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PREFATORY NOTE. 

WO remarkable years have passed since we began the work of editing " T H E SPRINGING W E L L . " Dunn 
this time we have felt in a wonderful manner that God's guiding Hand and Help were with us, an 
that in a very special way His blessing has accompanied this humble service for His Name. 

We little imagined that the effort would be used as it has been. First, to call forth the interest an 
fellowship oi Christian men and women all over the world, and also to make known the story of the Saviour1 

love to multitudes of weary, longing hearts. 
We praise God, however, that these results have attended the presentation of the truth through th 

pages of this paper. 
Perhaps there is nothing in the labour of these two years that has more cheered and stimulated u 

than the testimony of kind friends from lands beyond the sea. The time has gone with startling rapidity, an 
yet we have received messages full of loving hopefulness and encouragement from Christian friends very, ver 
far away, and in some instances it has amazed us that our periodical has thus made its way into many 
Canadian pine-log cottage in the great North West, into the lone lands of Central Africa, and across th 
mighty Californian slopes of the Pacific Coast. 

It is a cause of rejoicing beyond expression that so many generous friends have written to tell ( 
instruction and comfort received, or of definite conversions through the perusal of some article in the pape 
May the Lord in His abundant grace bless these generous correspondents wherever they may be ! 

To every Christian reader there is a bright and glorious future. Soon our Lord will return, and a 
service for Him on earth will be over. Let us all seek to serve Him more faithfully until we see His face i 
glory. Each day brings us nearer to that glad time. 

" One day nearer, sings the sailor, As he glides the waters o'er, 
While the light is softly dying, On his distant native shore. 
Thus the Christian on life's ocean, As his lifeboat cuts the foam, 
In the evening cries with rapture, I am one day nearer home. 
Nearer home ; yes, one day nearer, To our Father's home on high, 
To the green fields and the fountains Of the land beyond the sky, 
For the Heaven grows brighter o'er us, And the lamps hang in the dome, 
And our tents are pitched still closer, For we're one day nearer home." 

In sending forth this second volume, we thank God for His mercy in giving us the strength 
complete it. We also desire to tender our best thanks to those who have contributed so many and su< 
deeply interesting articles to our pages. We ask that God's richest blessing may also abide upon all wl 
have with exceeding kindness assisted the Leper, Free Distribution, Widows and Orphans, and sever 
Missionary and other Funds. We thank, too, all who have helped in the Sewing Competition, etc. V 
asked for faith and confidence to carry on this service for the present year. God has most gracious 
heard and answered. Another year (1900) is just about to open upon us. It may bring sorrow; it m; 
bring trial; it may bring joy. But whatever may be in store for us in the future, will you, beloved reade 
pray that GOD MAY BE WITH us? and that His Divine blessing may also be with you all, is the unfeigm 
desire of your friend, 

T H E EDITOR. 

December, 1899. 



4HE HAS MADE ME SURE OF IT.' 

Sec page 129. 
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A STRANGE 
VILLAGE STORY; 
or, H o w t h e J e w found 

Chr i s t . 

A STRANGER came 
to live in our village. 

This was an event that at 
any time would cause some 
commotion amongst the 
people; but in this instance 
it aroused greater excite
ment and curiosity than 
usual. 

Not far away from the 
main road, and just under 
the shadow of a hill covered 
to the top with fine old firs, 
there stood a solitary house. 
It was a singularly con
s t r u c t e d bu t well-buil t 
dwelling. A dark yew-
hedge almost surrounded 
it, giving it from the ex
terior a somewhat weird 
appearance; but inside 
there was a lovely lawn, 
in the centre of which a 
grand cedar tree grew 
luxuriantly, — a spacious 
conservatory was attached 
to the side of the house, 
and in the rear the ample 
kitchen and fruit gardens 
gave the impression that 
whoever chose this abode 
for a residence might have 
a quiet and comfortable 
time of it. 

But, singular to say, 
a foolish and unfounded 
superstition about the place 
exis ted amongs t t he se 
simple village folk, so much 
so, that no one would take it ; and although it was 
kept in perfect order, and the gentleman to whom it 
belonged offered it for a nominal rental to any one 

who would reside there, yet still it remained empty, 
and the people hastened by with fear and trembling 
as soon as twilight came upon the scene. 

s.w. N 
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The astonishment, therefore, of these villagers 
can be readily understood when one morning they 
awoke to find that a mysterious gentleman had taken 
possession of it, and their amazement increased 
when it was discovered that he had actually 
purchased it, and would henceforward dwell in 
their midst. 

It will hardly be credited, but it is a fact, that so 
dense was the ignorance and folly of these people 
that for a considerable period the new-comer was 
shunned and avoided just as much as the house 
had been in which he dwelt. The greatest discussion 
ensued as to his personality, and all wondered who 
he was and from whence he came. 

The individual himself was a person whom having 
once seen you could not easily forget. Tall and 
dignified in appearance, his clear, open, benevolent 
face seemed to inspire confidence rather than fear. 
His broad forehead, from which the dense greyish-
black hair fell back almost over his shoulders, gave 
an impression of power and culture, and altogether 
to look at him was to marvel why such a person 
should choose this out-of-the-world corner in which 
to dwell. He had brought with him an elderly ser
vant, who seemed to have supreme control of the little 
establishment, and whose one object appeared to be 
to contribute to the comfort and well-being of her 
master. Months and months passed away, and 
although perhaps the foolish fear that filled the 
minds of the people subsided to some extent, yet 
the man was avoided as much as possible, and 
many a time individuals would cross the road rather 
than pass him on the way. 

One evening, however, in the autumn, just as the 
shadows began to fall, he was quietly walking some 
little distance from his home. He had to pass a 
delightful cottage situated at the top of the hill. 
The front of it was covered with creepers and 
variegated ivies in lovely profusion. The passion
flower and sweet-scented clematis were charmingly 
intermingled, and it was no wonder that his attention 
was arrested, and that for a moment he evidently 
surveyed with the greatest interest the quiet and 
beautiful place. The old man was constantly 
reading as he walked about; but now he appeared 
to forget his book and to be lost in the stillness 
and beauty of the scene. 

We have often observed how simple events in 
our lives are so arranged through the wonderful 
mercy of God as to prove the very crisis of our 
history. We have no hesitation in saying that the 
interest awakened in this old man's mind by the 
loveliness of this country cottage and its surround
ings proved to be the beginning of a time of blessing 
for him, such as he had never dreamt of in all his 
past life, for, just as he was about to resume his 

walk, a lady who had observed his pleasure at the 
appearance of her home, most courteously invited 
him to walk through the garden. She had never 
before seen him, but by the description that had 
been given, she felt sure she was addressing the 
individual who had caused such controversy in the 
village. 

Her young son joined her, and they walked to
gether explaining occasionally special features 
which seemed to please her unexpected visitor. 
The night came on too rapidly to permit the tour of 
the garden to be completed, so the stranger, with 
apparently sincere expressions of gratitude, prepared 
to leave. Just, however, at that moment it began 
to rain, and he was requested to enter the house 
to await its discontinuance. He seemed at first 
reluctant to do so, but ultimately consented. Thank 
God, this was a true Christian home. There was 
not, it may be, very great ostentatious display of the 
profession of Christianity; but there was the living 
power of it very manifest. The books on the table 
spoke of Christ, and on the walls two or three 
beautiful texts told of His work. Above all, there 
was a bright, gladsome spirit about the lady of the 
house, which was more eloquent than many words. 

With all the gentleness imaginable she began to 
speak of those things that filled her soul with 
peace and joy and perfect rest. There were several 
children present besides the son who had accom
panied them round the garden, and with each of 
them there seemed to be the true unaffected power 
of Christian influence and training. 

In no inquisitive fashion, but with all the refine
ment possible, this Christian lady addressed her 
visitor ABOUT CHRIST. She spoke of Him as one 
who filled her heart to overflowing with praise and 
thanksgiving; she spoke tenderly of all He had done 
for her and her absent husband and her family; 
told of His suffering, of His shame, of His cross, 
and of His resurrection and glory. She spoke 
also to this stranger, singular to say, of the marvel
lous prophecies about Him all along the past ages: 
how " the sceptre " should " not depart from Judah, 
nor a lawgiver from between his feet till Shiloh 
come"; how the Patriarch had prophesied saying, 
" the Lord thy God will raise unto thee a Prophet 

from the midst of thee, of thy brethren, like unto me : 
unto Him ye shall hearken " (Deut. xviii. 15); and 
she quoted the words of Isaiah, "He was 
wounded for our transgressions, He was bruised for 
our iniquities, the chastisement of our peace was upon 
Him, and with His stripes we are healed" (Isa. liii. 5). 
All these and other splendid scriptures were cited 
in the hearing of the old man, telling a Saviour 
was to come to bear the sins of His people and to 
die to "gather together in one the children of God 
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that were scattered abroad" (John xi. 52). Then she 
spoke of His coming again, of that bright day 
which would dawn upon this world when Christ 
would come to call His redeemed people home, 
and when He, who was once the Man of Sorrows 
and the despised Nazarene, would reign with 
universal equity, and when the knowledge of Him 
would cover the earth as the waters cover the sea. 

During this conversation it never once occurred 
to the speaker that perhaps her visitor had no 
sympathy with the story; that possibly these truths 
that were so clear and definite to her met with no 
real response in the heart of her auditor. Had any 
one watched him during the recital of these refer
ences in the scripture to the Divinity of the Son of 
God, it would have been observed that his dark 
eyes flashed with a peculiar light and that a shade 
of scorn quivered around his lips. With a great 
effort he seemed to suppress whatever he may have 
felt, and rose to leave. There was no assent to 
any of the words of the lady, who suddenly realised 
that her convictions were wrong, and that this 
friend did not appreciate those things that were 
more precious to her than life. The old man said 
a few kindly words to the children, especially to the 
elder boy, whose appearance particularly attracted 
his attention. Then, at the moment of taking his 
departure, he turned to the lady and said, " Madam, 
I thank you for your kind reception, but I am not 
a Christian ! I cannot leave your house and permit 
you to be under such an impression. I do not 
accept the Nazarene as the Christ, the Anointed of 
God, the Messiah. Do you see this book in which 
I read from day to day? This tells me of One 
who is yet to come, who will restore the Kingdom 
to Israel, who will reign right gloriously on 
Mount Zion, and occupy there the throne of 
David." As he spoke he opened the volume, which 
was a portion of the Talmud, of course in Hebrew 
characters, and added once more, " I ca?inot 
believe in the Christ of whom you have spoken as 
the Sent One of God, for I AM A JEW." Then the 
old man bade adieu to the lady, and stepped out 
into the silent night and hastened home. 

The spring had returned, the earth was putting 
on her beautiful apparel, the birds about this 
beautiful country were making the woods re-echo 
with their songs. All nature seemed jubilant. The 
violets were peeping forth here and there, and the 
primrose and cowslip bedecked the waysides and the 
meadows with their yellow glories. The people, too, 
began to re-assume their simple outdoor pleasures, 
and very often, as the days broadened, they assembled 
on the spacious village green to watch the lads at their 
usual pastimes, or to converse with one another 

upon the day's doings. In the centre of this public 
resort there grew a large chestnut tree, and around 
the trunk were placed rustic seats for any who 
chose to use them. 

It was on such an evening as we have described 
that the lady of whom we have written walked with 
her son to this green. As they approached the old 
chestnut tree and were about to rest under its 
shadow, they observed, with much surprise, the 
tall stranger coming towards them. This was the 
first time she had seen him since the memorable 
interview in her house; but she had very often prayed 
for him, and asked God in His infinite grace to remove 
the veil from the old man's eyes, and enable him to 
accept Jesus Christ as his Lord and Saviour. When 
he approached she imagined he had recognised and 
had come to salute her. But it was not so, for when 
he drew nearer and saw her, for an instant he seemed 
embarrassed and inclined to retire; but his natural 
politeness forbade this, and instantly recovering his 
composure he bowed respectfully, and took the seat 
he had evidently originally intended to occupy. 
They spoke of the beauty of the scene. Fading 
away in the west was the setting sun, illumi
nating the heavens to the very zenith in crimson 
and gold, and tingeing the earth with the reflection 
of its glory. The lady remembered the last words 
of her strange friend, and it was not in her mind 
to refer to the question again, but to her surprise 
the old man immediately did so. 

" I t is remarkable," he said, "that I should 
meet you here; for ever since you spoke to me of 
the scriptures that told of the coming of the 
Messiah into the world I have never been able to 
forget them, and the thought, madam, has passed 
through my mind, ' What if, after all, it is true that 
the Messiah has come, that the One who appeared 
in this world eighteen hundred years ago was verily 
THE Christ! what if this be possible?' Then it 
occurred to me that the next time I met you I would 
ask you to tell me truly whether you DO absolutely 
in your heart believe that Jesus of Nazareth was 
the Eternal Son of the Living God, and that He 
came as the fulfiller and completer of all the types 
and shadows, and offerings in days of old ? Oh, 
madam, believe my sincerity when I say that if 
I could receive this, it would enable me to under
stand what now appears in the ways of God with 
my people to be incomprehensible. Let me tell 
you, lady," and the tears came into his eyes as he 
uttered the words, " let me tell you, lady, that all 
my life long I have been seeking for this PERSON, 
BUT I HAVE NOT FOUND H I M . For many years 
I filled an official position in an influential 
synagogue. I spent every moment possible in 

I research and study; but no .labour seemed to bring 

N 2 
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me nearer the object of my heart's desire. I wanted 
to find THE Christ, but to find Him as a Jew, 
whether He came in lowly guise or in regal splen
dour, it mattered not to me, so that I might be 
sure that I had really found the true Messiah of 
God. At last I determined to leave the busy city 
and to seek a quiet home where I could continue 
my search for Him, who, as you said, is truly fore
shadowed in so many places in the Old Testament. 
So, once more, will you tell me if you do absolutely 
believe that all the prophecies of the Word of God 
point to and find their culmination and fulfilment 
in the One who was born at Bethlehem?" The 
man was deeply in earnest. He could not conceal 
his emotion. He trembled like a leaf as he waited 
for an answer, and the lady raised her heart to God 
in silent prayer, asking Him to direct her to the 
right reply, and just as He heard Nehemiah when 
he "prayed to the God of Heaven" and to Daniel 
to whom it was said, "At the beginning of thy 
supplications the commandment came forth" (Dan. 
ix. 23), so with this Christian lady, God heard her 
cry for direction, and helped her marvellously to 
speak of David, of his anointing, of his rejection 
by Saul, of his victory over the enemies of Israel, 
of his ultimate triumph and glorious reign. All 
these historic facts, so familiar to the old man, she 
used to point to the One who was David's Lord. 
Then she referred to an incident in the days of the 
Christ, when the Pharisees were gathered together, 
and Jesus asked them, saying, " Whatthi?ik ye of 
Christ ? whose Son is He ? They say unto Him, 
The son of David" and He replied by saying, 
"How then doth David in spirit call Him Lord, 
saying, The Lord said unto my Lord, Sit Thou on My 
right hand, till I make Thine enemies Thy footstool? If 
David then call Him Lord, hoiv is He his S§n ? " 
(Matt xxii. 41—45.) 

There was a singular indication of submission in 
the manner of the old man as he listened to these 
words; but so far the light of the Gospel had not 
shone into his soul, or at any rate there was no 
confession of it. 

Just before the conversation closed the lady felt 
it was a deeply important moment in the history of 
her friend, and she asked him if he believed in 
Nathaniel. She reminded him how he had said, 
" Can any good thing come out of Nazareth ? " and 
how Philip had wisely answered, " Come and see." 
Then she asked him to listen to the testimony of 
the old Israelite, how he exclaimed when he gazed 
upon the person of the Lord, " RAHBI, THOU ART 
THE SON OF GOD, THOU ART THE KINO OF ISRAEL !" 

Very few more words passed between them. 
They each went to their home: one lifting her 
heart to God that He might deepen the work of 

His Spirit in the soul of this son of Abraham, 
and hasten the day when the vail should be taken 
away from the hearts of all God's chosen people, 
the other to think of the great and mind-absorbing 
truths that had been touched upon by this kind 
Christian lady. 

* * * * * * 
It was not long after the interview we have 

described, that one evening a servant brought a 
message to the lady's house urgently asking her 
to come to the residence of the old man. For an 
instant she was fearful. Although none of the 
strange ideas of the people perturbed her mind, 
yet she felt it necessary to commit her way to God, 
and did so in the fullest assurance that He would 
guide her steps. Her son accompanied her, and 
just as they entered the little path that led to the 
front door the old man met them, and with tearful 
emotion said that his old and faithful housekeeper 
was dying, and he wanted the lady to speak to her 
about THE Christ before she passed into eternity. 
Very quickly the mother and son entered the 
room, and there, sure enough, was the pale anxious 
face and glistening eye that told of the very gates 
to the valley of the shadow. The dying woman 
seemed too weak for many words, but to the intense 
joy of the visitor, when she was asked about 
Christ, an expression of blessed peace and heavenly 
joy passed over her weary face. " Oh yes," she 
exclaimed, " I know Him ; I have known Him for 
many years. H E ' S ALL IN ALL TO ME, and now I 
am going home to be with Him for ever throughout 
eternity. I shall be like Him, for I shall see Him 
as He is." Then she drew her visitor close to her, 
and whispered falteringly, "There is one thing I 
want before I die. I want my master to confess 
Him too. Ask him to come in." The message was 
conveyed to the old man, and in an instant he was 
there. Then Rachel raised herself from her dying 
couch and looked at the bent form of the fine old 
man, and with wonderful energy said, " Oh, master, 
before I go hence, let me hear you confess the 
Name of MY SAVIOUR. I have served you for 
many, many years, ever since you were left in the 
world a lonely sorrowful man; but I desire, above 
all things else, to know that you bow the knee to 
Jesus Christ and own Him as your Lord and 
Master." The tearful gaze of the dying woman 
was too much for the kind old man, and with a 
broken heart he knelt by the bedside of his faithful 
servant, and confessed that at last his eyes were 
opened, and he saw in Christ the revelation of the 
Father's glory, and with emphatic apparent sincerity 
he uttered the words of the Apostle Peter, and said, 
" We believe and are sure that Thou art that Christ 
the Son of the living God" (John vi. 69). Then 
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followed just a few sentences of thanksgiving from 
the Christian lady. The old servant leaned back 
peacefully, and seemed perfectly at rest now that 
she had heard this confession from her master's 
lips. Then the mother and her boy retired, and 
as they did so they heard the pathetic invocation of 
God's blessing for them both from the lips of him 
who had found the One of whom " Moses in the 
Zatv and the Prophets did write." 

:fc ;{ : J|J ^' -\m -'z 

Only a few days after this the faithful servant 
and follower of the Lord was called home. She 
was buried in the little village churchyard. The 
circumstances under which she had passed away 
became known, and created, as often is the case, 
the utmost sympathy when a sorrow comes. The 
people assembled at the service, and noticed the 
heartfelt grief of the old man, and their hearts were 
drawn towards him. Gradually the antipathy died 
away; neither the house nor its occupant caused the 
least consternation ; indeed, for some years after the 
incidents recorded in this simple story from real 
life, that old man was the only true preacher of 
the Gospel in the place. He began a little mission 
amongst the people, and many were brought to a 
knowledge of the Saviour. Wherever he went he 
pointed his hearers to Christ, and told, with 
enthusiasm and delight, of Him who had at last been 
revealed to his astonished vision as " the Chiefest 
among ten thousand." Through the grace and good
ness of God an interesting gospel work began in the 
place, the result of which is manifest to-day in the 
changed lives and homes of these once dark and 
benighted people. We remember well on one 
occasion hearing Olivers' well-known lyric sung 
in that hall, and we could not but feel how 
appropriate were the verses as the old man slowly 
read them out— 

" The whole triumphant host 
Give thanks to God on high : 

• Hail! Father, Son, and Holy Ghost!' 
They ever cry: 

Hail! Abraham's God and mine ! 
I join the heavenly lays; 

All might and majesty are Thine, 
And endless praise! 

He by Himself hath sworn, 
I on His oath depend ; 

I shall on eagles' wings upborne 
To Heaven ascend: 

I shall behold His face, 
I shall His power adore, 

And sing the wonders of His grace, 
For evermore!" 

" O the depth of the riches both of the wisdom and 
knowledge of God! how unsearchable are His 
judgments, and His ways past finding out!" (Rom. xi. 
xxxiii.) o. A. 

PALTERING FOOTSTEPS. 

I have loved thee with an everlasting love.—Jer. xxxiii. 3. 

I drew them with , . . bands of love.—Hos. xi. 4. 

SO ! Thou art weary ! Well, the path is rough 
And toilsome. But My feet have trod 

The way before thee; I know each snare 
And pitfall; and My hand 
Shall guide thee safely through, 
Until the pearly gates shall meet thy gaze, 
And thou shalt rest—where rest alone is found— 
With Me ; shalt see My face 
And be—as I would have thee be— 
Like Me, and all My glory share, 
Meanwhile—" My peace I leave with thee." 
What couldst thou more desire ? 
Thou wouldst not, surely, seek 
Thy rest and home where I am not! 
Nor canst thou blame 
A love that only seeks to win thee for its own, 
And hence would show 
The emptiness of all things here 
To which thy foolish heart so clings. 
What wouldst thou have ? Canst thou suggest 
Ought that is worth the having, that My love 
Has not already given ? Thou wearest now 
The " best robe " that these hands could weave. 
Bright angels may excel in strength 
And fly with eager haste to do My bidding, 
But they have no dress 
That with its beauty can at all compare ! 
My ring is on thy hand—emblem most sweet— 
To Me at least—of union firm and strong ; 
My kiss still lingers on thy lips, 
And well thou knowest 
All that I have is thine; and canst thou turn 
From such a love as mine, and leave 
A treasure house so richly stored, to seek 
The husks and ashes that the swine do eat ? 
God pardon thee the thought! Hast thou so soon 

forgot 
The cruel famine of that far-off land 
From whence thy foot so lately wended ? 
Oh, that thine eyes were opened ! Thou wouldst see 
The gulf of black ingratitude towards which 
Thy footsteps tend, and start 
With horror from its dark and murky depths. 
See ! Wet with the dews of morn I stand and knock ! 
Wilt thou not open ? The time of singing birds 
Is near, the turtle woos its mate; the rain 
Is gone and over; the soft west wind, 
With richest odours laden, 
Sighs at thy latticed window. Come ! 
Let me see thy countenance,—My Dove! 
My undefiled! (Cant. v. 2.) 

* * * * * 
Thou canst not leave me ! Nay,— 
I will not let thee go ! Gethsemane's dark hour, 
That cruel cross, and—more than all— 
The hiding of His face, were borne for thee, 
And many waters cannot quench 
The love I bear thee ! 
'Tis but a little while thy face is hid ! 
Until the day break and the shadows flee (Cant.it. 17) 
Thou art all fair, My love! 
There is no spot on thee. 

HOMELEIGH. 



T H E SPRINGING W E L L ; 

"RAMABAI," 
ONE OF INDIA'S WOMEN WORKERS. 

ONE sunny Indian morning, half a century ago, 
before the first zenana had been opened to 

missionary work, a Hindu father, bathing in the 
sacred river Godavery, noticed a fine-looking man 
coming down to bathe. After the ablutions and 
the morning prayers were over the father inquired of 
the stranger who he was, and on learning his caste, 
clan, dwelling-place, and that he was a widower, 
offered him his little daughter, only nine years old, 
in marriage. Matters were settled within an hour, 
the marriage took place next day, and the little girl 
passed into the possession of the stranger, who took 
her nearly nine hundred miles away from her home. 

The parents, who were on a religious pilgrimage, 

left the Godavery next morning with 
the light hearts of Hindus who have 
managed t 0 marry their daughter into a prosperous 
family. 

Fortunately the child bride had fallen into good 
hands. Her husband, a Brahman Pundit, was a man 
of Europeanized views about the education of women. 
Married as a boy of ten to a little girl, he had given 
up his project that she should be taught to read when 
the elders of the family demurred; but when he came 

to manhood and his wife died, he resolved that if ever he 
married again he would have his own way in the matter; 
and now as a widower he carried his new little bride away 
and immediately began to teach her Sanscrit. Mother-in-
law and elders objecting as before, he left home, journeyed 
to a remote forest among the Western Ghauts, and took up 
his abode in the jungle. The first night was spent without 
shelter of any kind. A tiger across the ravine made the 
darkness hideous with its cries; the little bride, wrapped 

tightly in her pasodi (cotton quilt), lay on the 
ground convulsed with terror, while the husband 
kept watch till daybreak, when the hungry beast 
disappeared. The wild animals of the jungle were 
around them, and hourly terrified the lonely little 
girl, but the lessons went on without hindrance. 
A rude dwelling was constructed, and after a few 
years little children came to the home in the forest, 
among them one whose name has since become a 
household word to thousands—a bright synonym 
for Indian Christian work for India's women— 
RAMABAI. 

Here at Poona and at Christmas a welcome 
message comes : " On Sunday afternoon Ramabai 
wants you to come and speak to her widows." 

A drive in a bullock-bandy through streets lit by 
a blazing glare of glorious sunlight, a few moments' 
waiting in a pleasantly furnished parlour, the hot 
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afternoon air fanning in from the verandah through 
open doors and windows, and then an Indian lady 
enters and greets us cordially. She is middle-aged 
and slightly deaf, with black hair, an olive-coloured 
skin, and clear blue eyes. An atmosphere of quiet 
power surrounds her. You watch this little woman 
in her white widow's dress—the native dress of 
plain material loosely wound and pleated without 
any of the dressmaking to which we are accustomed; 
you watch her as she sits in the next room presently 
among her girls, with her dark hair cut short and 
loosely hanging, and her bare feet slipped out of 
her shoes in Eastern fashion ; you notice the bright 
intelligence with which she listens, you recall the 
story of her brave and noble life, and you feel an 
interest in her and her girls that is not easy to 
express. 

Thirty or forty of them are here, Ramabai's 
widows, young things, sweet-looking many of them, 
in their loose flowing wrappers, with dark attentive 
eyes fixed on the speaker. You think of what they 
represent—India's women, India's child-widows. 
A dim, unexplored realm of suffering and degrada
tion opens at the name. One hundred and forty-five 
million women, multitudes of whom never go 
beyond the four walls of their house; many who 
are wives, and sometimes mothers, before they 
reach their teens; millions who, though never 
wives in anything but name, live through the 
life-long misery of Hindu widowhood. You think 
of these as you look at the quiet faces of the girls 
before you, and you thank God for the free and 
noble ideal of Christian 
womanhood which He has 
given Ramabai, and which by 
prayer and effort she is helping 
to make real. 

It was a strange providence 
that led her to this place. 

Half a lifetime has passed 
away since the little jungle 
baby, whose parents had paid 
such a cost for woman's cul
ture, first saw the light. 

Among her earliest 
memories she recalls her 
mother's lessons when the 
maiden, heavy with sleep, was 
lifted from her bed upon 
and wakened with many 
mother words, to learn—while 
the forest chirped their morning songs-
than the mother's lips. 

From that jungle to the pleasant home at Poona is a far cry. 
Through days of pilgrimage and study with her parents, when, 
"refusing," as she says, "to throw me into the well of ignorance by giving me in 

marrage in my infancy," they developed her rare 
talent till under their instruction she became a 
"prodigy'of erudition"; through pilgrimages with 
them and her brother, till in the crisis of an Indian 
famine the father and mother died, and the orphans, 
too poor to pay for other help, were obliged them
selves to carry the burden of their remains to the 
place of burning; through long journeys over the 
continent of India, in which, as penniless pilgrims, 
she and her brother advocated female education in 
the Punjab, Rajputana, the Central Provinces, 
Assam, Bengal, and Madras; through days of 
popularity at Calcutta, when the young Sanscrit 
scholar and lecturer created a sensation by her 
advanced views and scholarship, winning the title 
of Pundita never before bestowed upon a woman ; 
through months of loneliness after her brother's 
death ; through a brief, happy marriage that lasted 
not two years, her husband, a Calcutta graduate, 
dying of cholera; through motherhood and widow
hood, and through missionary journeys to England 
and the States, 
Ramabai was led 
into the Christ
like work which 
has made her 
name beloved by 
all who care for 
India's women 
in England, 
America, and her 
own land. 

^ * ^ 
V~ 

•Vv v * ^ 
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We have taken very great interest in the delightful 
volume entitled "Across India at the Dawn of the 
Twentieth Century, "that has recently been published. 

Through the courtesy and kindness of the ac
complished authoress, Miss Lucy E. Guinness, we 
are enabled to print part of one of the chapters, 
the story of "Ramabai," in T H E SPRINGING WELL. 

We have read the book with unbounded pleasure 
ourselves, and we wish every Christian worker could 
do so too, for it is crowded with vivid illustrations 
of the manners and customs of the people, and as 
the marvellous panorama of our Indian Empire is 
brought before the mind, it will surely cause every 
woman to realise how much yet needs to be done 
for Christ in that land. It contains fully 250 
splendid illustrations, diagrams, etc., and, through 
the generosity of the publishers, the Religious Tract 
Society, we are privileged in having two of them. 
The book is printed and bound with the utmost 
taste, and it would form an attractive gift. It can 
be obtained from the publisher of this paper, post 
free, in paper boards $s. 6</., or in best cloth 51. 
Special arrangements would be made with any 
friends who will circulate the book freely. 

Regio?is Beyond\ referring to "Across India" says:— 
In the pages of this book, India passes before us, a 

sublime and beautiful spectacle. We gaze on the panorama 
of its mountains and plains—the snows of the Himalayas, 
the fields and forests of Bengal, the sandy plateau of the 
Deccan. We see the Ganges and the Indus rolling seaward 
their multitudinous waves beneath the burning tropic sun. 
We look on Bombay, Madras, Calcutta, Benares, with 
their teeming populations. We stand in the crowded 
streets among the multitudes thronging market, temple, 
and fair. In scene after scene we mark the indications of 
progress, wonderful transformations taking place under 
British influence, buildings and systems rising, institutions 
passing away. We stand by the Parsees, worshipping the 
setting sun, beneath the shadow of their Towers of Silence; 
by devotees, sitting in ashes by the wayside, standing with 
stiffened arms or bowed down, their heads buried in the 
earth. 
!~ Here the Hindu mother kneels with her offering before 
the tulsi tree, and the child worships the unconscious 
plant. Here, in strange shrines, stand abominable idols, 
the monkey-god Maruti, Siva the destroyer, black Kali, 
goddess of cruelty, elephant-headed deities, disgraceful 
objects of adoration, forms half human, half bestial, adored 
by India's millions. " Mouths have they, but they speak 
not; eyes, but they see not; hands, but they handle not." 

We see here, in a word, the hand of God stretched forth 
in mercy and in judgment, undermining India's idolatries, 
shaking and shattering her temples, and preparing for the 
glorious transformation of the future, India's help cometh 
from the Lord. He who has hung over her mountains 
His glorious sun, and gems her sky with His innumerable 
stars, from Him cometh her help. He who causes His 
snows to descend on her mountains, He who pours over 
her plains her mighty rivers, from Him cometh her help. 
He who has permitted her conquest, who is harmonizing 
her warring instincts, who has brought her millions beneath 
Christian influence and rule, who has given to her the 
open Bible, from Him cometh her help. 

OLIVER CROMWELL'S PORTRAIT. 

OLIVER CROMWELL was sitting before an ; 
artist to have his portrait painted. Years 

of anxiety had traced many a furrow upon his brow. 
Fearing the artist would flatter him by the omission i 
of the furrows, Cromwell said, " Paint me as I am. 
If you leave out the scars and wrinkles, I will not : 

pay you a shilling." j 
Perhaps the reader has often been to the photo- 1 

grapher, and your desire has been to obtain an ! 
exact portrait. But did it ever strike you that God, | 
in His holy Word, has drawn the full-length and 1 
accurate portrait of every man ? j 

You will find it in the third chapter of the j 
Epistle to the Romans. It is thy own portrait, my \ 
reader, therefore fail not to look thereon with deep j 
attention. God has drawn it that thou mayest 1 
know how thou appearest in His sight. j 

In that scripture we read:—" There is none 
righteous, no, not one: there is none that under-
standeth, there is none that seeketh after God. 
They are all gone out of the way, they are together 
become unprofitable; there is none that doeth 
good, no, not one. Their throat is an open 
sepulchre; with their tongues they have used 
deceit; the poison of asps is under their lips: 
whose mouth is full of cursing and bitterness: 
their feet are swift to shed blood: destruction and 
misery are in their ways, and the way of peace have 
they not known : there is no fear of God before 
their eyes." 

" But," say you, " I have never committed these 
deeds." That may be quite true. But remember 
that it is written, "The Lord seeth not as man 
seeth ; for man looketh on the outward appearance, 
but the Lord looketh on the heart" (1 Sam. xvi. 7). 

Do you, my reader, acknowledge the foregoing 
scripture to be a portrait of your heart ? Then I am 
sure you will not wonder that Jesus said, " Except 
a man be born again, he cannot see the kingdom 
of God." 

Perhaps a reader says, " "What shall I do to 
be saved?" The answer is distinctly written by 
the pen of Divine inspiration :—" Believe on the 
Lord Jesus Christ, and thou shalt be saved" 
(Acts xvi. 31). "The blood of Jesus Christ His 
Son cleanseth us from all sin" (1 John i. 7). 
"For when we were yet without strength, in due 
time Christ died for the ungodly " (Rom. v. 6). 

SOME young ladies, conversing with their teacher 
as to what they would do in the event of an 

anticipated calamity, asked where her refuge would 
be. She answered, "My refuge would be in my 
God." 



OR, W A T E R S THAT F A I L N O T . 

I OUR BIBLE PORTION. 1 

"COME AND SEE." 
" Nathanael said unto him, Can there any good thing come 

out of Nazareth ? Philip saith unto him, Come and sec " 
(John i. 46). " Thine eyes shall see the KING IN H I S BEAUTY " 
(Isa. xxxiii. 17). 

WHEN the Lord Jesus came to this earth there 
was no home for H im; He was from the 

first a stranger here. But the very gospel which 
most quickly records this sad fact is that one which 
most quickly shows us Jesus Himself making, by 
His own love and grace, a home in His presence 
for those who love Him. "Where dwellest Thou ? " 
inquired Andrew and the other disciple of John, 
and Jesus said, 

" C o m e a n d s e e . " 
" So they came and saw where He dwelt, and abode 
with Him that day." 

The next day Jesus found Philip, and bade him 
follow Him, and thus he also became a disciple 
of the Lord. 

Now Philip, having become a follower of Jesus, 
partook of His spirit, and 

S o u g h t for h i s friend, 
to bring him to the Lord. He found Nathanael. 
Nathanael was sitting at home, under the fig tree, 
when Philip came to him. He was a devout man, 
and by Philip's mode of address, we may be sure 
he was one who studied the Scriptures. Indeed, 
we know that engaging in daily prayer under the 
shady tree was approved by the Talmud. We may 
almost imagine Nathanael lifting up his eyes from 
the roll he was reading, as he listened to Philip's 
eager words, 
" W e h a v e found H i m of w h o m M o s e s 
in t h e l a w , and t h e p r o p h e t s , did w r i t e . " 

Sure we are that as the pages of the sacred book 
are devoutly read Jesus is revealed by God to 
the reader. Yet Nathanael was not ready in one 
moment to accept Philip's statement. " Can there 
any good thing come out of Nazareth ?" said he, 
for he had his doubts and difficulties. 

" C o m e a n d s e e , " 

replied Philip, and most charming answer it was, 
the echo of the Lord's own " Come and see " of the 
preceding day; and as Philip led Nathanael to 
Jesus, with what burning words and eager steps he 
must have pursued his way. 

Nathanael was an honest man. " Behold an 
Israelite indeed, in whom is no guile," were Jesus' 

words of greeting to him ! Oh ! that a like guileless 
spirit might be found in each of us ! 
" W h e n t h o u w a s t u n d e r t h e fig t r ee I 

s a w t h e e , " 
said the Lord to him. And Jesus observes our 
ways. He sees such as read the Scriptures at 
home ! He will make Himself known to such, for 
He never fails those who are honest at heart, and 
faithfully search God's Holy Word. 

" Rabbi, Thou art the Son of God; Thou art the 
King of Israel," exclaimed Nathanael to the Lord, 
who told him of the coming day when this earth 
shall be home indeed, for Jesus shall be here in 
glory, and the angels of God shall ascend and 
descend upon the Son of Man. 

Heaven is now the home of the children of God, 
because the Father and the Son are there, but our 
earthly homes are green spots indeed on earth 
when in them the Lord is recognised, honoured and 
loved. There is a blessing in reading the Bible 
at home, in praying at home, in hearing of Jesus 
at home, and of having Christian friends come to 
us at home, who, like Philip, say to us of Jesus, 

" Come a n d see ;" 
but better still will it be to hear Jesus say to us, 
" Come and see," and to dwell with Him for ever. 

11 High, in my Father's house above, 
My mansion is prepared ; 

There is the home, the rest I love, 
And there my bright reward. 

With Him I love, in spotless white, 
In glory I shall shine ; 

His blissful presence my delight, 
His love and glory mine. 

All taint of sin shall be removed, 
All evil done away: 

And I shall dwell with God's Beloved, 
Through God's eternal day." 

A BIBLE R E A D I N G . 
GRACE ABOUNDING. 

GOD the Father hath blessed us with all spiritual 
blessings . . . in Christ " (Eph. i. 3). 

