


The Wairting Time,

“But stand thou stfll awhile, that I may show thee {he word of God.”—1 Sem, ix. 27.

HE forest ways untrodden lie,
The frost has bound the brooklet’s flow;
The great oaks, when the day-beams die,
Stand shivering in the twilight snow,
Patient though stripped, while rest and strength
Gird them from God, who wills at length
' New buds should blow.

_And we, whose hands and hurrying feet
‘Would move too fast in His employ,
Should fret not when He deems it meet

To stay the toil wherein we joy;
Nor fear the empty moments lost,
Sad lest Inaction’s fatal frost

Our powers destroy.

“ Stand still awhile!” the low voice saith,
And on us falls the chilling shade
Of trouble, sickness, creeping Death;
Our blossoms of fair purpose fade,
Aud hope is withered at the heart;
We make us ready to depart,
Since useless made.

“Why cumber we the ground?” our ery
Goes up impatient, vext, and sore:
“TRemove us, and our place supply,
If doomed to bud and bear no more.”’
But, in the after silence, we
The answer hear, the reason sce,
Unknown before.

For, in this winter pause, when pain
Has chilled our forward cnergy,
God's voice grows clear, His purpose plain,
And while our labours seem to die
Renews He our exhausted powers,
Till poor appear those fruitful hours
We mourned should fly.

And soon the message comes, “ Arise!
Put forth new leaves—the snows are fled,
The waiting time is past, the skies
Break gloriously above thy head;
Thy withered trophies strew the ground,
Look up from these, for thou hast found
New powers instead.”

HORACE G. GROSER.
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CHAPTER I1I,—LETTICE'S DREAD,

HE Rev. Robert Kelly, Vicar of the parish in
which the Andersons lived, had called under

a strong sense of duty, not at all under the
drawings of inclination, to visit a parishioner,
who, somehow, always managed to give him a
repelled sensation. Headmired Cecilia, as almost
everybody did : and he could have liked her. But
he was too keenly aware that she neither admired
nor liked him : that in fact she looked upon him
as an unmitigated bore. Such a consciousness
goes far to render a gentle and self-distrustful
man that which he believes he is reckoned to be.

Before Cecilia’s illness Mr. Kelly had called
occasionally, seldom finding her at home, and
never meeting with a warm reception. A suc-
cession of rebuffs had imbued him with a positive
dread of Mus. Crofton’s dignified lodger, and he
could never be “at his best” in her presence.
She was not at all anxious to be * done good to,”
however much he might wish to © do her good ; ”
and as for practical kindnesses, they were a
matter rather for toleration than for gratitude,
with one of her independent temper.

Once during her illness he had seen her for a
few minutes, and then she had resolutely kept
clear of all subjects except that of Felix’ future.
Since then he had been repeatedly to the house,

and he had been always conscious of a feeling of
relief when sent away unsuccessful : a feeling for
which he took himself to task. Now at length,
he was again admitted; but the words which he
overheard, standing outside the door, were not
calculated to set him at his case.

No; certainly he would not stay long, but he
had to go in. The very obvious escape of Felix
did not add to his confidence: and Cecilia was so
lost in thought that she omitted to notice his
approach until he was on the rug. M. Kelly
failed to cbserve Lettice, half hidden by the
curtain, and Lettico did not stir, so he believed
the elder sister to be alone.

She presented a less imposing appearance on
the couch, under two shabby shawls, than when
standing upright : yet even now there was about
her a curious environment of dignity; and Mr.
Kelly had his usual consciousness of being over-
shadowed in her presence. He was an easily-
abashod man, and she was not at all an easily-
abashed woman; and although he was her match
mentally, she was his superior in vigour of will.

This day he received a more gracious greeting
than usual, in consideration of his efforts on
behalf of Felix. The result was not indeed
what Cecilia had wished; and she was not in
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heart very grateful, but Mr. Kelly had to be
thanked. 8o she roused herself from the fit of
abstraction, held out her hand, and even smiled.
If he bad not overheard those few words, he
would have felt quito ohcered, but to get over
them was not possible.

“I am glad to hear that you are a little
better,” he hazarded, by way of an opening
speech.

“ Thanks. Yes. Iambetter. Asmuch better
as——" She hesitated, looking sharply at the
clergyman. Had Dr. Rotherbotham informed
him as to her true state? Mnr. Kelly’s uncon-
scious face seemed to supply a negative. * As
much better as I can expect to be,” she said.

“In so short a time, you mean. I fear it will
be long before you are fit for hard work again.”

“Yes.” An odd impulse seized her to tell him
all ; odd, because she did not care for Mr. Kelly;
but no doubt there was a natural desire for sym-
pathy : she had nobody else to turn to; and she,
like Mr. Kelly, believed that they were alone.
The impulse seemed to her foolish, and she
resisted it. 'What good would speaking do?
“Yes,” she repeated, “1 am going to make my
home for a time with my uncle in the west of
England. Lettice, too, of course. Felix is more
or less provided for, thanks to you. I am not
likely at present to be strong enough for work:
and my uncle has offered to take us in.”

“] am glad to hear- it. Is his name An-
derson ?”

“No; Bryant. He is my mother’s only brother.
A medical man; but I suppose he has not prac-
tised for twenty years.”

“ And you have not seen him lately.”

“I have never seen him.” She offered no ex
planation of the fact.

«It will be a trial to you to leave Felix.”

“ A trial!” She could have langhed, the word
was so inadequate. Life, apart fromFelix, would
be mere existence, not life. “One has to bear
what is inevitable.”

« And God’s will is always best for us in these
matters : even when it means sorrow.”

« Perhaps. I do not know anything about its
being best. I only know that it has to be. . . .
If I could stay with him till the end! So short
a time!” The words broke from her, under
pressure of strong feeling. “If I could; but
that is out of the question.” She tried to rein
herself in, to resume her usual manner, though
her hands shook visibly. ¢I do not know why I
should say all this,” she went on, after a pause.
“ Nobody can do anything. It is not my way to
appeal to other people. 1f I had not been upset
—shaken The thought that all must soon
be over! To leave Felix, not knowing if T shall
ever— But such partings have to be borne, of
course. They are a part of life. . . . And I have
great comfort in knowing that the boy will do
well. No doubt of that. He is so hard-working :
s0 bent on success.”

Mr. Kelly had been startled by the unexpected
outbreak of distress, and thus far had said nothing.
Perhaps his wordless sympathy drew her on
further than speech could have done: but this
he did not sce. He was already reproaching
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himself for a lost opportunity, grieving over his
own want of readiness: and any number of pos-
sible utterances, exactly to the point, rushed into
his mind, too late. He found himself saying
mechanically : “ I will do my bsst to leok after
your brother for you.”

“ Thanks; but I am notat all afraid for Felix,
He has good principles.” Then, as if suspecting
Mr. Kelly’s line of thought, she talked steadily
about Felix’ new work.

The clergyman listened and responded ; but he
was not to be entirely baffled. At the first
opportunity, he said gently, “ Pardon me! May
I ask a question? Did you mean just now that
unhappily there is fear that your health may
not be in time re-established ?

A moment’s pause.

