their child-
hood are tender-hearted, gentle, loving and in-
clined to all that is good !  But as they grow up
neglected and unloved, exposed to the rude
attacks and cold experiences of the world, they
lose all their attractiveness, and become useless
weeds, thorny aud rugged and hard in their
nature. Look at an aged man, honoured and
respected, and at a hoary beggar squalid and
despised! How different are the two; and yet
they started from the same point of innocent
childhood! Every step of their course leads them
farther and farther apart. What different har-
vests may grow from the same kind of blade!
What gulfs of separation may widen between
those who are brought up in the same home!
The sainted Manaen and the impious Herod were
foster-brothers.

Realising, then, the fateful consequences that

“FIRST THE BLADE.”

hang upon the stage of life at which you now are,
ask Jesus to form your blade for you, to make it
by His Spirit like what His own was; and so
your goodness early begnn, will grow with your
growth, and increase with your years. Your life
will have in it the beauty of a well-ordered youth,
opening up naturally into the beauty of a useful
and honoured manhood and womanhood. The
good of boyhood and girlhood will remain in you
as grown-up men and women, Happy indeed
are you if you begin to serve the Lord Jesus in
the blade-stage ; if you begin young, and in little
things to learn the lesson which it is God’s will
you should practice in great things! For you
will thus have little to unlearn or undo through-
out life. You will grow with the harmony and
symmetry of those whose growth has not been
injured or wasted, and who are ever acquiring a
richer experience and a fuller power of usefulness.
Success in life for you will be what the word
literally means, “a coming up from under”-—a
passing from a lower io a higher state of things
slowly and surely—safely and soundly, foot after
foot on each round of the ladder in due order,
climbing by the blade to the ear, and from the
ear to the full corn in the ear.

WANDERINGS IN THE HOLY LAND.

BY ADELTA GATES.

N about an hour and a half from Shechem
I through green valleys, and past villages, I
came to Samaria (now Sebastiyeh), where
we stopped for a little while, to eat our lunch.
I could not afford to lose any time, so ate mine
while walking about the town. It is beautiful
for situation, being built upon a round hill that
rises in the midst of a valley. “Omri bought the
hill, Samaria, of Shemer for two talents of silver,
and built on the hill, and called the name of the
city which he built, after the name of Shemer;
owner of the hill Samaria.” Gradually the name
extended to a large district of which this was the
chief town. After many chances and changes it
fell into the hands of the Romans. Herod,
having received it as a present from the emperor,
rebuilt it, fortified it, adorned it with fine build-
ings, a temple, a colonnade 3000 feet long, built
upon a terrace that ran around the hill, and
changed its name from Samaria to Sebaste. We
do not thank him for the change.

There is little left to show that this was once
a splendid city. The church of 8t. John, built
by the crusaders, is now a mosque; the temple
of Herod is gone, the beautiful colonnade is
broken, and in places, partly buried. “So passeth
the glory of this world.”

The country as we go northward grows more
and more fertile and attractive. Smiling valleys,
hills with wide prospect, broad rich plains,
villages amid their olive trees, such is the region

through which I passed in going from Samaria to
Jenin. (Let me keep to the sweet old Bible
name Samaria rather than Sebastiyeh.)

Jenin is a little village just beyond the
mountains that separate Samaria from Galilee,
and just on the edge of the plain of Esdraelon.
In its neighbourhood there are fruit orchards,
gardens they call them, and I saw a few palm
trees, but I think they, like those seen here and
there in the Jordan Valley are not productive.
It is a tree that requires much heat and much
water in order to fruit well. There is an Arab
saying that “The palm tree wants its feet in
water and its head in fire.”

I have nothing to say of Jenin only that it
seems a prosperous comfortable little town of
perbaps 3000 inhabitants. There were yet two
or three hours of daylight, which 1 spent in
painting and in talking according to our limited
possibilities with those around me. Yakib had
brought me to a place a little way off the road,
in the midst of greenness, with a spring near by.
Mjyself and my belongings were nicely settled on
on opon platform, which, with its low 1'oqf, formgd
the frontage of a higher building which I did
not enter. I suppose there were women and
children within it, but I did not see them. I
observed that food and drink were served to
various persons on tho othor end of the platform.
At evoning my part of it was couverted into a
bedroom by means of a straw matting breast
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not live in Jerusalem on account of the fever
there.”