"Hath chosen us in Him" (Eph. i. 4). 
"Hath quickened us together with Christ" (Eph. ii. 5). 
"Hath delivered us from the power of darkness" (Col.i. 13). 
" Hath translated us into the Kingdom of His dear Son " 

(Col. i. 13). 
" Hath made us sit together in heavenly places in Christ 

Jesus" (Eph. ii. 6). 
"Hath made us accepted in the beloved " (Eph. i. 6). 
*' Hath made us meet to be partakers of the saints in light'' 

(Col. i. 12). 
" Hath begotten us . . . unto a lively hope by the resur

rection of Jesus Christ from the dead" (1 Pet. i. 3). 
"Where sin abounded, grace did much more abound" 

(Rom. v. 20). E. A. H. 
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SUPPOSED SITE OF UR OF THE CHALDEES. 

T H E LAND OF T H E ASSYRIAN ; 
or, The Cradle of the Nations.—I. ! 

DEEPLY implanted in the human breast, and i 
forming one of the highest instincts of our j 

nature, but varying in its intensity according to j 
taste, temperament and education, exists a loving 
reverence for antiquity, whether in art, history, 
tradition or association. 

With the uneducated, there enters into this 
feeling more or less of awe and superstition, which 
have not unfrequently resulted in the blindest 
veneration and the grossest idolatry, but when 
subject to the thoughtful, discriminating faculties of 
a well-regulated mind it conduces to the develop
ment of wider sympathies, and a more extensive 
knowledge of men and things; and tends very 
materially to enhance the pleasure that is derived 
from the contemplation of aught upon which Time 
has set its seal. 

This reverence for the ancient is apparent in 
all classes and grades of men, although the 
attendant emotions may be widely different. 
It is manifested by the simple rustic towards the 
old, old church, ivy-clad and grey, within whose 
mouldering walls he has ever worshipped as his 
forefathers did for generations before him; by the 
wealthy squire towards the faded portraits of stately 
ancestors which frown upon him from his panelled 
walls; by the bustling townsman towards the 
grand old castle that crowns the neighbouring hill, 
and around which Time has cast a halo of mystery 
and hoary tradition; by the artist and architect 
towards those crumbling ruins, "blanched into 
dusty decay by the frosts of ages," with their 

shattered columns and perishing sculptures— 
precious remnants of a bygone age; and by the 
zealous archaeologist towards the graceful vase, 
the battered helm, the graven slab—sole memorials 
perchance of a perished city, or of a forgotten people. 
It is to this same spirit, coupled with that of 
research, with which the minds of men, and 
Englishmen more especially, have been inspired, that 
we are indebted for the preservation of all that 
we prize most dearly both in art and literature, 
as well as for the vigorous efforts that have been, 
and are still being made to rescue from oblivion 
the records and monuments of nations that have 
long passed away. Into every land and zone has 
the white man penetrated, undismayed by dangers, 
undaunted by difficulties, with his note-book, his 
sketch-book, his rule and his spade; nothing 
seems to escape the notice of his eagle eye—and 
whither he goes, goes also God's Word—the lamp 
of Truth, to illumine the dark places of the earth. 
He has roamed the wild Steppes of Central Asia; 
climbed the snow-capped Himalayas, explored the 
vast territory of the Hindoo—rich in monuments 
and wondrous in beauty, and has broken down the 
barriers, stronger than the Great Wall, of pride, 
jealousy and distrust, that so long environed China 
and Japan, and stemmed the tide of civilization. 

He has followed the Saviour's footsteps through 
Israel's blighted land; he has trod the burning 
deserts of Arabia; delved among the dusty mounds 
of Nineveh; mused upon the rocky summit of 
Sinai, and Africa, too, the last great problem, 
has been solved by him, and over her sandy 
wastes and through her primeval forests, guided by 
God, Bible in hand, he roams. Nor must we forget 
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to mention the New World, with its trackless 
prairies, cloud-capped mountains and mighty rivers, 
for here has he made himself a home, far from the 
land of his ancestors, and established a power 
that astonishes the world. But cosmopolitan as 
white men are, there is o?ie portion of the globe, 
which after our respective countries, comes in, 
perhaps, for the largest share of our interest and 
regard, and upon the study of whose history we 
have devoted much time and attention. I refer, 
of course, to those lands more or less associated 
with the Bible, and with the earliest records of the 
human race. Jerusalem, with its sad and sacred 
reminiscences; the ground traversed by the Saviour 
on His errands of mercy; the lone mountains He 
frequented and the lakes on which He sailed, form 
naturally centres of attraction; but next to these, 
equally sharing our interest, come Egypt and 
Assyria, both countries which exercised powerful 
influences on the destinies of God's chosen people, 
and whose inhabitants constituted the first great 
nations of the earth. It is to the latter of these that 
we purpose for a short time to turn our attention. 

If any name, then surely that of Assyria is suffi
cient to awaken the slumbering echoes of the past, 
and to carry our thoughts back to the earliest 
periods of the world's history. It is a name so 
peculiarly ancient, so associated in our minds with 
the distant memories of Eden and Babel, that 
the mention of it is like the striking of a chord 
that recalls the music, sad or gay, of some long-
forgotten melody. Egypt, Ethiopia, Greece and 
Rome still retain their names, though their power 
and their glory have vanished for ever; but the 
name of Assyria, like the splendour of her cities, 
exists only in the imperishable annals of the past, 
where it shines with a peculiar lustre, undimmed 
by the mists of ages. 

» 
W A T E R FROM T H E W E L L S O F 

S A L V A T I O N . 

TH E Old Testament promise is that with joy 
should the water from these wells be drawn. 

There are many gracious wells of salvation in the 
New Testament, the water of which requires to be 
drawn, for God's way is to enrich and to bless the 
diligent. If we do not read the Bible, we need 
not expect the joy of its living waters. There is a 
pleasure in labour, and labouring over the scripture 
is a joyful occupation. 

Our hearts are gardens, which need the waters 
of these divine wells, if we would have them fruitful. 
The barren and unfruitful Christian is he who has 
omitted to add valour to his faith. We are exhorted 
to give all diligence to add to our faith, lest otherwise 
we find ourselves going back to a wilderness state. 

" T H E C R O W A S W E L L A S T H E 
N I G H T I N G A L E ! " 

" 1 3 ILLY BRAY'S" whole life was spent in 
-L-* praising the Lord, and for the most part 

aloud. He couldn't help himself; with a heart 
always in tune, every influence, every breath shook 
from its tremulous chords some note of thanks
giving. "As I go along the street," he said, " / 
lift up one foot, and it seems to say ' Glory I' and 
I lift up the other, and it seems to say *Amen / ' and 
they keep on like that all the time I walk" Probably 
you would have come upon him singing. "Bless 
the Lord, I can sing," he would say; "my Heavenly 
Father likes to hear me sing. I can't sing so sweetly 
as some, but my Father likes to hear me sing as 
well as those who can sing better than I can. 
My Father likes to hear the crow as well as the 
nightingale, for He made them both" 

A N ANXIOUS ENQUIRER. 

FAST-running he came with an eager face, 
And a solemn query upon his lip; 

An anxious enquirer whose urgent case 
Had drawn him to Jesus' acquaintanceship. 

" The life everlasting," for goal he sought, 
Dim-groping as over a mist-wreathed moor; 

And a brave long list of good deeds he brought 
(But his high credentials were all too poor). 

" Yet one thing thou lackest,' the Master said, 
" Too rich for the kingdom of God, thou art! 
Too low is its entrance for crested head, 

Too narrow for aught but a wealth-stripped heart." 

The sense of an infinite need he lacked, 
Of poverty direful and deeply set; 

For lo! while his treasury high was stacked, 
He trusted in riches, and feared no debt. 

" Sell now thy possessions," the Master said, 
11 And comfort thy brothers amid their strife, 

Come follow Me here in the way I tread, 
And thou shalt have treasure of endless life." 

Fast-running he came to that blessed tryst, 
An anxious enquirer one golden day; 

But Jesus' salvation too high was priced, 
And slowly and sadly he went away. 

WINIFRED A. I VER SON. 

" I K N O W W H A T I T COST." 

TWO gentlemen were riding past a beautiful 
park. The one said to the other, "How 

much do you think this estate is worth?" " I 
don't know how much it is worth," was the answer; 
"but I know what it cost the late owner of it." 
"How much?" "His soul," was the startling 
reply. " The owner of it died a wretched death, 
stating on his death-bed that all his misery was due 
to his love of money, which had often led him into 
fraud and sin." 
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IS I T W E L L 
W I T H T H E E ? 

I N the dark and try
ing hour, when 

sorrow comes, when the 
hear t ' is bowed with 
anguish, and the hot 
tears fall, then how 
good it is to TRUST IN 
G O D , and to be assured 
that He doeth all things 
well. 

You remember the 
i n f i n i t e l y t r u s t f u l 
words of the woman of 
Shunem. Her boy lay 
dead in the upper 
chamber of her home ; 
b u t in a n s w e r t o 
Elisha's questions, " I s 
it well with thee ? Is it 
well with thy husband ? 
Is it well with the child?" 
—though her heart was 
breaking and her hus
band's heart was very 
sore, and the dear little 
lad, her only son, lay 
dead in the upper 
chamber, yet she would 
not let her voice break 
with sobs, as with heroic 
faith she answered, " It 
is well." 

Wha t grief can be 
more poignant than 
that of a father or a 
mother over some dear, 
promising son ? There 
w a s a f a t h e r , a n 
eminently good man, 
the Earl of Shaftesbury, 
whose young boy was 
at school and died 
there, and, like Aaron, 
the sorrowing parents 
bowed their heads and 
held their peace, and 
carved on the simple 
tombstone of their dead 
boy, where you may 
see it to this day in 
Harrow churchyard, 
the simple words, " I s 
it well with the child ? " 
" I t is well." 

Oh, r eader ! Is it 
well with thee ? Canst 
thou say, H e hideth my 
life in the depths of 
His love, and covers 
m e t h e r e w i t h H i s 
H a n d ? 

T H E SPRINGING W E L L ; 

HE HIDETH MY SOUL. 
Fanny J. Crosby. 

Allegretto. 
Wm. J. Kirkpatrick. 

1. A won-der-ful Sa-viour is Je - BUS, my Lord, A won - der-ful Sa-viour to 
2. A won-der-ful Sa-viour is Je - sus, my Lord, He tak - eth my bur - den a -
3. With numberless blessings each moment He crowns, And fill'd with His fulness di -
4. When cloth'd in His brightness transported I rise To meet Him in clouds of the 

He hid - eth my aoul in the cleft of the rock, Where 
He hold - eth me up, and I shall not be mov'd, He 
I sing in my rap-ture, oh, glo - ry to God For 

HiB per - feet sal-va-tion, His won-der-ful love, I'll 

1. ri - vers of pleasure I see. . . > 

I J & ' f S S S E S ^ S L Y > H e Hd-ethmysonl in the clef t of therock,That 
4. Bhout with the millions on high. 

,?l „JVfc£gjgLjA^.«*£ 

shadows a dry, thirsty land; He hid - eth my life in the depths of His love, And 
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cov - ers methere with HiB hand, . . And cov - ers me there with His hand. 
JL • JLJL _#. Jt. ± f^j>-?- I- * - _ |S 
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The above beautiful Melody is No. 127 In " Songs of Victory." This splendid collection of Hymns and Solos 
can be had through any bookseller—without music, from 2d. to 55. 6d.; with music, from 2s. 6d. to 10s. 6d, .j 
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Jottings about rbc Bible. | 

THERE IS NONE LIKE THAT. 

AS the firmament at night is seen to be studded 
with stars, so the Bible sparkles on every 

page with Christ. Remove the keystone from the 
arch, the foundation from the elaborate super
structure, the golden thread from the string of 
pearls, the continuity and meaning from the 
writings, and you unthread the entire texture and 
make the Book a mass of meaningless words. 

From Adam, Christ was the subject of promise 
and prophecy. In paradise He was referred to as 
the "seed of the woman." Abraham "rejoiced to 
see His day," and avowed that the Lord would 
" provide Himself a Lamb." Jacob spake of Him 
as the coming " Shiloh," Moses foretold the rising 
of a " Prophet," Balaam saw Him as a " Star" 
and a " Sceptre," Job rejoiced in the life of his 
" Redeemer," David described the agonies, death, 
and the resurrection of the " Holy One," Solomon 
ecstatically praised his "Beloved," Isaiah graphically 
dwelt upon the growing of the " tender Plant" and 
the " precious Corner-stone." He was Jeremiah's 
"Branch," Ezekiel's "River," Daniel's "Ancient 
of Days," Hosea's "Lord of Hosts," Joel's 
"Latter-day Glory," Obadiah's "Saviour," Jonah's 
" Salvation," Micah's "Peace," Nahum's "Him that 
bringeth good tidings," Habakkuk's "Strength," 
Haggai's "Desire of all nations," Zechariah's "Foun
tain," and Malachi's " Sun of Righteousness." 

Thus all the Old Testament books are inlaid with 
the image of Christ, who in the fulness of time 
came to earth, verified prophetic statements, dis
tinctly and absolutely declared the prophecies 
fulfilled in Himself, wrought the wonders, and 
uttered the winsome words which bless us this hour. 
How can you account for such a marked blending of 
all writers on one theme—such a manifest gravita
tion of thought toward one point—such a glorious 
clustering of hope, expectation, and joy around one 
centre ? How was it that these scribes, separated 
by ages, and climes, and callings, and capacities, 
all looked Christward and grouped themselves 
around the majestic Messiah? 

There is but one answer. All were under the 
invisible spell of the Spirit's attractive influence 
—all felt the centripetal force of the cross which 
was to be erected on Calvary—all were God-guided 
and God-taught. 

Looking thus at the contents of the Book, we 
are brought to the same conclusion:—The Bible 
is God's message to man; it is His revelation of 

Himself; it is the only solution of our great life 
problems. 

Indeed, if the Book of books be not from the 
hand of God, then nothing can claim Him as its 
source. As soon may you disbelieve that " in the 
beginning God created the heaven and the earth," 
as disbelieve that " holy men wrote as they were 
moved by the Holy Ghost." 

Take again the scales of criticism. In the one, 
place all the books you can collect, from the Vatican 
Library in Rome, the Bourbon Library in Naples, 
the Imperial Library in Vienna, the Escurial Library 
in Spain, the Royal Library in Paris, the Bodleian 
Library in Oxford, the British Museum Library, 
and into the other scale place this one unique 
volume, with its impartiality, its originality, its high 
morality, its matchless beauty, its heavenly spiritu
ality, its uniform testimony, to the Christ—and lo ! 
so light is the first scale, that the multitudinous 
productious are thrown to the ground, and there, 
like the sheaves in Joseph's vision, they stand 
round about and make obeisance to this Book. 
Much as you prize all the efforts of simply human 
ability, you turn toward the grand old Book and 
say, as David did of Goliath's sword, " There is 
none like that; give it me ! " 

FEAR NOT, NOR BE FAINT
HEARTED. 

A RAGGED school teacher was telling a friend 
in a street that he was afraid he would have 

to discontinue the school, as he had seen no fruit 
whatsoever of his labours. At that moment a little 
boy came up and asked him if he would come 
and see his brother, who was very ill. He 
went with him into one of the lowest streets of 
the city, and on entering the room was struck with 
the utter misery of it. The sufferer lay on a 
mere heap of rags in a corner. The teacher said, 
"My poor boy, what can I do for you? Can I 
get you a doctor ? " 

" Oh no, sir," said the boy. 
" Shall I find you a nurse, and have you removed 

to a nice bed ? " 
" Oh no, sir, not that; but tell me, tell me, did 

you say that Jesus died for everybody ? " 
" Yes, I did." 
" And that He will receive any one who comes 

to H i m ? " 
" Yes, indeed I did, dear boy." 
" Well, then, I know that He has received me," 

he replied, and in a few moments his soul had 
entered into rest. 

In due season we shall reap if we faint not 
(Gal. vi. 6). 
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T H O M A S O L I V E R S , T H E W E L S H 
C O B B L E R . 

OF all the remarkable hymn-writers of the last 
century, none is more remarkable than the 

mighty cobbler, Thomas Olivers, a " sturdy Welsh
man, " as Southey calls him. He is not to be con
founded with John Oliver, also one of the nota
bilities of the Revival. Thomas was really an 
astonishing trophy of the movement; before his 
conversion he was a thoroughly bad fellow, a kind of 
wandering reprobate, an idle, dissipated man. He 
fell beneath the power of Whitfield, whom he 
heard preach from the text, " I s NOT THIS A 
BRAND PLUCKED OUT OF THE FIRE?" H e had 
made comic songs about Whitfield, and sung 
them with applause in tap-rooms. As Whit
field came in his way, he went with the purpose of 
obtaining fresh fuel for his ridicule. 

But his heart was however completely broken, and 
he felt so much compunction for what he had done 
against the man for whom he now felt so deep a 
reverence and awe, that he used to follow him in 
the streets, and though he did not speak to him, he 
says he could scarcely refrain from kissing the prints 
of his footsteps. 

And now, he says of the beginning of his new life, 
what we can well believe of an imagination so 
intense and strong, " I saw God in everything: the 
heavens, the earth, and all therein showed me 
something of Him; yea, even from a drop of water, 
a blade of grass, or a grain of sand, I received 
instruction." .He was about seriously to enter into a 
settled and respectable way of business when John 
Wesley heard of him ; and although he was con
verted under Whitfield, Wesley persuaded him to 
yield himself to his direction for the work of 
preaching as one of his itinerant band, and sent him 
into Cornwall—just the man we should think for 
Cornwall, fiery and imaginative: off he went, in 
1753. He was born in 1725. 

He testifies that he was " unable to buy a horse, 
so, with my boots on my legs, my great-coat on my 
back, and my bag with my books and linen across 
my shoulders, I set out for Cornwall on foot." 
Henceforth there were forty-six years on earth 
before him, during which he witnessed a magnificent 
confession before many witnesses. He became one 
of the foremost controversialists when dissensions 
arose among the men of the Revival. He acquired 
a knowledge of the languages, especially of Hebrew, 
and was a great reader. Wesley appointed him as 

his editor and general proof-reader; but he could 
never be taught to punctuate properly, and the 
punctilious Wesley could not tolerate his inac
curacies as they slipped through the proof, so he 
did not retain this post long. But Wesley loved 
him, and in 1799 he was buried in Wesley's own 
tomb, and his remains lie there, in the cemetery of 
the City Road Chapel. 

He wrote more prose than poetry; but, like St. 
Ambrose, he is made immortal by a single hymn. 
He is the author of one of the most majestic hymns 
in all hymnology. Byron and Scott wrote Hebrew 
melodies, but they will not bear comparison with 
this one. While in London upon one occasion, he 
went into the Jewish synagogue, and he heard sung 
there by a rabbi, Dr. Leoni, an old air, a melody 
which so enchanted him and fixed itself in his 
memory, that he went home, and instantly pro
duced what he called " a hymn to the God of 
Abraham," arranged to the air he had heard. And 
thus we possess that which we so frequently sing, 

"The God of Abraham praise! 
Whose all-sufficient grace 

Shall guide me all my happy days, 
In all my ways." 

It is principally known by its first four verses; there 
are twelve. James Montgomery says, "There is 
not in our language a lyric of more majestic style, 
more elevated thought, or more glorious imagery; 
it is like a stately pile of architecture, severe and 
simple in design; it strikes less on the first view 
than after deliberate examination, but the mind 
itself grows greater in contemplating i t " ; and he 
continues, " On account of the peculiarity of the 
measure, none but a person of equal musical and 
poetical taste could have produced the harmony 
perceptible in the verse." How great a blessing 
has resulted through this one melody to thousands 
of believers throughout the world, God only knows. 

"DO WITH U S AS THOU WILT." 

I N the still air the music lies unheard, 
In the rough marble beauty hides unseen ; 

To wake the music and the beauty, needs 
The Master's touch, the Sculptor's chisel keen. 

Great Master, touch us with Thy skilful hand, 
Let not the music that is in us die; 

Great Sculptor, hew and polish us, nor let, 
Hidden and lost, Thy form within us lie. 

Spare not the stroke, do with us as Thou wilt, 
Let there be naught unfinished, broken, marred ; 

Complete Thy purpose, that we may become 
Thy perfect image, O our God and Lord ! 

" A soft answer turneth away wrath." This is the best 
system of self-defence of which we have any knowledge. 
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% OUR YOUNG PEOPLE'S PAGES. % 
* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 
T H E STORY OF JOHN N E W T O N 

AND HIS NIECE.—I. 
BY FRANK COCKREM. 

SOME of my young readers live in the country 
perhaps. When the happy day comes for 

them to have a holiday in London, I would like 
them to ask their parents to take them to see dear 
old John Newton's church, where, more than a 

THE BANK OF ENGLAND. 

hundred years ago, he did so great a work for the 
Lord Jesus. It is called " St. Mary Woolnoth, 
Lombard Street." The city was quieter then, and 
many merchants and others resided there, but 
to-day the church is in the centre of all its toil and 
noise—close to the Bank of England, the Royal 
Exchange, and the Mansion House. The kind 
woman in charge of the church during the daytime 
will show them the big old-fashioned Prayer Book 
which John Newton used; the monument to his 
memory on the wall, with its remarkable words 
(written by himself) about his early history, and 
his conversion to God; and will allow them, 
perhaps, to stand for a moment in the very pulpit 
where for twenty-seven years he so faithfully 
preached the Gospel. 

A great and good man he was ! When young, he 
had been a sailor, and had led a very wicked life. 
You would not have expected such a great sinner 
to become a noble minister of Christ. How 
wonderful is the power of God, which can in a 
moment change such dark and wayward hearts! 
It was so with John Newton. He had been 
wrecked on the coast of Africa, and had fallen into 
the hands of a cruel man who owned a large 
number of slaves. By him he was treated so 
brutally, and suffered so much, that he was more 
badly off than the slaves themselves. In speaking 
of that bitter time, he calls himself " A Servant of 
Slaves." Often he was obliged to pick up and eat 
the remnants of food thrown away by them, to save 
himself from starving. Yet his heart was hard, and 
his conduct wicked. 

One day, however, a ship came in search of him, 
and he was rescued. A long voyage was before 
those on board, and it was not until a year or two 
afterwards that they turned homewards. One night, 
as they were nearing England, a great storm arose, 
and it seemed as if the ship must sink. All hands 
were ordered to the pumps, and were kept there 
hour after hour and day after day. It was in the 
midst of that storm that God, by His Spirit, spoke 
to young John Newton's heart. Death, the judg
ment, and hell, all came before him, and made him 
seek the mercy of God at the cross of Christ. By 
faith he saw the Saviour there, dying for him. 

Long afterwards, in one of his many beautiful 
hymns, he wrote the story of that night. 

•• In evil long I took delight, 
LTnawed by shame or fear, 

Till a new object met my sight, 
And stopped my wild career. 

I saw One hanging on a tree, 
In agonies and blood, 

He fix'd His languid eyes on me, 
As near the cross I stood. 

Ah ! never till my latest breath 
Shall I forget that look ; 

It seemed to charge me with His death, 
Though not a word He spoke. 

My conscience felt, and own'd the guilt, 
And plung'd me in despair; 

I saw my sins His blood had spilt, 
And help'd to nail Him there. 

Another look He gave, which said, 
' I freely all forgive; 

This blood is for thy ransom paid, 
I die, that thou may'st live.' " 

What a wonderful change, was it not? How 
gracious was the Saviour thus to save the wanderer 
from his many sins, and make him a " new creature "! 
From that time his evil life became a thing of the 
past, and amid many struggles and temptations he 
earnestly sought to serve the Lord. 
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WE are thankful to say the competitions 
arranged last year for Bible Searchers were 

highly successful. Very many have testified to the 
interest and pleasure afforded thereby. So many 
entered that we have not been able to give the 
names of the prize-winners until now. 

The adjudicators have awarded prizes as follows : 
" UNFAMILIAR PASSAGES." 

ist Prize, Miss J. A. HORSFIELD, I, College Street, 
Rotherham, Yorks. 

2nd Prize, Miss NEWMAN, "Ingledene," Shirehampton, 
Bristol. 

3rd Prize, Miss Dix, 3, Burlington Gardens, Acton, W. 
Consolation Prize, Miss M. E. WARD, 204, South Park 

Road, Wimbledon, S.W. 
" SHADOWS." 

ist Prize, Miss G. A. SMITH, 40, Abbeygate Street, 
Bury St. Edmunds. 

2nd Prize, Master W. A. Cooper, 18, Ridgeway Ter
race, Delph Lane, Leeds. 

3rd Prize, Miss N. DOWSETT, Albert Road, Old Windsor, 
Berks. 

We propose to give again six prizes as before, 
three for Seniors and three for Juniors, for the best 
papers on T H E PARTINGS IN THE PENTATEUCH; 
that is, for the best brief account of the partings of 
persons recorded in the five books of Moses. 

To secure the prizes in the senior division one of 
the partings noticed must be that of two bad men, 
which is mentioned in one of these books. 

The arrangement for the competition will be 
precisely the same as in the previous one, particulars 
of which were given in the August issue of " T H E 
SPRINGING WELL." 

The papers must be sent in by January 30th, as 
we hope to announce another competition for 
February. 

OUR SEWING COMPETITION. 
MY DEAR GIRLS, 

I am so sorry that I am obliged to disappoint you. 
I cannot start the next competition this month as I had 
promised you I would do. I have been suddenly obliged 
to leave England, to take a dear nephew to the South of 
France, and while he is being cared for, you, my nieces, 
must be neglected. Too bad, is it not ? But I trust our 
sewing class will begin again by-and-by, and meanwhile 
I advise the dear little girls to be learning to sew nicely, 
as I mean having a special prize for quite little girls next 
time. 

That was a lovely bale of things we sent off to Barbados! 
I am looking forward to having something nice to tell you 
about all the pleasure the garments gave when our kind 
friend there distributed them. I am sure we cannot do 
better than make up our next parcel for that island too, 
for the Governor of Barbados begged to have sent out as 
quickly as could be: " For men, shirts, trousers, caps, 3,000 

of each; for boys, eight to fourteen years, shirts, trousers, 
caps, 4,000 of each; for women, working skirts, petticoats, 
chemises, 4,000 of each; for children, underclothing and 
dresses, all sizes, 5,000 of each." And I think we maybe 
pretty sure so great a need has not yet been fully met, 
though many nimble fingers, as well as your own, have 
done something to help in the sore trouble that has fallen 
on those poor islanders, so far away from our peaceful 
home. 

Now next month I want to write you a letter about the 
women who did needlework for God long ago. 

Your loving 
AUNT ALICE. 

OUR LEPER FUND. 
W E have received with exceeding pleasure the following 
letter from Dr. D. M. Stearns, of Philadelphia, enclosing 
donations for this Fund. We thank our friend and brother 
for this token of fellowship and practical help, and pray 
that God may bless him abundantly in all his active service 
for the Master. 

DEAR MR. HOLNESS,—A member of my church saw the 
reference to the Leper Home in your paper, "THE SPRING
ING WELL," and sends $10. My dear wife also adds §2. 
God bless you all 1 He is coming soon ! May He use us 
all He can in His service until He come! 

Ever yours in Him, 
(Signed) D. M. STEARNS. 

AMOUNTS RECEIVED. £ s. d. 
Miss R. H. S., per Dr. Stearns ... 2 o 0 
Mrs. D. M. S., „ „ ... o 10 0 
W. H., Orange. N.S.W 1 0 0 

FREE DISTRIBUTION FUND. 
W E venture to appeal to our readers to help us with this 
Fund. We have very many opportunities to circulate this 
Gospel paper, but are quite unable to respond to many 
applications we receive from Christian Societies and 
workers who have not the means to buy. We thankfully 
acknowledge the following donations:— £ s. d. 

W. T., Iron Bridge 0 1 0 
W. B., Roscrea 0 2 0 
W., Bournemouth 0 6 0 
W. H. P., per Mr. Holness o 15 0 

"THE SPRINGING WELL" VOLUME. 
W E are thankful that this has been greatly appreciated 
One esteemed friend has taken one thousand for distribu
tion, and others considerable quantities. In all we have 
had fully two thousand volumes ordered already. We are 
truly thankful and encouraged by this. So many have 
expressed pleasure at the appearance of the book. The 
prices are, in cloth, 15. 6d., post free is. qd.t 2s. in cloth, 
gilt sides, and in bevelled boards (best), gilt edges, at 2s. C\i 
A special reduction would be made for quantities by the 
Publisher, or the volume at 25. and 2s. 6d. will be sent by 
him at the above prices post free. 

© - ALL communications for the Editor, to be addressed 
to the care of Mr. ALFRED HOLNESS 14, Paternoster Row, 
London. 

The original articles are copyright, and must not be 
reprinted without permission. 

True and original Gospel stories and incidents suitable 
for our pages will be welcomed by the Editor, and also any ; 
suggestions likely to render " T H E SPRINGING WELL" i 
increasingly useful. j 

BIBLE SEARCHER'S COLUMN. 
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A STRANGE 
CHAPTER IN OUR 

LIFE'S STORY ; 
or, An old Saint and 

her Sailor Son. 

WE are thankful that 
our lot for many 

a long year has been cast 
amidst the busy masses of 
men and women. The 
privileges are so wonderful; 
the opportunities for doing 
a little good for the 
Master's sake so many 
and so great, that we love 
to live in the vast city, and 
to be able to look into the 
eager faces of our fellow-
men as they hasten to the 
workshop, to the exchange, 
to the mart, and to the 
throbbing centre of the 
world's activity. 

It is a study for any 
one to watch the very 
c o u n t e n a n c e s of the 
people, and the earnest 
man who thinks must ask 
himself the question: What 
about the future for all* 
these countless thousands? 
what about their destiny? 
whither are they all bound ? 
and how do they stand in 
relation to GOD, and to the 
INEXORABLE ISSUES OF 
ETERNITY ? 

Moreover, as the Chris
tian moves to and fro in his 
daily avocation, his heart 
cannot help being touched 
somewhat with the tender 
compassions of Christ, and he longs, as did the 
Master, for the blessing of the multitude, and 
finds innumerable instances to speak of rest 

for the weary soul, of peace for the troubled 
mind, of trust for the anxious, doubting spirit, 
and also of judgment and eternal sorrow for those 

s.w. o 
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who neglect the salvation provided for the sinful 
and the lost. 

But while for these and many other reasons we 
love the great metropolis, yet it is also true that we 
delight now and again to leave it for a little and to 
find ourselves in the quiet country. Our earlier 
days were passed there. The fields and woods, 
the sowing and the reaping time, the spring and 
summer days—these were always a delight to us ; 
and our memory goes back to them with a gladness 
and a joy, that no lapse of time can ever efface. We 
therefore occasionally hurry away from the ordinary 
scenes of our common toil for a brief period of ] 
retirement to some place, far from the usual haunts 
of many people. 

It was under such circumstances that we 
happened, not so very long ago, to be in a lovely 
Surrey village. It was Sunday afternoon, and we 
were just delighting in an interesting book and 
thinking we should have a pleasant afternoon for 
rest and tranquil reflection. We are sure that the 
Lord knew the physical necessities of His disciples 
when He said to them, " Come ye yourselves 
apart . . . and rest awhile" (Mark vi. 31). 

Just, however, as we had abandoned ourselves to 
the delights of this quiet time, a knock came at the 
door of the cottage, and as soon as it was opened 
our hostess was asked if there were not a clergyman 
residing there that day. The reply that no such 
individual was staying in the house appeared to 
cause some dismay to the interrogator, who, after 
some hesitation, explained that the minister who 
had arranged to address a congregation at the 
mission hall had failed to attend, and the people 
were all waiting for the service to begin. The 
Christian friend in whose house we were staying 
appealed to us, and although not a clergyman, but 
only a very humble worker for the Lord, we felt 
perhaps it was a call, and decided to listen to 
the urgent entreaty of the visitor, and to be the 
" minister " at the service that afternoon. 

We were puzzled to know why we were asked at 
all, but we found, as we hurried along, that our 
attire had earlier in the day attracted the attention 
of the villagers, and caused them in their difficulty 
to send to our abode. 

We soon arrived at the strange little mission 
hall, and there, sure enough, a singular congregation 
had assembled to hear the " Words of Life." We 
should imagine that more than half consisted of 
women, evidently of the poorer class. There were 
a few men and lads, a considerable number of 
children, and conspicuously in the middle of the 
front seat there sat a very, very old woman, and by 
her side a fine, swarthy sailor—a splendid specimen 
of a man, sun-burnt, open-faced, broad-chested. 

You could trace in the strong lineaments of his 
countenance the very counterpart of his old mother's 
wrinkled physiognomy. We began the service with 
some well-known hymn, and after looking to God 
that He might give the message and bless it, 
we began to tell the story of Naaman and how 
salvation came to the captain of the host of the 
King of Syria. 

There had been no time for special preparation, 
but we felt, perhaps more than ever we did in our 
lives, that these were simple people, and the Gospel 
in all its tender and beautiful simplicity was exactly 
what they needed, and if ever we looked up for grace 
and help we did then, that we might speak so that 
all the hearers might understand the story of 

" T H A T WONDERFUL REDEMPTION 
GOD'S REMEDY FOR SIN." 

So far the service had been continued in the most 
orderly manner. The people appeared to be pleased, 
and they were all, even the children, most attentive. 
Very soon, however, after we began the address, we 
used an expression about Naaman to the effect 
that, great man and honourable though he was, yet 
" he was a leper," and when we explained that this 
was exactly true of every individual by nature, that 
"they go astray as soon as they be born (Psalm lviii. 3), 
to^my utter astonishment the old woman turned to 
her son the sailor and audibly said, " Harry, I told 
thee so ; that's true of thee, Harry, my boy !" and 
then she relapsed into silence. For an instant we 
were embarrassed through the interruption, but were 
immediately re-assured by the old lady, who, address
ing us, said, " That'll do, sir, beautiful; I like it just 
like that"; and so we went on all through the Old 
Testament story, telling how obedience to the 
Prophet's command, " Go and wash in Jordan seven 
times, and thy flesh shall come again to thee, and thou 
shalt be clean" (2 Kings v. 10), resulted ultimately 
in the healing of the leper. We asked the people 
to mark most particularly how the great captain 
obtained the blessing the very instant he absolutely 
bowed to the word of the Lord, as it is written : 
" Then went he down, and dipped himself 'seven times 
in Jorda?i, according to the saying of the man of God : 
and his flesh came again like unto the flesh of a little 
child, and he was clean " (2 Kings v. 14). 

As soon as we pointed this out, our aged friend 
again interposed. She placed her hand on her 
son's shoulder, and looked piercingly into his eyes 
and said again aloud, " Harry, thee must be washed 
too in the blood of Jesus, or ye'll ne'er be saved, my 
boy." I felt the old woman was preaching as well 
as myself, and was too much impressed with her 
earnestness to object to her interpolations, even had 
I been so disposed; but, with a kindly smile and a 
nod, she said, " Go on again, sir, that'll do beautiful 
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for my boy Harry !" and so we went on again, 
concluding our appeal with the New Testament 
illustration of the same great truth, where, in John 
ix. 7, the Saviour said to the blind man, " Go, wash 
in the pool of Siloam," and how " he went . . . 
and washed, and came seeing." Then, finally, we 
spoke of the blood of Christ, which alone avails 
to wash the vilest clean, and upon which all our 
blessing must be founded for time and for eternity, 
and we sang at the close of our simple service : 

" Rock of ages cleft for me, 
Let me hide myself in Thee ; 
Let the water and the blood, 
From Thy riven side which flowed, 
Be of sin the double cure, 
Cleansing from its guilt and power." 

When the gathering was over we prepared to 
return to our quiet resting place; but it was not to 
be. We are sure the Lord had abundantly helped 
us, and had given us a message that had touched 
these people's hearts. They were so kind that 
fully twenty of the old ladies asked us to their 
homes for tea. We could not accept them all, of 
course, so we decided to go with the aged lady and 
her sailor son, because we liked the look of that 
stalwart fellow, and thought what a trophy he would 
be for God if we got hold of him, and so we walked 
slowly home with our friend. Harry did not ac
company us (possibly he thought we should deal 
too personally with him) ; but his mother said, 
" Come along, sir, the boy will be there afore we 
are" ; but he was not, for when we reached her 
house it was quite unoccupied. We lifted the 
latch, and, as is customary in country places, we 
were at once in the front room. It was beautifully 
clean. The floor was reddened all over, and 
almost polished. The fireplace and irons, such 
as they were, were very bright, and the walls were 
covered with texts or unframed pictures illustrating 
Bible incidents. It was evident my friend was very 
poor, but it was also evident that the power of the 
Gospel was manifest in this humble home, and it 
made me think of the words so familiar to many, 
" I have Christ, what want I more?" There was 
no fire, but the old lady said, "We'll put the kettle 
on, and she will soon boil." The process was not 
so rapid as is customary, for the fire was not 
brilliant, so we stooped down to blow the flickering 
embers. This, in the old woman's eyes, seemed 
wonderful for the " minister" to do. However, 
presently the frugal meal was prepared, and Harry 
joined us. Our conversation was first with the 
fine old saint. She told us all about her conver
sion. How many years she had lived and worked 
in the fields in that parish, and had never thought 
of her soul's eternal welfare, until one day a good 

man came and told them in that same hall of 
the Saviour's love, and of His grace and tender
ness to sinners just such as she, and the Lord 
saved her, and the " old man " soon after accepted 
Christ too, and they rejoiced together until he was 
called home, and " I am going soon," she added, 
" I shall see HIM, MY SAVIOUR ! MY BLESSED, 
BLESSED JESUS ! " and tears ran down the dear 
old woman's face as she spoke of her Lord. 
"Why, sir," she says, "do you know that before 
Harry came back I used to sit in this chair and 
just think about my Saviour? I only just used to 
THINK about Him ; but as I did so He would 
come to me and speak to me, and His. voice was 
so wonderful, it filled me with such joy and peace, 
that sometimes, sir, I used to jump up out of my 
chair at the very thought of H I M and all His grace 
to me." The remembrance of these entrancing 
moments of communion with Christ were too much 
for the old lady, for the tears trickled down her 
furrowed cheeks. She looked at me and then at 
her boy Harry, and bowed her old head over the 
little table and wept like a child. Oh, reader, if 
you are unsaved you may smile at the simplicity 
of this splendid woman; but let me tell you we 
would rather have the tender love for the 
Saviour that possessed the soul of this fine old 
saint, than enjoy the passing wealth of the world. 
Hers were riches that will last for aye ; these are 
the perishing vanities of a world that will fade away 
for ever. The tears were a relief to my friend. 
When she lifted her head the holy calm of an 
indwelling peace manifestly controlled her mind, 
and with an intelligence divinely given she spoke of 
her exalted Lord and Saviour as One with Whom 
she dwelt in daily blessed fellowship and peace. 