“Yes, I meant that; but I did not mean fo
speak about it. This is in strict confidence, if
you please. Dr. Rotherbotham tells me plainly
that I cannot live long. However, I do not wish

_to discuss the matter.”

"¢And, in looking forward to that great
change ”  Mr. Kelly spoke slowly, and he
was not allowed to finish.

I have done my duty in life, and I hope that
I shall know how to meet my end when it comes,”
she said coldly.

« If that were indeed the ‘end !’ ”

Cecilia drew up her head, and a red spot burnt
in either cheek.

“We may as well keep to other subjects,” she
said. “Some people love nothing so well as to
talk about themselves; but”—scornfully—¢ I
have always counted that a proof of shallowness.
It is not my way. Nor is it Felix’ way. You
will find him by no means disposed to stand
personal questions.”

“Pardon me! You must not mistake my
meaning. I have no wish to press for an
answer—for myself. It is no matter of curiosity.
1 only suggest the question for your own con-
gideration. As an ‘ambassador for Christ, I am
bound to speak of Him ; of all that you owe to
Him, and of the comfort which may be yours in
that hour, if you are willing.”

“ Thanks; I am much obliged, but a different
topic is more to my mind. Besides, it has been
an agitating day. I must not press for a long
visit.”

«Then I will not stay longer mnow; but
perhaps you will let me come again. In any
case ”’—for he folt sure he would not be admitted
—«if at any time, in any way, I can help you,
do not scruple to let me know.”

“Thanks!” once more. I shall bo among
friends, but I am very much obliged to you all
the same. I am afraid I must ask you to open
the door for yourself. If Lettico were here - ”

She looked round with startled eyes. Lettice
was there! M. Kelly, just about to make one last
attempt, one parting appeal to her better nature,
looked also, following the direotion of her glance,
and was checked.

All through this dialogue the girl had not
stirred. At first sho remained thus, only be-
cause she felt still stupcfied with the blow sho
had had, becausec movement was still paiuful, and
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coming forward might draw Cecilia’s attention to
her look. Afterward she sat on, because she could
not move. Literally, could not. Cecilia's words
fell with paralysing power. Had clear thought
been possible, Lettice would have remembered
that she had no business to listen to a conversa-
tion which was not meant for her ears; but she
could not think : she could only feel. Part that
followed was lost; but she distinctly heard Mr.
Kelly’s later question, and the not-to-be-mistaken
answer. Utterance could not be more plain.
Beyond these she took in nothing; and she was
incapable of speech.

Then a wonder crept through her mind: were
those two talking still? She might have been
any length of time scated there. At the same
Eloment sounded these words: «If Lettice were

ore 9

Lettice neither spoke nor stirred. She was
leaning back in a low chair, with closed eyes.

“ Lettice!”

“ Asleep, I think,” said Mr. Kelly.

“ I had no idea she was here at all. Lettice!”

The absence of response was a matter of posi-
tive incapacity to speak. Lettice heard, of course;
but voices sounded far away ; and the floor seemed
to mount with her; and heart and head were
beating in thick throbs. She wondered dimly—
could she get up, if she tried? A nightmare
sensation of helplessness weighed her down; and
she craved to be let alone, not to be dragged
back into what had become all at once a changed
world to her. And yet, she would have to shake
off this stupefaction. She would have to wake
up and smile and talk. Only another moment’s
delay, and then

“ How odd of the child to drop asleep so sud-
denly! I unever knew her do it before.”

“She seems very sound. I don’t think she can
have heard us.”

Mr. Kelly stepped behind the couch, and laid a
hand on Lettice’s arm. She had not expected
the touch, and it startled her into a sitting posture
instantaneously. The start seemed, as indeed it
was, perfectly natural.

« Lettice, is anything the matter? Come here,”
said Cecilia.

Lettice obeyed quietly. With that start, power
of movement had returned : though she was still
dazed and bewildered in mind. She reached the
sofa, and smiled as she stood there, while her lips
were white, and the wide-open eyes were sombre,
gazing fixedly into the air.

“How strange you look, child!
been dreaming ? What makes you so pale?
Mr. Kelly startle you?”

Lettice said * Yes,” with a mechanical little
.laugh, to each question in turn.

“Were you asleep before Mr. Kelly came in?”

«T don’t—tbink so.”

“ Only too sleepy to move? You queer child.
.And you dropped off afterwards. Was that it?”
Lettice’s laugh might have meant anything.
“Felix walked you too far perhaps this morning.
Run and get some cold water. That will wake
youup. And you can open the front door for
Mr. Kelly, if—"

“Yes, certainly I must go,” said the clergyman,

Have you
Did
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replying to the half-uttered doubt. Lettice dis-
appeared from the room, and he shook hands with
Cecilia, remarking: “ Your little sister does not
seem quite well.”

“Do you call her ‘little’? She will soon be
sixteen. I have tried lately to make her feel
herself more of a woman ; but she does not behave
like one yet. She is so childish. Lettice always
was rather easily startled in her sleep. I was
glad to see that puzzled look, because it showed
how very sound she must have been. I would
not for worlds have had her overhear what I
said.”

Mr. Kelly was not so sure that Lettice had not
heard, but he refrained from suggesting his doubt.
He made his way into the passage, shutting the
parlour door, and found Lettice leaning against
the wall. The singular paleness and fixity of
her face impressed him again; and his conviction
grew stronger that she had not really been asleep.
He stood looking at her with kind concern.

“ Something 1s the matter, is it not ?”’ he said,
anxious to find out more, without suggesting pos-
sibilities. ‘Has any one been troubling you?”

“No.” Lettice gazed straight before her, and
forced a short laugh. ‘ Why should anyone?”

“ Not intentionally; but people sometimes
cause pain, not knowing it. Or, perhaps, you
are not well. Is that it?”

“Q no.”

“Tell me: will you not?” urged Mr. Kelly.
“Something is wrong, I am sure. I should like
to help you, but how can I, if you do not tell
me your trouble ? Perhaps I could do something.
Try to think of me as a friend, and speak freely.”

Lettico made an effort. ¢ If—if—if you will
promise "’ she began, and then a tearless sob
broke into the words, and she fled along the pass-
age out of sight. Mr. Kelly looked after her
compassionately, but she did not return. The
echo of that heartbroken sob haunted him for
hours after.

* * * * *

« Mind, Lettice, I mean what I say. You can’t
help going with Sissie, of course. It has to be:
and I suppose, as things are, that there is nothing
else to be done. She will not be fit for work
again for months; and she never ought to slave
as she has done. DBut you are not to count that
house your home. Just a ¢ temporary residence,’
as people say—not a real home. After the way
Dr. Bryant treated my father It’s all very
well his showing kindness to us now, when my
father is dead! Why couldn't he be kind in my
father’s lifetime, I should like to know? Any-
Low, I don't mean you to belong to Dr. Bryant;
though, of course, one has to be grateful for what
he is doing.”