Nazareth | tho nameo falls like music upon car
and heart. It isa pleasant picture too; its
white walls, its cactus hedges, its olive trees, its
verdant onvirons. It hassuffered the usual vicissi-
tudes of Palestinian towns, repeated destruction
and rebuilding, until nothing remains of the
Nazareth of the time of Christ. Of its five or six
thousand inhabitants, perhaps a hundred and fifty
are Protestant Christians. The gardener devoted
the afternoon to going about with me. He took
me to the highest hill above Nazareth, the Jebel-
es-sikh from which I had a wonderful prospect.
Nowhere in Palestihe had I in one view so many
points of interest. At my feet lay the city in a
verdant depression of the southern slope of the
hill-a pearl on its bed of green velvet; the great
plain of Esdraelon stretched southward quite to
Jenin, our starting place of the morning at the foot
of the Samarian mountains,and westward to Mount
Carmel, on the Mediterranean. Beyond Carmel,
and on northward, lay the blue sea. Above the
low eastern hills rose green Tabor, and beyond
that, beyond the from here invisible and low-
lying Sea of Galilee, stood the blue hills of Jélan.
Little Hermon was visible in the south-east.
Turning to the north, I saw the lovely green plain
of El Buttauf ; farther north, Safed on its height,
and yet farther, beyond intervening hills, or
mountains stood kingly Hermon. Nain, Endor
and Jezreel fill out the wonderful panorama.

The afternoon had been fair, the air fresh and
pure, and I felt in all my being a delightful
exhilaration. I had a half hour of conversation
with the ladies of the orphan asylum; along
with cakes and a “cup of cold water.” The
evening was passed in talk with my host and
hostess. The seasoning that has made the dinner
of herbs delightful in all climes and times was
not lacking to our more varied repast. While
the husband went about with me, the wife was
“ on hospitable thought intent;” and the supper
table was laden with the proofs of her culinary
gkill. She called me to admire the convenient
stove they had brought with them from America.
Clean and shining and withouta peer in Nazareth,
that stove was the delight of her eyes, the pride
of her German soul. We talked of their parents
and early home, of their later life in America, of
their still later life in Palestine, and of my own
journeyings, and so the hours flew until it was
time for me to go to Yakib, who would take care
for my lodging. They seemed so sorry not to be
able to keep me, that I said :

«If you would really like me to stay, the lack
of a bed need be no hindrance. Let me sleep on
the sofa.”

“ Can you do that?” she asked, doubtfully.

«“Indeed, I can; I have slept on a floor or nn
the earth oftener than in a bed, week after weok.
That sofa is luxury; and if you will let me
consider your house as my hotel, 1 oould ask
nothing better,”

“We will not quarrel about that, and I will
make you as comfortable as I can.”

So said, so done, and while Herr Giirtner ran to
tell Yakal of the new arrangement, so that he

WANDERINGS IN THE HOLY LAND.

need not wait up for me, the Frau Giirtnerin
with joyful face prepared the sofa-bed in which
I slept o dreamless sleep until morning. Not too
carly, but giving me good time for hreakfast,
came Yuktib with my horse. I was sorry he had
not another for himself, he seemed so unable to
“foot it.” TFrau Girtnerin made the poor fellow
come in and eat a good breakfast, and insisted on
giving me a fresh eupply of food; though I
assured her that the Jerusalem friends had made
me a provision quite suficient for my journey to
Tiberias.

“You must have somc bread and cakes baked
in the good stove that I brought all the way from
America,” she said, decisively.

When I tried to leave some money in her hand
she refused it.

b “But you said I might consider this as my
otel.”

: “No, I only said we would not quarrel about

that.”

“You must really accept a few shillings from
me,” I insisted. ¢ You have to work for your
bread.”