The lines of a well-known hymn came into our 
mind as we finished our frugal meal, and which were 
so true of this believer— 

" I envy not the rich their joys : 
Christ for me! Christ for me ! 
I covet not earth's glittering toys; 
Christ for me ! Christ for me! 
Earth can no lasting bliss bestow, 
Fading is stamped on all below, 
Mine is a joy no end can know ; 
Christ for me ! Christ for me! " 

But what about Harry all this time? During 
the conversation with his parent he had listened 
quietly. He seemed to be attached to his old 
mother, and spoke to her with all the gentleness 
of a true gentleman. We wondered at his silence 
during the tea, and observed that he was undoubtedly 
interested in the story. He was attired in all his free 
and flowing sailor habiliments, and this made us 
inquire about his ship and his voyages. It appears 

o 2 
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he left home as a boy. Once during his father's life 
he had returned, but only once. Years had passed 
away. The old man had died without seeing his 
son's face again; but the mother (the loving mother's 
heart is always full of hope) trusted still to see 
her boy—he was always "her boy," although he 
was fully forty years of age—once more before 
she was called to the Better Land, and one night 
during the week previous to my advent, the latch 
of the little cottage door was lifted and the big, ! 
brawny man entered. In that quiet village the doors 
are never locked, and this door at any rate was always 
on the latch, waiting for its lifting by the returning 
Wanderer. .He came that night. His parent was 
asleep in the bed close by. The old dutch 
clock, with its strange, dull tick, tick, was still 
measuring away the time, and he waited till his 
mother awoke and realised that her prayers were 
answered, and that Harry was home again to gladden 
and rejoice her heart, and so he came to the little 
Gospel service and he heard our words. Now 
comes the marvellous chain in God's great mercies. 

Some years before his ship was lying at Port 
Jackson. A fellow-seaman (no doubt a Christian) 
invited Harry to go ashore with him to a Gospel 
service, and Harry said, " As I had nothing better 
to do I went. It was a meeting just like we have 
had this afternoon, and, what is more singular, I 
believe you are the gentleman who was speaking." 
" Oh no, Harry," we responded, " you are mistaken 
there, for although we have visited other lands, we 
have never been to Sydney." " Well, sir, anyhow 
this I know, that the preacher over there was just 
like you, and, what is more, he preached from the 
same text all about Naaman, and told us that the 
great captain had to wash in Jordan before he 
could be healed, and that so we must be washed 
in the blood of Jesus Christ before we sinners 
could be cleansed from our sins." " Harry," I added, 
" I believe God has sent you this message twice, 
You remember it at Sydney after all these 
years; how are you going to deal with it this 
evening ? It would be grand if you listened to the 
Word of the Lord NOW, and bowed the knee to 
Jesus Christ and confessed Him as your own 

Saviour." 
* * * * * * 

The hours had sped rapidly away. The sun 
had gone down beyond the hills on the horizon. 
The stillness of the quiet place reigned supreme. 
The twilight glow of evening alone gave light to 
that humble dwelling, but it was a holy place. 
God by His Spirit was there! There was a 
strange agony in that strong man's soul. The 
conviction that he was a sinner came with awful 
intensity home to him. He remembered sins until 

now forgotten. He told us of deeds done in his 
daring days that could not be justified, and, con
trite and broken-hearted at last, the fine fellow 
yielded, and gave his heart to God. We had 
long before wished to go and to leave the mother 
and the son alone; but they would not hear of 
it, and so we remained, and presently THE HEART 
OF GOD WAS MOVED WITH JOY. " T H E R E IS JOY 
IN THE PRESENCE of the angels over one sinner that 
repenteth." Whose joy is this, my brother ? Surely 
God's own joy, and so it was in this case. To this 
humble cottage, to this lowly home, the MASTER 
CAME. He found His long-lost sheep. He brought 
him home, and now he says, " Rejoice with Me I" 
Oh 1 it was a sight we never shall forget, when that 
loving mother's arms were thrown around "her 
boy," and we all three knelt together and praised 
the Christ of God for the salvation of this sailor 
son. He did not wait until to-morrow. The 
arrows of conviction reached his soul, and he 
turned to God that night. With lisping, stammer
ing tongue, he confessed his Saviour's Name, and 
for the years we have known him since he has 
lived to praise His Name and make His glories 
known. 

Is there a reader who does not rejoice with that 
devoted mother ? Surely not one. As we left the 
humble dwelling, thanking God for having interfered 
with our afternoon's arrangements and for having 
thus filled our heart to the full with praise and 
thanksgiving by witnessing the transition of this 
soul from death unto life, we heard a voice saying, 
"My boy's come home! Harry's come home!" 
It was true indeed in a double sense, " Harry had 
come home." Home to peace and joy, and rest 
and eternal blessing for time and for eternity, and 
then the old saint continued, "I 'm ready now, Lord. 
My Blessed^ Blessed, Lord! I'M coming soon, my 
Saviour ! " And very soon she heard the Master's 
call, and went with Him to dwell. 

" Oh, when the Saviour shall make up His jewels, 
When the bright crowns of rejoicing are won ; 

Then shall His weary and faithful disciples 
All be remembered by what they have done." 

• G. A. 

A WAITING SAVIOUR. 

A MAN once stopped a preacher in a street of 
. London, and said, " I once heard you preach 

in Paris, and you said something which I have 
never forgotten, and which has, through God, been 
the means of my conversion." " What was that ? " 
said the preacher. " It was that the latch was on 
our side of the door. I had always thought that 
God was a hard God, and that we must do some
thing to propitiate Him. It was a new thought to 
me that Christ was waiting for me to open to Him." 
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OUR BIBLE PORTION. fc> 

THE GLORIOUS APPEARING. 
*• I wait for the Lord, my soul doth wait. . . . My soul 

waiteth for the Lord more than they that watch for the morning: 
I say, more than they that ivatchfor the morning" (Ps. cxxx. 5,6). 
" What I say unto you I say unto all, WATCH " (Mark xiii. 37). 

A KIND friend in New Zealand, who has taken 
the greatest interest in " T H E SPRINGING 

WELL " from its commencement, recently wrote to 
us as follows :— 

" I have a suggestion to make, which, if you can adopt, 
will I believe prove a great help to hundreds of people who 
read the paper. It is, that in your Bible Portion column 
you will occasionally insert short articles about the Lord's 
coming. I am sure, if you were able to do so, it would 
prove a great blessing." 

We give this extract from our friend's letter 
because it is exactly in accord with our own 
thoughts; indeed, we had already two or three short 
articles prepared, which we hoped might be used of 
God to inspire the hearts of His children with the 
joy and blessing of soul that the reception of the 
truth of the personal return of our Lord, always 
brings. In 1 Thess. iv. 16 and 17 it is written— 
" T h e Lord Himself shall descend from heaven 
with a shout, with the voice of the archangel, and 
with the trump of God; and the dead in Christ 
shall rise first: then we which are alive and remain 
shall be caught up together with them in the clouds, 
to meet the Lord in the air: and so shall we ever 
be with the Lord." 

Now if we indeed believe in our hearts in Jesus 
the Saviour, then we are made ready by Him to 
meet Him when He comes from heaven with the 
voice of the archangel and the trump of God in 
the air. 

H o w wi l l H e c o m e to t h e a i r ? 

He will descend from heaven, but not as He did 
1,800 years ago—to enter this world in weakness, to 
become the Man of Sorrows, and to die a sacrifice 
for our sins upon the tree—but as the risen Man, 
glorious, triumphant, to call to the Father's house 
on high the blessed company of all saints. 

"The Lord Himself," saith the Scripture, and 
these words win the heart. Himself, who washed 
us from our sins in His own blood—Himself, who 
is now our daily Strength and Hope—Himself, the 
Jesus whom we love, will come. 

H o w wil l H e d e s c e n d ? 

" With a shout" Such a shout as a commander 
gives to his troops, and which his men understand. 
This assembly-call, this rallying cry, this voice of 

the Lord, each one of His people, whether asleep 
or awake, shall hear, and to it in a moment, in the 
twinkling of an eye, shall all respond. 

" W i t h t h e voice of t h e a r c h a n g e l . " 

Mortal man is weak; the angels "excel in 
strength "; at that day the mightiest of them shall 
pass on the Lord's word, and angels shall see men 
who sleep in Christ leave earth's dust, and rise 
victoriously to the clouds, as did Jesus Himself. 

W i t h t h e t r u m p ot God. 

" For the trumpet shall sound, and the dead shall 
be raised incorruptible, and we shall be changed." 
That great assembly-call of the Lord shall bid the 
saints enter into the full blessedness of His resurrec
tion; the "redemption of our body" shall have 
come, and with the sound of those silver tones shall 
be brought to pass the saying that is written: 
" Death is swallowed up in victory." 

But when shall these things be? We ask not 
when shall the times and seasons be fulfilled, and 
Jesus come to this earth. We inquire, when will 
He come to the air ? His own words supply the 
answer: 

" S u r e l y I c o m e q u i c k l y " (Rev. xxii. 20). 
" Surely " ; there is no mistake, it may seem to 

be a long time, but He says, " I come quickly." 
For a wise purpose the hour of His coming is 
hidden. Did we know the secret, it may be we 
should forsake the daily expectant attitude, and 
watch and wait no longer for Him. May our 
hearts respond with our " Amen: even so, come, 
Lord Jesus," to His sure word, "Come quickly." 

" So I'm watching aye, an' singing o' my hame as I wait, 
For the soun'ing of His footfa' this side the gowden 

gate. 
God gie His grace to ilk ane wha listens noo to me, 
That we may a' gang in gladness to our ain countree." 

T H E VOICE OF GOD. 

CAPTAIN BURTON, a popular officer stationed 
at Malta, once saw a ship sailing out of the 

harbour. As he gazed upon the beautiful object 
he observed her suddenly tremble; then presently 
the masts went quickly overboard as she sank. She 
had struck on a rock, and so severe had been the 
shock that she instantly went down before a boat 
could be put off to save the crew. The solemn 
spectacle was the voice of God to his conscience. 
So deep was its arousing effect on his feelings that 
he instantly fell upon his knees, exclaiming, " Such 
will be the shipwreck of my soul, O Lord, if Thou 
dost not undertake for me." From that moment 
he saw himself a sinner, and, seeking Jesus, found 
salvation through His peace-speaking blood. 
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CH'ANG, THE BLIND APOSTLE OF 
MANCHURIA. 

GOD is working mightily by His Spirit in that 
strange land China. We are deeply interested 

in it all, because we can see thereby how God 
makes even the wrath of man to praise Him. His 
own glorious work of salvation is going on even 
while the nations of the earth are striving for the 
mastery. The door for the proclamation of the 
blessed Gospel stands wide open, and myriads of 
the poor Chinese who were not long ago in heathen 
darkness are passing into the light of true evangeli
cal blessing. Of all the incidents connected with 
the promulgation of the Word, we think the story 
of " The Blind Apostle of Manchuria " is the most 
wonderful, and we give it with the greatest 
pleasure, trusting that many readers of " T H E SPRING
ING W E L L " may rejoice in this good work and pray 
for our brother labouring there, and for all God's 
work in China. 

For amidst all the marvellous openings for 
carrying the Gospel into the very homes of the 
Chinese, we do not think there is anything in that 
land more wonderful than the way in which blind 

people have been taught to 
read the Scriptures through 
the invention of the Rev. 
W. H. Murray, a missionary 
there. Through this re
markable agency hundreds of 
thousands of people have 
been able to read the word 
of God as easily as in this 
country they do from the 
Braille type, and the following 
is a most interesting account 
of the labours of one of the 
readers from the Numeral 
type. 

" T h e most strikingly in
teresting, perhaps, of Mr. 
M u r r a y ' s p u p i l s is Mr. 
Ch'ang, a blind man from 
Manchuria. He was a mem
ber of the Hun Yuen (vege
tarians), a zealous sect of 
Buddhists. He was a seeker 
after truth and well versed in 
the teachings of Confucius 
and Buddha, but these cold 
systems failed to touch his 
heart or control his life, and 
he was an inveterate gambler. 
In 1886, when thirty-seven 
years of age, his sight failed. 

In his remote mountain village he heard of 
wonderful cures wrought at Moukden by Dr. 
Christie, at the U. P. Medical Mission. So in 
his dreary darkness he groped his way for more 
than a hundred miles thither, hoping that he too 
might have his sight restored. A partial cure 
was effected, but soon after he left the hospital 
a Chinese friend attempted another operation, 
with the result that poor Ch'ang was thenceforth 
totally blind. 

But the Christian teaching he had heard took 
root in his innermost heart; and before a month 
expired he asked to be baptised. His teacher 
deemed it right to insist on a period of probation. 
Truly touching was the blind man's reply :— 

" None of my people have ever heard even the name 
of JESUS, or of His offer of a gift of eternal life, and 
do you think I can keep that to myself any longer ? 
I do wish for baptism, but I cannot delay my return. 

So poor blind Ch'ang was dismissed with only a 
promise that ere long his friend, the Rev. James 
Webster, would follow and seek him in his mountain 
village. But there were at that time only three 
missionaries in Moukden, and six months elapsed 
before Mr. Webster could redeem his promise. 
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When at length he reached the village he was 
cordially welcomed by Mr. Li, the schoolmaster, who 
told him how Ch'ang had gone forth on his daily 
occupation of travelling from village to village, over 
muddy swamps and steep hill paths, to tell the 
people about "this religion of JESUS," sometimes 
in the evenings having hundreds of hearers beneath 
the shade of the willow trees, or smaller congrega
tions in such houses as would receive him. At 
first every one had laughed at him, or pitied him, 
but the blind man persevered, praying for help, 
never weary of singing the one hymn he knew, 
" JESUS loves me, this I know,"—and telling to all 
who would listen the good news of Eternal Life. 

On the morrow nine converts, headed by their 
sightless teacher, were baptised, while several 
others were left for fuller instruction. 

" Blind Ch'ang," said Mr. Webster, " with little 
knowledge, but with a heart thrilled to the core 
with the truth, has in these months done more 
work and better work than half-a-dozen foreign 
missionaries could have dope in as many years." 

Ch'ang confided to his friend that one night he 
had dreamed he beheld the SAVIOUR, who presented 
him with a book. Mr. Webster told him that the 
vision was to be literally fulfilled, for the Word of 
GOD was now given to the blind, and he must go 
to Peking and learn to read it. 

The idea seemed like a fable, but to please his 
friend he started on the long and difficult journey, 
accompanied by a delicate blind lad, whose friends 
wished him also to acquire this wonderful know
ledge. First, the hundred miles on foot across the 
mountains of Moukden; then by boat down the 
river to Niu Chwang, where he must secure a 
passage across the Yellow Sea to the mouth of the 
Peiho river; then another two or three days' 
journey by boat to Tung-chow, whence a cart 
would convey him to Peking. 

He was warmly welcomed by Mr. Murray, and, 
to his own infinite surprise, within three months he 
had so thoroughly mastered the arts of reading and 
writing, and also of writing and reading music, that 
he was able to instruct a pupil in these arts. 

Fain would Mr. Murray have detained him to 
receive a lengthened course of tuition, but Ch'ang 
said,— 

" My countrymen are all heathen, and I must go 
and show them what the LORD has done for me, 
and preach His blessed Gospel to them." 

Provided with portions of Scripture, he re
commenced his daily itineration, wandering crowds 
assembling to see a blind man read with the tips of 
his fingers. He has continued working zealously 
as a pioneer in different parts of the Manchurian 
mountains, and whole communities are now seeking 

further teaching about the truths first declared by 
this earnest preacher. 

" Had Ch'ang never become blind," said one in
quirer, "there might have been no Christians hereyet." 

In 1891 the Rev. James Webster, again visiting 
the district, wrote : " Where six years ago we stood 
and viewed the wide surrounding country wholly 
given to idolatry, without a single believer, there 
are now upwards of 150 baptised converts, and as 
many more who believe, and will ere long proclaim 
themselves for CHRIST. But that does not tell half 
the story of blessing, for from that valley rays of 
Gospel light have streamed out to other villages. 
Many are the imperfections of the converts, and 
great is their need for further instruction, but their 
work has been wonderfully owned of GOD." 

In 1892 Ch'ang's converts numbered over 300 ; 
three years later fully 500. In the summer of 1897 
Mr. Webster wrote:— 

" The Church at Mai-mai-gai owes its existence, 
under GOD, to blind Ch'ang. Several years ago he 
went to another district, 200 miles east, and began 
a work there, which is now one of our most hopeful 
stations. Hundreds in Manchuria owe their Chris
tian faith to his direct agency, and hundreds more 
are the fruits of the seed he was privileged to sow. 
He has been the means of winning more me?t to 
CHRIST than any other man I know. " 

So the poor blind Chinaman, thus honoured by 
the Master in his unique pioneer work in that great 
province, has been well described as " The Blind 
Apostle of Manchuria." 

The foregoing article, "The Blind Apostle of 
Manchuria, " was the last paper ever penned by the 
late devoted Christian woman and worker, Mrs. 
Grattan Guinness. It is a great pleasure to us to 
print it in " T H E SPRINGING WELL," and we trust 
it may induce many of our readers to pray for, and 
practically help this work amongst the blind Chinese. 
We hope in a future issue to tell more about it. 
Meanwhile our thanks are due to Miss C. F. Gordon-
Cummingfor permission to use the striking engraving 
which illustrates the paper, and which is taken from 
her deeply-interesting volume, "The Inventor of 
the Numeral Type for China," published at 1/- by 
Messrs. Downey & Co. Ltd., 12, York Street, 
Covent Garden, London. 

This little book is full of details as to Mr. Murray's 
invention and of the method by which it is worked 
so successfully, and we very cordially commend it 
to our readers. • 

THINKING ABOUT CHRIST. 

WHEN we think of Christ it keeps the bad thoughts 
out," said a young Christian to us the other day. 

He " had proved the truth of His doctrine.'' By occupation 
of heart with Christ the Christian grows practically like 
Him. 



24 THE SPRINGING WELL ; 

DAVID S WELL AT BETHLEHEM. 

"OH! THAT ONE WOULD GIVE ME 
DRINK ! " 

"And David longed, and said, Oh that one would give me 
drink of the water of the well of Beth-lehem, which is by the 
gate/'1—2 Sam. xxiii. 15. 

" IVhosoever drinketh of the water that I shall give him shall 
never thirst."—John iv. 14. 

IN this country we can have but little idea of 
what thirst really is. The youngest child knows 

what it is to be thirsty, and gladly accepts the 
cooling draught that quenches its thirst; but it is a 
comparatively simple matter, and no one need go for 
long without at least being able to obtain water. 

In Eastern countries, however, it is very different. 
A burning sun, hot, dry, and dusty roads, with a 
frequent scarcity of water, all combine to make 
thirst a very real and a very trying thing, and cause 
a longing for water so great that we can scarcely 
realise. And we all know that in crossing the burn
ing sandy deserts of Africa it is no uncommon thing 
for the camels to be killed in order to enable the 
traveller to obtain the small supply of water which 
these animals are enabled, by a special provision of 
nature, to carry in their stomachs. In heathen 
mythology we read of a man who is represented as 
punished by being inflicted with an insatiable thirst, 
and who is placed in a lake of water up to his chin, 
and whenever he attempts to drink the water always 
flows from him; bunches of fruit hang just in front 
of him, but always elude his grasp whenever he tries 
to seize them; while over his head hangs a huge' 
rock, ready at any minute to fall and crush him. 

A worse condition could hardly be 
imagined, and it is from his name, 
Tantalus, that we get our English 
word " tantalize." In the first picture 
we have in 2 Sam. xxiii. 15 a remark
able and interesting event in the life 
of David while engaged in fighting the 
enemies of his country, the Philis
tines, who were in possession of the 
town of Beth-lehem; but David was 
only in a hold or fort, and being 
thirsty he longed for water from the 
well that is by the gate of Beth
lehem. Evidently he was familiar 
with it, having been born there, and 
knew that there he could quench his 
thirst. 

There seems to be a special sig
nificance hidden below the surface in 
this text, for he could not have known 
that it was in that very place several 
hundred years later that Christ would 
be born, the One who was Himself 
the fountain of living water; and while 

David but longed for the natural water to 
quench his temporary thirst, we can see in it 
another example of the Scriptures which, as Christ 
said, " testify of Me." / / was a brave and noble act 
of the three mighty men to break through the host 
of the Philistines and obtain the much-needed 
water at the risk of their lives, reminding us surely 
of the cost it was to God the death of His Son, by 
which act of self-sacrifice Satan's stronghold was 
broken through and water of the well of Beth-lehem 
was opened to us without money and without price, 
of which each and all may drink, and there find 
life eternal. It was a beautiful act of self-denial 
on David's part to offer to God the very best, so to 
speak, the very thing which at the time he was most 
in need of: "he would not drink thereof, but 
poured it out unto the Lord" (verse 16). 

In that wonderful chapter of John's Gospel we have 
another scene of thirst, Jesus at mid-day sat weary 
and thirsty, after his journey under the Eastern sun, 
at Sychar's well, and deigns to ask water of the poor 
woman of Samaria. She quibbles about it and raises 
objections, and we do not even read that Jesus ever 
got the water He asked for; but instead He offers her 
living water, the water of Beth-lehem's well, even 
Christ Himself, of which whosoever drinketh shall 
never thirst for ever. A Greek authority says that 
in verse 14 the negative in the original, translated 
in our version as "never thirst," is a very strong 
one, and the meaning is more correctly never 
thirst for ever, meaning neither in this world nor 
the next, 
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^ If unconverted, my reader, you are, as in the 
picture of Tantalus, ever trying to obtain satisfac
tion from that which satisfies not, but is always 
receding from your grasp and leaving you thirstier 
than ever. Perhaps you have not realised your 
thirst, nor felt your need of the water of life. Then 
know that, as with Tantalus, a huge rock hangs ever 
over your head, and that until you drink of that 
living water of God's own giving—the water of the 
well of Beth-lehem—and never thirst for ever, you 
are in danger of being eternally lost. And I would 
earnestly remind you of that sad cry of despair in 
Luke xvi. 24, from one who had neglected his life
long opportunities, and when, too late, realises his 
awful thirst which can never be quenched, and begs, 
but begs in vain, for a drop of water to cool his 
burning tongue, and how solemn the reply—" Son, 
remember." How he must have recalled the terrible 
fact that he had neglected the living water while on 
earth, but had spent his whole existence in selfish 
enjoyment! 

" Oh that they were wise, that they understood this, that 
they would consider their latter end."—Deut. xxxii. 29. 

" I heard the voice of Jesus say, 
1 Behold I freely give 

The living water, thirsty one, 
Stoop down and drink and live': 

I came to Jesus, and I drank 
Of that life-giving stream ; 

My thirst was quench'd, my soul revived, 
And now I live in Him." 

44 HAST THOU ANY HERE 
B E S I D E S ? " 

BEFORE the Flood came and swept the un
believing away, God said to Noah, "Come 

thou and all thy house into the ark." Ere Jericho's 
guilty inhabitants—" man, woman, young, and 
old"—were " utterly destroyed," Rahab, " her father, 
mother, brethren, and all that she had "were taken 
to a place of safety (Josh, vi.), for Rahab asked for 
the lives of her father, mother, brethren, sisters, and 
ALL THAT THEY HAD ! (Josh, ii.), and under the 
shelter of the scarlet line they were all safe in that 
day of judgment. 

It was to Lot that the word, "Hast thou any 
here besides?" was spoken. The angels announce 
to him that the hour of Sodom's destruction is at 
hand—"Hast thou any here besides?" say they, 
" son-in-law, and thy sons, and thy daughters, and 
whatsoever thou hast in this city, bring them out of 
this place, for we will destroy this place " (Gen. 
xix.). What could have been more comprehensive 
than these words—"whatsoever thou hast!" Ah, 
Lot! think over those whom thou hast in Sodom 
with thee—thy wife, whom thou didst marry in 

Sodom, thy children begotten in Sodom, thy sons-
in-law married to thy daughters in Sodom—go to 
them, plead with them, cry to them that this is 
their last opportunity; if they refuse thy voice 
to-night, they will to-morrow be destroyed. But Lot 
is as one that mocks unto his sons-in-law—his life 
had been worldly, and so he had no poiver to testify 
to others of the coming judgment, for was he not 
as one of them, a citizen of their city ? He himself 
is saved so as by fire, the Lord being merciful to him. 
He leaves the city with his wife and daughters : his 
wife looks behind her, and becomes a monument 
to all generations, that to walk towards heaven with 
the heart and eyes towards the world is, utterly vain 
—that nothing short of a heart turned to God is 
salvation. When the clear day broke, all were 
destroyed, burnt up by the fiery tempest. 

May we learn the Lord's lesson from these 
examples! Jesus is coming—the world will soon 
be destroyed—for as it was in the days of Lot, so 
shall the day of the Son of Man be. Surely we 
who believe the word of God—that we may be 
called at any moment to meet our Saviour in the 
air—have need of the angels' question being put to 
our own hearts, "Hast thou any here besides?" 

• 

SO NEAR TO THE KINGDOM. 

SOMETIMES what seems like a little thing 
keeps men out of the kingdom when they 

have come very near to its borders. It is frequently 
a question of practical sin. King Herod came to 
Kadesh-barnea. He listened to the words of one 
of the greatest preachers of any time. When he 
heard the sermons of John the Baptist his heart 
was troubled within him, and he was convicted of 
his sin, and he "did many things," and heard 
John gladly, but he kept some of his sins. That 
expression, " H e did many things," is very sug
gestive. But when John, like a good physician, 
pressed his finger on the sore spot in Herod's life 
and character, and said, " I t is not lawful for thee 
to have thy brother Philip's wife," then Herod 
chose his sin rather than eternal life. He shut 
John up in prison, and afterwards put him to death 
at the request of an impious girl. Oh, friends, it 
may be it is one sin in your life, a sore spot, that 
God touches with His finger. I beg of you give up 
the sin, and "choose life rather than death, and 
blessing rather than cursing." 

• 

A SPRINGING W E L L TEXT. 
"TN the wilderness shall waters break out, ana 

A streams in the desert. And the parched 
ground shall become a pool, and the thirsty land 
SPRINGS OF WATER" (Isa. xxxv. 6, 7). 
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A DISTANT VIEW OF ARARAT. 

THE LAND OF T H E ASSYRIAN; 
or, The Cradle of the Nations.—II. 

WE learn from the sacred narrative (Gen. x. 8) 
that within a century after the Flood, and 

during the lifetime of the patriarch Noah, his great-
grandson Nimrod rendered himself conspicuous as 
a founder of the earliest postdiluvian cities. The 
Bible account of him, however, is very brief, "And 
Cush begat Nimrod: he began to be a mighty one in 
the earth. He was a mighty hunter before the Lord: 
wherefore it is said, even as Nimrod the mighty 
hunter before the Lord. And the beginning of his 
kingdom was Babel, and Erech, and Accad, and 
Calneh, in the /and of Shinar." 

But, laconic as is this reference to Nimrod, yet 
so much more is said of him than of any other of 
the immediate posterity of Noah, as to afford ample 
testimony to his strength of character and superior 
mental endowments. The origin of his name, 
which signifies " a rebel" or rather "Rebellion of 
him that rules," is not very clear; but it may have 
been given him by the people he oppressed, for it 
is not unlikely that the inferior creation were not 
alone the objects of his chase. However, the 
qualification ascribed to him of " Mighty Hunter," 
sufficiently testifies to his courage and dexterity. 
His kingdom began at Babel, which was the origin 
of the subsequently imperial city Babylon, the 
identity being proved by the fact of the latter 
being the same with a Greek termination; but 

whether he had a hand in the building 
of the great tower seems doubtful, though, 
according to Hebrew tradition, he was 
one of the principal instigators of that 
undertaking. At any rate, it was here 
that, by the exercise of those superior 
endowments for which he must have 
been distinguished, he succeeded in 
arrogating to himself certain power and 
authority over his fellow-men, and in lay
ing the foundation of the new relationship 
between governor and governed, king and 
subject, which was ultimately to develop 
into that cruel despotism by which the 
sway of the future Assyrian monarchs was 
characterised. 

The inspired narrative continues as 
follows : " Out of that land (Shinar) went 
forth Asshur and builded Nineveh, and 
the city Rehoboth and Calah, and Resen 
between Nineveh and Calah, the same is 
a great city" (Gen. x. n ) . Now, the 
words " went forth Asshur," can be 
rendered with equal propriety " h e (that 
is, Nimrod) went forth into Assyria," as 

we find it in the margin of our Bibles. The weight 
of evidence appears to us in favour of the latter 
rendering, which would constitute Nimrod the 
founder of both Nineveh and Babylon. In the 
Prophet Micah, moreover, Assyria is expressly 
alluded to as "the land of Nimrod" : "And they 
shall waste the land of Assyria with the sword, and 
the land of Nimrod in the entrances thereof" (Micah 
v. 6). Allowing this interpretation to be correct, 
then we might infer that Nimrod, having established 
his first kingdom with Babylon as its centre, and 
being ambitious of fresh conquests, invaded and 
subjugated the land in which Asshur, the son of 
Shem, and his family had settled, and from whom 
it had derived the name it was suffered to retain. 
The Cushite supremacy, however, was not of long 
duration, for even prior to the time of Ninus, who, 
according to ancient historians, was the first king 
of Assyria, that country and Babylonia were two 
distinct provinces, but were by him united, and 
together with Media and Chaldea formed one vast 
and powerful empire. Assyria proper, however, 
was a comparatively small province, being bounded 
on the north by the Niphates mountains, separating 
it from Armenia ; on the west by Mesopotamia, on 
the south by Babylonia and Susiana, and on the 
east by Media; and these boundaries were doubtless 
partly determined by the sites of the four later cities 
founded in the land of Asshur, sites which, even 
after the lapse of 4,000 years, are still to be iden
tified with tolerable certainty. 
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H E " L E D H I M 
O U T O F T H E 

T O W N . " 

ST. MARK, in his 
account of Jesus 

giving sight to a blind 
man (ch. viii. 23), tells 
us, " He took the blind 
man by the hand, and 
led him out of the town." 
How gently His hand 
would guide that man 
away from the bustle 
and the noise ; how 
carefully would He lead 
him, telling him where 
to avoid a stone or a 
rough place, and where 
it was safe for him to 
t read ; then at the end 
of the journey, He gave 
him the blessing of sight, 
that thus the man might 
see the powerful and 
gentle Saviour who had 
so tenderly " l ed him 
out of the town." 

Does He not deal thus 
with us ? He led us 
" o u t of the town"— 
away by ourselves. W e 
did not always see Him; 
our eyes were once 
blinded by doubt. He 
leads us still, and He 
will do so to the end, 
then He will give us eyes 
to behold Him—" the 
King in His beauty." 
Yes, very soon, and " we 
shall see Him as He is." 

WHO IS ON THE LORD'S SIDE? 
F. R. Havergal. 1 ARMAGEDDON." 
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W H A T IvS 
B E L I E V I N G ? 

MARK you," said 
a pious sailor 

to a shipmate; " m a r k 
you, it isn't breaking off 
swearing and the like; 
it isn't reading the Bible, 
nor praying, nor being 
good; it is none of these: 
for even if they would 
answer for the time to 
come, there's still the old 
score: and how are you 
to get over that? It isn't 
anything that you have 
done or can d o ; it's 
taking hold of what 
Jesus did for you; it's forsaking your sins, and expecting 
the pardon and salvation of your soul, because Christ 
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in let the waves and billows go over Him on Calvary. 
This is believing, and believing is nothing else." 
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Jottings about tbe Bible, | 

T H E BEST BOOK IN T H E WORLD. 

IS it not passing strange that Christian men and 
women, who profess to believe that the Scrip

tures are all that we have pronounced them to be, 
so neglect the sacred Book ? 

Winkleman, referring to the splendour of the 
Apollo Belvidere, as a piece of sculpture, says to 
the artistic student, " Go and study i t ; and if you 
see no great beauty in it to captivate you, go again. 
And if you still discover none, go again and again. 
Go until you feel it; for be assured it is there." 
Such is the counsel we give you, reader. Go to the 
Book with docile mind, go with anxiety to know 
the will of God, go with the due exercise of your 
powers and intellect, go with a spirit that craves 
the light of Heaven, and you will find that the appre
ciation of the Book will gather strength, until you 
shall presently love and cherish the volume as the 
brightest and best of all companions. 

Thus has it been with thousands of our fellow-
men. The eminent rhetorician Tertullian devoted 
days and nights to the work of committing the 
Scriptures to memory. To St. Augustine the Bible 
was his chief joy. Theodosius, the younger, was 
familiar with every part of the Holy Book. Origen, 
from his youth, was a diligent student of the Bible, 
and never sat at meals, nor retired to rest, without 
having some portion of Inspired Truth read to him. 
Beza committed to memory all Paul's Epistles, so 
that, when fourscore years of age, he could repeat 
them in Greek. The Dutch divine, Witsius, had 
so read the Scriptures that in old age he could 
repeat in the Hebrew or Greek any passage asked. 
King Alfred the Great read the Word of God most 
eagerly, and with his own hand copied out the 
Psalms of David, and carried the copy in his bosom. 
Zwinglius wrote out St. Paul's Epistles and learned 
them. Queen Elizabeth, encompassed by many 
business claims, found time to study the Bible, and 
wrote concerning it these words: " I walk many 
times in the pleasant fields of Holy Scripture, 
where I pluck up the goodlisome herbs of sentences 
by pruning, eat them by reading, digest them by 
musing, and lay them up at length in the high seat 
of memory." Thomas Cromwell, Earl of Essex, 
could repeat from memory all the New Testament. 
Luther was an indefatigable and devout student of 
the Book which liberated him from papal bond
age. Cranmer knew the books of the New Testa
ment by memory. Ridley once said," The walls 
and trees of my orchard, could they speak, would 

bear witness that there I learned by heart almost 
all the epistles." Joshua Barnes, a poet of the 
seventeeth century, read his pocket Bible through 
one hundred and twenty times. Robert Cotton, 
the famous founder of the Cottonian library, was 
accustomed to read the Bible through twelve times 
each year. The well-known divine, Romaine, con
fined his reading for the last thirty years of his 
life to the Scriptures. Thomas Vincent, the self-
denying preacher during the Great Plague, knew 
the Psalms and the New Testament so that he 
could repeat them from memory. William Collins, 
an English poet, celebrated for his " Ode to the 
Passions," being visited by Dr. Johnson, was found 
with the New Testament in his hand. That Book 
was the only one he carried with him in his travels, 
and he pronounced it " the best book in the world." 
John Locke, the eminent philosopher, spent the 
closing fourteen years of his life in studying the 
Bible. When asked by a relative about the Scrip
tures, he uttered the memorable words, "Therein 
are contained the words of eternal life. It has God 
for its author, Salvation for its end, and Truth with
out any mixture of error for its matter." 

Why should not conduct so excellent be imitated 
by us? Why should the Book of books lie un
touched from week to week ? Why, when time for 
reading presents itself, do we ignore the volume 
which has been so instrumental in elevating the 
character of men ? 

Whilst there is a mystery unravelled, a doctrine 
unexplained, a duty not discharged, a privilege not 
tasted, let the Bible have the precedence in our 
reading. 

A LIGHT UNTO THEIR PATH. 

H ERE is a little company gathered together to 
listen to "the Word of the Lord." Note 

the expression of rapt attention on the faces of 
them all. The Word is a very real thing to them; 
and as the light of the sun illumines their faces 
and the page of the Book itself while they listen to 
its message, so, doubtless, they believe that God's 
Word will be a light unto their feet and a lamp 
unto their paths in all the dark ways they may 
have to tread. 