Felix spoke in masterful accents, striding along
the Parade, and Lettico kept pace with him. She
had lain awalke all night, gazing with troubled
eyes into tho happy childhood of her past, and into
the uncertain future; and in one night she seemed
to herself to have grown years older. To-day the
weight of foreboding was on her heavily, and
exertion was a struggle; but the last thing she
thought of was to make complaint.
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“You understand. It's only for a time. At
most, only till I can make a home for you both,
'erhaps in a few months Sis will be up to teach-
ing again. And meantime something better might
offer itself for me. If a fellow is bent on getting
along, he is sure to do it. There’s nothing like
determination; and I'm not one to be easily
beaten. Now, mind—you’ve got to be brave,
and not to give in ; and, of course, youll be happy
and all that, wherever you are, and everybody
will be kind to you.
fond of those people. Not so as to be in a spoony
state by-and-by, when you have to leave them.
You belong to Sis and me; and Dr. Bryant is
no relation.”

Lettice might have suggested that she could
spare abundance of affection in both quarters,
without defrauding either; but she was not of
an argumentative nature.

“ T don’t know what sort of man Dr. Bryant is,
and I don’t much care. He may be nice, or he
may not. Anyhow, he means to be kind to you
and Sissie ; and that’s right enough, for the time.
Only, mind—jyou belong to me first. Promise
not to forget.”

She looked up wonderingly. * Why, Felix—
how could I? You don’t think I'm like that!”

“1 don’t know. You girls are so odd—ready
to take to anybody. You may be as happy as
you like : only you've got to remember that
your real home is with me—I mean, with Sis
and me!”

With Sis, for how long? A stab shot through
the girl: and she turned her face away.

“Here, sit down. I can’t see you properly,
when you poke the top of your hat towards me
like that. You understand >—I don’t mean to
leave you there long. As soon as I can possibly
manage to support you both, I'll have you back
in Brighton. Not in lodgings, but in a cosy
little house of our own. Sis will be none the
worse for two or three years of idleness first. I
suppose it might be two or three years, unless
she gets strong enough to teach again. ... I
say, are you listening ? Let me lock at your face.
I do believe you are going to sleep.”

The brown hat had drooped against his
shoulder, and Lettice drew it away with a hasty
movement.

“ What's the matter? Are you tired ?” -

“I don’t know.”

“ Nonsense. People always know. I believe
you are. There !—put your head on my shoulder
again, and go to sleep. Youll be all right
presently.”

He pulled ber with rough kindness, into the
position suggested, pushing her hat back as he
did so. The breeze, lifting her hair, made him
exclaim : “Isay, what a bump you got yesterday !
Is that the mischief? Does it hurt?”

It aches.”

“ Why didn’t you tellme? Now shut your eyes,
and be quiet. There's nobody near to look on.”

Lettice made an attempt to obey, but in ten
reconds the brown eyes were open again, gazing
at some far-off vision, beyond the ken of Felix.
He watched her with unwonted closeness. FPer-
haps the realisation of parting near et hand

Only you're not to get too’
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awoke a nmew warmth of affection. She had
always been a good little sister: counted rather
ordinary among themselves, a not unpleasing
contrast to his clever and good-looking self. Now
he was studying her purely for her own sake:
and the patient sadness of the small pale face and
wistful eyes woke in him an instinct of brotherly
pity and protection. Had that look been there
betore, he wondered ?

“ What are you looking at, Lettice ?”

“I don’t know.”

« Nonsense.”

*I mean nothing particular.”

“ Nothing in particular on the sea, I dare say,
but something very particular in your mind.
What are you dreaming about? ... Now 1
mean to know. . . . What was it? Dr. Bryant?”

Lettice half faltered a *“No,” and stopped.
“Not exactly,” she said faintly. She had been
thinking rather of life without Sissie, at that
moment.

“ You were dreaming about Sis: something or
other. What wasit? Now I mean to know, so
it’s no earthly use your trying to hide it. Has
Sis been making you and herself miserable about
this Bristol plan?—worrying because she can’t
teach? If she has, you must just not let her.
Things can’t be helped, and it’s no use to.fret.”

« Sissie doesn't say much ? '

“But she thinks; and you know what she is
thinking about. Is thatit?”

Lettice’s lips formed a * No.”

«“Then you are bothering your own brains
about tle journey. That’s nothing. It will all
go off as well as possible. Nothing to mind !”

“ O no—indeed——"

“ Then what is wrong?

“I'm only silly. If you wouldn’t ask any
more—please Lettice was debating with
herself—should she tell him all? True, Cecilia
had not meant her to know: and she had learnt
the truth by accident ; but now that she did know
it, might she not speak freely to her brother?
That was one side of the question. On the other
side—why should he know so soon? "Might he
not keep his happy ignorance just a little longer ?

* When you have told me what is the matter,
T'll stop. So out with it!”

Lettice breathed quickly. Twice she opened
her lips, and shut them again. Felix bent to
look into her face, and she murmured : *“I thought
—T thought—if Sissie——"

“Well! If Sissie ”

“ Were to die ? . .

Two great tears splashed upon his wrist, and
Telix, after one quick movement, sa}d nct a word.
He had had for the moment a quietus. It was
Lettice, not he, who spoke next: and she had
suddenly regained her usual voice.

«T didn’t mean to say it, only you made me.”

«What can have put such an absurd notion
into your head?” demanded Felix, brusquely.
«Has anybody been talking nonsense? Dr.
Rotherbotham——7?"

Out with it!”
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‘ Sissie always sends me out when he comes.”

* Mrs. Crofton——?"

“0O no.”

“Or Mr. Kelly?”

“ No.”

“ You are sure?"”

Lettice flushed painfully. *He didn’t, indeed.
Nobody has. It is only—only something I over-
heard Sissie say. Something I was not meant to
hear. Ought I to repeat it to you? She seemed
to think she—she—could not—ever be well ?

“Well again! She meant she could not be
quite as she used to be. Besides, Sissie is nervous.
Sick people always are. That is nothing.”

*She said—Dr. Rotherbotham had told her ?

“Dr. Rotherbotham may be mistaken. It is
all nonsense, Lettice. Just when she is getting
on so well! Going to Bristol will make her
stronger than she has been for a year past. Now
mind, if you don’t put this ridiculous idea out of
your head, I'll give you such a scolding that you'll
never forget it. Sissie knows nothing whatever
ahout the matter—or Dr. Rotherbotham either.
It’s absurd. Look up, and give me a smile.”

Lettice obeyed. She .smiled bravely — even
brightly—and Felix was satisfied; not noting
how quickly her face was turned away again.
For himself the instinct of his vigorous youth
was to refuse to look in the front any such possi-
bility. Why should not Cecilia recover? Why
should death touch him or his? He refused to
believe in any such coming calamity.

oL T
JOHN ELIOT'S INDIAN BIBLE.

E often hear of “ new languages,” that is to
say that the speech of tribes or nations in
different parts of the world, is, for the first

time, written and printed in visible form, instead
of being only heard by the ear. It is an arduous
and tedious task, and Las almost always been
undertaken and earried out by missionaries and
evangelists, In Africa, the successful labour of
the venerated Dr. Moffat, in regard to the Sech-
nana tongue, the language of the Bechuana
nation, is a familiar instance. Similar efforts
have been made by the missionaries in the South
Sea Islands, in Central and Northern Africa, at
the Great Lakes, and tho Congo, and in dialects
of the North American Indians of our own time.
One of the latest is the Cree language in the far
North-West of Canada.