“ What would God think of us,” she said with
German seriousness, ‘“if we took money from you
who have come to give us news of our good friends
in Jerusalem, and with whom we have had such
a happy visit? 'What would God think of us?”

It was useless to press it further, and with
many good wishes we parted. Good, honest,
simple-hearted creatures. May God’s benediction
rest upon them! Though they cannot read an
English letter, their name is, I doubt not, written
on a fair page by one who is no respecter of persons.

I went down a steep rocky way, road it was
not, and to Gabriel’s spring, or Jesus’ spring ; the
only one Nazareth possesses, but largely sufficient
not only for the ordinary wants of the city, but
also for watering its gardens and plantations.

There are no rival claims; there can be no
reasonable doubt that here came the women of
ancient Nazareth with their pitchers, and among
them Mary, possibly with the hand of the Child
Jesusin hers. Taller and stronger, and © obedient
in all things unto His parents,” He may have come
alone to this spring, five minutes’ walk from the
city, to fetch water for His mother; and probably
also when grown to manhood, He worked, along
with other Jews, at carpentry in Joseph’s shop;
doing faithful work, and giving a practical lesson
of respect for manual labour. Would not the
relations of employer and employed become more
amicable if this respect were general?

Before I leave Nazareth, I will mention, that
though in the time of Christ it was a wholly
Samaritan town, it now numbers among its six
thousand inhabitants, not ome of that sect.
Christians of the Greek Church are the most
numerous, aftor them come the Moslems, and
then Roman Catholics, or Latins. Of Protestants
there are less than two hundred. They arve, I
think, bettor liked by the Moslems than aro the
Latins and Greeks; certainly thereis less friction
botween them. I was also told that the Moslems
are scarcely bolding their own, numerically,
against those of other faiths, though their own
officials try to mako it appear otherwise.
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things out of odd sticks, Chappie was too tired to-day to do
nuything, aud lay watching o tiny gleam of sunshine that
found its way between the ehimneys of the opposite houscs,
in at the curtainless window.

“I wounder who * Lord’ can be,” he thought, I wish if
He’s good He'd come here, ¢ Be prescut’ means come, and
I'm so lonely.”

After a time the blue cyes closed and Chappie fell
asleep.

Poor little fellow, his was o sad life! His father had
died soon after he was born, and Mra. Bennett had o hard
struggle "to keep herselt and her children, for Suc wos
scarcely two years older than Chappie. 8he had worked at
a fire-wood factory not far off, putting the pieces together
and tying them intc bundles. The pay for that was very
poor, and the rent of even that one small room was three
shillings a week, so it was, as she said “ a job to make ends
meet.” .

Her baby had never been strong, and had suffered so
much by having to “rough it,” that as he grew older he
seemed to grow weaker. When the children were very
young, the mother had been obliged to pay a neighbour to
take care of them during the day while she was at work,
but for the last few years she had left them alone, and becn
glad of the extra pence to buy food.

There had been a strike at the fire-wood factory, and for
weeks Mrs. Bennett had been out of work, and had been
thankful to do a day’s charing when she could get it. She
was a poor uneducated woman, who koew little of anything
saving work and want. She loved her children, and did
the best she could for them, but failed to see that her little
son craved for knowledge and companionship, even more
than for food. And indeed, had she seen his need, she
would have been quite incapable of supplying it. The
little fellow had grown used to keeping his wants to him-
self, and talked of them rarely even to Sue. She was every-
thing to him, and he more than all the world fo her. 8o on
this particular afternoon, while Chappie wondered about
Paradise, Sue was thinking of it too, and determined to find
out where it was, and, if possible, when the summer came,
to take her little brether there.

QUESTIONS ON THE LIVES OF THE APOSTLES.

6T. PAUL.—V.