And they do well if they believe this. For no 
other book that ever has been, or ever will be 
written, can teach men and women, as the Bible 
does, to keep in the strait and narrow way that 
leads to everlasting life. Let us thank God on our 
knees for His great gift of an open Bible, and 
show, by the use we make of it, that we set a right 
value on the Word of the Lord. 
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H O W B R O T H E R V A S S A R S T O R M E D 
H E A R T C A S T L E . 

u / ^ \ N E day Brother Vassar came to me and said, 
yy 'To-morrow I am going through Euclid 

Street, and I want you to pray for me.' I promised 
him I would, and requested him to report to me the 
results of his first day's visit to the houses of wealth 
on that beautiful avenue. I give a report of his 
visit to the first house on his journey. At the door 
of the stately dwelling he met the lady of the house. 
' What do you want, sir?' she asked, as he approached 
her. He replied, ' I am a colporteur and'— 
pointing to his basket of books—'I am selling 
these.' 'We have a library/ was her reply. ' I don't 
doubt it,' said Brother Vassar, glancing at the 
building; ' but ' he continued, nothing daunted by 
the rather sharp response of the lady, ' the truth is, 
I am legs for Bunyan, Baxter, Flavel, and others. 
They are all in the basket there.' The lady, 
evidently struck with the appearance of the man 
and the quaintness of his address, asked him into 
thejparlour. Having stormed and carried the house, 
he began an assault upon the castle of the heart. 
' I am not only a seller of books, but I am anxious 
to know if you love Jesus,' said John. ' I am a 
member of the church,' the woman replied. ' So 
am I,' said Brother Vassar, c but I fear that God 
will not take our church records. He counts the 
names recorded in the Lamb's Book of Life.' The 
attack was fairly commenced, and the arrows of 
love flew thick and fast. Heart castle surrendered; 
the lady with tears exclaimed, ' I know it is not 
enough to belong to a church. You talk like my 
dear mother. Yes, I trust I do love Jesus.' 'Bless 
the Lord,' said John, 'that makes us brother and 
sister. If you love the Saviour, and I see you do, 
would you not like a season of prayer ?' She replied, 
' I would be glad to have you pray.' They knelt 
side by side, and John poured out his soul in 
supplication. At the close of the prayer the lady 
asked, ' What is the price of your books ?' ' Which 
one ?' said Brother Vassar. ' All of them,' was her 
answer. The calculation was made; then calling 
a servant she bade him carry them to the library, 
paid Brother Vassar for them, gave him something 
for himself, and with tears in her eyes* begged him 
to forgive her manner at the door. 'Don't mention 
it, my sister,' said Brother Vassar, ' you know what 
our Blessed Master had to bear.' 

" Brother Vassar's manner in the prayer meeting, 
as I remember it in those distant days, and that 

which I have seen in his later life, was in my 
judgment much the same. I do not think his 
character had those stages of growth which mark 
most Christian men. In Christ Jesus he seemed 
to have been born a man of full stature. It is said 
of the river Jordan that, unlike most streams, it 
does not start with small springs and receive the 
contributions of rivulets by the way, so attaining 
fulness, but bursts forth from one vast source, a 
river rolling to the sea. 

" I never met his like in all the varied labours of 
a saint. He was a master in all the sword exercise 
of God's Word." 

TALITHA CUMI! 
"He took the damsel by the hand, and said unto her, Talitha 

ami" (Mark v. 41). 
"Wherefore He saith, Awake thou that steepest, and arise from 

the dead, and Christ shall give thee light " (Eph. v. 14). 

TALITHA CUMI! Words of wondrous might, 
With which the voice of Jesus waked the dead, 

Recalled the spirit in its darksome flight, 
When from its tenement of clay it sped. 

Talitha cumi! Words of tender grace 
So gently spoken to a little child. 

She ope'd her eyes, beheld her Saviour's face, 
As o'er her form He bent His head and smiled. 

Talitha cumi! When the Lord commands, 
The very jaws of death give up their prey. 

While in His panoply of power He stands 
They hear His voice and hasten to obey. 

Talitha cumi! Like a silver bell 
Making sweet music in the mourners' ears ; 

The words as from His holy lips they fell 
Bound up their broken hearts and dried their tears. 

Talitha cumi! 'Twas His purchased power, 
When on the cross He bought us with His blood, 

Met all the law's demands in that dread hour, 
And by His death redeemed our souls to God. 

Talitha cumi! Soon the trump will sound, 
And all the dead in Christ triumphant rise; 

Behold with wonder their dear Saviour crowned 
With many crowns, descending from the skies. 

Talitha cumi! As we watch and wait 
To catch the echo of that wondrous voice— 

" Behold the Bridegroom comes in royal state, 
Go out to meet Him, let your hearts rejoice. " 

Lo! At the midnight hour this startling cry 
Rings out from heaven in clear trumpet tones: 

And in a moment—twinkling of an eye— 
We shall be changed and join the risen ones. 

Then all the saints of God, with holy joy, 
Shall be caught up to meet Him in the air; 

And through eternal ages shall employ 
Their tongues His power and glory to declare. 

Talitha cumi! Resurrection call 
That rolls like thunder through the dark abyss. 

Talitha cumi! On our ears they fall, 
And summon us to everlasting bliss. 

H. D. BROWN. 
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T H E OLD CHINESE PREACHER 
AT LAN-K'I. 

MR. A. LANGMAN, of the C.I.M., tells a 
deeply interesting story about Chang Shao-

feng, a native missionary. He says:— 
" While Mr. and Mrs. Wright were absent we took 

their place at Yung-k'ang, and from that station 
did what we could for Yen-chau. During the year 
I made three visits to the Fu and two Hien cities, 
but it was not until October that we could get a 
native helper to reside and work there. Then our 
old friend Chang Shao-feng, who had returned 
from Lung-ch'iien, came forward and volunteered 
to go, saying, ' Though I came home to rest' (he is 
now sixty-five years old), 11 will go and begin the 
work till God sends another man. Before I became 
a Christian I served in the Ya-men in Yen-chau, 
and if I can preach for Jesus there in my old age 
I will reckon it an honour and gladly go.' 

" Believing the Lord would accept his services and 
prosper him, as in Ch'u-chau, I agreed. During 
October and November he lived in the inn, daily 
moving among the people with tracts, etc. In 
December he found an empty loft over a tailor's 
shop on the main street, and having made friends 
with the master obtained possession for one dollar 
per month. Later on he was able to put a table 
in front of the shop for a bookstall. In this way 
he attracted many listeners, and dispelled much 
prejudice, besides selling a good number of books. 
Nearly opposite was a large shop, the proprietor of 
which was constantly on the look out, observing all 
that took place in front of the tailor's shop. Mr. 
Chang consequently felt that he was watched; and 
to break the spell saluted the good man for many 
days, but could get no word, or the least notice 
in return. On making inquiries he found the 
man to be a Han-lin^ who has more to do with 
the people and their business than the magistrate 
himself. 

" This state of things lasted until the middle of 
March this year, when having received permission 
to take his wife there he started, and while on his 
way to the boat, carrying his own bed, before he 
had reached the city gate, he saw the man referred 
to going before him carrying his things. Thinking 
he might be going to Hang-chau, Chang walked 
behind, but was astonished to see him walk on to 
the same boat for Lan-k'i; and on embarking 
found that their respective places brought them 
face to face with one another. So, having fixed 

his bed, etc., Chang made another effort to break 
the ice, and this time succeeded. 

" For a day and a half the ' Jesus doctrine' was 
discussed, and two small books read; with the 
result that on nearing Lan-k'i, the Han-lin said, 
'This is the first time I have heard what this 
teaching is ; truly it is good, and not bad. Do you 
know it was I that had the foreigners turned out 
and the house broken down twenty years ago ? And 
with another head-man in the city I have put my 
name to an agreement to resist and keep them out of 
our city for ever ! But I am wrong? said he, land 
when you return I will rent you a house if you want 
oner 

Thus, after long waiting, our prayers for Yen-
chau are partly answered, the leader of those who 
violently expelled us from the city is convinced of 
his error, and seems eager to make amends for 
his wrong-doing by assisting an earnest servant of 
Jesus Christ to obtain a house in the city, and now, 
the people who have so long sat in the darkness of 
ignorance and superstition, will at least have an 
opportunity of hearing of One who is mighty to 
save, and mighty to keep all those who come to 
God through Him. , 

A BIBLE READING. 
" Unto you . . . which believe He is precious" (i Pet. ii. 7). 

"TVyTY Beloved is mine and I am Hi s " (Cant. ii. 16; 
1V1 John. i\r. 19 ; Hos. xi. 4). 
"His love is better than wine** (Cant. i. 2) ; "strong 

as death " (Cant. viii. 6); " many waters cannot quench i t " 
(Cant, viii 7). 

" His name is as ointment poured forth " (Cant. i. 3). 
" It soothes our sorrows, heals our wounds, and drives 

away our fears." 
"A bundle of myrrh is my Well-Beloved unto me' ' (Cant. 

i. 13). Myrrh, "an aromatic gum which flows copiously 
when a deep incision is made under one of the large 
branches of a healthy young tree," and "fragrance is 

I extracted from the dried gum by bruising." I would ever 
cherish the fragrance of His precious death wherein " He 
was bruised for our iniquities" (Is. liii. 5); when from His 
wounded side poured forth that life-giving stream that 
alone can sustain " the life which I now live in the flesh 
I live by the faith of the Son of God, who loved me and 
gave Himself for me " (Gal. ii. 20). 

My Beloved is unto me as a cluster of camphire (Cant. 
i. 14). Camphire from " C6pher (root word), a cover." 
The Arabs use it to beautify themselves. It bears clusters 
of fragrant white and yellow blossoms. The colour of the 
blossoms reminding me of the divine righteousness and 
spotless purity of my risen Lord, that makes me " accepted 
in the Beloved " (Eph. i. 6} ; and by which He will be able 
to present me unto Himself without spot (Eph. v. 27). 

" His mouth is most sweet" (Cant. v. 16). "Hiscomforts 
delight my soul" (Ps. xciv. 19). 

"His fruit is sweet unto my taste" (Cant. ii. 3). His love, 
• His joy, His peace are to me foretastes of heaven. 

" My Beloved is mine and I am His until the day break 
and the shadows flee away" (Cant. ii. 16, 17). 

"Make haste, my Beloved . . . cause me to hear Thy 
' voice" (Cant. viii. 14, 13). E. A. H. 
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THE STORY OF JOHN NEWTON 
A N D HIS NIECE.—II. 

BY FRANK COCKREM. 

MR. AND MRS. NEWTON had a much-loved 
sister, a lady who lived in Scotland. Mrs. 

Cunningham was her name. She was a sweet 
Christian, who had passed through many deep 
sorrows. One by one, very quickly, a little son, 
then her husband, then another child, were taken 
from her by death, and she was left almost alone 
with one little daughter, Eliza. "Her trials were 
great," says Mr. Newton, " but the Lord had pre
pared her for them. She was a believer. Her faith 
was strong—she walked with God, and He sup
ported her."* 

Mr. and Mrs. Newton's love and sympathy for 
their afflicted sister led them to invite her to come 
to London with her little Eliza, and live with them 

* This and the other extracts from Mr. Newton's writings 
are found in his work called " A Monument to the Praise 
of the Lord's Goodness, and to the Memory of Miss Eliza 
Cunningham." I am sorry they are not in such simple 
words as I could wish, but my young readers will remember 
thtey belong to a past century. 

for the future. She gladly consented, and was 
preparing for the journey when she herself fell ill, 
and soon lay dying. Her darling Eliza was at 
school, away from home. Mrs. Cunningham's 
one care was for her. She herself, she felt, was 
passing away, and so she desired her child to be 
safe in Mr. and Mrs. Newton's keeping before she 
died. She therefore sent her to London, not even 
giving herself the comfort of seeing her child again 
for the last time. Little Eliza herself was in deli
cate health, and Mrs. Cunningham felt that the 
sight of a dying mother would be too much for her. 

So Eliza arrived in London alone. God, in His 
great goodness, spared her mother long enough to 
know that she was happy in her new home. This 
was all she wished; her last earthly care was taken 
away. "With a peace past understanding, and a 
hope full of glory," says Mr. Newton, "she entered 
into the joy of her Lord, on the 10th of May, 

1783-" 
The motherless child who had now come to 

reside with her eminent uncle was, as I have said, 
an invalid. She had fallen unwell about the same 
time as her mother, and it was partly on this 
account that mother and child could not meet for 
the last time. She must, however, have been a 
singularly attractive and charming little girl. Mr. 
Newton speaks of her thus :—" From what I had 
heard of Eliza, I was prepared to love her before I 
saw her; though she came afterwards into my hands 
like a heap of untold gold, which, when counted 
over, proves to be a larger sum than was expected. 
I soon perceived that the Lord had sent me a 
treasure indeed. Eliza's person was agreeable. 
There was an ease, an elegance in her whole 
address, and a gracefulness in her movements, 
till long illness and great weakness bowed her 
down." And then he tells, in the tenderest way, 
of his niece's happy disposition, of her quick 
understanding, of her sweet temper, and of her 
loving and grateful heart. 

It is quite evident, indeed, that Mr. and Mrs. 
Newton, who had no children of their own, learnt 
at once to love this precious child as a daughter. 
She, on her part, seems to have come to them with 
little hope of such love. Mr. Newton thinks she 
may have heard at school stories about other 
motherless children and of their unkind treatment 
by relatives. However this may be, all her fears 
quickly melted away in glad surprise, like mists 
before a summer sun. "She found," says Mr. 
Newton, " that it was hardly possible for her own 
parents to have treated her more tenderly. It was 
the business and pleasure of our lives to study how 
to oblige her and how to alleviate the afflictions 
which we were unable to remove." 
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AUNT ALICE'S LETTER. 
CANNES. 

MY DEAR GIRLS, 
While I am enjoying this sunny land, I do not 

forget you in the frosts and snows of old England. Though 
our Sewing Class is interrupted, I fancy many of my dear 
nieces are busy with their clever fingers, making garments 
for those who are less well clothed than themselves to 
resist the wintry blasts. 

I promised to write to you this month about some 
women who did needlework for God long ago. Will you 
take your Bibles, dears, and turn to Exodus xxxv. ? You 
will see it was a time when there was much work to be 
done for the Lord, and I suspect, if we had been in Moses' 
place, we should have thought we must certainly look for 
those who had the cleverest heads for designing patterns, 
the biggest purses for providing needful materials, and the 
most skilful hands for manipulating them. And those who 
had clever heads and hands, and long purses, were un
doubtedly responsible to offer all to the Lord's service, as 
they still are to-day; but we should never have thought, if 
God had not told us, that the chief requisite in every depart
ment was the heart; now, should we ? Still, nine times the 
heart is mentioned in this chapter! "Willing hearts" 
brought all that was needed of materials (verses 5, 21, 22, 
29). Some brought things of immense value, some very 
homely things ; but, as in 2 Cor. viii. 12, " If there be first 
a willing mind, it is accepted according to that a man hath, 
and not according to that he hath not." " Wise hearts " 
made the best possible use of all that was brought (verses 
10, 25, 26, 34, 35) ; the wise hearts making the fingers 
cunning " to work all manner of work." 

And so, dearies, the great point with us before God is: 
Where are our hearts in the work we have put our hands 
to ? Of course it was very right and nice to make some 
clothes for those poor, poor people who had lost all in the 
terrible hurricane in India; and of course, too, it was very 
pleasant to win such beautiful prizes in the competition. 
I should have been very disappointed if no girls had cared 
to compete for those lovely work-baskets, if you had not 
had " respect unto the recompence of the reward " (Heb. 
xi. 26). Still, as I sorted, counted, and examined all those 
nicely-made garments, this chapter in Exodus came to my 
mind ; and I wondered if all my dear nieces were " wise-
hearted " as well as nimble-fingered; if they all knew the 
only starting point of all good works before God, and had 
made that start, i.e., the giving of the heart to Him who 
has so loved, "first loved," them. How I should like to 
hear your whispered answers to my questioning ! For if 
Jesus has not won and satisfied your heart, I know it is 
ill at ease, however merry you may seem, and however 
busy and useful you may make yourself. I am so sorry 
for you, dear girls, if you do not really know Him who 
" satisfieth the longing soul " (Ps. cvii. 9), for the heart is 
restless till it rests in Him. 

I am glad I came to Jesus when I was sixteen. 
" I found in Him a resting place, 

A.nd He has made me glad." 
And when we know His finished work for us, which 
gives us full, free, and eternal salvation, then we can 
rightly and acceptably begin to serve Him. If you, too, 
have let Him into your heart, dears, may that heart be 
more and more " stirred up in wisdom" (v. 26) to work 
for Him until He come to take us home to serve Him for 
all eternity! Do not be downcast with the thought that 
you can only do a little for Jesus, or that your work is so 
poor and small compared with that perhaps of some noble 
worker for God, whom you half worship in the secret of 
your little loving heart. Look at our chapter again. 

You will see (v. 25) that, while some women spun the blue, 
and purple, and scarlet, and fine linen (which no doubt all 
looked very lovely), others spun the more humble goat's 
hair (v. 26), and both were equally necessary to the com
pletion of that beautiful Tabernacle which was God's great 
object lesson to the tribes of Israel, shadowing forth 
Christ as it did in every detail of it. And to show Him 
forth to the world must too be the first object of our lives 
and of all our works, dear little Christian maidens. By-and-
by our working days down here will be over, and then the 
Bride, the Lamb's wife, will be brought to Him "in raiment 
of needlework " (Ps. xlv. 14), which, I think, means that 
then will be made manifest all we have done for Him 
since we were savedl: little things which, like little stitches, 
have, bit by bit and day by day, been put together, as it were, 
a lovely garment for us to appear in " at that day," to the 
praise of the glory of His grace who works in us by His 
Holy Spirit "to will and to do of His good pleasure" 
(Phil. ii. 13). So stitch on, dear girls, with wise and 
willing hearts! 

Always your loving 
AUNT ALICE. 

OUR LEPER FUND. 
W E tender abundant thanks to God and to the kind friends 
who are so generously helping in this beneficent work. 
We hope in our next issue to be able to give further 
particulars as to the Mission at Calicut. We thank our 
kind correspondent at Acton for her letter, and shall soon, 
please God, be in a position to carry out her suggestion. 
Mrs. T., of Wotton-under-Edge, sends 5/- "as a thank-
offering for many mercies," and she begs prayer from the 
Christian readers of " THE SPRINGING WELL " "on behalf 
of her invalid husband, who has been bedridden for over 
three years." Although no special fund is mentioned, we 
devote this 5/- to the. Leper Fund, with grateful thanks. 

AMOUNTS RECEIVED. £ s. d. 

FREE DISTRIBUTION FUND. 
W E are deeply thankful to those friends who have shown 
their appreciation of our efforts by helping us to circulate 
" THE SPRINGING W E L L " more freely. 

AMOUNTS RECEIVED. £ s. d. 
Anon., Scarborough o 2 o 
M. R., " A Friend" 0 5 0 
S. G., Battle Green 0 2 0 
W. and H., Truro o 15 o 
K. E. B 0 5 0 
From " A Reader" o 10 o 

fcsr" ALL communications for the Editor, to be addressed 
to the care of Mr. ALFRED HOLNESS, 14, Paternoster Row, 
London. 

H. D., Windsor 0 5 0 
E. O., Old Windsor 0 5 0 
From " A Friend," Lambeth 0 2 6 
T. N., Ryde o I o 
From a Reader of " T H E SPRINGING 

W E L L " o 10 o 
Young Men's Bible Class, Glasgow, 

S.S, per Mr. John More o 10 6 
From Seymour Place Sunday School, 

Chelsea, per Mr. H. Adams o 10 o 
From Teachers and Scholars, Union 

Court Sunday School,Hammersmith, 
per Mr. W. T. Roberts 1 0 0 

A. J., Acton, W o 10 6 
Mrs. T., Wotton-under-Edge o 5 o 
From one who has been to Calicut ... o 5 o 
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A MIRACLE OF 
MERCY: 

The Story of Hannah 
Cole. 

I T is no unusual thing to 
see a funeral proces

sion in a certain picturesque 
village churchyard in 
Gloucestershire, for the 
spot is a favourite one, and 
many a one has asked to 
be laid to rest there. But 
when, not long since, a 
lowly grave was opened in 
it to receive the remains of 
a humble Christian woman 
from an adjoining hamlet, 
the scene presented was 
one very unusual indeed. 
Some old residents affirm 
that no funeral as large 
had been seen there within 
their recollection. 

And yet, Hannah Cole 
was what many would have 
described as " a poor, 
ignorant woman " ; that is 
how she most certainly 
would have described her
self. Ignorant in many 
ways she undoubtedly was, 
for she could neither read 
nor write. What then was 
the special interest which 
gathered around her grave? 
Why were so many sym
pathetic eyes filled with 
tears? What was it that 
gave to the whole neigh
bourhood the sense of 
loss and of a common 
bereavement ? 

It was, there is no doubt, mainly this, the 
tive charm of a renewed and consistent life-
lived in the power of the Holy Ghost. 

attrac-
—a life 

It is with no desire to extol the humble human 
vessel which held the divine treasure that this 
story is written. But it is believed that the true 

s.w. p 
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account of God's dealing with Hannah Cole will 
tend to magnify the grace of Him who called her 
out of darkness into His marvellous light. The 
story, as told with the eloquence of simplicity by 
her own lips, has thrilled many a listener; and 
though we can hear no more her own touching 
account of her history, yet it may be interesting 
and profitable to place on record a few simple and 
well-authenticated facts of more than local interest. 

Twelve years before the time of which we write, 
Mrs. Cole was a well-known character, not only in 
her own immediate village, but also in the villages 
around. A regular frequenter of the various beer
houses in the neighbourhood, her fame as a singer 
and dancer was pretty generally known. Her 
husband says that he rarely found her at home on 
returning from work, and indeed he commonly had 
to go in search of her, and bring her back to her I 
somewhat comfortless cottage;—for how can the 
home of a drinking woman be other than com
fortless ? 

At the various village fairs she was a conspicuous 
object—not a single club or fair would she miss. 

Without a thought, apparently, of eternal things, 
she lived the life of a butterfly—no woman of 
fashion more utterly worldly and fond of company 
than she! 

Apparently, I said, for it was, at times, only 
apparently. To this hard, sinful, rebellious heart 
there had come at times (as there has come to 
many an unyielding heart besides) the voice of 
warning, the arrest of the Eternal Spirit. Once, 
when very ill indeed, she had promised God that 
if He would restore her and raise her up for three 
months, she would live a very different life. But 
her anxiety passed away with the danger that had 
caused it, and she continued her old life of open 
ungodliness as before. Once again, a warning came. 
In the visions of the night she was troubled, for 
she dreamt that she was at the gate of heaven, and 
that the doors were locked. She longed to enter, 
but an angel said to her, " This is not your placr," 
and pointed to a downward road, which she feared 
to take. For some time this dream left an im-
presssion, and she even went so far as to attend 
two or three meetings; but old habits re-asserted 
themselves, and the good resolutions were broken. 
They had been made in her own strength, and the 
first strong blast of temptation swept them away. 

At this time there was no place of worship in 
the hamlet where she lived, and the neighbourhood 
was a spiritually dark one; although places of 
worship were within reach of those who cared to 
take the trouble to go. But a small detachment 
of the Salvation Army had sought out the village, 
and had held some meetings there, which had 

aroused the minds of the cottagers. Without 
pausing now to enquire into the wisdom of the 
particular methods of these earnest workers, it is 
enough to say that, whether or not the methods 
were open to criticism, they were in this case 
blessed of God. Souls were awakened, as it is 
believed, to see their danger, and were led, after 
a shorter or longer period, to rejoice in Jesus 
Christ as their Saviour. 

Amongst those who resented the meetings was 
Hannah Cole. She was all the more angry because 
a favourite child, nine years of age, was amongst 
the number of those whose hearts were opened to 
receive the message of peace. 

Very touching was the child's entreaty, "Mother, 
they are singing over there at the meeting, and they 
sell the books. I want to sing with them, mother." 

" What do you mean by that? Do you want to 
buy a book ?" 

" Yes, mother. They are only a penny each. 
Won't you please give me a penny, mother?" 

" Not I," was the decided response. " It is a 
money-making business they are after, and I won't 
encourage them; nor I won't encourage you either 
in going to the meetings." 

" But, mother, it is only a penny." 
" Not a copper of mine, child. Run away." 
But the boy continued to plead, and the penny 

was at length reluctantly bestowed, with the 
command to trouble her no more but " be off." 

The child ran happily down the road, and with 
his precious book in his hand, took his place 
amongst the village worshippers. But, as the meeting 
went on, his face clouded again, for one of the 
speakers, in drawing a picture of the Last Day, 
remarked, " In that day shall the unbelieving parent 
be separated from the believing child." The lad 
could bear no more, but quietly slipping from his 
seat, he stole back to his home, and told what he 
had heard. 

" Mother, what a thing it would be if your children 
were in heaven and you were in hell. Come to the 
meeting with me, mother." 

She refused angrily, but the words had struck 
home, and she could not resist their force. Not 
many minutes after the little son had again taken 
his place, he looked up to see, with great surprise, 
the mother come in. There she stood in all her 
working clothes, without having waited to change a 
single thing, and she was listening with all her soul. 

That night was Hannah Cole convicted of sin; 
she saw her past life in all its heinousness; the 
remembrance of her ungodly ways became intoler
able to her, and there doubtless rose up before 
her, too, the broken vows of her illness, and the 

I stifled convictions of former days. 
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She was prayed for at the little meeting, but she 
left in anguish of soul. Others rose to sing— 

"Take my warmest, best affections, 
Take my memory, mind, and will, 

Then with all Thy loving Spirit 
All my empty nature fill. 

Jesus, Jesus, precious Jesus ! 
Thou art all in all to me." 

But her lips were sealed, and she could only groan 
within herself, " WOULD TO GOD IT WERE SO 
WITH ME !" 

All night the anxiety continued, and for many 
days and nights to come there was no rest to her spirit. 

The plough had gone deeply into the long-fallow 
land; and the work of God in her heart was 
peculiarly searching and thorough. Although this 
is not an absolutely necessary part of conversion, 
or rather, we would say, the same degree of anxiety, 
and conviction of sin is not always granted, yet we 
maintain that it is a very blessed thing when the 
soul is thus absolutely humbled in the presence of 
God, and brought to self-despair. The reception of 
Christ, in all His fulness and grace, is often more 
marked in these cases than in others. And we 
humbly believe that it is in schools like this that 
God most frequently prepares His chosen instru
ments for their important work. 

After two or three weeks of intense spiritual suffer
ing, Mrs. Cole was enabled to rest upon the merits 
of Christ as her Saviour. Alone, in her own room, 
she had wrestled, and this was the spot where the 
light dawned upon her. Her husband well 
remembers her joy as she exclaimed, " I HAVE 
FOUND THE SAVIOUR. OH, THAT I HAD WINGS TO 
GO ALL ROUND, AND TELL EVERYBODY WHAT A 
SAVIOUR H E IS ! " And, when the morning 
dawned, she did begin the testimony, which was 
never finished until her lips were sealed in death. 
When the next Sunday came, she stood, with 
beaming face, to sing with the others— 

"Take my warmest, best affections, 
Take my memory, mind, and will, 

Then with all Thy loving Spirit 
All my empty nature fill. 

Jesus, Jesus, precious Jesus ! 
Thou art all in all to me." 

Having once yielded herself to God and laid hold of 
Christ, the realized joy of forgiveness and conscious 
acceptance was exceedingly great—as marked as the 
previous humbling and anxiety had been. It is not 
too much to say that every subsequent day of her 
life bore witness to the thoroughness of the God-
wrought change. Here was one who was actually 
and most obviously " a new creature in Christ Jesus," 
one for whom, very literally, old things had, indeed, 
passed away, and for whom, " all things had become 
new" (2 Cor. v. 17). 

Not for a single day did she conceal the blessed 
change, but freely told what God had done for her. 
And He, in His great mercy, granted her from that 
day forward unclouded assurance that she belonged 
to Him. Of the doubts and fears which harass 
many a Christian she knew nothing. Her changed 
countenance bore evidence to her new-found peace, 
and she went on her way rejoicing. To the praise 
of the power of His grace be it told that one 
who was constantly with her and had the fullest 
opportunity of judging, deliberately states that he 
never saw anything in her conduct, during the twelve 
years of her Christian life, which was inconsistent 
with her profession. He could remember no 
instance in which she had, so far as he could see, 
dishonoured her Lord. 

Very different from this would have been 
her own estimate of those years, for she was 
truly lowly at heart. But she used to say with 
much simplicity, " I asked God to take away my 
violent temper, and He did it." Very violent 
indeed that temper had been in former days, 
and the remarkable extent to which it had 
been subdued by divine grace must not be left 
unnoticed. There were those who were cruel 
enough to put it to the test, using even personal 
insult and injury in the attempt to betray her into 
an outburst of passion ; but she said of this, " God 
helped me, and my only feeling was one of 
compassion." 

Here was one who knew nothing of what we 
sometimes term "higherlife" teaching. Here was 
one who never in all her days attended a con
ference or convention, and yet in her everyday 
life she was a most striking evidence of the power 
of Christ to keep from stumbling His weakest, 
feeblest follower. 

To one who had mockingly taunted her with her 
newly-found joys, she solemnly replied, " You 
WILL NEED MY GOD BEFORE YOU DIE." 

No longer enslaved by drink, Mrs. Cole speedily 
became a true and earnest worker for God. Ad
dicted to pleasure as she had been, and in its 
roughest forms to worldly society, she now found 
her delight in the company of those who knew 
God, or who could give her a lift heavenward. It 
was enough for her that any one belonged to 
Jesus, and one truly said of her that " she loved 
every one whom she believed to be a lover of 
her Lord." 

" Not a copper ! " had been the indignant protest 
of her ungodly days, but none was more ready now 
to sing (with lips aforetime given up to songs of a 
widely different character)— 

" Take my silver and my gold, 
Not a mite would I withhold." 
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At the time of her conversion she owed what 
was, to her, a large sum of money; but she set 
herself, for the sake of Christ, to wipe away this 
reproach, nor rested until, by self-denying efforts, 
she had paid every penny of the debt which had 
been contracted. This, was a feature of her Chris
tianity which could be understood even by her 
bitterest opponents. Would that Christians every
where were more scrupulous with regard to such 
practical details! 

From the very first, she had offered her house for 
the carrying on of the cottage meetings, and very 
soon it was used in that way, not only for the 
Sunday services, but in the week as well. To her 
great joy her prayers for her husband's conversion 
were answered after a few months, so that he was 
one with her in these matters; but there were 
other relations who used every means in their 
power to prevent her from following the Lord as 
fully as she desired. More than once she was 
dragged back by force to her own home, on the 
public road, when on her way to the meetings; 
and very bitter things were said about her. 

" Praise the Lord! it is all for Jesus ! Think 
what He bore for me !" was her usual comment 
when she heard of these things; and truly she had 
learnt the happy secret of gloiyifig in the honour of 
bearing reproach for His sake. She would go all 
round the village urging those of her neighbours 
who could come to attend a Bible reading for 
women, held on Monday afternoons, in her kitchen. 
About one matter she was greatly exercised. Her 
opinion of tracts and gospel books was very high 
indeed—all the more touchingly beautiful because 
of her own inability to read a line of them—and 
she greatly wished to buy a supply of these for 
distribution. But her debts weighed on her mind, 
and she was perplexed as to the right course to 
take. This care, was, however, cast upon God, 
and He very graciously removed it in His own 
way. Two ladies called upon her, leaving a large 
supply of the very things she had desired. Her 
table was, as she expressed it, "covered with 
books and tracts," such as she had longed for, 
and, as she confessed, even dreamt about! 
Nor was she ever without a supply of these 
silent messengers from that time till the day of her 
death. 

One of her heaviest trials was her inability to 
read the Bible for herself. Earnestly and re
peatedly she attempted to learn, but at her age 
the task was not an easy one, and she was not 
successful in it. But her intelligence and her 
retentive memory stood her in good stead, and large 
portions of the Scriptures were stored in her heart 
in this way, ready for use ; indeed, one could 

hardly mention a passage to her with which she 
was not more or less familiar. 

" Though I cannot read myself, I was so pleased 
to see the spectacles on the Bible," she touchingly 
said, of a cottage she had visited. 

When, yielding to the wishes of friends, she 
consented to have her photograph taken, at her 
own cottage, her one stipulation was that her 
precious Bible might be held in her hand. The 
artist, knowing her inability to read, was not willing 
to introduce the Book into the picture, but she 
quietly, yet firmly insisted* 

" If you take me, you must take my Bible too ; 
for it is such a comfort to me," she said. Once or 
twice she expressed a wish that her own story might 
be "put into a little book or a tract," thinking it 
might help others. This was not done during her 
lifetime, but the gratification of her desire is an 
additional reason for the publication of this simple 
record now, through which, it is hoped, she may 
yet speak to some hearts. 

" The black must be told as well as the bright," 
was her own expression with regard to this, and the 
wish has been scrupulously adhered to. Much, 
very very much, might be said, which is withheld^ 
lest it should seem to exalt the humble instrument, 
whereas her one desire was to exalt her Lord* 

The workers from the Salvation Army had long 
since removed from the neighbourhood, but other 
Christians had become interested, and the meetings 
were continued. So large did these become that it 
was felt desirable to build a Mission Room for the 
use of the worshippers ; and though there were 
others who had the privilege of giving larger sums 
of money for this purpose, yet it would be generally 
conceded that Mrs. Cole was herself one of the 
largest contributors—for she gave time, prayers, 
and unceasing sympathy to the work, rejoicing in 
every layer of stones that was added to the little 
building. Great was her delight when it was at 
length complete; and the cup of joy seemed almost 
full when, in answer to long years of prayers, she 
heard her own son (the little boy mentioned before) 
publicly tell the story of the Cross in that same 
little chapel. Earnestly had she pleaded with God 
that he might become a winner of souls, and a 
preacher of the Gospel. 

During the years of self-denial in which Mrs. 
Cole set herself to pay off the money she had owed, 
habits of industry and care had been acquired, 
and when once out of debt, she commenced a 
small village shop, which she carried on till the 
end of'her life. 

Very much did she value, and untiringly did she 
utilise the opportunities for service which this 
offered her; and it is believed that not one person 
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did business at that little counter without hearing 
of the Saviour from her lips. Some of the most 
unlikely were attracted thither by the spell of her 
Christian influence, and could testify to the help 
and blessing received there. 

Herself a sufferer, she had true sympathy for 
other sufferers, and as one small indication of her 
thoughtful kindness it may be mentioned that, after 
her death, the daughter of an aged blind Christian 
in the neighbourhood said, " I never went into her 
shop without her sending some little present to my 
aged mother." 

Little did the writer of this record think as she 
sat for a while with her, one lovely July evening, 
that it was the last of many happy times spent 
together in that cottage home. And yet so it 
proved. Mrs. Cole was suffering a good deal in her 
eyes, and inflammation in these made her feel veiy 
uneasy and unwell. I spoke a little of the sensi
tiveness of the human eye, and of the force which 
this lent to God's wonderful words:—"He that 
toucheth you toucheth the apple of His eye" 
(Zech. ii. 8). 

" Oh, that is beautiful," she said, brightly. " I 
will remember that." And she listened with great 
delight to some lines which had been in my own 
mind for some days, with much comfort:— 

" Dear Lord, in all our heaviest griefs 
Thou hast the heavier share, 

And that which is unbearable 
'Tis Thine, not ours, to bear." 

But what pleased her most of all, I think, was 
a stanza from Miss Greenwell's beautiful and simple 
poem " My Saviour," which I quoted to her after
wards, and which she was eager to hear repeated. 

" He did not come to judge the world, 
He did not come to blame, 

He did not only come to seek, 
It was to save He came. 

And when we call Him Saviour, then 
We call Him by His name." 

These lines pleased her very much indeed. 
" Shall you be able to remember them ? " she asked, 
appealing to her son. 

The very next day, she was taken so seriously ill 
that two doctors were in attendance. Very power
ful medicines failed to remove the pain, and for 
about a week she continued very ill indeed, 
although hopes were entertained that she would be 
once again restored. But the Lord saw fit to 
remove her. It was on Sunday that the summons 
came. She seemed better, and her mind was 
perfectly clear. 

"Keep the house tidy," was her characteristic 
request; " they will be coming in when the service 
is over." 
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She could not speak much, but said, " I want 
you all to come. I want every one to come." And 
once or twice her lips moved, " Come, dear Lord 
Jesus; come and fetch me now." 

And just as the service closed at the little 
meeting-house she had so dearly loved, there came 
over her face 

" That light which never shone on land or sea," 
and her happy soul was called away to join in the 
everlasting worship of the upper Sanctuary. 

And thus was fulfilled to her that experience of 
which she had so often sung, in her favourite verse 
of one of her especially favourite hymns— 

" This robe of flesh I'll drop and rise, 
To seize the everlasting prize." 

The news of her death produced a great impres
sion, far and near, wherever she had been known, 
and it is stated that about thirty preachers of the 
Gospel were gathered around her grave, several of 
whom testify that it was her influence and her 
prayers which first led them to speak publicly for 
Christ; whilst nearly the whole of them had known 
more or less of her Christian sympathy and 
hospitality. 

It is characteristic of her warm personal love to 
the Lord Jesus that almost her last words to a lady 
who had been her faithful friend and helper during 
the whole of her Christian course, were these:— 
" H E is THE CHIEFEST AMONG TEN THOUSAND." 
This lady voluntarily corroborates the statement 
made before, and testifies that she never knew 
Hannah say a word or do a thing which was not in 
keeping with her profession of love to her Saviour. 

Truly she " being dead yet speaketh." To add 
comments seems as useless as it is unnecessary. 
The simple, but divinely sweet words of Revelation 
express everything that remains to be said : 

" I heard a voice from heaven saying unto me, 
Write, Blessed are the dead which die in the Lord 
from henceforth ; yea, saith the Spirit, that they 
may rest from their labours, and their works do 
follow them" (Rev. xiv. 13). 

Blessed! yea, blessed, according to God's 
estimate of blessing. This is enough for us to 
know. Little, comparatively, has been revealed 
of that untrodden shore beyond the dark river; 
but it is enough for Faith that our loved departed 
ones are with Him—" for ever with the Lord "— 
" with Christ, which is far better." 

Oh, that of us too, at last, as of her of whom we 
have written, the simple epitaph may be true— 
" She hath done what she could." L. A. B. 

[We propose to publish this article, " The Story of 
Hannah Cole," separately, It will be issued as a penny 
book, with portrait. One dozen copies, post free, IS.J 
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THE FAITH OF FOUR MEN. 
"And when they could not come nigh unto Him for the press, 

they uncovered the roof where He was."—Mark ii. 4. 