A singular instance of a language once current,
but now utterly lost, is connected with the name
of John Eliot, called the Apostle of the Indians.
He was the first European to study, and to reduce
to writing, the language of the Indians of the New
England States. It was in the seventeenth cen-
tury, not long after the first settloment of the
Puritan Pilgrims from the old country. The
tongue was known as that of the Algonguian
tribes. Beginning with short primers, catechisms,
and confessions of faith or creeds, Eliot perse-
vered until he had transluted and printed the
whole Bible, & work of immense labour and
enormous cost. The first edition of John Eliot's

JOHN ELIOT'S INDIAN BIBLE.

Bible was issued in 1661. The British and
Foreign Bible Society in Queen Victoria Street
has a copy of the second edition complete, and
possesses also a copy of the New Testament, first
edition, one of the most remarkable and valuable
library treasures of The Bible House.

It is a beautifully printed work, the curious-
looking and strange tongue, all expressed in
Roman type. The type was sent from London,
and the printing is very creditable to the
Harvard press, nearly two and a half centuries
ago. The specimens of minor works, catechisms,
primers, and so forth, are more neat and artistic
than our own tracts and leaflets of seventy years
back. The catechism, like our old Shorter
Catechism, has the alphabet to begin with, and
at once thereafter plunges into deep divinity.

The title-page of the book at Queen Victoria
Street reads thus :— The New Testament of our
Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ, translated into
the Indian language, and ordered to be printed
by the Commissioners of the United Colonies of
New England, at the charge, and with the con-
sent of the Corporation in England, for the Propa-
gation of the Gospel amongst the Indians in New
England. -

“Cambridge : printed by Samuel Green and
Marmaduke Johnson, MpLX1.”

This Corporation was a different body from
the later Society for the Propagation of the
Gospel in the East. It was founded during the
Commonwealth, suppressed at the Restoration,
but afterwards re-established by the King in
1661. Its president was the Hon. Robert Boyle,
the leader of many good works in those days,
and the earnest friend of Christian missions.
The book is dedicated to King Charles the
Second, who is designated King of England,
Scotland, France, and Ireland, and Defender of
the Faith.

The Algonquian natives of the New England
States have long “ago vanished, terrible wars of
the English and French, the increase of white
settlements, and dire diseases and evil habits
hasting their disappearance. The result is that
not a soul can now read a word of the Bible
which John Eliot, with so much labour and at
such cost, prepared.

1t only remains to add that a large and care-
fully printed bibliographical Treatise, issued by
the Smithsonian Institute, contains a complete
record of the life and works of John Eliot,
together with a list of every copy of his Bible
and other works known to exist, the last pur-
chasers, the prices paid, and the present possessor.
To book-dealers and book-buyers this volume is
invaluable, Lut it also contains much information
of a general kind, throwing light on the history
of the Northern Indians and early missionary
efforts in the New England States, and friends in
the Old Country. Mr. Talbot Baines Reed,- an
authority on all matters of typography, mentions
that in a *“History of Printing in America” by
Isaiah Thomas, one of the series of volumes
issued by the American Antiquarian Society, full
information is given as to the printing of this
Bible. John Eliot was pastor of the Church in
Roxburg in the New England States.









JAMES GILMOUR OF MONGOLIA.

FTHE nineteenth century has been remarkable
in the history of the Christian Church for
the growth and expansion during its suc-

cessive decades of missionary enterprise. The
organizations which at its commencement were
in their infancy have become great and powerful
societies, counting their adherents and converts
by myviads, their consecrated evangelizing agents
by hundreds, and their income for the purpose
of fulfilling the Saviour’s Great Commission by
hundreds of thousands of pounds. And one of
the most encouraging signs in the present con-
dition of English religious life is the earnest
and decided forward movement of several of the
leading evangelical missionary agencies.

The roll of Christian heroism has been greatly
lengthened during the century, and the Christian
Church has been enriched for all time by the
faith, devotion, and achievements of a host of
faithful men and women who have lived and
died to plant the standard of the Cross in those
dark places of heathenism and cruelty where
Satan has far too long held his seat. To the
devout Christian mind and heart, Fiji, New
Guinea, Travancore, Tinnivelly, Hankow, Mon-
golia are names as stimulating to faith in the
presence and working of the Spirit of God in the
lives and hearts of men as Joppa, Antioch,
Iconium, and Philippi.

And when the Christian hero-roll of the nine-
teenth century is complete, no name will be more
worthy of a place there than that of James
Gilmour. Judged by some standards, often and
most fallaciously applied to missionary labour,
his work might appear wanting. There is as
yet no long list of converts. There are no
records of whole Mongol encampments casting
away their ancient Buddhistic faith and practice,
and beginning to follow the doctrines and teach-
ings of what they call “the Jesus book.” Nothing
could well be less sensational than his work and
the methods by which he pursued it. And if
the numbers openly gathered into the fold of
Christ are the only test by which to settle the
disciple’s place on the roll of honour, then it is
doubtful whether the name of James Gilmour
should appear there at all.

But we judge that another and an altogether
different standard is the true test to apply to
the Christian hero. To some the Saviour gives
a rich and abundant harvest; from others He
almost withholds even the harbingers of the
coming blessing. But from all He expects, in
all He blesses, the one great act of self-denial,
the complete and perfect surrender of every.
purpose, desire, possession, and opportunity to
His own loving will. * The disciple is not
above his Master. It is enough for the disciple
that he be as his Master.” *If any man will
come after Me, let him deny himself and take up
his cross and follow Me.” In this hard school,
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and tried by this severe test, James Gilmour has
had no superior.

By the courtesy of the editor of the Suspay at
HoxE, the writer is enabled to adduce evidence in
support of what may seem to some a bold conten-
tion from the forthcoming life of James Gilmour.!
Evidence is there set forth of such a character
that it can hardly fail to make upon the mind of
the reader the impression which James Gilmour
made upon all who had the privilege of his
friendship, or who were brought into any close
and direct contact with him—that he was mind
and heart and soul wholly consecrated to Jesus
Christ, and willing to spend himself fully and
freely for His sake on behalf of all men, but
especially for the unresponsive and unyielding
Mongols. If the choice of a hard and barren
field, if the ready descent to a low level of
civilisation, if the voluntary surrender of earthly
prospects, if the daily and hourly crucifixion of
self on behalf of the thankless and the evil, if
the placing upon the altar of service to Christ
and through Him of service of man of one’s all—
health, time, money, strength, affections, life—
if these things and all that they involve are true
qualifications for the high places in the school of
Jesus Christ, then we claim them all for James
Gilmour. He would have been the last to have
claimed them for himself. But it strengthens
our faith, it rekindles the flame of our love to
the same Saviour, it deepens our consecration to
the service of man, it intensifies our enthusiasm
for the spread of the Gospel, it increases our
certainty of the final triumph of Christ's kingdom,
to enter into the full knowledge of a life and a
work like his.