1. Mention the places Paul passed through between
Pbilippi and Thessalonica.
2. What line of argument did he follow nt Thessalonica
and Berea?
3. Why did it produce better results at the latler place?
4. What was the ¢harge made against Paul at Thessa-
lonica ?
5. How does Paul allude in one of his letters to his
treatment there ?
6. How did be quit Berea, to avoid further persecution ?
7. What had Paul particularly noticed in the religion of
the Athenians?
8. What particular doctrine aroused the attention and
mockery of the Athenjans ?
9. What reasons did he give why men should seck aftor
God?
10. What was it that threw Paul into the company cf
Aquila ond Pricillas?
11. Which of his converts at Corinth"is mentioned both
fhiere and in the Epistle to the Corinthiuns ?

CHAPPIE.

12. What special onconragement did Paul reccive at
Corinth ?

13. Tor what purpose did he visit Jerusalem at this
time ?

A CHAPTER OF SCRIPTURE.
NO. 1IL

This chapter contains the words of God against His people
vn account of sin, with a promise of compassion and s
warning of destruction. It begins with some questionings of
the prophct who is perplexed with the same difficulty that
puzzled David and Job; see Pealm lxxiii. 3, 12, 13, and
Job xii. 6. Bensts and birds are mentioned as suffering in
consequence of sin, and reference is made to the lion, the
sheep and the horse. A river is named in which a leper
found healing; also a false god frequently mentioned by
Hosea. God calls Israel “My people,” “ Mine heritage,”
“My pleasant porlion,” “the dearly beloved of My soul,”
and also makes the same comparison that we find in
Isa. v. 7; another figure is used found nowhere else. The
prophet accuses Israel of the sin reluked by our ILord in
Matt. xv. 7, 8, and xxiii. A promise is given to the “evil
neighbours” of Israel if they repent, and allusion is made
to a prophetic warning in Lev. zxvi. 16, and Deut. xxviii.
38, which was then being fulfilled. A kind of grain is
mentioned to which our Lord compares Himself, and a
weed of whicli He speaks as choking the good seed. The
chapter contains seventeen verses.

e o0 el

KEY TO THE LIVES OF THE APOSTLES.
§T. PAUL.—IIL—D. 224,

(1) Acts xi. 26; (2.) xi. 29, 30; (8.) zii. 2; xiii. 5;
(4.) xiii. 2; (5.) xiil. 3; (6.) Seleucia, Salamis, Paphos ;
(7.) Acts xiii. 8, 11; (8.) xiii. 13; (9.) xiii. 15; (10.) xiii.
34-37; ii. 29-85; (11.) xiii. 42; (12.) xiii.47; Isaiah xlix. 6;
(13.) Acts xiii. 50: (14.) xiv. 1-6; (15.) xiv. 9, 10;
(16.) xiv. 11, 12; (17.) xiv. 17, compare angawer (10);
(18.) xiv. 19; (19.) xiv. 20-26.

—_——

ANSWERS TO SCRIPTURE ENIGMAS.
NO. XL—p. 240.—EING.

1 Cor. viii. 1.

Col. iii. 5.

Rey. ii. 15.

S. Madtt. ii. 11.

1. K nowledge

2. I dolatry

3. N icoloitanes . e
4. G old e e e e

NO. XTL-—p. 210.—TAKE ROOT DOWXWARD AND BEAR FRUIT
vrwarp.—2 Kings 19, 30.

T ribulatio N . . .
A shdo D . . .

1. John xvii. 33.
2.

3. K.ing of Moa B

5

6

1 Samuel v. 3, 4.
1 Samuel xxii. 3, 4.

4. E arthquak E Acts xvi. 25-30.
R edSe A Exodus xiv. 21-28.
.0 rphi R 1 Kings ix. 28; x. 11
7.0 livelea F Genesis viii. 11.
8T owe R Genesis xi. 4.

Romaus viii. 1L

1 Kings xvi. 23, 2+

1 Kings v. 8-13.

Jer. (marginal) sxxiii. 16.
T.uke xxili. 28.

Mark xii. 41-44.

Acts xii. 5, 13, 14,

John x. 9.

Exodus viii. 14.

9. D wellinyoU . .
10. O mr . .
1. W hen T . .
12. N U
13. W co r
14. A poor wido W
15. R hod A
16. D 00 )14
17. A aron'stro D