IN this portion of the Word of God there is a 
very lovely picture of the Lord Jesus Christ, 

as Jehovah's perfect servant. Unwearied and 
untiring in His love and devotion, He is here 
seen preaching the word to those who were 
gathered together in the house. Doubtless many 
had been drawn there, attracted by the wonder
ful words that He spoke; and others were there 
to criticise and to find fault. But what we wish 
to notice more particularly is the four men 
who came unto Him, bringing one sick of the 
palsy. They teach us all, as servants of Christ, a 
most impressive lesson. " Jesus saw their faith." 
" Without faith it is impossible to please Him : for 
he that cometh to God must believe that He is, 
and that He is a rewarder of them that diligently 
seek Him " (Heb. xi. 6). This we see exemplified 
in this narrative. The gathered multitude saw 
nothing in this, nothing to excite their interest 
and approval. If only these four men could bring 
the sick one to Jesus, it mattered little or nothing 
to them what the multitude might say or think. 

1. They were United, Very little would have 
been done had this not been in their "work of 
faith and labour of love." O, that we realised this 
more in our service ! We cannot think of one 
servant of Christ working independently of another 
(1 Cor. i. 10); "Ye also helping together by prayer 
for u s " (2 Cor. i. 11); "Strive together with me 
in your prayers to God for me " (Rom. xv. 30). 
By this it will be seen how much the beloved Apostle 
Paul valued prayer and fellowship in service. I 
believe this is what will keep God's people united in 
all their efforts to reach the unsaved, to bring them 
to Jesus. 

2. They were Unselfish. It is beautiful to observe 
how this is brought out in the incident, when 
apparently everything was against them. O that 
we'thought less and less of ourselves, especially in 
the light of so many scriptures that bring before 
us the entire self-forgetfulness of the Lord Jesus! 
"We then that are strong, ought to bear the in
firmities of the weak, and not to please ourselves. 
Let every one of us please his neighbour for his good 
to edification, for even Christ pleased not Himself" 
(Rom. xv. 1. 2, 3). Nothing less than this is to be 
our pattern. "That they which live, should not 
henceforth live unto themselves, but unto Him, who 
died for them and rose again " (2 Cor. v. 15). 

Of Him it has been written, "Pleased not Him
self," "Humbled Himself," "Gave Himself." 
What a precious thought to think of Him thus 

stooping to the lowest depths, and making Himself 
of "no reputation ! " (Phil. ii.). 

3. They were Urgent. No time was to be lost, 
every moment was precious. It may be here said 
they redeemed the time, " Buying up the oppor
tunity." This is what the true servant of Christ 
has to do ; he cannot afford to let one opportunity 
slip without testifying of Christ. May God give 
us grace to " preach the word; be instant in 
season, out of season," and in view of the judgment 
seat of Christ, when all our work will be made 
manifest of what sort it is, to be filling up each 
moment with loving devoted service to Him. 

" Precious Saviour, may I live, 
Only for Thee; 

Spend the powers, Thou dost give, 
Only for Thee." 

4. They were Undaunted. It was their faith that 
overcame all the obstacles that stood in the way. 
They might have reasoned as to how their purpose 
was to be fulfilled ; as to what the Pharisees might 
think of them. But, no, they put aside all that, 
and unwavering in their faith they step out 
with the sick of the palsy. They had the assur
ance that Jesus would heal if only they could 
come nigh unto Him. We can only preach the 
Gospel in so far as we know its power for ourselves. 

THE OUTSIDE STAIRCASE TO AN EASTERN HOUSE. 

" We speak that we do know, and testify that we 
have seen '• J o h n iii. 11). " I believed, and there
fore have I spoken; we also believe, and therefore 
speak" (2 Cor. iv. 13). May God give us grace to 
realise the importance of personal dealing with the 
unsaved, when preaching His blessed Gospel! Thus 
shall our labour be rewarded, as was that of these 
four men. " Always abounding in the work of the 
Lord, forasmuch as ye know that your labour is not 
in vain in the Lord " (1 Cor. xv. 58). 
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" And His Gospel is like Himself. The heaven 
of heavens cannot contain Him, and yet He dwells 
in the humble heart as a fitting home. So also, in 
its simplicity and plainness, the good news is within 
the reach of the youngest and most ignorant, aye, 
and even of the lowest and the worst, for such may 
hear and believe, and live; but in its depth and 
fulness it is known to God alone, for it is a revela
tion of Himself." 

To God be the glory, for ever and ever, Amen, 
through Jesus Christ our Lord. 

T. G. C. 

"GOD H A S B E E N BUSY FOR ME 
TO-DAY." 

" My Father worketh hitherto and I ivork."—John v. 17. 
"It is God which worketh in you, both to will and to do of 

His good pleasure.—Phil. ii. 13. 

YES, God has been busy for me to-day! 
But have I been busy for Him ? 

As I've journeyed along on my pilgrimage way, 
Have I wiped away tears from some eyes that were dim ? 

Have I thought of the poor, of the sick, of the dying ? 
Have I cared for the weary, the wayworn, the sad, 

Sought to cheer them, amid all their sorrow and crying, 
And in spite of their trials to make their hearts glad ? 

Have I taught them to rest on His infinite love, 
Who left that bright throne and came down to this earth, 

And opened a way to the bright home above, 
By a death and a work of such marvellous worth ? 

That Mercy and Truth can each other embrace, 
And rejoice, as they hear of a pardon made known, 

To the vilest and worst of our sin-bitten race, 
If they, to that One, for a refuge have flown ? 

Has this been my course for the day that is past ? 
If so, I may humbly and thankfully say, 

By the goodness of God, where my lot has been cast, 
That I have been busy for Him all to-day. 

HOMELEIGH. 

T H E V O I C E OF T H E LORD. 

TO how many a saint the day and place when 
he first heard God's voice will be earth's one 

sacred memory, even long after earth's life is over ! 
Do you think that Moses will not speak of the 
bush, and Samuel of the little temple-chamber, 
and Peter and John of their boats on the still 
lake, and Paul of the Damascus road, and Matthew 
of his tax-table, and the poor woman of the way
side well, when they are met above? Only the 
last day shall tell how much of earth is hallowed 
ground. It is indeed a goodly spirit that treasures 
its past miracles, that goes down the gracious 
avenues of life to find the bushes out of which 
it first heard God's voice. 

H E will best hold out waiting that holds on praying. 

OUR BIBLE PORTION. 1 

T H E JOY OF T H E L O R D . 
" The joy of the Lord is your strength."—Neh. viii. 10. 
" Therefore with joy shall ye draw water out of the wells 0) 

salvation."—Isa. xii. 3. 
•• / will joy in the God of my salvation."—Hab. iii. 18. 

THERE is strength in work, strength in rest, 
and abundance of strength iii joy. The 

prophet wrote, 
" T h e joy of the Lord is your strength." 
To be buoyant in our devotions and religious 
activities is to evince good spiritual health and to 
exemplify a spirit which is contagious. No one is 
drawn toward a gloomy, despondent Christian 
except in pity and charity, but everybody is 
attracted by robust, vigorous, cheerful piety, the 
faith that works by love. 

Nothing would help forward the progress of 
Christianity to a greater extent than the hearty, 
joyous lives of all Christians. Duty would seem 
a pleasure, and pain a sweetness and blessing, 
were 

The well-spring of joy 
ever bubbling over in the hearts of God's people. 
There is no circumstance that would not prove 
conducive to soul-strength were the fountain of 
joy full in the souls of all Christ's disciples. 

A sergeant who had a leg shattered by a shell 
in a famous battle, declared himself to be, though 
suffering and hopelessly wounded, 

" T h e happ ies t man you ever s a w . " 
He lay on the field all night, engaged in prayer. 
He said : " I prayed, and Christ seemed to come 
and stand by my side all night; and He comforted 
me. I felt that my sins were all washed away in 
His blood, and I do tell you, chaplain, that I 
forgot all about my wounds for the moment. It 
was the happiest night of my life." In a few days 
he was transferred to that land where there is 
" fulness of joy," and where suffering never enters. 

Let us r e jo i ce ! 
Let each day be our happiest. Let us forget 

our aches and cares and troubles. Thank God 
for every phase of true Christian testing. In 
mercy God is dealing with each one of us. 
Praise His n a m e ! Joy in H i s g o o d n e s s ! 
Then shall we become a tower of strength and a 
world of blessing to others as soon as we learn to 
" REJOICE IN THE LORD ALWAY " and " I N EVERY
THING" to "GIVE THANKS." 
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S C E N E ON T H E R I V E R T I G R I S NOT FAR FROM T H E S I T E OF N I N E V E H . 

T H E L A N D O F T H E A S S Y R I A N ; 
or, T h e Cradle of t h e N a t i o n s . — I I I . 

THERE is little room for doubt, that in these 
once fertile regions the immediate descendants 

of Noah first settled as they wandered eastward and 
southward from the mountains of Ararat—moun
tains which were thus a second time to form the 
centre from whence the nations were to radiate, for 
there is every reason to suppose that in or near the 
valley of the Araxes is the site of Eden—the birth
place of our race. There are several arguments 
advanced in support of this supposition, but we will 
only mention that which is founded upon the de
scription given of Eden in Genesis ii. In the tenth 
verse we are told that the river which watered the 
garden was parted and divided into four heads, and 
at the eleventh we read : " The name of the first is 
Pison: that is it which compasseth the whole land of 
Havilah, where there is gold. And the name of the 
second river is Gihon: the same is it that compas
seth the whole land of Ethiopia. And the name of 
the third river is Hiddekel: that is it which goeth 
toward the east of Assyria, and the fourth river is 
Euphrates." 

Of these four rivers, in the neighbourhood of 
which the beauteous home of our first parents 
was situated, two have survived the Flood: 
the Euphrates and the Tigris (the Hiddekel of 
Scripture). These two enduring links between 
the past and the present, which 6,000 years ago 
meandered, palm-fringed and glistening, through 
varied scenes of passing loveliness, still roll onward 
in their deepening channels, but now for the most 
part through desolate plains and dreary solitudes, 
and by the lone shapeless ruins of mighty cities, 
whose frowning walls once shadowed darkly in the 

rippling flood. They started into life, what time 
morning stars sang together o'er a new created world; 
and onward they will flow till, in the end of time, the 
sixth angel's mystic vial shall be poured out upon the 
" Great River," and the streams thereof shall cease. 

Hard by the confluence of these two rivers is 
another spot, bright with the lustre of a single 
name. At Ur in Chaldaea's land dwelt some time 
he, who anon was to become the faithful servant of a 
faithful God—the blest progenitor of a mighty people, 
a chosen race, out of whose midst latterly should 
spring great David's greater Son—Incarnate God. 

Sir Henry Rawlinson, of whom we shall have 
more to say presently, assigns the date of 2234 B.C. 
to the founding of the Chaldaean Empire by 
Nimrod, thirteen years after the birth of Peleg, in 
whose days "the earth was divided/' and identifies 
the site of the early capital of Ur with the modern 
Mugeyer near the mouth of the Euphrates. Recent 
excavations among the ruins have brought to light 
the remains of an ancient brick-built temple, the 
basement story of which (for it has two stories, 
and may originally have had three) exhibits the 
workmanship of the old Chaldaean period. Rude 
Hamitic inscriptions stamped in monogram upon 
the bricks of which this is composed have been 
deciphered by Rawlinson, and they read as follows: 
" Urukh, King of Ur, he is the builder of the 
Temple of the Moon God." This Urukh is con
sidered by Sir Henry to be the first monarch after 
Nimrod of whose building operations any remains 
have been obtained. The approximate date of his 
reign is 2093 B.C., which would be about the time 
of Terah, Abram's father. In these bricks therefore 
we possess relics that date backward almost to 
those times "when the Lord did confound the 
language of all the earth." In the south corner of 
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the upper story of this same temple, and about six 
feet below the surface, was discovered standing in 
a niche, a perfectly inscribed cylinder of clay, and 
similar memorial cylinders were subsequently dis
covered at each other corner. 

ASSYRIAN C Y L I N D E R S WITH FIGURES. 

These invaluable documents inform us that the 
great temple of the Moon at Ur, in its present 
condition is the work of Nabonidus, the last of the 
Babylonian kings, who repaired it—his date, known 
through Ptolemy's Canon, is B.C. 555—and they 
further distinctly state that Bel-sar-uzur (Bel-shazzar) 
was the elder son of Nabonidus, and that he, as 
was common with eldest sons, was admitted to a 
share of the government. Sir Henry considers 
this identification with Ur of the Chaldees com
plete. He assures us that on the same cylinders 
he has deciphered the names of a series of kings 
from Urukh to Nabonidus, and among them, 
those of Kudur-Mabuk and Kudur-Lagamer, THE 
CHEDORLAOMER, KING OF ELAM, WHOM ABRAHAM 
DEFEATED. These clay records of bygone ages, 
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constituent parts in the structure of a temple co
existent with the Tower of Babel, and erected to a 
God from whose unhallowed shrine Abraham was 
called away from his kindred and his father's house 
to a land of which the Lord would tell him. 

I Jottings about the Bible. 1 

THE HEART-SEARCHING POWER 
OF THE WORD. 

E* VEN sceptics of modern times have personally 
' bowed before the heart-searching power of 

the Ancient Oracles. Thus Voltaire, attempting to 
parody the fifty-first Psalm, proceeded so far as the 
tenth verse, when he was seized with strange 
emotions before the words, " Create in me a clean 
heart, 0 God." He fell senseless, and often after
wards confessed he could not think of the occurrence 
without pain. Rochester, famous for his satire, sin, 
and unbelief, was converted to the truth by reading 
the fifty-third chapter of Isaiah, ordered all his 
licentious writings to be destroyed, and died a true 
penitent. Lord Lyttleton and Gilbert West, who 
from prejudice to Christianity arranged to study 
portions of the New Testament with a view to 
expose the imposture, were troubled in spirit, 
humbled by their examination, and brought to 
confess the Bible true. 

Changes take place in the heart and life of every 
man who reads, appropriates, and follows the 
counsels of the Holy Volume. In prosperity the 
Bible is his security. It teaches him how con
scientiously to discharge his duty, how contentedly 
to look upon his lot, how rightly to improve his 
opportunities, how temperately to enjoy his bless
ings, how modestly to exercise his talents, how 
charitably to associate with his fellows, and how 
quietly to defer to the powers that be. It acquires 
an empire over his soul. In adversity it supports 
his spirit. It tranquillises the mind, it softens down 
the natural roughness of nature, it teaches the 
language of cordial acquiescence, it makes the 
heavenly take the place of the earthly in the 
sufferer's thoughts, it clears the keen-sighted vision 
of the soul, and helps the man to forget what he 
has lost, by the glorious disclosures of the supernal 
excellences of a present Christ. Then, when that 
most solemn of all hours arrives—when the lustre 
of life is waning, when the narrow stream dividing 
the unseen world from this is reached—when the 
chamber is crowded with sorrowing relatives, and 
unremitting science can donomore—then this Book 
sheds a superb light upon the future. It tells of 
life " beyond the intolerable indignities of dust to 
dust." It tells of a better land to the confines of 
which the departing soul has come. It tells of a 
faithful, unchanging, and loving Companion waiting 
to cross the Jordan with the liberated spirit, and to 
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welcome it on the other side of the sombre river. 
It tells of blessed reunion to loved ones who have 
gone before;. It tells of the beatific vision of the 
Heavenly Father, and of a hallowed home where 
fellowships shall be unmarred, and " there shall be 
no more death, neither sorrow, nor crying, neither 
any more pain." It thus transforms death into a 
benign friend, and makes dying to be an absolute 
and imperishable gain. 

TURN YE! TURN YE! 

O SINNER, before it is too late, stop in your 
sinful career! " Turn ye, turn ye ! why will 

ye die ?" The Lord Jesus Christ, when He hung 
dying on the cross cried, " I t is finished !" He had 
accomplished the work of salvation, and now all 
who trust in Him have their sins forgiven. The 
Spirit of God will enable them to lead a new 
life, and finally they will obtain an entrance into 
heaven, where Christ has prepared an eternal rest. 

Do, not, however, be deceived by any present 
peace you may have, unless that peace arises from 
the knowledge of Jesus as your personal Saviour; 
if you are not saved now, you are lost now, and 
each moment makes your condition more perilous. 
Christ can and will save you ! He will not be found 
like that fond father who tried to save his son and 
his wife also, but could not. Jesus is able to save 
all who come to God by Him. Are you being 
carried safely to glory in the strong arms of the 
mighty Saviour? or are you sinking down to eternal 
destruction in the arms of the devil ? Which ? 

THE ANVIL OP GOD'S WORD. 

I STOOD one eve beside a blacksmith's door 
And heard the anvil ring the vesper's chime, 

Then, looking in, I saw upon the floor 
Old hammers, worn with beating years of time. 

" How many anvils have you had," said I, 
" To wear and batter all these hammers so ? " 

"Just one," he said ; then said, with twinkling eye, 
"The anvil wears the hammers out, you know." 

And so I thought the anvil of God's Word 
For ages sceptic blows have beat upon, 

And though the noise of falling blows was heard, 
The anvil is unharmed, the hammers gone. 

FLORENCE NIGHTINGALE said; " If I could give 
you information of my life, it would be to show how 
a woman of very ordinary ability has been led by 
God in strange and unaccustomed paths to do in 
His service what He has done in her. And if I 
could tell you all, you would see how God has done 
all, and I nothing. I have worked hard, very hard, 
that is all; and I have never refused God anything." 

£ OUR MISSIONARY COLUMN. £ 
• • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • • 

THE STORY OF DR. T S E N . 

BY MRS. CECIL SMITH. 

WHILST I was living at the town of Gan-p'ing, 
an out-station from Gan-shun in Kwei-

chau, in 1893, I became acquainted with a native 
doctor and drug-seller named Tsen. From the 
first time he heard the gospel he was deeply 
interested in it, and he at once began to close his 
shop on the Lord's Day. Every morning and 
evening he joined the Christians in worship, for 
he thought it too long to wait till the next "worship 
day" came round. We were much pleased with 
his apparent zeal, but wondered how he would 
stand the test of social persecution. After he had 
been coming for a few weeks I put the test before 
him. " If you really believe in Jesus as your 
true Saviour, you should take down your picture 
image of 

THE GODDESS OF MERCY FROM YOUR SHOP 
AND BURN IT." 

I knew that the taking of such a decided stand 
for Christ would at once call forth bitter persecution 
from all quarters. I can never forget, nor do I wish 
to forget, the answer that Tsen made. " I have been 
seeking a Saviour for forty years, and now that I have 
found One, do you think that I cart t stifferfor Him ? " 
He went home and at once took down the paper 
idol and burnt it. He afterwards brought me the 
charred stick that formed the bottom of the scroll. 
Heavy and subtle persecutions broke out against 
him directly, and for a time he lost all peace and 
quietness in this world, yet the God of peace 
reigned in his heart through it all and kept him 
steadfast. Since that time some others of his family 
have been brought to Christ through his influence. 
I have found out that his words were quite true; he 
had been a Buddhist devotee and a vegetarian, 
going about from temple to temple to heap up 
merit for the next life. In his blind groping way 
he had been 

SEEKING A SAVIOUR FOR FORTY YEARS. 
Oh! think of that dear friends ! In all his long 
search he had never seen a missionary or a Bible, 
or heard the glad news of a Saviour, until in the 
mercy of God we were sent to Gan-p'ing to tell the 
story of Jesus. 

AN old couple who greatly glorified God by their glad 
lives were asked, "And have you never any clouds?" 
"Clouds," said the old woman, " clouds; why, yes, sir, 
else where would all the blessed showers come from ? " 
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HAVE YOU ANY 
GOD AT YOUR 

HOUSE? 
"But as for vie and my 

house, wc will serve the 
Lord."—Joshua xxiv. 15. 

A BOY, whose father 
was irreligious, 

spent several months 
in the dwelling of a 
godly family, where he 
was taught the simple 
elements of Christian 
truth. 

The precious seed fell 
into good and tender 
soil, and the child 
learned to note the 
difference between a 
prayerless and a Chris
tian dwelling. One day, 
as some one was con
versing with the little 
fellow about the great 
and good God, the child 
said: " W E HAVEN'T GOT 
ANYGODATOUR HOUSE." 

Alas! how many such 
houses there are in our 
land — houses where 
there is no prayer, no 
praise, no worship, no 
God. And what homes 
they are for children— 
aye, and for men and 
women too. How much 
better is the pure atmo
sphere of Christian love 
than the cold, selfish 
wordliness of a godless 
home! 

Said a man indifferent 
to religion, on being 
asked about a visit he 
had paid, " I never was 
so near to heaven, and 
probably never shall be 
again, as when I spent 
a day in the house of 
Ebenezer Brown," a 
godly Scotchman, who 
guided his household in 
the fear of the Lord. 

To such homes the 
weary come for rest, 
and the troubled for 
consolation. The Son of 
Peace is there. Blessed 
be such homes! and 
may ours ever be of this 
number! 
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The above beautiful Melody is No. 324 in " Songs of Victory." This splendid collection of Hymns and Solos 
can be had through any bookseller—without music, from*2</. to 5s. 6rf.; with music, from 2s. 6d. to 10s, 6ti. 
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HOW A BARN W A S CONSECRATED. 

IN connection with my work, which began nearly 
fifty years ago, I have always done a con

siderable amount of evangelizing, preaching in 
farmhouses, cottages and small chapels, besides 
taking services out of doors, in hop-oasts and 
barns. The cases in which these efforts have been 
blessed by God, eternity alone will fully reveal. 
But one case which came to my knowledge may 
be mentioned for the encouragement of like-minded 
workers. 

In visiting a small farmer I noticed that the 
barn abutted on a bye-lane leading in the direc
tion of Tun bridge Wells, but some distance from 
any place of worship. I thought it might be well 
to hold a service there. The farmer consenting, a 
date was fixed for a week evening meeting, it 
being summer time. I noticed when I arrived the 
cheerful eagerness with which two young girls, Lydia 
and her friend, busied themselves in preparing the 
barn for the service. The meeting was fairly well 
attended by people from the cottages near by. The 
text I cannot remember, but it proved a memorable 
occasion to Lydia and her friend. The truth of 
God went home to their hearts, and they were both 
led to Christ. 

I have lost sight for many years of Lydia's friend, 
but Lydia herself I have occasionally seen, and 
rejoice that she has been all along the forty years 
that have passed, a faithful follower of her Saviour. 
Her husband is a thriving country tradesman, who 
owns and works two or three small farms. One 
day, when taking the train for London, some 
four or five years ago, a gentleman entered 
the same compartment, who spoke to me. I said 
I had not the pleasure of knowing him. " But," 
said he, " I know you, and have reason to do so ; 
I was a scholar in your Sunday School, and the 
first good impression made on my mind was 
through a sermon of yours, when you were at M," 
and he mentioned the subject. "That was a 
long time ago," I said. " Yes," he replied, " I was 
eight years old then, and now I am fifty." That 
gentleman was Lydia's husband. I knew his 
father and mother in years past, for they were 
among those to whom my ministry had been 
blessed to lead them to Christ. 

" But what has this to do with consecration ?" 
it may be asked. Well, this: that in the barn 
service we had the presence of God in our midst, 
that Christ recorded His name in the hearts of 
those two young people, and that the Holy Spirit 
by applying the truth, "sealed them unto the 
day of redemption." That is a consecration infinitely 
better than any words or acts of man. For 

when Christ is received into the heart by faith, 
the Holy Spirit is given as the seal of redemption 
and the pledge of the everlasting inheritance 
above. The barn was consecrated by God's 
presence, and the consecrating grace of the Holy 
Spirit made these two converts the dwelling-place 
of the Holy One. R. S. 

A LEAF FROM T H E B I B L E . 

A YOUNG man in America was once at work 
upon his farm. He was careless about 

religion, indeed nobody had ever said a word to 
him about i t; and as he had no Bible and only 
worldly friends, there seemed little chance of his 
ever hearing of Christ and salvation, and of heaven 
and hell. On this particular day, it was a bright 
morning in early summer, he had to take his cart, 
drawn by oxen, along the high road. He was 
thinking of nothing except his daily work and his 
daily bread. A gentle breeze was blowing, and as 
he went along it stirred a little piece of paper 
which had been lying by the roadside, so that it 
fluttered in front of him. But on went the young 
man, the oxen and the cart, all the same. 

When he had gone a short way farther, how
ever, a thought came over him, " I wonder what 
that bit of paper was? I've a great mind to go 
back and see." And, stopping his team, he did 
go back. He picked it up and read it as he 
walked along. It was a leaf out of the Bible. 

The summer passed away, with its flowers and 
sunshine, and the corn grew ripe, and was gathered 
into the garner; there was another harvest, too, 
standing ready for the sickle. The young man 
who had found the leaf lay upon a sick and dying 
bed. A sore disease had smitten him, and his 
parents knew there was no hope of his life. They 
were stricken with grief, but he—oh, he was re
joicing ! And now his lips were open to tell them 
what he had never told before. 

The leaf out of the Bible had brought to him 
first the sense of sin, and then the knowledge of a 
Saviour. He sought for a whole Bible, and ever 
since it had been his constant companion; and 
now, though called almost suddenly away from life 
with all its happiness, he knew Whom he had 
believed, and he was ready. He had an anchor 
sure and steadfast; for the Lamb that was slain 
to take away sin had taken away his sin. And 
without a doubt or a fear he entered into rest. 

These lines are true about the precious word of God :— 
" The mines o/ earth no treasures give 

That could this Volume buy, 
In teaching us the way to live 

It teaches how to die." 
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" A C E R T A I N M A N D R E W A B O W 
A T A V E N T U R E . ' * 

ONCE during the early labours of Charles H. 
Spurgeon he was invited to preach in the 

vast Crystal Palace at Sydenham. He queried 
whether his voice would fill the immense area, and 
resolving to test it, he went in the morning to the 
palace, and thinking for a passage of Scripture to 
repeat, as he reached the stage, this came to mind: 
" This is a faithful saying, and worthy of all accepta
tion, that Christ Jesus came into the world to save 
sinners." Pronouncing the words, he felt sure that 
he would be heard, and then repeated the verse in 
a softer tone. More than a quarter of a century 
later, Mr. Spurgeon's brother and co-worker was 
called to the bedside of a man, an artisan, who 
was near his end. 

" Are you ready ? " asked the minister. 
" Oh, yes ! " answered the man with assurance. 
" Can you tell me how you obtained the salva

tion of your soul? " 
" I t is very simple," said the artisan, his face 

radiant with joy. " I am a plumber by trade. 
Some years ago I was working under the dome of 
the Crystal Palace, and thought myself entirely 
alone. I was without God and without hope. 

" All at once I heard a voice coming from heaven 
which said, 'This is a faithful saying, and worthy of 
all acceptation, that Christ Jesus came into the 
world to save sinners.' By the hearing of these 
words I was convinced of sin; Jesus Christ 
appeared to me as my Saviour. I accepted Him 
in my heart as such at the same moment, and I 
have served Him ever since." 

This voice was from heaven, though human lip 
uttered it ; and God's Word shall not return to 
Him void, but it shall prosper in the thing whereto 
He sends it. — • — 

" D E C I D E W H A T IS RIGHT." 

TH E three Hebrew children said, " We will not 
serve thy gods ;" and there they rested. 

They had nothing to do with the results. If the 
king threw them into the fiery furnace, that was 
his business; and it was God's business to look 
after the fire when they were thrown into it. They 
simply said, "No," w No, we will not." Dare 
to say " No !" We are too apt to think what the 
result will be if we say " No." All we have to do 
is to decide what is right, and stand by it \ and if 
we do not do this, we are not worthy to be called 
by His name. 

LIGHT FROM A B O V E . 

IN the days when nature and revelation were 
pitted against each other, David Hume, the 

sceptic, wrote an essay on the sufficiency of the 
light of nature; Dr. Robertson, the historian, replied 
to it by an essay on the insufficiency of the light of 
nature, and the necessity of revelation. 

One evening, at Robertson's house, where a 
literary party had assembled, nature and revelation 
was the topic of conversation. Hume was present, 
and joined in the conversation, and urged his view 
with his usual subtlety; while Dr. Robertson set 
forth his faith in revelation with great clearness 
and power. Hume rose to depart before the other 
guests, to whom he bowed as he retired through 
the door, followed by the host with a light to show 
him the way. " Pray don't trouble yourself," said 
Hume to the host: " I find the light of nature 
always sufficient." 

He walked on along the hall, stumbled over 
something, and fell through the open front 
door, down the steps and into the street. Dr. 
Robertson ran after him with the light, and holding 
it over him and assisting him to rise, said quietly, 
"You had better have a light from above, Mr. 
Hume." 

A SHORT BIBLE READING. 
Jesus said: " I am the living bread -which came dozen from 

heaven."—John vi. i . 
" And Jesus took the loaves, and when He had given thanks 

He distributed to the disciples, and the disciples to them that were 
set down, and likewise of the fishes, as much as they would " 
(John vi. I I ) . H e might have rained bread from heaven 
as He did in the wilderness, but H e took what was at 
hand, and looking to His Father that H e might work, H e 
multiplied it, as H e did the oil and meal for the prophet and 
those with whom he lodged, and the oil for the widow that 
her debt might be paid (i Kings, xi. 14 ; 11 Kings iv. 7). 

" When they were filled, He said unto His disciples, Gather 
up the fragments that remain that nothing be lost " (John vi. 12). 
While He provides abundantly H e will have nothing 
wasted. Filled and overflowing but all to H i s glory, and 
that many may be benefited. An abundance of wine at the 
feast in Cana and much over, an abundance to eat on this 
occasion and much to spare, but nothing wasted, nothing 
lost. Whatever H e gives us is that H e may be glorified. 
How sad when H e has to say, " The God in whose hand 
thy breath is, and whose are all thy ways, hast thou not 
glorified" (Dan. v. 23). When H e perceives in us a real 
desire to glorify Him, we shall be abundant ly filled. 

" H E Q U I C K E N S H I S P A C E . " 

WHEN you turn your horse's head home, he 
quickens his pace; he may look back when 

leaving the stable, but he never looks back on his 
return. How is it with you, Christian? Are you 
as sensible as your horse ? You are going home ; 

I look not back, wake up, quicken your pace. 
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% OUR YOUNG PEOPLE'S PAGES. % 

THE STORY OF JOHN NEWTON 
AND HIS NIECE.—III. 

BY FRANK COCKREM. 

ELIZA'S love for her kind uncle and aunt was 
most touching. With all her heart she paid 

back their affection. " We quickly found," says 
Mr. Newton, "that the seeds of our kindness 
could hardly be sown in a more promising and 
fruitful soil. I know not that either her aunt or 
I ever saw a cloud upon her countenance during 
the time she was with us. It is true we did not, we 
could not, unnecessarily cross her. But if we 
thought it best to overrule any proposal she made, 
she submitted with a sweet smile, and we were 
certain we should never hear of that proposal 
again. She would sometimes say, when we could 
not perceive the least reason for it, ' I am afraid I 
answered you peevishly ; indeed, I did not intend 
i t ; if I did, I ask your pardon. I should be very 
ungrateful if I thought any pleasure equal to that of 
endeavouring to please you.' It is no wonder that 
we dearly loved such a child." 

JOHN NEWTON. 

But ah ! the Saviour desired this fair and tenc 
flower for His own heavenly garden. He let 

blossom here for a time—long enough for the 
fragrance and beauty of her gentle life to breathe 
its sweet influence on many other lives. Then 
He gathered His choice flower, and transplanted 

I it far beyond the reach of sickness, pain and death. 
| Very gradually the flower faded. Eliza was only 
| a child of twelve, yet she bore her increasing 

weakness without a murmur or complaint. " I 
believe," writes her uncle, " she knew not a single 
hour of perfect ease. They who knew her 
state, could not but wonder to see her so placid, 
cheerful, and attentive when in company, as she 
generally was. Many a time when the tears have 
silently stolen down her cheeks, if she saw that 
her aunt or I observed her, she would wipe them 
away, come to us with a smile and a kiss, and 
say, ' Do not be uneasy, I am not very ill, I can 
bear it, I shall be better presently/ or to that 
effect." 

So the days and months passed for Eliza 
Cunningham. No medicine was given her for a 
time, for the doctors thought her beyond the reach 
of it. Fresh air and exercise were chiefly tried. 
As for her indoor amusements, she had a guitar 
and a harpsichord, while her reading and her 
needle frequently occupied her. Often too, in 
company with her aunt and uncle, she paid visits 
to friends. "But we could perceive that she loved 
home best, and best of all when we were at home 
with her." 

And what about her hope of heaven? This 
part of Eliza's story has deeply moved me, and it is 
my earnest prayer that, as you read it, you too 
may be blessed by God's Holy Spirit. John 
Newton's little charge was not a Christian when she 
came to the home in Charles Square. Very sweet 
her character always was ; but yet at first she gave 
no sign that she belonged to the Saviour. If Mr. 
Newton ever spoke to her about yielding her heart 
to God, she could give no answer but with tears. 
How true it is that we may have Christian parents 
or friends, and live in a home where we constantly 
hear and read of Jesus, and yet our hearts not be 
given to Him! 

But soon, for Eliza Cunningham, all was changed. 
Old things passed away, and all things became 
new. It happened in this way. At first her 
weakness did not prevent her attendance at Mr. 
Newton's church. There she constantly listened 
with deep attention to her beloved uncle's preaching. 
Day by day, too, family prayer was offered in the 
home, and she was nearly always present. Also, 
Mr. and Mrs. Newton's friends were godly people, 
and when visiting the house their conversation was 
such as would help her in leading her youthful 

I steps to the Lord Jesus. 
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THE RAINBOW. 
" I do set My bow in the cloud, 

and it shall be for a token of a 
covenant between Me and the earth. 
And it shall come to pass, when 
I bring a cloud over the earth, 
that the bow shall be seen in the 
cloud."—Gen. ix. 13, 14. 

"As the appearance of the 
bow that is in the cloud in the 
day of rain, so was the appear
ance of the brightness round 
about. This was the appearance 
of the likeness of the glory of the 
Lord.1'—Ezekiel i. 28. 

TH E R E is one thing 
in nature which, 

beyond any other, makes 
a tangible connection be
tween God and man ; not 
the mighty ocean, thunder
ing out its voice, when 
waves and billows are 
roaring, not the lofty 
mountain rearing its head in solemn grandeur, not 
even the volcano with its smoking or blazing 
crater, although all these show the power of 
God. There is something sweeter and lovelier 
far; something which has the very perfection of 
shape and colour, which, whenever it is seen, has 
a freshness and beauty straight from the hand of 
God. Even if only a part of it is visible, it always 
suggests the whole; and when the entire arch is 
seen, and seen by the Christian, the child of God, 
he can with rapture exclaim, "This beautiful rain
bow is placed there by my Father! It is a sign 
that He remembers His promise, and that we are 
to know that He remembers i t ! " and it speaks 
peace, comfort, and security to the soul. 

We read first of the rainbow in Genesis—a 
touching and graphic statement by God Himself 
of the reason why He put the bow in the cloud 
then, and why He would do so in future, when 
possibly a downfall of heavy rain might alarm some 
of the inhabitants of the earth (Genesis ix.). Then 
in the 28th verse of the 1st chapter of Ezekiel, these 
remarkable words occur, "As the appearance of 
the bow in the cloud in the day of rain, so was 
the appearance of the brightness round about. 
This was the appearance of the likeness of the 
glory of the Lord." Then, in the book of the 
Revelation, chapter iv. verse 3, "There was a 
rainbow round about the throne (which was set 
in heaven), in sight like unto an emerald," and it 
is again referred to in Revelation x. 1. 

Whenever we see a rainbow in the sky, or part 
of one, let us think of God, the faithful One, Who 
has promised; it is so gracious of Him to put His 

I DO SET MY BOW IN THE CLOUD, AND IT SHALL BE FOR A TOKEN.' 

" bow in the cloud;" let us call to mind His many 
"exceeding great and precious promises," and 
rejoice in God, who, in Christ, will make good 
to us, His people, every word that He has spoken. 
Let us rejoice and adore, that " This is the promise 
that He hath promised us, even eternal life." God 
is the One Who has promised. We are those who 
happily receive the promises ; not like the scoffers 
who say, " Where is the promise of His coming ? " 
but like the man on the watch-tower, looking out 
with expectancy, and saying, " Here in my heart is 
the promise of the Lord's coming; I believe it, I 
trust it, I know that He will come, and come for 
me." Let the brilliant rainbow, which God permits 
our eyes to. see, be a means of linking up our 
thoughts with Him, and of increasing the joy of 
our communion with the Lord ! H. L. R. 

OUR LEPER FUND. 
WE have some interesting tidings from India relating to 
the work at Calicut, but it arrived too late for insertion in 
this number. We thank those friends who have so liberally 
helped this month. 
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" T H E PARTINGS OF THE PENTATEUCH." 

WE are very much disappointed that we have 
received so few papers in this competition 

in comparison with previous ones. We do not 
understand why this should be ; but fear that many 
of our readers felt the subject was too difficult. 
Those, however, who have competed we are sure 
have been amply compensated in the BIBLE 
SEARCHING. We regret the papers sent in do not 
warrant the award of more than two prizes in each 
division. 

The adjudicators have awarded these as under: 
SENIOR DIVISION. 

ist Prize, Mr. GEORGE RAMSAY, 2, Scafield Cottages 
Anniesland, Glasgow. 

2nd Prize, Miss L. B. GORDON, 45, Beaconsfield Place, 
Aberdeen. 