James Gilmour came of a good stock. He was
trained in a devout, thrifty, God-fearing Scotch
home. His family attended Dr. Wardlaw’s
Congregational Church in Glasgow, and walked
every Sunday five miles each way in order to
attend the services. As a child he learned much
at his mother’s knee, and on the Sunday evenings
the old family Bible, Scott and Henry’s, was
read and explained by his father. At school he
soon displayed that remarkable acquisitive ability
which enabled him in later years so soon and
so perfectly to acquire the Mongolian and the
Chinese colloquial languages. Aftor a very
successful course at the Glasgow High School, he
passed through Glasgow University with con-
siderable distinction, taking many prizes, and
laying thus a solid and serviccable educational
foundation for the later labour of life. He spent
the session of 1865 and 1866 in a course of study
at the Theological IHall of the Congregational
Church in Edinburgh ; and upon offering himself

1« James Gilmour of Mongolia. His Diaries, Letters and
Reports, cdited and arranged by Richard Lovelt, M.A.
Wilh threo portraits and illustrations.” Religious Uract
Saciety, 1892
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for service to the London Missionary Society, he
was by them transferred to Cheshunt College,
where he spent two sessions, fromi September,
1867, until June, 1869.

It was at Cheshunt College that the writer’s
friendship with James Gilmour began. He was
then in the prime of his early manhood, in the
full possession of physical and intellectual vigour,
and his soul was aflame with love to the Saviour
and to the perishing heathen. He retained,
moreover, the love of fun, the high spirits, the
keen enjoyment of a good joke, and the constant
readiness for an argument upon any subject
under the sun which had endeared him to his
comrades in Glasgow. Every Cheshunt man of
that day readily recalls, and rejoices as he does
so, the memory of his good-natured practical
joking, of his racy and pointed speeches upon all
momentous “house questions,” of his power as a
reciter, and of his glowing personal piety. Te
know him even slightly was to respect him ; and
to enter at all into sympathy with him was tc
love him as long as life lasted.

One who knew him very intimately at this
period thus records his impressions :

“ At no time during his residence at Cheshunt could
there have been any doubt as to Gilmour's piety or conse-
cration to the great work of his future; but during the
sccond year it must have been manifest to all who koew
him intimately that there was a deepening and broadening
of his spiritual life. As I Jook back over the interval of
years I can sce that it was then he began to reach the
high-water mark in Christian life aud devotion which was
so steadily maintained throughout his carcer in China and
Mongolin. An apostolic passion far the salvation of his
fellow-men took hold upon him. He would go out in the
cvening, mostly alone, and conduct short open-air services
at Flamstead End, among the cottagers near Cheshunt
railway station, and seize opportunities of speaking to
latourers working by the roadside or in the field through
which he might be passing. He became very solicitous
for the conversion of friends in Scotland, and would come
to my study and ask me to kneel and pray with him that
God's grace might be manifested to them, and that His
Dlessing might rest upon letters which he had written and
was sending to them. The ordinary style of preaching
towards which students usually aspire lost its attractions
for him, and his sermons assumed more and more the
character of carmest exhortations, and oddresses to the
unconverted. When he knew what was to be his field of
labour after his college course was over, how solicitous he
was to go out fully prepared and fitted in spiritual equip-
ment! The needs of the perishing heathen were very real
and weighed leavily upon his heart, and he was very
anxious to win volunteers among his college friends for
this all-important work. How he longed and prayed for
China’s perishing millions ouly his most intimate friends
Xkoow.”

Any detailed sketch of Gilmour’s life is out of
the question here. Our object is rather to glance
into his very heart, through some of the windows
which his correspondence and diaries supply. In
this way we get beyond the mere word spoken
or the outward deed to what is far more helpful,
the temper of spirit and the state of soul of which
word and deed were but the outward expression.

)
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Here are the reasons he gives for choosing the
post of hardship :

“ Having decided as to the capacity in which I should
labour in Christ’s kingdom, the next thing which occupied
my serious altention was tho locality where I should labour.
Occasionally before I had thought of the relutive claims
of the home and foreign fields, but during the summer
session in Edinburgh (1867) I thought the matter out, and
decided for the mission fleld. Even on the low ground of
common sense I secmed to be called a missionary. Is the
kingdom o harvest field? Then I thought it reasonable
that I should seek to work where the work was most abun-
dant and the workers fewest. Labourers say they are over-
taxed at home, what then must be the case abroad, where
there are wide stretching plains already white to harvest,
with scarcely here and there a solitary reaper. To me the
soul of an Indian seemed as precious as the soul of an
Englishman, and the Gospel as much for the Chinese as
for the European; and as the band of missionaries was few
compared with the company of home ministers, it seemed
to me clearly to be my duty to go abroad.

“But I go out as a missionary not that I may follow
the dictates of common sense, but that I may obey that
command of Christ, *Go _into all the world and preach.’
He who said * Preach,’ said also ¢ Go ye inte and preach,’
and what Christ hath joined together let not man put
asunder.

« This command seems to me to be strictly a missionary
injunction, and, as far as I can see, those to whom it was first
delivered regarded it in that light, so that apart altogether
from choice and other lower reasoms, my going forth is a
matter of obedience to a plain command; and in place of
seeking to assign a reason for going abroad, I would prefer
to say that I have failed to discover any reason why I
should stay at home.”

On the eve of embarking, this was his Christian
experience :

“ Companions I can scarcely hope to meet, end the feel-
ing of being alone comes over me till I think of Christ and
His blessed promise, Lo, I am with you always, even to
the end of the world’ No one who does not go away,
leaving all and going alone, can feel the force of this pro-
mise; and when I begin to feel my heart threatening to go
down, I betake mysclf to this companionship, and, thank
God, I have felt the blessedness of His promise rushing over
me repeatedly when I knelt down and spake to Jesus as &
present companion, from whom I am sure to find sympathy.
I have felt a tingle of delight thrilling over me as I felt His
presence, and thought that wherever I may go He is still
with me. I have once or twice lately felt a melting sweet-
pess in the name of Jesus s I spake to Him and told Him
my trouble. Yes, and the trouble went away, and I arose
all right. Is it not blessed of Christ to care so much for us
poor fecble men, so sinful and so careless about honouring
Him? The moment wo come to Him He is ready with His
consolations for us!”

China is notoriously one of the hard fields of
missionary service. 1t was characteristic of him
that he should rejoice when chosen for this field;
it was also natural that he should plant himself
in the hardest corner of this sterile vineyard, in
Mongolia. Mission work had been carried on by
Mr. Swann and Mr. Stallybrass in the neighbour-
hood of Kiachta from 1817 to 1841. It had been
summarily suppressed in the latter ycar by
Russian despotism, although the Russian Church
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has in some sense continued mission work among
the Buriats in that remote portion of the globe.