JUNIOR DIVISION. 
ist Prize, Miss L. RYCROFT, 89, Burcot Road, Meersbrook, 

Sheffield. 
2nd Prize, Miss J. M. GORDON, 10, Fonthill Road, 

Aberdeen. 
The papers contributed by the following are 

highly commended :— 
1. Miss G. A. SMITH, 37, Orford Street, Ipswich. 
2. Miss ELSIE DIX, 3, Burlington Gardens, Acton, W. 
3. Miss J. A. HORSFIELD, 1, College Street, Rotherham, 

Yorks. 
We are especially pleased to see the interest taken 

by these three young friends in the competitions, 
and although unable to award them prizes, as they 
were successful in the previous one, their work 
certainly deserves high commendation. 

OUR SEWING COMPETITION. 
MY DEAR GIRLS, 

I think you will be pleased to read that this month 
we start another sewing competition. You have had a 
long rest, so I hope you will fall in all the more energetically, 
that we shall have some very nice work done, and another 
splendid bale of clothes to send out to the poor people in 
the West Indies. I do.not think we can do better than let 
them reap the fruits of our efforts, for they are very, very 
needy, and I know some careful, kind Christians there, 
who will give away the garments just where they are most 
badly wanted. 

There shall be four Classes this time, so as to let the 
very little girls compete for two prizes among themselves. 

We will arrange it thus : 
1.—Girls of 25 and under, to make a boy's coloured cotton 

suit. 
2. -Girls of 18 and under, to make a woman's woollen 

blouse. 
3. —Girls of 13 and under, to make a girl's coloured cotton 

pinafore. 
4 —Girls of <) and under, to make a little child's coloured 

cotton pinafore. 

You must each do the work entirely yourself, but you 
may have help in the cutting out, and advice as to the 
making. No sewing-machine is to be used, as I want to 
see what your own fingers can accomplish. I am a good 
needlewoman myself, and I think it very important that 
all my dear nieces should be so too. Now I hope you will 
carefully read and follow the rules, for I was sorry for 
many of you in the last competition, who sent in beautiful 
work, for which you could get no prize, as it was not 
according to the rules I had laid down. If there is any 
further question you want to ask, get a foreign card for a 
penny and write to me, addressing : 

" A U N T ALICE," 
Villa Antoine, Route de Grasse, 

Cannes, France. 
I will give you until the first week in May to do your 

work, and the prizes will, please God, be awarded in the 
June number of the •• SPRINGING W E L L . " 

•• And what will the prizes be ? " I hear you all asking. 
Well, I think this time you will like cases of scissors: they 
are always such a nice addition to the work-basket. I 
have a beautiful set myself that my darling mother gave 
me when I was a girl—four pairs in the case, and they 
are just as bright and nice as the day she gave them to me, 
for I have taken great care of them, and always wiped 
them before I put them by in the case at night. Should 
you not like to win such a prize ? Well, try your best, 
dearies. There shall be two prizes in each class, and I 
wish you all success ! 

Your loving 
AUNT ALICE. 

FREE DISTRIBUTION FUND. 

W E thank God that it has been brought to our notice from 
time to time that special articles in our issues last year 
were used of God in real blessing. We specially thank 
our friends W. and H. Truro, the Friend who sends / j , 
and others who have so liberally enabled us to respondto 
many of the applications we have received for free grants. 
One friend makes an admirable suggestion. It is that those 
young people in schools or families who can afford to do 
so, might be able to send some parcels of twenty-five, fifty, 
or one hundred of the paper as a gift to missions or schools 
in very poor localities. In reply to this, we' may say we 
shall be glad to forward such parcels free of all expense to 
subscribers of is. 6d., 3s., or 6s. to this Fund for the 
respective quantities desired to be sent. In cases where 
young friends do not know of such schools, the Editor will 
be pleased to name them, or to send the parcels direct. 

AMOUNTS RECEIVED. £ s. d. 

From" A Friend" for special distribution 
in definite localities 5 0 0 

K. C. 13., Bromley 0 1 0 
T. V., Timaru o 5 o 
O. P., Glasgow ... ... ... ... 0 2 6 

fcsr" ALL communications for the Editor, to be addressed 
to the care of Mr. ALFRED HOLNESS, 14, Paternoster Row, 
London. 

The original articles are copyright, and must not be 
reprinted without permission. 

True and original Gospel stories and incidents suitable 
for our pages will be welcomed by the Editor, and also any 
suggestions likely to render " T H E SPRINGING W E L L " 
increasingly useful. 



^RINGING WELL 
or Waters that foil not. 

T H E W O N D E R F U L 

CALL OF 

ADONIRAM JUDSON. 

"And thine ears shall hear a 
word behind thee, saying, This is 
the way, walk ye in it."—Isa. 
xxx. 21. 

IT is not always that 
even the most earnest 

Christians can tell exactly 
the day and the hour when 
God first spoke to them. 
Sometimes His voice is 
heard as it was.by young 
Samuel, in the hush and 
stillness of the night. 
Sometimes as when Isaiah 
saw " the Lord sitting upon 
a throne high and lifted up," 
and the seraphim "cried 
unto another, and said, 
Holy, Holy, Holy is the 
Lord of Hosts." Some
times as when Saul of 
Tarsus came "nigh unto 
Damascus about noon," 
"and heard a Voice saying 
. . . I am Jesus of Naza
reth, whom thou perse-
cutest " ; and sometimes as 
in more recent days, when 
such a man as John Bunyan 
was met, and had the deep 
need of his soul awakened 
through the earnest con
versation of two or three 
godly women; or John 
Newton, whose whole 
after life was changed, 
when God spoke to him 
during the awful storm at 
sea. 

Just so in different ways, and no less wonderful, 
has God Himself, in matchless grace, aroused 
men in all ages to the sense of their own guilt 

and of His holiness, and has led them to 
confess their sins and to seek divine pardon and 
forgiveness through faith in Christ Jesus. 

s.w. Q 
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We can observe, in a very marked manner, His 
ways with particular men, and especially with those 
whom He purposes to use to carry to others the 
tidings of His grace. 

Can any one read the story we have to 
tell of the call of young Judson, without being 
impressed with the mighty fact that God's direct 
Hand is traceable in every feature of it? Surely 
not! God is sovereign! We are certain He 
ordered the minutest incident connected with the 
heart conviction of this young student of Brown 
University. If this article should be read by any 
cultured, sceptical young man, we would ask you 
solemnly to consider the path that lies before you. 
Is it to be for God ? Has He ever spoken to YOU ? 
Has He ever warned YOU of the consequences 
which will inevitably ensue if His Voice speaking 
to your soul concerning ETERNITY be unheeded ? 
As you follow the remarkable story of the 
memorable night when Adoniram Judson "came 
to Himself," may you also " seek Him . . . Who 
turneth the shadow of death into the morning." 

It was a dark, stormy night. Among the pine-
clad hills the wind sobbed and moaned, and 
dark, phantom-like clouds scudded across the sky 
like ships at sea without a rudder. 

At the little country tavern, on the road from 
Sheffield, New England, they were making prepara
tions to retire, when a voice was heard without; 
and opening the door, the landlord saw a benighted 
traveller alighting from his horse at the gate. 
Having delivered the animal to a boy, who now 
appeared, the stranger entered the house, and 
taking off his wraps, which were taken away by the 
landlord, he seated himself by the fire that roared 
cheerfully in the great log fireplace. 

As revealed by the fire-light, he was young, 
almost a boy in appearance, his form of slender 
structure, and his face, though delicate, prepossess
ing in appearance, combining a look of bright 
intelligence with strength of character, showing that 
his spirit, if not his body, was capable of strong en
durance. His dress could neither be characterised 
as costly nor foppish; yet it was so fastidiously 
tidy, and arranged with such a studied neatness 
and sense of propriety, as to display his agile form 
to the best advantage. 

The old landlord had a great curiosity to know 
who it was so far from home as to be caught on 
the road in such a night. So prefacing his remarks 
with the hope that he might not be considered at 
all inquisitive, he proceeded to besiege the young 
man with such a continual storm of questions 
as could only be thought of by an interlocutor 
in a minstrel show or a lawyer in a criminal suit. 

The stranger seemed lost in abstraction, and 
only answered the old man's questions at random 
as he dried his boots on the hearth, and gazed 
thoughtfully into the glowing embers underneath 
the logs. After dispensing with a hearty supper, 
however, he became more talkative, and by bed
time had communicated to his host the fact that 
his name was Adoniram Judson, a graduate of 
Brown University, and, at that time, connected 
with a theatrical company in New York. 

The old landlord was a genuine Puritan of the 
Plymouth Rock type, and this information gave 
him occasion to vent his indignation against such 
organisations as tended to corrupt the morals and 
destroy the better nature of the people; all of 
which had no seeming effect upon his guest, for 
YOUNG JUDSON WAS AN INFIDEL. At length, 
feigning sleep, but in reality wishing to be rid 
0/ his unpleasant company, the young man 
requested to be shown to his room ; and following 
the light of a flame from a pine-knot, he was led 
into a dingy apartment at the rear of the building. 
The host apologised for giving him no better 
quarters, saying that a sick man occupied the guest 
chamber, which was next door. Arranging every
thing as comfortable as possible, and stopping a 
draught of cold wind which came through the 
broken pane of a window, with the impromptu 
covering of a pillow, he bade his guest good-night 
and closed the door behind him, saying that he 
must watch all night with the sick man. 

On the previous morning, which was Sunday, the 
young actor had stopped at Sheffield, and out of 
respect to his uncle, who was pastor of a church 
there, he attended the service. But instead of his 
uncle a very earnest young man had preached a 
most impressive sermon, by which he was deeply 
affected. 

To-night he could not sleep, but lay tossing on 
his pillow from side to side, trying to clear his mind 
of the doubts and scepticism long implanted there. 
The blasts of wind howled mournfully without, the 
shingles rattled on the roof, and ever and anon a 
groan would come from the sick room. The two 
apartments were separated by a single partition of 
rough boards, and the flickering light from within 
struggled through the cobwebs of the cracks and 
made long, straw-like streaks across his own bed, 
as if bringing him in sympathy with a fellow-sufferer. 

Towards midnight it seemed that the sick man 
was becoming worse, for the groans became more 
frequent, and occasionally a loud curse or blood
curdling yell would be mingled with the sobbing of 
the wind and rain without. The restless listener in 
the dark was tormented beyond measure by these 
sounds, which seemed to come as mournful echoes 
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to his own heart-cries within. As the sick man 
grew worse the cracked voice of the old landlord 
could be heard reciting passages of Scripture or 
offering the comforts of religion, which seemed 
rather to enrage than console the poor sufferer. 
At length, after a more severe outburst than usual, 
the groans and curses ceased, and after a few short 
stifled gasps all was still, and the shadows ceased to 
flit along the wall. 

The worn traveller now turned his face and tried 
again to sleep, but it was not until nearly dawn that 
he fell into a restless slumber. 

Next morning at breakfast he inquired after the 
condition of the sick man. 

" Dead," replied the old man, " dead ! And 
such another death I pray God I may never see. 
Without faith in God, and without hope in Christ, 
he has gone to meet his doom." 

Judson did not relish such serious reflections, 
and sought to change the subject by asking: 

"Who was the young man, and where did he 
come from ? " 

"Where he came from when he came here I 
can't tell," said the landlord. " H e staggered in 
here one day, already delirious, and could give no 
rational answer to my questions. I put him to bed, 
and when he grew worse I looked in his pockets 
and found a letter addressed to Mr. George Sanders, 
of Brown University." 

The young man's knife and fork fell rattling on 
his plate, and his hands dropped to his sides as if 
paralysed. 

" What!" he cried, " George Sanders, my old 
schoolmate, who graduated with me last year ? " 

" I suppose he must be the same," replied the 
old man, " for the letter was dated more than a year 
ago, and I judged it to be from his mother. I 
wrote to her at once, and expect her here soon." 

Mr. Judson arose from the table in much 
agitation. 

" Show me the room immediately," he said. 
" I wish to see for myself, if it is indeed my old 
friend." 

The landlord led the way to the chamber, and 
drawing back the sheet that shrouded the corpse, 
disclosed the stark, distorted features of what had 
been a youth just budding into manhood. 

" Poor, poor George!" said Mr. Judson, looking 
sadly upon the emaciated wreck of former days. 
" Who would have thought a year ago when you 
graduated, the pride of your class, that you would 
now be lying thus, far from home, with not even 
a schoolmate to soothe your dying hour though 
under the same roof. 'Tis sad to think that such 
a star of promise should be thus shrouded in 
darkness. Nothing accomplished in this life. And 

the next—Alas! alas! we both denied a future 
existence. Your Past was an opening rosebud, your 
Present a withered flower, and your Future—well, 
God knows. Shall I ever lie thus ? " 

Then turning, he asked, "Have you made 
arrangements for his burial ? " 

"Not definitely," replied the old man. " I 
wished his relations to come first and suggest what 
to do." 

" Then, here is money," said Mr. Judson, handing 
him a roll of bills. " Bury him decently, and take 
the remainder for your care of him. With his 
memory I also bury my former life. From this day 
forth I will, please God, strive for something nobler 
than either of us sought before." 

Turning from the room, he ordered his horse, 
and extending his hand to the old landlord, who 
grasped it warmly, while tears of gratitude streamed 
down his furrowed cheeks, for he who had entered 
the tavern an infidel, rode away a true penitent, 
seeking light. 

Who, but an all-wise God, could have seen the 
elements of a great missionary in the follower of a 
theatrical troupe ? And yet this was the beginning 
of that marvellous life of devotedness to God and 
His service of Adoniram Judson. Just as Jesus 
of Nazareth called Saul of Tarsus to bear the gospel 
to the Gentiles, so he called this heroic servant to 
work for Him in Burmah and other lands. 

" O the depth of the riches both of the wisdom 
and the knowledge of God !" 

"How unsearchable are His judgments, and His 
ways past finding out!" (Rom. xi. 33.) 

" N O T I ! NOT I ! " 
44 / am crucified with Christ; nevertheless I live; YET NOT I, 

but C H R I S T liveth in me."—Gal. ii. 20. 

TH O U G H others fail, who name Thy Name, 
And cause reproach, who boast their shame; 

Forbid, O Lord, that I should cry, 
In pride of heart, " N O T I, NOT I ." 

(Mark xiv. 29.) 

Though in abundant labours. Lord, 
Thou hast much blessed Thy preached Word, 
Thy servant would unceasing cry, 
Wi th humbled heart, " N O T I, NOT I ." 

(1 Cor. xv. 10.) 

And though I'm crucified with Thee, 
And bear the marks of Calvary, 
44 Yet, still I live," I gladly cry, 
44 But Thou in me, NOT I, NOT I." 

(Gal. ii. 20.) 
WM. R. MOORE. 

DAVID LIVINGSTONE said :—"People talk of the sacrifice 
I have made in spending so much of my life in Africa. 
Say, rather, it is a privilege. I never made a sacrifice." 

Q 2 
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T H E GOSPEL U N F O L D E D ; 
Or, Salvation for the Sinner. 

How GOD GIVES SALVATION.—I. 
41 The gift of God is eternal life, through Jesus Christ our 

Lord."—Rom. vi. 2, 3, 

THERE is nothing more blessed than the 
truth that God has glad tidings of pardon 

and salvation for men; yet, at the same time, it is 
because man has departed from God that 

God sends him His word of salvation, 
and the simple act of being found listening to 
the preaching of the good news is evidence that 
those to whom the words of God's mercy apply 
are sinners against Him, and rebels against His 
authority. A parent seeking her lost child evidences 
the strength of a mother's love, but it also tells that 
the child she loves is away from her and must be 
sought for. 

It is to sinners—disobedient, rebellious, and un
godly—that the word of reconciliation is addressed. 
God is known by the awakened conscience as 
the Judge who has absolute authority over the soul, 
and who would cease to be God if He passed over 
sin. He must either punish it, or forgive it. The 
sinner has no one to give an account to but God. 
As the Psalmist says— 
"Against Thee, Thee only have I sinned." 
Unless God had been pleased to pronounce the 
word of forgiveness, no sinner who fears God 
would dare to trust that he should be forgiven; 
therefore to believe in one's sins being forgiven on 
the word of a man, whether he pretends to pardon 
as a priest, or to persuade that all is right as a false 
teacher, may be faith in man, but it is not faith in 
God. 

It is not necessary to this human and worthless 
faith that error should be taught. The enemy of 
souls can preach the blood of Christ to delude, and 
he is doing it with fearful effect in the present day. 
If a sinner believes his sins are washed away in 
Christ's blood, because he has confessed his sins 
to a priest who has absolved him, the sinner has 
trusted in the word of a sinful priest, and not to the 
blood of Christ at all. Again, if a sinner believes 
he is saved because human lips tell him he is saved, 
he has trusted in the word of man, and not at all 
in the word of God. Therefore the Apostle Paul 
could write to the Thessalonian converts, "For 
this cause also thank we God without ceasing, 
because when ye received the word of God 
which ye heard of us, ye received it not as the 
word of men, but as it is in truth, the word of 
God, which effectually worketh also in you that 
believe" (1 Thess. ii. 13). 

When the trembling jailer asked the Apostle 
Paul, " What must I do to be saved ? " the Divine 
answer was, "Believe on the Lord Jesus Christ, and 
thou shalt be saved " (Acts xvi. 30, 31). When the 
Apostle Peter preached the gospel to the house of 
Cornelius, he told those Gentile sinners, " To Him 
give all the prophets witness, that through His 
Name whosoever believeth in Him shall receive 
remission of sins " (Acts x. 43). All the blessings 
of God's salvation are ours 

Through believing on the Lord 
Jesus Christ. 

It was with this simple testimony that the Apostle 
Paul laboured day by day for three years at Ephesus, 
"testifying both to the Jews, and also to the 
Greeks, repentance toward God and faith toward 
our Lord Jesus Christ" (Acts xx. 21). 

Without repentance toward God there cannot 
be saving faith in the Lord Jesus. Until the sinner 
really is turned to God he knows nothing of his 
sinfulness, and has nothing to do with God's 
provision for sin, in the death and bloodshedding 
of His beloved Son. It is when the conscience 
is before God—guilty and self-judging—that the 
Good n e w s of salvation through another 
finds entrance into the heart. Sin becomes a 
terrible reality, a burden and a grief, and God, 
against whom the sinner has sinned, is before the 
awakened soul, causing desires for mercy and salva
tion. God's word presents the perfect answer to 
such desires, for God Himself has provided the 
Saviour. His own Son is the remedy for the 
sinner's hopeless case. God bids the trembling 
soul believe on Him, and the sinner is saved. 
W h o e v e r believes in Christ on the sole 

authority of God's word is saved, 
and all his sins are gone for ever, for the " blood 
of Jesus Christ, His Son, cleanseth us from all sin " 
(1 John i. 7). 

" Hark! thou trembler, Jesus calls thee, 
* Come to Me for peace and rest ' 

All who come will get salvation, 
And in God's dear Son be blest. 

Listen ! sinner, 
Jesus calls the soul distrest." 

THERE was a good woman who was well known 
among her circle for her simple faith and her great 
calmness in the midst of many trials. Another 
woman, living at a distance, hearing of her, said, 
" I must go and see that woman, and learn the 
secret of her strong, happy life." She went, and 
accosting the woman said: " Are you the woman 
with the great faith ? " " No," replied she, " I am 
not the woman with the great faith, but I am the 
woman with the little faith in the great God." 
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THE STORY OF BLIND 
PETER. 

BY C. F. GORDON-CUMMING. 

THROUGH the great kindness 
of the author of the volume 

entitled "The Inventor of the 
numeral type for China," we are 
enabled to give from its pages the 
following exceedingly interesting 
narrative of one who learnt to read, 
and to love the Word of God, and 
to be a worker amongst his own 
people for the Lord. Miss Gordon-
Cumming also generously enables 
us to use the accompanying illus
tration of Peter and his wife. 

The gifted author says :— 
" One of the earliest and most 

satisfactory pupils was one known as 
Blind Peter. He was only twelve 
years of age when he was led to Mr. 
Murray's door by his elder brother, 
aged fourteen. They were on their 
first begging tour, and had travelled 
150 miles from their native town, 
where both parents had died of 
fever. The elder brother, whose 
sight was good, said he could work, 
and earn enough to keep himself, 
but could not provide for two with
out having recourse to begging, from 
which he shrank; so he entreated 
Mr. Murray to take charge of his 
brother, promising to return ere 
long, to ascertain whether he was 
found capable of learning. But, 
evidently fearing lest the blind lad 
should be returned to his care, the 
elder brother did not return for two 
years, by which time the bright little 
fellow had proved himself an eminently satisfactory 
scholar, the best hand at stereotyping, and most 
reliable in all departments of work ; having more
over so marked a talent for music, that he subse
quently became the regular organist of the London 
Mission. When the elder brother returned, Mr. 
Murray took him into the school, and without 
speaking a word placed his hand in that of the 
younger, who instantly recognised the touch; the 
two stood speechless for a moment, then tears began 
to flow, and he retired, leaving the two together to 
talk over their varied experiences. 

" Of course there was no further question of Peter 
resuming his travels. It was plain that he was on 
his way to earn his own living by teaching others, 

BLIND PETER AND HIS WIFE. 

and making himself useful in a thousand ways, and 
thenceforth this was his never-failing record. By 
degrees he rose to be Mr. Murray's right hand in 
all departments of the school, taking charge of all 
new pupils on their arrival, and teaching them most 
successfully. To quote Mr. Murray's own words : 
1 Blind Peter, the young man of our own training, 
is now at the head of affairs in the school, and has 
proved the best teacher we could have, in pushing 
the boys forward. He drills them well, and is fully 
qualified to advance them in all the branches, 
especially in music, vocal and instrumental. He 
is quite a musical genius, and has written out and 
learnt by heart all our hymns. He is now the 
appointed organist of the London Mission, and 
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is invariably invited to play when he attends any 
Chinese meeting in the various English or American 
chapels. I have been advised to apply, on his 
behalf, for the post of organist to the Emperor, 
who has now got an organ for himself. But I 
think that he has a nobler position where he is, 
and will do and get more good in teaching his 
blind countrymen.' 

" Of course a blind organist has to know all his 
music by heart, and as an instance of the wonder
fully retentive memory of the Chinese, which is 
especially remarkable in the blind, Mr. Murray 
mentions that at very short notice a new hymn-
book was adopted by the London Mission. He 
and Peter set to work, arranged plans, found the 
new tunes, and Peter wrote them out embossed 
from dictation, and by the aid of Mr. Murray's 
system of memorising, within two months he had 
mastered the whole book, so that as soon as a 
hymn was given out, he knew the appointed tune 
for it. As the book contains more than four 
hundred hymns, even a Chinaman could not 
have done this without the aid of the system of 
mnemonics. 

" Peter also became a very earnest and persuasive 
preacher. 

"When in May, 1890, Mr. Murray attended the 
great Missionary Conference held at Shanghai, he 
took with him Peter, as a most practical illustration 
of the results of his system of teaching the blind, 
and Peter's excellent reading, writing, and playing 
the church organ, won enthusiastic appreciation 
from that great assemblage gathered from all parts 
of China. 

" Naturally, on his return to Peking his fame went 
abroad, and doubtless tended to influence a very 
pleasant-sighted girl, who having been brought up 
in a Christian school was allowed the unheard-of 
privilege of selecting her husband from half-a-dozen 
available young men. She unhesitatingly selected 
Peter, as being a very decided Christian man, 
stating her views in the most matter-of-fact terms 
to the woman who acts as professional go-between 
in arranging such family matters. So as her 
widowed mother and elder brother approved, the 
damsel allowed her hair to hang over her forehead 
in a fringe, which in China is the recognised sign 
of an engaged maiden, the marriage contract was 
drawn up on a sheet of special scarlet paper, and 
marriage settlements were arranged according to 
Chinese custom by Peter undertaking to make a 
regular allowance to his mother-in-law. 

" They seem to have been a very happy couple 
during their brief years of married life, although 
their home was saddened by the death of their 
three little ones. 

"Alas ! in the autumn of 1895, while Mr. Murray 
and his family were in Scotland for a brief period, 
they received letters from Peter, telling of failing 
health. He was apparently a victim of the dread 
consumption which has proved fatal to so many of 
the most promising students. He wrote that he 
feared he would have passed away ere his dear 
friends returned to Peking, but happily he and 
they were spared that trial. They returned early 
in autumn in order to reach Peking ere the Peiho 
river was frozen, so Peter had the joy of welcoming 
them back, and handing over to their keeping all 
the interests left in his charge. It was not till the 
following spring that he was translated from his 
life-long physical darkness to the unspeakable joy 
of 'beholding the King in His beauty,' in the 
land where there is no need of the sun, because the 
Lamb Himself is the Light thereof." 

The volume; " The Inventor of the Numeral Type 
for China" is published at is. net by Messrs. 
Downey &1 Co., Ltd., 12, York Street, Covent 
Garden, London ; or it can be obtained from our 
office. . 

FOUR STEPS OP BLESSING. 
JOHN i. 36—42. 

"And the two disciples heard Him speak, and they followed 
Jesus."—John i. 36. 

" They came and sav where He duclt, and abode with Him 
that day."—John i. 39. 

TH E Y LOOKED on Jesus those two men of old 
Wi th eager gaze and gladness ; 

The Lamb ot God they hungered to behold, 
W h o knew their sin and sadness ; 

And as H e passed along they looked and loved ! 
O friends, when ye are pointed, 

Look unto Him, till all your soul is moved 
To trust in God's Anointed ! 

They FOLLOWED Jesus those two men of old, 
All else beside forsaking ; 

For they had caught the flash of days of gold, 
Whose dawn just then was breaking. 

Have you, too, turned your back on other things 
Tha t once so spell-bound held you, 

Because the beauty of the King of Kings 
To seek Plis side compelled you ? 

They DWELT with Jesus those two men of old 
In converse sweet delighting ; 

For even home without Him seemed but cold 
And bare and uninviting, 

Oh ! do you know how hearts abide in Him 
And never more are lonely ? 

Tha t where H e dwells the sunlight grows not dim 
For life is blessing only. 

They TOILED for Jesus those two men of old, 
W h o needs must win a brother ; 

And with wide-open arms would fain enfold 
First one and then another 

To draw into discipleship. My friend, 
If you have seen Christ 's beauty, 

Go, introduce some more to Him, and blend 
Life's purest joy with duty. 

WINIFRED A. IVEKSON. 
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I OUR BIBLE PORTION. | 

"I BELIEVE GOD." 
" Wherefore, sirs, be of good cheer; for I believe God, that it-

shall be even as it was told vie."—Acts xxvii. 25. 

IN these few words we are furnished, in quite 
an incidental way, with the simplest possible 

definition of faith, about which so many people 
puzzle their minds. Paul was the speaker, and the 
occasion one of deep distress. For many days the 
vessel in which he was travelling to Rome had been 
tossing to and fro in the Sea of Adria, until those 
in charge of it were at their wits' end. In the 
midst of the general alarm, the Apostle broke 
out with these cheering words, after narrating 
the visit and words of the angelic messenger in 
the night. 
" I believe God, t ha t it shall be even as it 

w a s told m e . " 
So said Paul, and consequently for him all fear 
and perplexity had departed. He knew whom he 
had believed, and was persuaded that He was able 
to fulfil all His Word. What blessed rest and 
certainty in the midst of surrounding difficulty 
and gloom ! He did not doubt like the sceptical 
nobleman in Elisha's day (2 Kings vii. 2); it was 
enough for him that God had spoken. And as 
he subsequently wrote, " It was impossible for God 
to lie " (Heb. vi. 18). He was therefore at ease in 
his mind, though he knew nothing of navigation, 
and though those who handled the ship were 
filled with despair. 

Oh that men would trust God like this in the 
great matter of their soul's salvation! The first step 
in departure from God was when Eve allowed the 
Tempter to say to her, " Hath God said ? " (Gen. 
iii. i.) Ever since that evil day men have dis
trusted God, and disbelieved His Word. 

But there are those who have honest difficulties 
as to what faith is. Some look upon it as a kind 
of deity, and would put it in the place of Christ as 
a Saviour; others confound it with feelings and 
experiences. As beforesaid, faith is simply this, 

" I believe God." 
Who is it that tells us in the Scriptures that 

Christ was delivered for our offences, and raised 
again for our justification ? (Rom. iv. 25). IT IS 
GOD—it is the witness of the Holy Ghost to us 
(Heb. x. 15.) Is it difficult to believe such an 
One ? " He that believeth not God hath made Him 
a liar; because he believeth not the record that God 
gave of His Son " (1 John v. 10). 

Some one may answer, "But this is not my 
difficulty at all—of course I believe in the death 
and resurrection of the Lord Jesus; but I find no 
happiness in it. I have no sense of peace in my 
soul." Look again at Paul's words on the ship, 
" 1 believe God, t ha t it shal l be even as it 

w a s told m e . " 
What has the believer been told ? Hearken. "My 

sheep hear My voice, and I know them, and they 
follow Me; and I give unto them eternal life ; and 
they shall ?iever perish, neither shall any pluck 
them out of My hand" (John x. 27, 28). Blessed, 
peace-giving words! If I look at myself, I behold 
inexpressible weakness ; if I look at the way to be 
trodden, innumerable difficulties rise up before my 
eyes; but the precious words fall upon my ear, 
" shall never perish." This is sufficient to silence 
every unbelieving fear—"I believe God, that it 
shall be even as it was told me." Again, if I look 
outside myself at the foes that are arrayed against 
me, what need is there for alarm ? Satan is 
malicious, and his hosts are numerous and mighty; 
but what of that, when the Lord has said that no 
one shall be able to pluck the sheep out of His 
and the Father's hands? Faith can run the eye 
along the serried ranks of the enemy, and, while 
not under-rating their power for a moment, quiets 
itself like a weaned child, saying, " I believe God, 
that it shall be even as it was told me." Precious, 
God-honouring faith! Away then with all un
believing doubts and fears. " Hath He said, and 
shall He not do it ? or hath He spoken, and shall 
He not make it good ? " (Num. xxiii. 19.) Every 
believer, however timid and feeble, will assuredly 
be landed by Divine power and grace in the 
same glory with the Lord Jesus Christ Himself. 
" WHEREFORE, SIRS, BE OF GOOD CHEER : FOR I 
BELIEVE GOD, THAT IT SHALL BE EVEN AS IT WAS 
TOLD ME." 

» \V. W. F. 

AMAZING LOVE. 

ARE you a wanderer, my friend? Then Jesus is 
seeking you. Have you, besides wandering 

from Him, been rebelling against Him ? Still He 
is seeking you! How often you have heard His 
loving voice calling you, " Come unto Me !" But 
you have turned a deaf ear to His entreaties; and 
all the messages He has sent through His servants 
you have spurned. Still—amazing love!—He is 
seeking you. 

Listen to Him once more, as He repeats in 
tones of tenderest pity and deepest love, " There 
is joy in the presence of the angels of God over 
ONE sinner that repenteth." And again, " Him 
that cometh to Me, I will in no wise cast out." 
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T H E L A N D O F T H E 
A S S Y R I A N ; 

or, T h e Cradle of the 
Na t ions .—IV. 

SITUATED on the 
Euphrates some 

eighty-two miles south, 
and forty-three east 
of Babylon, are some 
enormous mounds, 
called by the Arabs 
Werka or Warka. It 
is supposed that these 
are the remains of 
Erech, the second city 
of Nimrod's kingdom, 
the original Hebrew 
word being Erk or 
Ark. It is here that 
the already deified 
Noah was worshipped 
under the name of 
Hoa , which name 
appears on a very ancient stone tablet discovered 
at Mugeyer. It has been suggested by Loftus that 
the ruined sites, both of Mugeyer and Warka, are 
included in the district of Ur. 

In some of his inscriptions Urukh styles himself 
"King of Accad," thus introducing a name by 
which the third of Nimrod's cities was designated. 
The site of Accad is assigned to the modern Akari-
Nimroud, situated some sixty miles north-west of 
Babel. A primitive monument found here is still 
called by the Arabs " Tel-Nimroud," the Hill of 
Nimrod. 

Of the four Assyrian cities the sites have been 
determined with tolerable certainty. On the right 
bank of the Euphrates, and close by the town of 
Mayardin, are extensive ruins, still bearing the name 
of Rehoboth. The ruins of Kalah-Shergat have 
been with great probability identified with Calah; 
and competent judges have satisfied themselves that 
Nimroud is the ancient Resen " between Nineveh 
and Calah." 

Of proud Babylon, " The Glory of Kingdoms," 
whose towering walls, hanging gardens, and gorgeous 
palaces were wonders of the world, nothing remains 
but barren heaps and hideous piles of crumbling 
brick and stone, that rear their weird and dusky 
masses above the dreary waste of marsh and 
plain—nothing to tell of that magnificence which 
swelled with pride the heart of the mighty king 
as he gazed upon it from his palace top, and elicited 
from him the exultant cry, "Is not this great 
Babylon, that I have built for the house of the 

'* A POSSESSION FOR THE BITTERN, AND POOLS OF WATER.' ' 

kingdom by the might of my power, a7idfor the honour 
of my majesty ?" (Dan. iv. 30.) 

Desolation alone meets the eye—temples, monu
ments, and palaces have utterly perished, and their 
sites are only traced by the huge mounds that rise 
from out the swampy wilderness, and among which 
jackals prowl and hyenas make their lairs. 

The "Great River," which has long left its 
accustomed channels, wanders like " a pilgrim 
monarch " through the awful solitude, and through 
the rent and mouldering walls that once confined 
its fretting waves and stained its bosom with the 
reflection of their frescoes. Long, feathery reeds, 
the dismal haunts of herons and wild fowl, fringe 
its sedgy banks; and osier willows, stunted and grey, 
may still be seen, like those perchance on which 
the Hebrew captives hung their silent harps, 
refusing to be comforted ; and on every breeze that 
moans and rustles mid their waving branches is 
borne the faint echoes of that awful doom 
pronounced so long ago—so long ago fulfilled: 
" AND BABYLON, THE GLORY OF KINGDOMS, THE 
BEAUTY OF THE C H A L D E E S ' EXCELLENCY, SHALL 
BE AS WHEN GOD OVERTHREW SODOM AND 
GOMORRAH. IT SHALL NEVER BE INHABITED . . . 
NEITHER SHALL THE ARABIAN PITCH TENT THERE, 
NEITHER SHALL THE SHEPHERDS MAKE THEIR FOLD 
THERE. BUT WILD BEASTS OF THE DESERT SHALL 
LIE THERE . . . AND OWLS SHALL DWELL THERE. 
H E R DAYS SHALL NOT BE PROLONGED . . . I WILL 
ALSO MAKE IT A POSSESSION FOR THE BITTERN 
AND POOLS OF WATER : AND I WILL SWEEP IT 
WITH THE BESOM OF DESTRUCTION, SAITH THE 
LORD GOD OF HOSTS." (Isa. xiii. and xiv.) 
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Jottings about the Bible. | 

THE LIVING AND THE WRITTEN 
WORD. 

BY H. D. BROWN. 
" For ever, 0 Lord, Thy Word is settled in heaven."— 

Psalm cxix. 89. 
"T 7[ 7HEN we read the Bible with the eyes of our 

VV understanding enlightened by the Holy 
Ghost, and our hearts touched with living fire by 
the Spirit of God—as we listen, we hear two 
voices, as deep answering to deep: God speaking 
to man, and man speaking to God. 

" For the Bible is at once a revelation of the mind, 
the thoughts, the heart of God, and a revelation— 
but a Divine revelation—of the mind, the thoughts, 
the heart of man. There is not a human thought, 
be it good or bad, not a cry of a human heart, but 
finds its echo here. Through failing to understand 
this, how often do men err in their interpretation 
of Scripture! Because they find something written 
in the Bible, how often do they take it for a Divine 
announcement, whereas it may only be a Divine reve
lation of the thoughts of a man or the Divine record 
of his ways. Take for instance Ecclesiastes, which 
for the most part is filled with the mournful 
complaint of a weary, world-worn heart, an answer 
beforehand to the question of our Lord, 'What 
shall it profit a man if he gain the whole world and 
lose his own soul?' Solomon 'gained the whole 
world/ or at least all that there was in the world to 
gain, and his answer was, I have tried all things— 
knowledge and riches and pleasure, wisdom and 
madness and folly—and it is all a weary, weary 
round, nothing but ' vanity and vexation of spirit, 
and there is no profit under the sun.* This was 
the cry of the heart-sick king, and God caused him 
to write it down. 

" For no one can tell what is in man but God 
alone; there is the great mystery of the human 
will which none but God can penetrate, the deep 
mystery of the human heart which none but He 
can fathom, the strange entanglement of human 
thoughts which none but God can unravel. As 
man cannot understand, still less reveal, his own 
heart, how much less could he the heart of 
another ? ' The heart is deceitful above all things 
and desperately wicked: who can know it ? I the 
Lord search the heart, I try the reins., It was 
one of the marks of our Lord's Divinity that ' He 
knew what was in man.' 

" And if God alone can reveal what is in man, 
how much more can God alone reveal Himself! 
His holiness, His righteousness and love, the 

greatness of His power, the glory of His majesty, 
and above all things the thoughts of His heart. 
' Neither knoweth any man the Father save the So?ty 
and he to whomsoever the Son will reveal Him.' 

" For even in the revelation He desired to make 
He was straitened in the written Word—not 
straitened in Himself, but in us. To reach 
our small understanding He had to use human 
language, human forms of thought. But words 
are finite, God is infinite; and how can the finite 
comprehend the infinite? The ocean cannot be 
compressed into a pitcher, but the pitcher may be 
full of the water from the sea. So the infinite 
mind of God cannot be comprehended by the finite 
mind of man nor fully expressed in the words of 
man, yet the words of man and the mind of man 
may be filled with the fulness of God. 

" So God's revelation was committed to writing 
through men inspired by the Holy Ghost, and we 
have the Divine character, the Divine plan, and 
the Divine commands set forth with Divine 
authority in the written Word. 