With the clear and resolute purpose of re-
opening this mission, James Gilmour reached
Peking in May, 1870. His constancy was tested
even sooner than he, in all probability, expected.
He had hardly resided a month in the great
Chinese capital when the news of the Tientsin
massacre of Roman Catholics arrived. Mission-
aries of many years’ experience were greatly
alarmed, and feared that at any moment a similar
outbreak might sweep away all foreign Christian
workers in Peking. Gilmour knew next to
nothing of the country. As it takes a rapid
student four years to acquire much control over
the Chinese language, even he could have made
but little progress in the first four weeks. Yet
on the day after the news arrived here is the
record in his diary :

“The Roman Catholic missionaries have suffered severely,
and the Protestant missionaries are mnot in a very safe
condition. We are living on the slope of a volcano that
may put forth its slumbering rage at any moment. For
example, people ask why there is no rain, and blame the
foreigners for it; and, should a famine cnsue, we may fare
hard for it. Now is the time for trying what stuff a man’s
religion is made of. We may be all dead men directly; are
we afraid to die? Our death might farther the cause of
Christ more than our life could do. We must die some
time or other; now that we have a mnear view of its
possibility, how can we look forward to it? God! do Thou
make my faith firm and bright, so that death may seem
small and not to be feared. Help me to trust Thee and
Christ implicitly, so that with calm mind I may work while
Thou dost let me live, and when Thou dost call me home,
let me come gladly.”

It was not improbable that all missionaries
might have to fly at a moment’s notice. Many
had their goods packed and ready. Gilmour
reasoned that departure would be fatal to the
prospects of his work. Hence, after a month’s
uncertainty, he determined to throw himself
boldly upon God’s providential care and place
himself as speedily as possible on the field of his
life-work. He left Peking on August 5, 1870,
and returned November 9, 1871. During this
interval he had crossed the Plain of Gobi twice;
he had explored the site of the earlier mission,
and conversed with some of the converts; he had
visited Urga, the religious centre of the Mongol
worship and one of the most wicked towns on
the surface of thoe globe; he had spent month
after month in a Mongol tent, living exactly as
the Mongols did, sharing their food, sleeping in
their beds, acquiring, in an infinitely better
way than any book-learning could give it, their
difficult language, so entering into their habits
of thought that he soon knew them better and
more intimately than any other European living,
and so impressing them by his life and conduct
that they called him * our Gilmour,” thus bestow-
ing upon him the title which the next twenty
years of his life were to make more and more
manifestly his own. He had thus won perhaps
the greatest victory of his life. He had cast
himself entirely upon the Lord, and the good
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hand of his God had been upon bim to keep him
in all his ways.

The measure of his endurance may be judged
from the following extract. It occurs in his
diary about three months after he left Peking.
It was written while he was trying to get a
teacher in the orthodox way, and before he went
to live in the Mongol’s tent.

“It is true I am taking notice of all I see, but it always
occurs to me that this is mot furthering the Mongolian
Mission in any direct way. I often tbink of what Dr.
Alexander said in his charge at my ordination: ¢ You do
not go to discover new countries.” Would I had a teacher,
that the language might go on full swing! To-day I felt a
good deal like Elijah in the wilderness, when the reaction
came on after his slaughter of the priests of Baal. He
prayed that he might die. I wonder if I am telling the
truth when I say that I felt drawn towards suicide. I take
this opportunity of declaring strongly that on all occasions
two missionaries should go together. I was not of this
opinion a few weeks ago, but I had no idea how weak
an individual I am. My eyes have filled with tears
frequently these last few days in spite of myself, and I do
not wonder in the least that Grant’s! brother shot himself.
Oh ! the intense loneliness of Christ’s life, not a single one
understood Him! He bore it. O Jesus, let me follow in
Thy steps, and have in me the same Spirit that Thou
hadst!”

The method of his working may be seen in
this extract :

“I went to visit tents a mile or two to the south. There
found, as master of the tent, a black man (a layman) I had
seen before, and ag visitor a lama (Buddhist priest). From
one thing to another we got 1o speak of God and His book.
At last they asked me to read them a portion. I read in
English a few verses, and gave them the parable of the
Prodigal Son in Mongol colloquial. I also gave them a
specimen of a sermon, and explained shortly the nature of
God, when they all seemed pleased. The lama finished up
the thing by saying, ‘Your outward appearance differs
from us, but inwardly you agree with us Coming home, I
felt amply repaid for all the uncomfort and solitude, wnd
leading a Mongol life, by the comparative ease with which
I can converse with them, and the manner in which they
wonder at my proficiency in the colloquial.”

Having thus passed a hard apprenticeship, he
set to work with all his energy to preach to such
Mongols as he could reach thé simple and free
Gospel of salvation. The winters he passed in
Peking, conversing with many of the Mongols
brought there at that season by government
duty, and living occasionally at the Yellow
Temple, a great place of Mongol resort. He
visited the plain every summer except when un-
avoidably detained in Peking by mission work,
which he had to take up in the absence of others
on furlough. In 1874 he married, and his wife,
with a rare devotion and courage, more than once
faced the hardships and privations of a life whioh,
trying indeed to a man, must have been doubly
so to a Christian lady. The Mongols have no
idea of privacy. The tent is common ground.
All have an equal right there, and the passing
traveller is always welcome for food and lodging.
Mr. and Mis. Gilmour voluntarily endured this

\ ! A Scotch trader resident in Keachta.
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lifo—a daily and hourly crucifixion—rather than
allow their work to be hindered by giving the
Mongols the notion that they were haughty or
exclusive. “O Lord, give me patiencel” is a
constant prayer in the diary.

Many were the hindrances. Colleagues in the
mission-field were inclined to think at times that
his rare abilities could be more usefully employed
amid the teeming myriads of China. The home
authorities very imperfectly appreciated the re-
quirements of the work. The conditions of life
on the plain were all against any hope of speedy
progress. But he persevered, and we rejoice
that he did so. It is needful from time to time
in the mission field, as elsewhere, to have men
who will persevere even to the death in the
hardest of fields, and who will do it whether they
can see the fruit of their labours or not, believing
that God has placed the burden upon them, and
that He can and He will take care of the work,
if only the worker be faithful.

In the light of this view of Gilmour’s character
how impressive are extracts like the following :

“ April 19, 1873.—To-day hoad more provoention from my
Mongol, and my earnest prayer is that I may be able to
stand it all, and not get soured in temper and feeling
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knowledge of comels’ flesh also would help me not a little.
Ag it stands, I feel on incompetent ¢ duffer.’

“Bept. 12—We are now in a diphtheria district. I go
into it, and hope to remain some time, trusting myself to
the honds of God. I am safo enough in His hands. If He
can forward mission work more by my death than by my
life, His will be done.”

In his official report for 1873 he writes :

“This leaves me with a deficit of 110 tacls, 63 cents,! and
explains how it is that I ask next year’s (1874) grant to be
raised to 150 taels ot least. I had only two courses open
to me, either to use up the grants for 1872 and 1873
and stop without accomplishing all I could, or to make full
proof of my ministry and exceed the grants. Considering
the cnuse more important than silver, I chose the latter
course, and, despite the most rigid economy, exceeded to
the above amount. Present circumstances enable me to
make up the deficit from my own private purse, and I don’t
ask to be refunded, but I don’t know that I shall be flush
of money next year, and do ask that the grant may be not
less than 150 taels, which is the lowest estimate I can
make. As proof of the reasonableness of my request, and of
my anxiety to avoid drawing on the funds of the Society
beyond what is absolutely necessary, I may be allowed to
state that this year, in addition to making up the lackirg
110-63 taels, I walked afoot bebind my caravau in the
desert for weeks to avoid the expense of purchasing another

against the Mongols. I must have patience. Some  camel.”
R. LOVETT.
0CZD
THANKFULNESS WITH AN «IF.”