" Truly, the Bible is a wonderful book—marvellous 
in its character, marvellous in its power, marvellous 
in its history. How strange is that history; the 
whole world has risen up against it, crying in their 
hearts as they cried concerning the Incarnate 
Word, 'away with it, away with it.' The mirror 
has been too true; they could not look into it, so 
they have striven to get rid of it. Had it been of 
this world, the world would have loved its own, 
but because it was not of this world, therefore the 
world hated it. Yet all the rage of men and devils 
against it has been of no avail. To-day the Bible 
is mightier upon the earth than ever it was before. 
How wonderful is that power ! Its very haters have 
been made subject to it, and have cherished it as 
their chief treasure. The hearts of kings have 
melted before it, the mightest intellects have bowed 
to its authority, the vilest of sinners have been 
reclaimed; high and low, rich and poor, learned 
and unlearned, young and old, have joyfully owned 
its sway, for wherever its power is felt it brings life 
and light, and joy and peace, and is a master-key 
that fits every lock in the human heart; nay, more, 
it is itself instinct with life—eternal life—and filled 
with the presence of God. 

" If this Book were of man, the marvel would be 
too great; the only thing that causes our wonder 
to cease is the knowledge that it is the handwriting 
of the Living God. Yet men could not read that 
handwriting until He came who is the Sum and 
Substance, the Centre and Circumference of the 
Book, whose Divine Personality, in all His glorious 
perfections, lights up the whole Scriptures from 
Genesis to Revelation. 
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"Take Christ out of the Scriptures and 
they lose all their meaning; study any 
portion of the Bible without reference to 
Him, and the glory is all gone. Yet we 
must not fall into the error that some 
do, of depreciating the written Word and 
thinking that it is no longer needed, or 
that it occupies a lower place than Christ 
Himself. It is only through the Scriptures 
that Christ is revealed to us." 

This extract is taken by permission from 
a book entitled " Altogether Lovely." We 
have read the volume with exceeding 
pleasure. Every page of it speaks of 
Christ, of His glory, of His grace. The 
title fitly indicates the character of the 
contents of the volume. We heartily 
commend it. The price is is. 

WHO HOLDS YOUR HAND ? 

COMING through the City, at one of 
the busiest hours of the afternoon, I 

learned a lesson of childlike faith, which I 
would fain always practise. It was at a 
thronged junction, where six roads met; cabs, omni
buses, and carts were rolling along, when I noticed a 
little boy come to the corner—a bright little fellow 
with a close-fitting woollen turban upon his head, and 
a satchel full of books over his shoulder. He was 
evidently going home from school, but to reach that 
home he would have to cross the crowded thorough
fare, where dangers thronged thick on every hand. 

Now, what did he do ? Rush blindly on, regard
less of threatening vehicles, leaving his safety to 
chance, or trusting to his own wisdom and nimble 
feet ? This is what many do in daily life. They 
have learned so much at Mr. Worldly-Wiseman's 
school that they imagine they can thread their way 
homeward in perfect safety. My little boy did not 
act rashly. Nor did he go to the opposite extreme, 
and wait until the traffic stopped. He would have 
lost his tea had he stayed at that corner until there 
was a clear path. Some act thus in life. They 
think to tarry till the dangers are all gone by. 
They will tarry a long day if they wait for such a 
favourable opportunity. 

Nor did my boy get bewildered and excited at 
the many coming and going. How often some of 
us are guilty of such a course of action. We look 
at the many things of this whirling age, until we are 
fairly mazed and incapable of doing anything wisely. 

A tall, stout City policeman was standing at the 
crowded corner, and my boy did what he had 
doubtless done many times before, he went to the 
good-natured officer, and, putting his little hand 

into the great strong hand, looked up into the 
man's face with eyes that said, 

"Please, Mr. Policeman, take me across the road." 
Answering the little fellow's faith, the constable 

took his hand firmly, and then calmly walked into 
the carriage-way. Not a vehicle dared approach, 
for the power of the law was on the child's side, and 
with perfect confidence in the midst of bewildering 
danger he passed over. 

May we not act thus when dangers throng our 
path ? Not rush on ; not wait for a favourable oppor
tunity; not give way to perplexity and bewilder
ment, but at once go to the Lord Himself, and, 
placing our weak faith in His strong hand, silently 
ask Him to lead us over. Will He not respond to 
our trust ? 

I felt that boy was not troubled with a guilty 
conscience, or he would not have acted after such 
a fashion. Had he been doing wrong he would 
have dreaded and feared the gentleman in uniform. 
Ah! the reason why we often fail to put our hand 
in God's hand, to be led through life's dangers, is 
because we have a guilty conscience. Oh, to have 
full confidence in Him who says, " I the Lord thy 
God will hold thy right hand, saying unto thee, 
Fear not" (Isa. xli. 13). 

We have one advantage over the boy which ought 
to make faith easier, the One in whom we trust is our 
Father, not only full of power to stay the crushing 
wheels of misfortune and calamity ; but full of love 
—love to each of us, individually and personally. 
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Shall we not say, as we approach Him at the 

perplexing corners of our homeward way from life's 
school:— 

" The throng is great, my Fa the r ! Many a doubt 
And fear and danger compass me about, 
And foes oppress me sore. I cannot stand 
Or go alone. O Father ! take my hand, 

And through the throng 
Lead safe along 

Thy child." 
Shortly after seeing this little incident, I was 

crossing the same road, when a full-grown man was 
knocked down at my side and run over, the wheel 
passing over his head, almost at my feet. 

" Poor fellow," I thought, " he trusted to his 
own wisdom; he had no strong right arm to pre
serve him ; perhaps he thought he needed them 
not." 

Unconverted friend, you are in the midst of 
danger without a protector, and you will assuredly 
perish. Beware ! w. L. 

THE RETURN OP THE WANDERER. 
BY ANNA T E M P L E . 

" Ye were as sheep going astray; but are noiv returned unto 
the SHEPHERD and B ISHOP of your souls."—i Peter ii. 25. 

I never knew how very far from home 
My wandering feet had strayed, 

Until I saw 
The wounds my Shepherd bore,— 

Wounds which His thorny search for me had made. 
I never knew within that sheltered home 

Plow good it was to be, 
Till, tired out 

With wandering and doubt, 
Back to His fold my Shepherd carried me. 

S A L V A T I O N IS A F R E E GIFT. 

SUPPOSE I were to say, I will give this Bible 
to " whosoever "; what have you got to do ? 

Why, nothing but to take it. But a man comes 
forward and says, " I like that Bible very much." 

" Well, did I not say ' whosoever' ? " 
"Yes; but I'd like to have you say my name." 
"Well, here is the book." 
Still he eyes the Bible, and says, " I do not like 

to take it for nothing. Let me give you a penny 
for it; though, to be sure, it's worth twenty or 
thirty shillings." 

Well, suppose I took the penny. The man takes 
up the Bible and carries it home. His wife says, 
" Where did you get that Bible ? " 

" Oh, I bought it." 
Mark the point: when he gives the penny the 

book ceases to be a gift. So with salvation. If 
you were to pay ever so little it would not be a 
gift. 

£ OUR MISSIONARY COLUMN. £ 
^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ • • • • ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ • ^ ^ ^ • ^ ^ 

M I S S I O N I N G IN MOROCCO. 

Some Missiojiaries labouring in North Africa 
give the followi?ig interesting account of a journey:— 

It was a bright, beautiful morning, so we 
resolved to visit Urm-niffery, a place up the 
mountain overlooking Dimnat. 

The scenery on the road was beyond description; 
mountain torrents and streams crossed our path at 
intervals, and we found it difficult, even with our 
mules, to climb the rough, wet mountain-path. 
We were, however, rewarded by the charming views 
which presented themselves, and at length we 
arrived at Urm-niffery, a most beautiful spot. 
Thompson, the great traveller, says, " it is the most 
beautiful sight in all the country of Morocco." 
The mountain sides were overgrown with brushwood 
and trees, while at the base the winding stream 
flowed onward towards Dimnat, losing itself among 
the groves and gardens. 

Here we met some ShlAh people who spoke 
Arabic, simple, kind men. With these we had a 
very nice talk, reminding them how their Moham
medan conquerors had driven them out of their 
country into these mountain regions, and how they 
had forced upon them a strange religion, and thus 
compelled them to forsake Christianity. They 
listened to the grand old Gospel Story of the Cross, 
and one man said, " Yes, it's all true, and I have a 
desire to return to God by this way, in which our 
forefathers once walked." 

During our stay in Dimnat visits were made to 
the Jewish and other quarters of the town. By far 
the greater part of Dimnat is in a state of ruin. 
This was the result of the last rebellion at the 
interregnum. Conversations were had with both 
Moors and Jews, and crowds quickly gathered when 
we stopped to converse with shopkeepers and others. 
Outside the tentlarge numbers of people congregated 
from sunrise till sunset, some coming for medicine, 
others for conversation or to ask for gospels. Quite 
a number of intelligent readers were found who 
desired to read for themselves in the Testament 
concerning Christ's life, death, and resurrection. 
God will surely bless this work. The people in 
the villages through which we passed, though poor, 
were kind and simple-minded, and treated us with 
respect, providing us with native dishes, honey, 
butter, etc. Medicine was distributed to those 
who came to inquire for it, and the gospel was 
preached to various interested groups of men. 
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T H E CROSS 
EXALTS GOD. 

TH E R E can be no 
doubt that, at this 

present hour, the truths 
Satan is most vigor
ously assailing are those 
that surround the cross 
of Christ. So - called 
C h r i s t i a n m e n wi l l 
tolerate Christ without 
His cross; they will 
accept His life without 
His death. He may be 
a pattern for them to 
improve themselves by, 
but they reject Him as 
the Saviour saving by 
His blood. 

The wisdom of the 
age places man on a 
pedestal; the word of 
the cross lowers man 
d o w n to t h e d u s t . 
Human wisdom exalts 
humanity; the Divine 
wisdom in the cross 
exalts God ; and God 
h a s s a i d : " I wi l l 
destroy the wisdom of 
t h e w i s e , a n d wi l l 
bring to nothing the 
understanding of the 
prudent." 

Let, then, the true 
Christian rally around 
the truth of Christ's 
cross, for, though men 
reckon it weakness and 
foolishness, it is both 
the power and the 
wisdom of God. 

I 

AWAKE, A W A K E ! 

TH E importance of 
life is too little 

realised, the value of a 
Christian's life too little 
prized. He stands for 
God in this world. He j 
is Christ's Epistle— I 
known and read of all j 
men. Each hour of his • 
life is one short sentence ! 
which the world hears. ' 
What are the words of 
that sentence? Remem
ber, Christian, you can
not live life twice over. 
You have but one life
time. I 

LET HIM IN. 
Rev. J. B. Atchinson. 
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T H E M I S S I O N A R Y A N D T H E 
R A T T L E S N A K E . 

" And nothing shall by any means hurt you."—Luke x. 19. 

IN the early New England days, David Brainerd, 
the wonderful missionary to the North American 

Indians, resolved to carry the Gospel to a savage 
tribe, away in the forest fastnesses. His friends 
declared they should never see him again alive. 
He carried a little tent in which he slept, and after 
weary days of travel he approached the principal 
village of the tribe, but tarried a while to plead with 
God for His blessing on this attempt to carry the 
Gospel to these people. 

He supposed that no eye but God's was upon 
him ; but some Indian hunters had watched him 
as he pitched his tent, and then, hastening to the 
chief, told him of the approach of the white man. 
A war council was held, and it was decided that he 
must be killed and scalped. 

A party of the Indians hid in a sheltered place 
and waited for the missionary to come out, but 
Brainerd continued long in prayer. Becoming 
impatient they drew nearer, and cautiously peering 
through the opening they saw him on his knees. 
They thought he was talking with some one ;but just 
then a great rattlesnake slowly pushed his ugly head 
under the tent, and crawling over Brainerd's feet 
and legs reared himself parallel to the kneeling 
man's back, as if to strike his fangs into the back 
of his neck. But God's protecting hand was round 
about His faithful servant, for suddenly the fearful 
creature drew back as if God had forbidden it to 
injure the praying man, and it glided rapidly out 
at the opposite side from which it entered. 

The Indians were amazed, and slowly retreating, 
joined their comrades, and described what they had 
witnessed. Brainerd was so absorbed in prayer 
that he knew nothing of the snake's visit, or of the 
savage warriors who had come to destroy him. He 
was in the Presence of God, and seemed to hear 
Him say " My presence shall go with thee." 

At length he took his Bible and went toward 
the village. To his surprise it seemed as if the 
whole tribe came out to greet him. They treated 
him with the greatest respect, regarding him as 
under the protection of the Great Spirit, and 
concluded that instead of being hostile to this man 
whom God had defended from the poison of the 
rattlesnake, they ought to sue for peace. They 
listened to his preaching, and very many of them 

were ready to hear his entreaties, and trusted 
alone in Christ for salvation, and life and eternal 
blessing. 

HO, E V E R Y O N E ! 
" TLT O, every one that thirsteth, come ye to the 

-L -L waters." Thus runs the summons of the 
Lord through the prophet of old. In similar 
language Jesus says, "I f any man thirst, let him 
come unto Me, and drink." Both invitations are 
addressed, not to men with parched lips and 
throats, but from men suffering from a far worse 
malady—thirst of soul. Such invitations repeated 
upon any street corner, market place, or elsewhere 
where men gather, will never fail to find those for 
whom they were intended, for the world is full of 
thirsty souls. 

Jesus' words indicate the scope of His redemp
tive work—it is for " ANY MAN" ; they also indicate 
the one qualification necessary in one who would 
share the purchased blessings of His cross—it is 
that he should " T H I R S T " ; they also tell one step 
the thirsty soul must take—he must " Come " to 
Jesus; and finally we see in the invitation to 
" DRINK," the act of appropriating faith which 
brings into the sinner's life that which for ever 
satisfies his soul. How blessed ! How simple ! 
If these lines shall come to the eye of any person 
who is deeply conscious of yearnings of soul which 
all created things have thus far left unsatisfied, will 
he not now listen to the loving Saviour's voice as 
He once more says, " If any man thirst, let him 
come unto Me, and drink " ? 

T A K E GOD A T H I S W O R D . 

FAITH is taking God at His word, and those 
people who want some token are always 

getting into trouble. We want to come to this: 
GOD SAYS IT—LET US BELIEVE IT. But some say, 
Faith is the gift of God. So is the air; but you 
have to breathe it. So is bread ; but you have to 
eat it. So is water; but you have to drink it. 
Some are wanting a miraculous kind of feeling. 
That is not faith. It is not for me to sit down 
and wait for faith to come stealing over me with a 
strange sensation ; but it is for me to take God at 
His word. And you cannot believe, unless you 
have something to believe. So take the Word as 
it is written, and appropriate it, and lay hold of it. 

THE population of the globe is about 1,500,000,000. 
About 900,000,000 worship idols. About 750,000,000 never 
heard of Christ and never saw the face of a missionary. In 
America there is one preacher for about 700 people, while 
in heathen lands there is one missionary for about 400,000! 
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% OUR YOUNG PEOPLE'S PAGES. * 

THE STORY OF JOHN N E W T O N 
AND HIS NIECE.—IV. 

BY FRANK COCKREM. 

THE heart of Eliza Cunningham was quickly 
opened for the truth to enter. She felt the 

Saviour to be precious to her, and her spirit was 
drawn to Him. With great joy her uncle and aunt 
saw this happy change. Now she delighted in 
nothing so much as to attend the services, and to 
hear God's Word. To be kept away through 
weakness of body was a trial she seemed almost 
unable to bear. She did not mind the suffering 
of the week if, when the Lord's Day came, she were 
well enough to go to St. Mary Woolnoth: there 
her cup of happiness seemed to run over. And, 
though she did not speak much of herself, her 
whole conduct gave Mr. and Mrs. Newton 
confidence that she was indeed the Lord's child. 

Is this so with my young readers ? Have they, 
too, heard the Saviour's voice, and yielded to His 
loving call ? How earnestly I hope so ! Happy 
are those young people who, like Eliza Cunningham, 
are ready for life or for death, knowing that Jesus 
is their Shepherd and their Friend ! 

A year and a half passed. Eliza's health did not 
improve, and, to give her change of air and sea
bathing, she was taken twice to Southampton. 
There in the company of those so dear to her, she 
stayed with kind friends, and for a time her strength 
seemed to revive, but only for a time. The second 
visit, in the summer of 1784, did not produce so 
happy a change as the first, and in September she 
was obliged to shorten her visit and return home. 
After that she was never again well enough to 
venture out of doors. 

Weakness she had cheerfully borne, but severe 
pain was now added. This her gentle spirit could 
not bear so well, and it wore her away fast. At 
first, too, the thought of death did not appear 
attractive, and gave her some alarm. She was 
young, and life was dear. But soon, leaning on 
her strong Saviour, she was able to meet death's 
approach joyfully. Mr. Newton's testimony of her 
is: " A child under the age of fifteen did thus 
rejoice in the midst of pains and agonies, to the 
admiration of all who beheld her. She was willing 
to leave all her friends whom she dearly loved, 
and by whom she was tenderly beloved; for she 

knew Whom she believed, and that when she should 
be absent from the body, she would be present 
with the Lord. With this assurance she triumphed 
in the prospect of glory, and smiled upon the 
approach of death." 

One morning, when she seemed somewhat better, 
Mrs. Newton entered her room, and they spoke 
together thus:— 

" My dear, were you not extremely ill last night ? " 
" Indeed I was," answered Eliza. 
" Had you not been relieved I think you could 

not have continued long." 
" I believe I could not." 
" My dear, I have been very anxiously concerned 

for your life." 
" But I hope, my dear aunt, you are not so now." 
Then Eliza continued: " My views of things 

have been for some time very different from what 
they were when I came to you." 

Her aunt said : " I believe you have long made 
a habit of secret prayer." 

She answered : "Yes, I have long and earnestly 
sought the Lord about the change which is now 
before me, I have not yet that full assurance which 
I desire, but I have a hope, I trust a good hope, 
and I believe the Lord will give me whatever He 
sees needful for me, before He takes me away; I 
have prayed to Him to fit me for Himself, and 
then, whether sooner or later, it matters but little." 

Thus gently her little barque was being wafted 
towards the shores of eternity. 

TO CHRIST ALONE. 

A TOUCHING story is told of a woman in 
Turkey who in her distress about her soul 

had gone to a native teacher, in the absence of 
the missionary, asking him to help her. He had 
answered her almost impatiently, " I cannot help 
you. Go to Christ!" She did not know who 
Christ was, but she went where she could be alone, 
and prayed, " O, Christ, I do not know who you 
are, but whoever you are, will you not help me ? " 
And this she did until He did help her. 

Thank God, English boys and girls have many 
to teach them who Christ is, and how we may go 
to Him. Jesus Himself invites them in tenderest 
tones, saying, "Suffer the little children to come 
unto Me, and forbid them not; for of such is the 
kingdom of God." 

GOD would never have had such songs of praise from 
Moses at the Red Sea and in the wilderness, from Deborah 
and Hannah, from David and Hezekiah, if they had been 
the choosers of their own condition. Have not thy own 
highest praises to God, reader, been Occasioned by thy 
dangers or miseries ?—Baxter. 
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" U N T O A L L A N D U P O N A L L . " 

GOD is light as well as love. It was necessary 
that the Lord Jesus should die, enduring the 

judgment of God against sin, before God could 
receive a sinner into His presence; but Jesus 
having died, God has provided a righteousness that 
suits Himself, as well as the sinner; as we read 
(Rom. iii. 22), "The righteousness of God, which 
is by faith of Jesus Christ, unto all, and upon all 
them that believe." 

The righteousness of God is the "best robe," 
which is ready to be put upon the bad boy or 
girl who is ready, before God, like the prodigal, to 
own that he or she has sinned. Let me explain to 
you the meaning of the words " unto all." They 
mean that God's righteousness is towards all, and 
all means anybody, ivhosoever; and whosoever 
means, as a boy once said, when trying to explain 
the word, "yoti, if you like." Suppose I come into 
a room with some nice white dresses; there are 
twelve little girls, and I say, " I have got enough 
for all." The dresses would be offered to all. I 
leave the room, and perhaps after I am gone, 
one little girl says, " I don't think that dress is 
for me" 

Another, " I don't ivant that dress, I like my own 
better." 

A third, " I don't think that I am one of those 
for whom the white dresses are intended." 

A fourth, looking at one of the dresses, says, 
" That is a nice dress, and perhaps I may wear it 
some day" 

Another exclaims, " Oh ! how pleased I am— 
this old dress of mine is all in rags; I will gladly 
throw it away, and wear this one, so kindly pro
vided." 

Suppose, a week after, I came into the same circle 
of girls, I should find that the white robe was upon 
all those who received it and took me at my word. 

Even so, all who believe on the Lord Jesus 
Christ with the heart are clothed in the robe of 
God's righteousness; for His word says: " With 
the heart man believeth unto righteousness, and 
with the mouth confession is made unto salvation " 
(Rom. x. 10). , 

"LET US DO GOOD UNTO ALL." 

AR E there hearts that you can bless, 
My brother ? 

Can you give some happiness ? 
Help another! 

Lift a prayer or sing a song, 
Cheer the right or fight the wrong ; 
As you pass life's way along, 

Help another! 

T H E R E is some promise in your Bible exactly adapted 
to every trying hour. 

OUR SEWING COMPETITION. 
M Y DEAR N I E C E S , 

I hope many of you are already busy at your 
work for the competition in May. A mother in Ireland 
asks me if her girls may join our working party, so I will 
just say how very welcome not only they will be, but any 
other little maidens who were not with us last time. 
'' The more the merrier !' * And though you cannot all 
carry off prizes, there will be two in each division who 
can, and you can all have the pleasure of measuring your 
sewing powers with other girls, and the yet greater pleasure 
of knowing that you are helping the wardrobes of needy 
ones, who will be very grateful for nicely-made garments. 
Of course it is understood that all my nieces are not only 
readers of the SPRINGING W E L L , but also subscribers to it, 
as I am anxious that our nice little magazine should be 
known and read. If any of you did not see the March 
number, be sure you get it at once, and read all about this 
competition, and then set to work and see if you cannot 
distinguish yourselves. 

A Scotch lassie writes to ask me what colour the material 
should be for the blouse, if it is to be lined or not, with 
high or low collar, trimmed or untrimmed. A thorough
going, practical girl! I think the chief point as to the colour 
is that it should wash; as to lining, if it is a thin material 
it will be better lined ; if not, better left unlined, as it is 
going to a warm climate; and for the same reason the 
collar should not be very high. Trimmings that would 
give trouble in washing had better be avoided; but a 
little flat braiding or feather stitching would make the 
blouse look nicer, and would give a wider scope, too, to 
your ingenuity. 

And now a word of encouragement to any of my dear 
girls who may be timid about beginning, doubtful of 
success with such materials as they can command. I will 
give you three questions which have helped me when I 
have felt my resources small and inadequate to meet the 
need. (My wee nieces must ask mother to explain that 
long word to them !) 

The first is in Mark vi. The disciples had said there 
was "no th ing to eat." Jesus asks them, "How many 
loaves have ye ? " and bids them " go and see." They find 
they have "five, and two fishes"—a very small supply, 
truly, for such a mass of hungry people; but the little, 
put into the Master's Hand, becomes sufficient, and more 
than sufficient, for 5,000 men ! 

My second is in 2 Kings iv. A poor widow comes in 
sore distress to the prophet Elisha. He asks, " What hast 
thou in the house ? " She answers, " Thine handmaid hath 
not anything in the house," and then adds, " save a pot of 
oil." And it was just that pot of oil, which she mentions 
thus slightingly, that God blessed and increased to supply 
her need and that of her sons, so that they were kept from 
slavery or starvation. 

My third is in Exodus iv. Moses had been very fear
ful about taking up the Lord's work; he had felt very 
unequal to the task, and many difficulties had risen up 
before him. And now the Lord asks, " What is that in 
thine hand ?" It was only " a rod," but that rod, used in 
faith and as God directed him, became more mighty than 
the mightiest sceptre monarch ever wielded! 

Think over my questions, girlies, and if you are not able 
to buy what you would like to make up for the competition, 
just " go and see " what odds and ends there are " in the 
house," lurking in drawers and cupboards. If you do not 
find a piece suitable for a blouse you may turn out a 
remnant of cotton that will make a nice little pinafore, 
and if you do not win a prize you can at least add a 
garment to our bundle of clothes. Perhaps there are 
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times when you wish you could do some great, grand 
work for God, dearies ? Well, it 's not a bad thing for any 
of us to wish we could do more or do bet ter ; but don' t let 
us allow such wishes to make us idle about what is in our 
power. " What is that in thine hand? "—in yours, not in 
your neighbours! a little needle and thread, a bit of 
coloured cotton ? " Where there's a will there's a way," 
we say, or, as they put it in France, " Vouloir c'est pouvoir." 
Make as nice a little garment as you can with what you 
have in hand, and next month I will give directions as to 
how to send it off to 

Your loving 
A U N T A L I C E . 

THE FRIENDS OF ARMENIA. 
W E have great pleasure in directing attention to this 
beneficent work amongst the widows and orphans in 
Armenia. God has greatly blessed the labours of the 
Missionaries who have endeavoured to relieve the sorrows 
of these poor people, and there may be some of our readers 
who would be glad to help. 

T h e c h i l d r e n 
orphaned during those 
terrible days four years 
ago are orphans still, 
and the Missionaries, 
who gathered these 
frightened waifs within 
their doors in faith that 
the needed funds would 
come.should surelynow 
be relieved of the ter
rible fear that they may 
have to be cast adrift. 

T h e " F r i e n d s of 
Armenia" have under
taken the care of forty 
of these children, and 

_ any who will subscribe 
A LITTLE ARMENIAN ORPHAN. £ 5 p e r annum can have 

a child assigned to them and receive details concerning 
it from the Orphan Secretary. 

The women make beautiful embroideries, which can be 
obtained at the Central Office of t h e ' ' Friends of Armenia, ' ' 
47, Victoria Street, Westminster, S.W. Amongst the 
articles they produce are cushions, table centres, d'oyleys, 
curtains, tablecloths, handkerchiefs, etc. W h o will help 
these widows and orphans ? 

P.S.—Donations on behalf of the above may be 
forwarded through Hector Munro Ferguson, Esq , Hon. 
Treasurer, " Friends of Armenia," 47, Victoria Street, 
S.W., or to the Editor of this magazine. 
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BLESSING AMONG THE LEPERS. 

FROM Calicut and other asylums of the 
Mission to Lepers, the tidings are of the 

most encouraging character. These afflicted people 
are responding to the message of the Gospel in a 
way which calls for thanksgiving, and which will 
gratify many of our readers. 

For example, in a letter written last month, we 
read respecting the work at the Leper Asylum, 
" God has blessed the work beyond our expectations. 
Most of the lepers have professed faith in the Lord 
Jesus, and we have now only seven who have not 

joined the catechumen class. Much prayer is 
needed for these young believers. We rejoice to 
know that Christ Himself is the Saviour and lover 
of their souls, and will lead them into the paths of 
righteousness and holiness, and make them ready 
for His kingdom. We greatly rejoice over the work 
of His Holy Spirit in their hearts and minds. 

We hope our readers will continue to feel a 
deepening interest in it. We are glad to state 
that during the past six months we have been 
enabled to remit to the Society the substantial sum 
of ^ 3 6 14s. 6d., in acknowledgment of which we 
have a letter of hearty thanks from Mr. Jackson, 
the organising secretary. We also give a brief 
summary of the subscriptions so generously 
contributed by our readers. 

OUR LEPER FUND. 
W e acknowledge the receipt of the following amounts 

with thanks to the donors :— 
£ *• *• 

T., Nettlestone 0 2 0 
From Teachers and Scholars, Assembly 

Room S.S., Newport, I .W., per Mr. 
E . W . Tyler 1 0 0 

From Teachers and Scholars, S.S. 
Alton, 111., U.S.A., per Messrs. 
Loizeaux Bros. 1 0 0 

E. C , Greenwich 0 8 4 
THE LEPER FUND. 

SUMMARY OF SUBSCRIPTIONS FOR 1898. 

£ *• d-
Total receipts as per entries in T H E 

SPRINGING W E L L 36 14 6 

Total Payments to Leper Fund ... 36 14 6 
Received the above amount, £36 145. 6d., for the Mission 

to Lepers. 
(Signed) JOHN JACKSON, 

Secretary. 

FREE DISTRIBUTION FUND. 
W e are grateful to the friends who have helped in 

this fund. 
AMOUNTS R E C E I V E D . £ s. d. 

E. C , Greenwich 0 8 0 
S. W., Bristol . . . 0 1 6 
From a Friend, for Special Distribution 

in definite Localities 2 10 o 

TENT WORK. 
E. C., Greenwich 

£ *• *• 
o 10 o 

IS8" A L L communications for the Editor, to be addressed 
to the care of Mr. A L F R E D H O L N E S S , 14, Paternoster Row, 
London. 

The original articles are copyright, and must not be 
reprinted without permission. 

True and original Gospel stories and incidents suitable 
for our pages will be welcomed by the Editor, and also any 
suggestions likely to render " T H E SPRINGING W E L L " 
increasingly useful. 
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Waters that foil not. 

LINKS IN T H E 
CHAIN; 

or, The Story of the 
Conversion of a 

Sister and Brother. 
BY JOHN FORT. 

I T'S useless to think of 
taking your Gospel 

Tent to M ," said my 
friends when I communi
cated my project to them. 
" For one thing, the place 
is full of Unitarians, and 
they won't come to hear 
you ; and for another, it is 
full of the rough element, 
who would simply pull your 
tent down. Your only plan 
will be to put yourself under 
police protection, if you do 
go. Besides, others have 
tried to work the place and 
failed." "Well," I replied, 
" I certainly sha'n't call in 
the police, and if the tent 
is pulled down—which I 
don't think it will be—1 
shall just put it up again." 
So to M I went, and I 
am thankful to say that 
all these prognostications 
turned out to be false, for 
at the services Unitarians 
and the rough element 
mingled freely with the 
religious people of the 
town, till the tent was 
full. 

And I had more than the 
mere absence of annoyance 
and crowded meetings to be 
thankful for. God blessed the work exceedingly, 
and a goodly band of men and women was 
brought to a knowledge of Christ. The story of | 

a conversion which took place there I shall now 
proceed to tell. 

The services had been going on for over a week, 

s.w. 



66 THE SPRINGING WELL ; 

when, one night after the people had dispersed and 
I had fastened up the place, I was on my way back 
to my lodgings. On turning a corner I came face to 
face with two young women in earnest conversation. 
One I had got to know as a Christian—whose 
brother had come to me after the first service, and 
said, "Do you want a clerk, sir? For if so I'm your 
man." And this dear fellow had been a great help 
to me, working as I was alone, in seating the people 
and distributing hymn-books, &c.—while the other 
I recognised as one who had regularly attended 
the services. "Our friend here,"said the former, 
"has just told me that she is very sorry that 
she ever came inside, and wishes she had never 
heard you preach." "Thank God for* that!" I 
answered, and as I uttered the words I saw that 
the young woman looked quite startled at them. 
"That is just what I told her as you came round 
the corner," replied the Christian. " I said, 'If Mr. 
F. could hear you say that, he would say, 'Thank 
God for tha t ! ' " " Well," I said to the Christian, 
" let us come into your house and see whether we 
cannot get this matter settled." And we went in. 

Of the reality of the work in the young woman's 
soul there could be no doubt. She was evidently 
convicted of sin, and deeply convicted too. But 
although I showed her Scripture after Scripture 
which proved that if she, as a guilty sinner (as she 
confessed herself to be), truly believed that Christ 
as the Substitute had borne at the Cross her sins in 
her stead, she would be indeed righteously free, and 
that salvation, forgiveness, and eternal life would 
be her present portion; it seemed all in vain, 
and several nights elapsed before she stepped into 
peace and joy. 

How that happened I will now relate. I had 
accompanied the two home after one of the 
services, and having entered the Christian's house, 
we had looked at different passages in God's Word, 
and were on our knees in prayer, when she 
suddenly arose. "There, sir," she cried, " I ' V E 
DECIDED FOR CHRIST, AND THAT SETTLES IT, b u t I 
shall never be a good sales woman again." She then 
told me that she was head saleswoman in a milliner's 
shop, and that often when ladies asked her if such 
and such a thing would wash she would reply, 
"Wash like a rag, madam;" or if the colour would 
fade, she replied that it was quite fast; or if it 
would shrink on being washed, that it was shrunk 
already. She had perceived when convicted of sin 
that, if she accepted Christ, she must give up all 
this, and she had recoiled from it, with the result 
that she had spent a miserable week, anxious 
indeed for Christ, but unwilling to forsake her sin. 
" Now," she said, " it is all over : Christ is mine : 
but I shall never be a good saleswoman again." 

"Well," I replied, "I 'm not so sure of that. I 
know that if my wife is once deceived in a shop she 
never goes there again ; and I think you will find 
that if your customers get to know that they can 
rely on your word they will come to you in 
preference to going elsewhere." 

After some six weeks in this town, and many 
cases of conversion, some of which I may narrate 
in future numbers of this Magazine, I took down 
the tent and removed it to the neighbouring town 
of C . At one of the first services there I 
preached on God as Light and Love, and as an 
illustration of the fact of God being Light, and that 
in Him was no darkness at all, I told the story 
of the saleswoman's conversion, of course without 
mentioning her name, or saying where the conver
sion had taken place. I snowed how this young 
woman, although a Church member, and regarded 
as a Christian by her friends, had never been truly 
converted at all, and was in complete ignorance 
of her lost and ruined state, until she got into the 
Light, when all the corruption of her heart was 
revealed to her; and I proceeded to show that, 
though the Light revealed the corruption, it did 
not take it away, and that if God had been only 
Light this sinner must have been for ever lost: but 
that, thank God, He was Love as well, and that 
there was no sin which the Light could reveal for 
which the Love could not atone ; for God in love 
had sent His Son to shed that Blood which availed to 
wash away believing sinners'sins and set them before 
Him "clean every whit," and " whiter than snow." 

At the commencement of the service I had seen 
a big, stalwart, bearded man come in and 
seat himself, and as I spoke I saw his head go 
lower and lower down till his chin rested on his 
chest, and I could no longer see his face. I was 
much struck with his attitude at the time, and 
wondered what it might mean, but got no oppor
tunity of speaking to him afterwards, as, when 
the service was over, he rose and left with a 
Christian friend who had brought him thither. 
The latter came to me subsequently, and told me 
that directly his friend got outside he burst out, 
" Oh, I am miserable; but, thank God, there are 
others as miserable as I am!" I naturally was 
delighted to hear this, and having procured his 
address, I started off next day to see the man, who 
I ascertained was a yeoman farmer living some two 
miles away. I reached the farmhouse, and found 
him outside rejoicing in the Lord. " No work for 
me to-day !" he said; "I can't work ! Why, I have 
been walking over the moor all the morning"—the 
farm was on the borders of Dartmoor—"singing for 
joy. But come in, sir, and see my wife: she was 
terribly vexed at my going to the tent, but I think 
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she is now thoroughly uneasy at what she has seen 
in me." So I went in, and found it even as he had 
said. She had been very angry at her husband 
having gone to anything so unorthodox as a tent, 
but his misery on his return, and his subsequent 
joy, had made such an impression upon her that 
she was in deep anxiety about her own soul, and it 
was not very long before she too—poor Pharisee 
as she had been—accepted Jesus as her Saviour. 

And now we come to the strangest part of my 
narrative. " What," I said to the farmer, " was it 
that led you to conviction of sin ? " " I t was that 
story," he replied, "you told of that young woman. 
When she said in her misery, ' I wish I had never 
entered that tent,' I felt that her experience was so 
exactly mine, and yet, strangely enough, I was 
thankful in my wretchedness that at any rate 
others felt as miserable as I did." " Do you 
happen," I replied, " to know any one of the name 
of at M ? " " Why, she is my sister," he 
replied. So MY FRIEND WAS CONVERTED THROUGH 

T H E STORY OF HIS OWN SISTER'S CONVERSION ; BUT 
NEITHER OF THEM KNOW IT TO THIS DAY. 

And, my reader, what of you? H a v e j j w been in 
the Light ? " / have heard of Thee by the hearing of 
the ear" said Job (xlii. 5, 6); " but noiv mine eye 
seeth Thee. W H E R E F O R E 1 ABHOR MYSELF, and 

?-epent in dust and ashes." Ah, when we get into 
His presence who is Light, how loathsome we seem 
in ourselves to b e ; how His absolute purity 
deepens by its contrast our absolute defilement; 
how all our self-righteousness withers up, and our 
sins stand out in scarlet hue before our affrighted 
eyes! But again I say, thank God, H e is not only 
Light, but Love as well; and His love has provided 
in Christ Jesus an all-sufficient Saviour, " One who 
is able to save them to the uttermost that come 
unto God by Him " (Heb. vii. 25). 

And one word more. You perhaps ask with 
surprise, " B u t are not any works then necessary 
for salvation ? " " Assuredly not, if Scripture is to 
be believed," I reply. " I f your works could have 
availed to put away your sins, what need was there 
for Christ to die ? We commit the sins, but Christ, 
and Christ alone, could do the work which would 
put the sins away. I t is not through jw/ , but 
' T H R O U G H THIS M A N is preached unto you the 

forgiveness of sins: and by Him ALL that believe 
ARE justified from ALL things' (Acts xiii. 38, 39). 
Works before salvation are dead works—works 
which end in dea th ; but when we have accepted 
salvation there is work in plenty for us to do— 
work which we do, not in order to get salvation, 
but because it is already ours ; we work not in 
order to get life, but because we live. Thus our 
friend the saleswoman did not give up her dishonest 

dealings to get salvation. She might indeed have 
altered her manner of living, but it would never 
have saved her soul, for Christ alone could do that ; 
but she took Christ, and salvation with Him, and as 
a result could never go back to her old manner of 
life again." " T h e n you say," said one to me, " t ha t 
you have only to accept Christ and be saved as 
you call it, and you can live as you like ? " 
"Certainly," I replied. " B U T HOW DO YOU LIKE TO 
LIVE? I, who, before conversion, was a man of 
the world, living for it and for its amusements, like 
to live in taking this tent about the country and 
proclaiming His love who loved me and gave 
Himself for me. The new nature received by the 
man who has been 'born again ' will be sure to 
evidence itself in a new manner of life." 