HIS is not an uncommon sort of thankfulness.
Many people are thaukful with an *“if.”
At least, their words of thankfulness have

an “if,” or a “ when,” added.

« How thankful I should be, if the next mail
brought better news of my son abroad!” says
one.

«T should be thankful,” says another, “if the
cloud were lifted, and I could see my way out of
this difficulty.”

«7T shall be so thankful, when I feel better,
and can get about again,” says a third.

Are such “ifs” and *““whens” wrong? No,
they cannot be wrong, because they show that the
speaker looks to God for the happy change he
desires ; and, should it come, will doubtless thank
Him for it. The anxious mother prays that the
mail may bring a better account, and will praise
God when itcomes. The person under the cloud
prays in that darkness and perplexity, and will
be truly thankful when light appears. The sick
man prays on his bed, and will rise from it, and
go about, with a thankful heart. As far as it
goes, this is quite right, this looking to God,
praying to God, and meaning to thank God.

But does this go far enough? Ought not the
thankfulness to begin earlier? Should we not
be thankful without ifs and whens? Should we
not all be thankful now ?

Yes, surely. Such words seem to imply (though

it is by no means always the case) that you are
not thankful yet, but that you will be some day ;
or that you would be, if such and such a thing
were to happen, but not otherwise. This cannot
be right, for we are directed thus: “in every
thing give thanks.”

Therefore begin now, if you are to give thanks
in everything, give thanks now, under your pre-
sent circumstances. Mix praise with prayer, after
the pattern set by St. Paul: *“In everything,
by prayer and supplication, with thanksgiving,
let your requests be made known unto God”
(Phil, iv. 6). Do not put off being thankful till
something or other happens; wait for nothing.

Is there nothing to be thankful for to-day?
The mail is not in yet, and you know not what
news it may bring; but, at least, you have heard
no bad news. Remember, your son is in God’s
hands, however far he may be from {ou. thn
you pray for him, you put him afresh under His
loving care. Leave him there, with a trustful
and peaceful and thankful heart. * He shall not
be afraid of evil tidings: his heart is fixed, trust-
ing in the Lord” (Psalm cxii. 7).

Theroe is a cloud over you, and you cannot sece
your way at present. But, even under the cloud,
there is much to give thanks for. To the child-
ren of Jsrael a cloud was even made the token of

! A sum cquivalent to about £25.
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God’s presence. God is above your cloud; nay,
in 1t. For it could not be there without Iis
will. A cloudy time may be a time of great
blessing. Has not God helped you hitherto?
Has He not brought you forth from under other
clouds? Is Ho not near you now? Have you
not His word and His promises? Thank Him
for all this, thank Him to-day, thank Him before
the cloud lifts and tho way is cleared. You will
thank Him all the better when light appears, if
you have thanked Him in the darkness. And,
besides, how can you pray in faith, if you have
1o thankfulness of heart?

As for a time of illness or weakness, while that
is a time for prayer, it is certainly a special time
for praise too. What comfort God gives you on
your bed! How many thoughts of peace He
sends you !

Does He not make all your bed in your sick-
ness? Does He not smooth your pillow, and
give you ease from pain, and stop the pain from
being too bad? And the very hope which you
have of being better, is it not He who gives it
you? He is “the God of hope” : may He *fill
you with all joy and peace in believing, that ye
may abound in hope through the power of the
Holy Ghost” (Rom, xv. 13). And if you are
thus filled with faith and joy and peace, and do
thus abound in hope through the Spirit, then
certainly you will be full of thankfulness too.
You are weak, but every day God supports you;
you suffer, but He helps you to bear; you are
sometimes low, but He does not fail to cheer you
and lift you up. Thank Him for daily mercies;
thank Him for the bed you lie on; thank Him
before He makes you well.

“ Wherefore glorify ye the Lord in the fires,”
or, in the valleys (Isa. xxiv. 15). And, like the
Psalmist, love the Lord, not only when He shall
have delivered you from trouble, but also while
faith assures you that He hears your voice and
your supplications (Psalm cxvi. 1). And let
faith assure you of this. Believe always that
Glod does hear you, when you pray in the name
of Jesus. Then you will praise God apart from
all ifs or whens; and you will feel and say, not
only *“How thankful I should be,” but « IHow
thankful T am!”

“ Whoso offereth praise, glorifieth Me” (Psalm 1.
23): and never more, than when the praise is
offered from under a cloud, or from a sick-bed, or
while waiting in prayer and faith.

F. B.

Chings Helw and Ol
——————
TrE VALLEY OF Rocks.

1 have read somewhere, I think it wes of Bonaventura,
that in one of hia sermons he described himself as in o
dream, beholding o vast valley of rocks covered with
workers—or those who are supposed to bo workers; some
wrought, ond ns they wrought, they shaped pieces of stonc.
Every piece of stonc was shaped to exnotly the same pro-
portions, squared to csactly the same ghape. And I saw,
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snid the dreamor, and behold, while they wrought, invisible,
whito-winged angels stood by, and they took cach picce of
stone, and boro it, aud built of them a palace in the fair
kingdoms, among the mansions of light, And I noticnd
others who were idle, lying slecping in the Valley of Rocks ;
but I noticed that invisible dark living spirits were by them
whilo they slept, not to receive the hewn stones, but them-
sclves exenvating, and shaping, and bearing them away, to
build homes in the dark vaults of lost being. Then I knew
that these stones were hours; and I knew that our hours
are building our future cternal homes; that as they passed
here, so shall we be for ever."—Pazton Hood's “ Dark
Sayings.”

JorN Benyan anp Dnr. Owen.—King Charles 11 one
day asked Dr. Owen “how he, being so learned o man,
could go to hear that tinker Bunyan preach?” ¢ AD, may
it please your Majesty,” was the immediate reply, “if I
could preach like that map, I would gladly give all my
learning.”

Friexps’ YeEarLy MeeriNG.—This annuel assembly of
Friends has been held in London for more than two hun-
dred years. Having previously instituted Quarterly and
Monthly meelings in different parts of the kingdom, George
Fox, in 1672, established the Yenrly Meeting, to excrcise o
general care and guardianship of the Societies. To this
Yearly Meeting all the others regularly bring reports, and
receive such counsel or rules for the government of the
meetings end members within their respective limits, as
may seem nccessary or advisable. The president is called
the Clerk of the Yearly Meeting.

THIX FATHER'S HELP.

NY HENRY THORNE, EVANGELIST.

“ Haviug therefore obtained help of God, I continue uulo this day.”—
Acts xxvi, 22.

A mixisTer moving his books
To o room on a bigher floor,
Had offers of help from o child
Who came peeping in at his door.

The child was his own little girl,
And, plending with pitiful looks,

She snid, ns she stood by the door,

“Muy I help papa with his books?”

The needed permission obtained,
A volume gigantio she found:

The load was too much for her strength,
And, wecping, she fell to the ground.

Tapa lieard the noise of tho fall,
And ran to tho littlo one’s aid;
He foldod her close to his heart,
Aud soon the tear-storm was allayed.

Glad laughter succeeded tho tears,
Aud delight soon banished alarms :

Tor pa tock the child on tho book,
And carried them both in his arms.

Thus often the children of God
Are helped by our Father above,
Who makes thom to know by His graco
The beautiful solaco of love.

They fuil *neath ‘some burden of work,
But all needed grace He imparts;

And, bearing both them and their load,
1o gladdens nnd strengthens their hearts.

(From * Footsteps of Truth”  Editedby C. Russell Hurditeh.)
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“I think as how his father must have been very sad and
sorrowful when he heard his son say that. But you sce the
lad had grown so selfish that he didn't seem to care one bit
how he wounded his poor father's heart. I think as how
his father must have wept very bitter when he went into
his own room. You see, lassie, good parents loves their
children so much, and knows so well how cruel the great
world is, that it is o great grief to them when their sons
and daughters have to go forth from the old home. But he
was a very wise father. He knew very well that if he said
to his son, ¢ No, I won't let you go. You must stay at home,’
he would only want to go all the more. And so he gave
him his share, and allowed him to go away.”

Here Daniel paused, and again ran his fingers lightly
over the verses of his Bible.

“Go on,” said Elsie, breathlessly.

“ Well, the lad went away, far, far from home. How far
I can’t tell you. But it must have been a very long way,
for it says in the Bible that he weut ¢into a far country.
There he met other young lads, and spent the money that
his father had given him in wild pleasures. He forgot all
the good lessons he had been taught at home. He forgot
his good, kind father. All he lived for was pleasure. For
a time he thought he was enjoying himself mightily. I
expect as how he said to himself, ¢ This is seeing life, this
is. This is better than being at that stupid old home!’
But wait a bit. It is always the case with sinful pleasures,
lassie, that they leaves deep stings behind them, so that
people wishes after they are over that they had had nothing
to do with them. I expect as how this young lad thought
his friends was very nice young men. So they were while
his money lasted. They was what we calls fair-weather
friends, lass. There is a good many of them about.

“ Well, the days went on, and the young man went on
spanding his money, and ‘enjoying himself' as he would
call it, until he hadn’t a single penny left. And then, to
his surprise, he found he hadn’t o single friend left either.
That wouldn’t have mattered so much—for these here friends
had never been any good to him—but something else,
worse than that, happened just them. A great famine
broke out in this country in which the lad was staying——"

T have heard this tale before,” said Elsic. ¢ Mother
bas read it to me out of the Bible. But go on. A preat
famine broke out——"

““Ay, ay. You have no ides, lassie, what a terrible
thing a famineis. You have always had a good home and
plenty to eat. But I expect as how there are many little
lads and lasses just about your age in that great big London
who can tell you that they have got some idea of what a
famine is like. Try to fancy a whole country full of people
short of food—starving—ready to give ten times the price,
if they had the money, for a bit of bread. That was what
hoppened in this country. Now you see if he hadn’t spent
his money, this young man might have been able to buy
food, even if he had to give more for it. Or he might have
gone away to some other country where food was cheaper.
But he hadn’t a single penny left, and he began to starve.
He tried to get work to do,so that he might earn semething.
At last he got employment. And what do you think it was?
This voung lad who had been brought up in a good home,
and had always had plenty to eat and to wear—this young
lad found himself brought down to feeding pigs; and so
hungry was he that he was glad to pick up bits from the
very huske that the pigs was eating. I expect a8 how ho
began to think, then, of his home, which he bad loft eo
proud and ecornful, and of his dear, loving father. I
cxpect a8 how he said, ¢ Oh that I had never left that happy
old place!” I am sure he did; forat last, one day, when
he could bear it no longer, he said, ‘ I will go back again to my
father. Home is the hest place after all. Even my father's

TWO WAYS OF LOOKING AT IT.

scrvants have bread to eat while I am dying of hunger. I
will go back, and I will ask him to let me be one of his
servants, for I have sinned against him, and have neglected
him, and have no more right to be called his son’ And so,
back he went, walking all the weary way—back like a
beggar, lassie—back to the old home! What o change there
was in his feelings, Home seemed the best place in the
world to him now. He had learned a lesson, you see—such
a lesson 08 he never forgot. And what do you think his
father did when he saw him. He ran to mect him, and
gave him e right royal welcome, and hed a great feast
prepared for him, and geve him new clothes to wear instead
of the ragged ones he had on, and took him back again as
his son. And you may be sure that lad never wanted to
leave home again. That's just how it is, you see. We
never finds out how well off we ere until we gets something
worse to put up with.

« A discontented heart, lassie, is one o’ the saddest things
on the face o’ the earth. It brings a blight an’ a darkness
on the whole life. There is no happiness possible where
there is o discontented heart. No matter where it be or
how many blessin’s it may have, it will never, never find
rest or happiness. Pray God, lassie, that He may make
you satisfied with your lot in life, so that your heart may be
full o’ peace and joy.”

There was a long silence after Daniel had ceased to speak.
Elsie stood there looking very hard at the gate, with a
colour in her cheeks very much like a blush of sheme, while
Daniel smoothed her hand tenderly. Suddenly Elsie turned
to him, and throwing her arms around his neck, burst into
tears. I don't knowall she said to him ; but I do know that
one thing she said, smiling through her tears, after he had
talked to her in o low voice for a few moments, was this:

I don’t want to eat pigs' food, and I do love my father
and mother, and I would rather stay at home than go
anywhere ! ”

And I know that it was not the same Elsie who went
back to the house that afternoon, all brightness and smiles.

HARRY DAVIES.

ANSWER TO SCRIPTURE EXERCISE.
NO. NmL—p. 288.—GAD—ASA—DAN,

GAD e « « « <« * 28am, xxiv. 14
ASA . . . . . . . 2Chron xv. 1-1.
DAN

« « o+ + « + o« @Gen,xlix, 16, 17.

———

KEY TO TBE LIVES OF THE APOSTLES.
§T. PAUL.—IV.—p. 30%.

(1) Actsxv. 1; (2)xv. 2; (8)xv. 7,12,13; (4) Gal. i1. 9;
(5) Acts xx. 19, 20, 28, 29; (6) xx. 36, 38; (7) Col.iv. 10 ;
(8) Acts xv. 40; 1 Thess. i. 1; (9) Acts xvi. 1; (10) xvi. 3;
(11) xviii. 18; xxi. 20-26; (12) 1 Cor. ix. 20; (13) Acts xvi.
6,7,9; (14) xvi. 11; (15) Ps. exxxvii. 1; (16) Acts xvi. 16~
19; (17) xxi. 20-21; (18) xvi. 27-33.

—_————

ANSWER TO SCRIPTURE ENIGMA.

NO. X¥IL.—p. 304.—DILIGENT.—Prov. xiii. 4; xii. 24;

xX. 4, 21
D cceit e Prov. xii. 5, 20.
I pstruction . . . . Prov. iv. 13. )
L ovo Prov. x. 12; xvii. 9.
I niquity Prov. xxii. 8.
G roce Prov. iii. 84.
E vil .« « « « . Prov.i10,16; ii. 14.
Net . . . . . . . . Provill [23.
T ruth . . . . DProv, xxii. 21; xxiii.