May Christ indeed be the portion of all who read 
these lines; and, having accepted Him, may none 
thenceforth live unto himself, but unto Him who 
died and rose again, for His dear Name's sake. 
Amen. 

E T E R N I T Y , W H E R E W I L L YOU 

S P E N D I T ? 

I ASK you, where will you spend eternity ? Oh, 
prepare for i t ! Leave it not until the last 

hour. Leave it not until you get sick. You may 
never be sick. Leave it not until you get more 
time. You may never get more time. Leave it 
not until you get old. You may never get old. 
Leave it not until to-morrow. T H I S NIGHT THY 
SOUL MAY BE REQUIRED OF THEE. 

And, suppose, in that moment, you should say, 
" W a i t until I kneel down and say my prayers." 
Death would respond, " No time now to say your 
prayers." " Wait until I get my friends together 
and bid them good-bye." " Death would say, 
" Y o u cannot stop to bid them good-bye." " But 
I cannot go into eternity with all these sins about 
m e ; give me time to repent." " Death would say, 
" Too late to repent! Thy soul is required of thee 
this hour, this minute, this second !" 

Oh, by the Cross of Christ, repent! Bow your 
head this moment, and say, " Jesus, Thou Son of 
God, have mercy on m e ! " I N CHRIST, YOU ARE 
SAFE. O U T OF H I M YOU PERISH. 

11 There's a sad day coming, 
A sad day coming, 

There 's a sad day coming by-and-by, 
When the sinner shall hear his doom * Depart, I know 

you not,' 
Are you ready for that day to come ? 

Are you ready, are you ready, 
Are you ready for the judgment day ? " 
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THE STORY OF ANNA JUDSON. 
" They loved not their lives unto the death."—Rev. xii. n . 

AT this time, when the eyes of the world are on 
the vast empire of India, and particularly 

now when a lady from the West is filling such a high 
place there, it may interest many to hear that the 
very first American woman, who left her native 
land as a missionary, went to carry the blessed 
Gospel of salvation to India. 

PORTRAIT OF ANNA JUDSON. 

Anna Judson was born in Massachusetts in 1789, 
and was remarkable in her youth for her earnest 
religious character. She married in 1812 Dr. 
Judson, and they left at once for Calcutta, the 
Doctor having been appointed a missionary to 
India. It seems almost incredible to think that 
they were opposed in their good work by the 
East India Company, who were not favourable 
to any mission work among the natives. Being 
ordered to leave Calcutta, the devoted pair went 
to Rangoon, in Burmah, and there spent their lives 
for Christ. When Rangoon was taken by the 
British in 1824, Dr. Judson and several others, 
who were then at Ava, were thrown into prison. 
For two years Mrs. Judson had to struggle on 
alone in a strange country, without friends, a 
victim often to attacks of fever brought on by the 
unhealthy climate, and through it all, by God's 
good providence, kept from day to day and made 

a blessing to many. Mrs. Judson did all in her 
power to alleviate the hard lot of her husband and 
his fellow-prisoners, taking them a constant supply 
of food. How she obtained it they hardly knew, but 
the Heavenly Father she trusted in never let the 
supply fail. 

After the imprisonment of her husband ended, 
this noble woman laboured hard until her health 
failed rapidly, and with her husband and little 
ones she sailed for America. The vessel called 
at St. Helena, and on that lonely rock the Lord 
called His faithful servant to enter into rest. The 
following beautiful verses she wrote as a parting 
message to her husband. They were written when 
she thought of him returning to Burmah and 
leaving her with their children in America :— 

M R S . JUDSON'S PARTING M E S S A G E . 

W e part on this green islet, love 
Thou for the Eastern main— 

I for the setting sun, love. 
Oh ! when to meet again ? 

My heart is sad for thee, love, 
For lone thy way will b e ; 

And oft thy tears will fall, love, 
For thy children and for me. 

T h e music of thy daughter 's voice 
Thou'I t miss for many a year ; 

And the merry shout of thine elder boys 
Thou ' l t list in vain to hear. 

My tears fall fast for thee, love— 
How can I say farewell ? 

But go : thy God be with thee, love, 
Thy heart 's deep grief to quell. 

Yet my spirit clings to thine, love, 
Thy soul remains with me, 

And oft we'll hold communion sweet 
O'er the dark and distant sea. 

And who can paint our joy, love, 
When, all our wanderings o'er, 

W e both shall clasp our children 
At home, on Burmah's shore ! 

But higher shall our raptures glow 
On yon celestial plain, 

When the loved and parted here below 
Meet, ne'er to part again ! 

T H E N GIRD THINE ARMOUR ON, LOVE, 
N O R FAINT THOU BY THE WAY, 

T I L L THE IDOLS FALL, AND BURMAH'S SONS 
SHALL OWN M E S S I A H ' S SWAY. 

Women like Anne Judson sowed the seed, and 
to-day others are gathering in the fruit of their 
labours, and may God in His great mercy bless 
all missionary work in India. Only to call to 
mind what the Bible has done already is more 
than enough to make one wish to go forward. 
Where are the awful suttee fires, with the cries of 
dying widows (often only children) ? Gone, thank 
God! Where are the poor souls prostrate under 
the wheels of Juggernaut's car, crushed and 
writhing in their agony? AVhere are the infant 
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children that were thrown in hundreds by their 
own mothers into the Ganges ? All that is gone, a 
black memory of the past. And that is part of what 
the Gospel of Christ has done for India. There 
is much still to alter, especially the treatment of 
women. What their awful lot is we all in some 
measure know, and to bring brightness and light 
into their dark lives is what many noble-minded 
Englishwomen are doing to-day. Yet there is still 
plenty of scope for labourers. It is a vast field 
of labour, and the stumbling-block is the Hindoo 
notion of caste. Until the Lord is known and 
followed, that will be a barrier hard to overcome. 
To define the meaning of caste would be hard, 
but it is certainly this, that each one thinks 
himself better than his neighbour. To lose their 
caste means a trouble greater than death. When 
they know more of Him who said, " He who will 
be greatest among you, let him be your servant," 
then, and not until then, will caste lose its hold 
on the Hindoo mind. Some readers of this article 
may say, "Let us look nearer home; we have 
plenty of heathen in the slums of our great cities." 
Alas ! that is too true. Great is the need for mission 
work in our own dear England; but yet that should 
not lessen our interest in others beyond the seas, 
over whom the same loving God watches, the same 
flag waves, and the same Queen holds sway. 

— . — J. H. 

"I HAVE FOUND TRUE PEACE 
A T L A S T " ; 

Or, The Conversion of Two Japanese. 

THE power of God's Word and Truth, blessed be 
His Name! is going forth into every land. 

Perhaps, amongst all the nations of the earth, the 
people of Japan in recent years have been most 
eager to listen to the Gospel, and very many in that 
wonderful land have received it, and are now living 
in the light of it. We are sure the readers of THE 
SPRINGING WELL will be thankful to read the story 
of the conversion of two Japanese. 

One of them, whose name when translated is 
Field, was left an orphan when very young, and had 
lived a wholly careless life. For a considerable 
time he had, however, been reading the Bible and 
attending the Sunday evening Bible class. The 
more he read, the more dissatisfied he seemed to 
be, because, as he said, it proved to him that he 
had not true peace with God. 

One afternoon he called upon Mr. Wilkes, and, 
after the customary greetings, said— 

" I want to be a Christian." 
" Do you mean that you want to be baptised ? " 

said Mr. Wilkes. 

" Oh no," replied the Japanese ; " I didn't mean 
that. I mean that I want the forgiveness of my sins 
and true peace with God." 

Then in very simple language Mr. Wilkes put 
before him the story of the Cross and told him 
of God's way of salvation through faith in Christ 
Jesus. He told him that all that was needed had 
already been done for him, and that he had only to 
accept God's gift of eternal life. 

It is very wonderful how God's Word thus meets 
the need of men of all countries and climes, for 
then and there Mr. Field did accept this salvation, 
and returned to his home rejoicing in the Lord, 
and not only himself, but very soon his family and 
his entire household decided for Christ, and 
evidence of the results of the change was manifest 
in his business and in all his surroundings. 

Moreover, the jieart-satisfaction he had found at 
last, after having so long sought for it, induced him 
to try to lead others to the Saviour, and, thank God, 
his efforts were crowned with success. 

Mr. Goodman (as his name means) was a wild 
young fellow. He had been a great friend of 
Mr. Field's, and they had passed many hours 
together in former days in dissipation and sin. It 
was not very long after Mr. Field's conversion that 
his old companion called and expressed the greatest 
surprise to find such a change both in himself 
and in his home. " The fact is," said Mr. Field, 
" I may as well tell you at once, I have found true 
peace at last." 

" Why, have the priests been getting at you ? " 
inquired Mr. Goodman. 

" No," answered his friend; " but I have been 
reading the Christian Bible, and THAT HAS SHOWN 
ME THE WAY OF PEACE." He brought his Bible, 
and there together they read over in Japanese some 
of the precious passages that speak of peace with 
God through our Lord Jesus Christ. In the end 
Mr. Goodman also accepted Christ and knew the 
power of the Gospel in his soul. He gladly turned 
from his sinful ways and companions, because he 
had found something better, and as he had been 
their leader in sin he determined to lead them to 
Christ, as far as he had ability and power. He 
took long journeys expressly to tell others of His 
Saviour, and to warn them to repent and to turn 
to God. Ah, you that read this story, have you 
found true peace with God? Has the Word of God 
come home in power to your heart ? If not, just 
now as you are, in all your guilt and need, bow to 
this Word as did these two Japanese, and God by 
His Holy Spirit will bless you, and make you a 
blessing to others as He did them. 

BARCLAY FOWELL BUXTON. 
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T H E GOSPEL U N F O L D E D ; 

Or, Salvation for the Sinner . 

How GOD GIVES SALVATION.—II. 

"Prepare to meet thy God, 0 Israel."—Amos iv. 12. 
•* Come, for all things are now ready."—Luke xiv. 17. 

THESE solemn words were addressed to Israel 
upon their not repenting of their sins, nor 

humbling themselves under God's hand, nor 
returning to the Lord. Warning after warning 
had been sent to them, all of which they neglected, 
and at length the word went forth, 

" Prepare to meet thy God, O Israel ." 
Apply this message to yourself, reader. Put your 
name in the place of Israel, and so read the text. 
Nothing is more uncertain than life—nothing so 
certain as that every man must meet God. Yet 
with strange perversity man refuses to consider the 
reality of meeting God. 

"Prepare" is the Divine word, and it is a 
merciful, warning word. 
Meet God we must, and in the Person of 

His Son, the Lord J e s u s Christ. 
There are two meeting places. One is to be found 
in time; the other will be found in eternity. If 
God is not met at the Mercy-seat now—if He is 
not met in the Person of the Lord Jesus, who died 
for our sins—He must be met at the Judgment-seat 
hereafter, upon which the Son of God will sit and 
judge every man for his words and works. 

In ancient times God had a Mercy-seat, whereon 
sacrificial blood was sprinkled, and whence He 
spoke to them who drew near to Himself. Now 
His own beloved Son in heaven, having shed His 
atoning blood upon earth, is seated upon the throne 
of Divine majesty, and He Himself is the meeting 
place for man and God. His blood has glorified 
the claims of God's righteousness against sin, and 
His blood is the cleansing power for all sin. From 
that throne, none the less truly than from the earth, 
where He uttered the words, does Jesus invite you, 
reader, " Come unto Me." God bids you to meet 
Himself in the Person of His Son, and to meet 
Him thus in peace. 

" We meet our God in Jesus Christ, 
And fears and terrors cease." 

But to trifle away life, to neglect the concerns of 
eternity, to refuse the invitations from the Mercy-
seat, and to be called from the grave to meet God 
in the Person of His Son upon the Great White 
Throne of Judgment, will result in hopeless and 
endless woe. Long-forgotten words will be 
remembered and revived; hidden deeds of dark
ness read out from the books where they are now 
written by God. 

H o w will you meet God, r e ade r ? 
What account of yourself will you give to Him ? 

Consider the Christ of God upon the cross, 
forsaken of God, because He was bearing sin. 
Ponder His agony, His dying. Think of the cup 
of wrath He drank, in which there was not a drop 
of mercy. What can explain more perfectly to us 
the infinite justice of God than His forsaking Jesus 
when made sin for us ! Shall, then, the sinner who 
dies in his sins presume to think that he shall 
receive mercy at God's hand in the day of judgment? 

"Prepare to meet thy God !" Yet the prepara
tion is not that of seeking to fit ourselves for God. 

" All the fitness He requireth 
Is to feel your need of Him." 

God requires of man but a heart to believe and 
to receive His mercy. 

"Come, for all things are n o w ready." 
The feast is ready. God is waiting to be gracious. 
Are you ready ? God sent in effect the message to 
prepare to the old world, and for 120 years the 
voice of Noah preached righteousness, and the 
sound of his hammer proclaimed coming judgment. 
But after its long, long warning the old world was 
not ready. As in our time, so then, they ate, they 
drank, they married, and gave in marriage, and thus 
they continued till the flood came and took them 
all away. God sent one solitary warning at mid
night to a few men in Sodom, but the message was 
derided; and, when the morning broke, the sons-
in-law of Lot were not ready. The Lord rained 
fire and brimstone out of heaven upon them and 
destroyed them all. God sends the word of warning 
to the professors of Christianity. 

But the foolish virgins are not ready. 
They have their lamps of religious profession, but 
they lack the oil of grace. They sleep on, but will 
awake at midnight to discover the terror of darkness, 
and to come too late to the shut door, saying, 
" Open, open unto us." With these solemn warn
ings before you, reader, 

Once more w e repeat, " Prepare to 
meet thy God," 

and inquire, Are you ready ? A votary of fashion 
died piteously crying, " A million of money for a 
moment of time." Like the rich man who was cast 
into hell, she had within her reach the Book of God, 
but she neglected it. She spent her brief life in 
pleasure, and died in terror. Are you having your 
good things in this your lifetime ? Oh ! receive the 
good things of God which endure for ever. Mark 
the believer in Christ ! Note his peace. He is 
ready. He has been to the Mercy-seat, and found 
there 
Pardon for all his sins, and perfect peace. 
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i OUR BIBLE PORTION. I 

S O R R O W A N D JOY I N T E R M I N G L E D . 
" The heart knoweth his own bitterness: and a stranger doth 

not intermeddle with his joy."—Prov. xiv. 10. 

EVERY true Christian man and woman knows 
the reality of these words. There are sorrows 

in the path of all believers about which they can
not speak even to the dearest earthly friend. There 
are joys, too, so deep and wonderful that the heart 
alone inwardly rejoices, and with which no "stranger" 
can "intermeddle." 

We read once of a princess of the Royal Family 
of Great Britain. We believe her to be a child of 
God, and when she was about to be married it was 
suggested that a certain hymn, which referred to 
probable sorrow and trouble in the future, should 
be omitted at the ceremony; but she said, " Not 
so; let the words remain, for I do not anticipate 
my life will be all sunshine and flowers any more 
than other people's." These were wise words, and 
bravely spoken. The true believer knows that 
God Himself apportions 

T h e so r row and the joy of our lives 
according to His own Divine purpose and will. 
The discipline of trial sanctifies and refines the 
spirit and casts it more entirely upon God, and 
the joy He gives fills the soul in its very depths 
with gratitude to God, and, like the sweet singer of 
Israel, the Christian is able to say, " In the time of 
trouble He shall hide me in His pavilion; in the 
secret of His tabernacle shall He hide me" 
(Ps. xxvii. 5). 

We were hurrying to a great London terminus, 
when, just as we entered, we happened to hear an 
ordinary porter conversing with a fellow-worker. 
" Oh," said he, " every heart knows its own sorrow." 
We wondered why he should use such words. 
The very tone of his voice told that he was a 
disciple of the Lord Jesus Christ, but still we 
marvelled why he should use such an expression 
during the ordinary course of his daily toil. Our 
companion, too, noticed the kindly utterance, and 
we both thought he had in his mind the Scriptural 
words, 
" E v e r y hear t knoweth his ownbi t te rness" | ; 
and as we were speeding away to the West ever 
and again they came back to our minds. The 
solution of the matter, however, was evident before 
many hours had passed away, for on the morrow 
we saw the sad story of the loss of the "Stella," and 
read of many a bright life that had been suddenly 

stilled so far as this world was concerned. It was 
evident that just as we entered Waterloo Station 
tidings had arrived of the terrible wreck, and the 
good man's soul was stirred as he thought of the 
sorrows and anguish and agony of the relatives of 
many a dear one who had perished beneath the 
sad sea waves. Truly then the words came home 
to our own hearts with tenfold power, 
" E v e r y h e a r t knoweth h i s o w n b i t t e rnes s , " 
for amongst those who had passed away were 
friends known to us, some of whom were amongst 
those whose hearts were rejoicing in the knowledge 
of God's salvation, and others about whom we can 
only say, " Shall not the Judge of all the earth do 
right?" 

As long as the world lasts sorrow will continue. 
It has been the common portion of man all 
through the long night of the world's sad story, 
but the child of God recognises its refining influence 
and power, and thanks God for it; and this makes 
all the difference. " Weeping," indeed, he knows, 
" may endure for a night; but joy cometh in the 
morning." There are no moments more wonderful 
in the history of any believer than those in which 
the heart has been absolutely overwhelmed with 
sorrow. Then God Himself comes very near to the 
soul, and there are abundant examples proving 
that such times have proved the very beginning of 
unutterable blessing both to the saint and the 
sinner. Truly it is written, " I t is better to go 
into the house of mourning than into the house of 
feasting." But it is written, 

" J o y cometh in the m o r n i n g . " 
The believer looks onward. His heart is filled 
with joy as he thinks of the bright day that will 
soon dawn—when the day breaks, " that morning 
without clouds," when there shall be no more 
death, neither sorrow nor crying, neither shall 
there be any more pain. What a prospect for 
those whose days here have been passed in per
petual sorrow! Therefore take heart, Christian 
friend. God's care, His watchful care, is round 
about you always, and He will never rest until you 
reach the land "beyond the smiling and the 
weeping." Those were blessed words spoken by the 
Lord to His disciples, when their hearts were filled 
with sorrow: " Ye now, therefore, have sorrow; but 
I will see you again, and your heart shall rejoice, 
and your joy no man taketh from you." This is 
that secret, wonderful joy with which no stranger 
doth intermeddle. 

" ' Thou art my Portion, saith my soul,' 
Ten thousand voices say, 

And the music of their glad Amen 
Will never die away." A. H. 
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T H E L A N D OF T H E A S S Y R I A N ; 

or, T h e Cradle of the Nat ions .—V. 

WONDERFUL as are the discoveries that 
have recently been made and which are 

still in progress in connection with Assyria, it is 
only within the last few years that the sources have 
been opened up from whence the greater part of 
our knowledge and information has been derived. 
Not many years ago its history was involved in 
impenetrable darkness, and its extent, civilisation, 
government, and religion were encompassed with 
doubt and mystery, whilst over the crumbling 
graves of its buried cities brooded darkness and 
oblivion. The Bible, it is true, gave us some 
intimation of its state, and narrated certain inci
dents in its history; but these were chiefly such as 
related to the connection into which the Israelites 
were brought with this military power which so 
often invaded and oppressed them. From the 
ancient historians, moreover, from Ctesias, Berosus, 
Eusebius, and others, valuable information was 
procured; but in their accounts were so many 
conflicting statements to explain, so many dis
crepancies to reconcile, so much mythology and 
exaggeration to extract and discredit, that to weave 
together the broken fragments into anything like a 
consistent history was a very difficult task, and 
one from which the student turned wearied and 
bewildered. 

Of Nineveh, " that great city," next to nothing 
was known. "For a long series of ages its 
existence in the world was a mere name," but 
a name that summoned up bright visions which 
swept like phantasmagoria across the dim shadows 
of the Past—a name that suggested to the mind a 
splendid metropolis of vast proportions, filled with 
gorgeous structures and wondrous monuments, 
vague traditions of which had loomed through the 
mists of remote antiquity, astonishing the world 
with their startling revelations, and exciting the 
soaring imaginations of painter and of bard. But 
the light of her glory had faded—the sun of 
her existence had set. Around her annals, as 
around her massy walls, the shades of night and 
forgetfulness had gathered, and the place that once 
knew her knew her now no more, that the pre
dicted judgment might be fulfilled, "Behold I 
will make thy grave, for thou art vile." 

At the appointed time that lonely grave was 
opened, and, casting off her shroud of sand and 
ruin, after a sleep of twenty centuries, Nineveh 
arose and disclosed to the astonished gaze of an 
expectant world proofs and traces of her former 
size and magnificence that silenced once and for 

THE TEMPLE OF BEL NIMROUD AT NINEVEH. 

ever many of the doubts that had been entertained 
by incredulous critics and carping compilers. 

" As mound after mound is opened 
Earth reveals her store, 
The gorgeous secret Ages keep no more, 
Assyria's houses and temples on us gleam, 
And her dread pomp no longer is a dream." 

In 1842 M. Botta, the nephew of the celebrated 
historian of Italy, was appointed Consul at Mosul, 
on the banks of the river Tigris. A man better 
fitted for the office could not well have been 
selected by the French Government, for his long 
residence in the East and his thorough acquaint
ance with the language and habits of the people 
eminently qualified him for such an appointment. 

Having his attention drawn to the archaeological 
and historical interest of the locality, he determined 
upon making excavations in the neighbourhood, 
and shortly after his arrival at Mosul he instituted 
inquiries among the natives as to the best spot 
for the commencement of serious operations, and 
devoted a considerable portion of his time to the 
acquisition of such knowledge as might prove 
useful to him in his projected researches. 

Before proceeding to narrate the results of the 
explorations it will be necessary to give briefly the 
general topographical features of the locality where 
the excavations have been made, that some con
ception may be formed of the extent of the 
operations and of the difficulties to be encountered. 
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T W O G A T E S A N D T W O WAYS. 
" Wide is the gate, and broad is the way thatlcadcth to destruc

tion. Strait is the gate and narrow is the way which leadeth 
unto life."—Matt. vii. 13, 14. 

EVERYBODY knows what a gate is. Perhaps 
some of my readers live in the country, and 

have gates of their own. There is the big, wide 
gate, that opens into your field, and there is the 
little tiny gate that opens into your garden. Of 
course every gate has a way—it leads to some 
place. 

The wide gate leads into the broad, open field, 
and when you get there you have to toil and 
labour from morn till dewy eve; you must dig, you 
must plant, you must weed, you must hoe, you 
must plough, you must harrow, you must sow, you 
must reap; there is no rest in the field; week in 
and week out it is nothing but toil and labour. 
And after all your labour, what disappointment 
awaits you ! The crop is never what you hoped 
it would be. The weather has been unpropitious : 
it has been too wet, or too dry; the winds have 
been cold, and unexpected frosts have spoiled a 
good deal of it; in short, you have a poor return 
for all your labour. 

Then there is the little gate. After your toil is 
over you are tired and weary, and glad when you 
find yourself once more at the little gate. It leads 
you into a narrow way; but, narrow as it is, there 
is a sense of quiet, calm, restfulness steals over you 
the moment you enter it. And as you pass along, 
the door opens—a pleasant face smiles upon you, a 
warm welcome greets you, inside you find a bright, 
cheerful-looking fire, a snug corner, your cosy arm
chair, your slippers warming at the fire, the kettle 
singing on the hob, a nice, clean white cloth on the 
table, and a steaming hot meal for you to sit down 
to ; in short, you find there is rest, there is home. 

Yes, dear reader, it is the strait gate and the 
narrow way that end in rest and home. 

] Well, you 
and I are tra-

I ve l le rs ; we 
J have started 
: on a journey 
! from which 
I there is no 
I turning back; 
i the little babe, 
I born but yes-
; terday, has set 
j out on that 
I journey, and 

even he can
not turn back. 

We are all travelling to eternity, and we shall all 
assuredly reach the end of our journey—all reach 
eternity. But there are two gates and two ways 
before us ; we read in a good old Book, of which 
we do not read half enough, that there is a wide 
gate with a broad way, and that many go in 
thereat; and a strait gate with a narrow way, and 
few there be that find it. Now, if you are on a 
journey and come to two gates and two ways, you 
naturally inquire where they each lead. If one way 
looks a pleasant, easy way, you may be inclined to 
take that way; but if you see a sign-post telling you 
where they lead, no matter what the path looks 
like, you take the one that leads to the place you 
want to reach, you do not take the path that leads 
where you do not wish to go. 

Now, is there any sign-post to tell us where the 
wide gate and the broad way lead, and where 
the strait gate and the narrow way will take us? 
Indeed, there is ! The Great Friend of our 
race has caused to be erected where these two 
gates meet a plain and unmistakable sign-post, 
whereon is stated in clear, white letters, which the 
storms and tempests of many centuries have not 
effaced, and which will not be effaced until the 
clock of time shall cease to strike, " Wide is the 
gate, and broad is the way that leadeth"—where? 
Oh, my reader, are you walking in this broad way ? 
it leads you where you do not wish to go. It 
" leadeth to destruction," and " strait is the gate 
and narrow is the way that leadeth unto life 
eternal." 

Once we were all running along the broad 
way; but, though it seemed at first an easy 
way, still somehow we found we were always 
tumbling into the gutter, sinking into some un
suspected quagmire, tripping over some unseen 
rock, or tearing our clothes and scratching our 
faces with the thorns and brambles which grew 
by the wayside. Then, when the storms burst 
upon us—and it was a terrible place for storms— 
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there was no shelter, no hiding-place; we had to 
get through it as best we could ; and when the 
burning rays of the scorching, midday sun beat 
down upon our unprotected head, we found no 
cool, refreshing shade, no life-giving spring at 
which to quench our parching thirst. And as 
we went on and on, the way seemed growing 
darker and darkey; the thunders muttered more 
loudly, the lightnings flashed more vividly, the 
storms waxed more and more furious, until at last 
we began to think we had made a mistake, and 
we turned back and sought the strait gate. 

At first we found it strait indeed ! But, the fact is, 
we had a lot of luggage tvith us I This gate is not 
meant for luggage! Like the excursion train, it 
only goes direct to one place, and no luggage is 
allowed! We had a large box of what we con
sidered very good and valuable works, but the 
gate was too strait; even a parcel of good resolu
tions prevented us getting through ; and the very 
rags of our own righteousness, with which we so 
proudly decked ourselves, were too much for the 
strait gate. 

No, dear reader, you must come as " a poor 
sinner, just nothing at all," just as the God 
who made you sees you to be; then you will 
find the gate, not " ajar," as a certain hymn often 
sung puts it, as if some suspicious-looking person 
were outside, and we desired to keep him there— 
no, thank God, THE GATE STANDS WIDE OPEN FOR 
ALL WHO THUS COME. So we came, and so we 
found. 

And what was the first thing they gave us? 
They gave us that which we had sought in vain in 
the broad road—they gave us rest; rest of conscience, 
rest of heart, and a blessed "rest that remaineth," 
when the toils and sorrows of life are ended. This 
was the first precious gift. Then as we went along, 
although the way was narrow, we found it quiet, 
calm, peaceful. If storms gathered, there was 
always a safe shelter from the stormy wind and 
tempest; and when the sun's rays were hot, there 
were cool, shady nooks in which to find a resting-
place, green pastures in which to lie down, still 
waters by the side of which we might wander; and 
all along our journey the refreshing river of the 
water of life meandered brightly along, in which 
we might bathe our weary feet, or from which 
we might drink and thirst no more; and the 
further we went the brighter the way seemed to 
grow, and we knew and felt that it was leading 
us to the rest, the peace, the joy of Home. 
Oh, dear reader, you are in one of these roads : 
which is it ? Is it that which leadeth to destruc
tion ? If so, why go on any longer in it ? Why 
pursue a path which leads where you do not wish to 

go ? Make haste; turn back ! Seek the strait gate 
and the narrow way that lead to rest and home 
and to life eternal. 

And now whenever you go through the wide gate 
that leads into the broad, open field, think of the 
wide gate and the broad way and the sure and 
certain end thereof; and whenever you go through 
the little gate and up the narrow path that leads to 
your home, think of the strait gate and the narrow 
way that leadeth unto life eternal. 

" T w o gates, two ways, two paths for all, 
And all therein must g o ; 

Each soul on ear th is making choice 
O F L I F E OR E N D L E S S WOE. 

An open gate, a broadened way, 
An easy flow'ry p a t h ; 

And souls unwary throng therein, 
B U T OH, IT ENDS IN WRATH. 

A straitened gate, a narrow way, 
A pa th the saints have trod, 

A light to guide by night and clay, 
AND OH, IT LEADS TO G O D . " HOMELEIGH. 

THE PARTING WAYS. 
" For the King . . . stood at the parting of the way, at the 

head of the two ways."—Ezek. xxi. 21. 

BE F O R E my dwelling two ways meet 
Which lead to points which differ; 

Hence, how one turns important is 
For going where, or whither. 

Not less before our lives are there 
T h e parting ways outstanding, 

Upon the shores of bliss or woe 
The soul undying landing. 

Fas t travelling on, which path is ours— 
Before us what outspreading ? 

For endless destiny abides 
The path we're onward treading. 

The way of Wisdom pleasant is, 
And all her paths supernal ; 

The way of Folly knows no peace, 
And ends in woes eternal. 

How blest are they who wisely choose 
The path still upward tending, 

And all their powers, through good or ill, 
For God and glory spending. 

ALBERT MIDLANE. 

IN the first Epistle of Peter (iv. 5), we read that 
God is " ready to judge." Now this " ready " is 
just as true as that He is "ready to pardon"; 
may it be a warning voice to any who are un
prepared to meet God. Jesus is soon coming, 
and when He rises from His Father's throne the 
door of mercy and grace will be shut, and it will 
be too late to seek to enter; for we read, " Those 
that were ready went in with Him to the marriage 
and the door was shut" (Matt. xxv. 10). 
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YOUR FATHER KNOWETH. 
L. "Ware. 

By permission of JL L. ALLAS', Esq. 
J. S. 
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T H E W O R D O F 

T H E L O R D . 

SO M E m e n s e e m to 
t h i n k t h a t if t he 

Bible were de s t royed , 
i ts d e n u n c i a t i o n s of sin 
w o u l d b e f o r e v e r 
s i l enced , i t s p red ic t ions 
r e m a i n unfulfilled, a n d 
i ts j u d g m e n t s c o m e to 
n o u g h t . B u t if the 
mil l ions of cop ies which 
h a v e b e e n c i r cu l a t ed in 
t h e va r ious p a r t s of the 
globe cou ld b e g a t h e r e d 
a n d a h u g e bonfire 
m a d e of t h e m , t h e 
t r u t h s p r o c l a i m e d 
wou ld n o t b e affected 
o n e w h i t ; for " t hough 
h e a v e n a n d e a r t h 
shou ld p a s s a w a y , t h e 
W o r d of t h e L o r d en-
d u r e t h for e v e r . " 

Bu t G o d is n o re
s p e c t e r of p e r s o n s ; 
H i s W o r d is t r u t h — 
" s h a r p e r t h a n a n y two-
edged sword , p ie rc ing 
even t o t h e d iv id ing 
a s u n d e r of soul a n d 
spir i t , a n d of t h e jo in t s 
a n d m a r r o w , a n d is a 
d i s c e r n e r o f t h e 
t h o u g h t s a n d i n t e n t s 
of t h e h e a r t . " 

W e m a y ignore t he 
p r e c e p t s of t h e W o r d 
of G o d , a n d neglec t t he 
sa lva t ion which it offers 
to " w h o s o e v e r believ-
e th " ; we m a y close our 
e a r s to t h e voice of 
G o d , a n d even go a s 
far a s K ing J eho i ak im 
did, a n d in o u r r a g e cu t 
u p a n d b u r n i ts p re 
cious l eaves , th ink ing 
t h a t will e n d t h e mat 
te r : b u t t h e facts which 
the Book c o n t a i n s will 
r e m a i n u n a l t e r e d , a n d 
i ts p r o p h e c i e s will as
s u r e d l y b e fulfilled. 

L e t u s t a k e heed to 
i ts counse l s , a n d b e a r 
i ts r e p r o o f s ; let us 
obey i ts c o m m a n d s , 
a n d e n t e r i n t o t h e 
possess ion of t h e n u m 
ber l e s s b less ings which it ho lds out to the believing I our ways will b e ways of p l e a s a n t n e s s , a n d all ou r 
soul . So will o u r life overflow with joy a n d g ladness ; | p a th s will be peace . 

me : 
fall, 

3. Sweet to tell Him all He knoweth, 
Roll on Him the care, 

Cast upon Himself the burden 
That I cannot bear ; 

Then, without a care oppressing, 
Simply to lie still, 

Giving thanks to Him for all things, 
Since it is His will. 

, Oh, to trust Him, then, more fully I 
Just to simply move 

In the conscious, calm enjoyment 
Of the Father's love; 

Knowing that life's chequered pathway 
Leadeth to His rest, 

Satisfied the way He taketh 
Must be always best. 

The above Hymn is No. 329 in "Songs of Victory." The verses are exceedingly beautiful, and we 
are sure our readers will be pleased with the tune. It is a simple, tender melody. 
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* Jottings about tl>e Bible, g 

ITS P E R S O N A L CHARACTER. 
BY C. H. SPURGEON. 

THE Book speaks to men in all states and 
conditions before God. How it talks to 

sinners—talks, I say, for it puts it thus: " Come 
now, and let us reason together: though your sins 
be as scarlet, they shall be as white as snow; though 
they be red like crimson, they shall be as wool." 
It has many very tender expostulations for sinners. 
It bows itself to their condition and position. If 
they will not stoop to mercy, it shows, as it were, 
eternal mercy stooping to them. It talks of feasts 
of fat things, of fat things full of marrow ; and the 
Book, as it talks, reasons with men's hunger, and 
bids them eat and be satisfied. It speaks of 
garments woven in the loom of infinite wisdom 
and love; and so it talks to man's nakedness, 
and entreats him to be arrayed in the Divine 
righteousness. 

There is no person, in any condition, who may 
dare say that there is nothing in the Word of God 
to suit his case. If thou hast been a persecutor, 
Saul's history talks to thee; if thou hast greatly 
offended, David's repentance instructs thee ; if thou 
hast been a harlot or a thief, there are special 
instances recorded to meet thy case. In all con
ditions into which the sinner can be cast, there 
is a word that is spoken on purpose for him. 

And, certainly, when we become the children of 
God, the Book talks with us wondrously. In the 
family of heaven it is "The child's own Book." 
We no sooner know our Father than this dear 
writing comes to us as a love-letter from the far-off 
country, signed with our own Father's hand, and 
perfumed with His tender love. If we grow in 
grace, or if we backslide, in either case Scripture 
still talks with us. Whatever our position before 
the eternal God, the Book seems to be written on 
purpose to meet that position.—From The Talking 
Book. 

A B I B L E S T U D Y : T H E 
P O M E G R A N A T E . 

THOUGHTS that presented themselves, on first 
opening a pomegranate, in associating it with 

those on Aaron's robe—"and beneath upon the 
hem of it, thou shalt make pomegranates of blue, 
of purple, of scarlet" (Ex. xxviii. 33). 

I.—I see a multitude of white seeds lying in a 
crimson juice! The thought presented: "Unto 

Him that loved us, and washed us from our sins 
in His own blood . . . be glory " (Rev. i. 5. 6). 

" There is a fountain filled with blood, 
Drawn from Immanuel ' s veins ; 

And sinners plunged beneath that flood 
Lose all their guilty stains." 

II.—Each seed is attached by a separate cord 
to the heart of the pomegranate: " I have loved 
thee with an everlasting love, therefore with loving 
kindness have I drawn thee " (Jer. xxxi. 3). 

" I have a friend, Oh such a friend ! 
H e loved me ere I knew Him ; 

H e drew me with the cords of love, 
And thus H e bound me to Him. 

And round my heart still closely twine 
Those ties which nought can sever; 

For I am His, and H e is mine 
For ever and for ever." 

III.—When the pomegranate is closed the seeds 
are hidden : " Our life is hid with Christ in God " 
(Col. iii. 3). 

" One with Himself, I cannot die, 
I am the purchase of His blood ; 

My life is hid with Christ on high, 
Wi th Christ, my Saviour, and my God." 

IV .—"And they 
made upon the hem of 
the garment pome
granates of blue"— 
" p a r t a k e r s of the 
divine nature" (2 Pet. 
i. 4 ) ; "of purple"— 
"ye are . . . a royal 
priesthood" (1 Pet. ii. 
9 ) ; " o f scarlet— 
" brought nigh by the 
blood" (Eph. ii. 14). 

V .—"Thou shalt 
p hang on Him all the 

glory of His father's 
house" (Isa. xx. 24). 
" Whose house are we 

if we hold fast the confidence and the rejoicing 
of the hope firm unto the end "(Heb. iii. 6). 

"Glory , honour, praise, and power 
Be unto the Lamb for ever; 
Jesus Christ is my Redeemer, 
Hallelujah! Amen." E . A. H. 

A POMEGRANATi:. 

JOHN KNOX had a sore fight for an existence, 
wrestling with popes and principalities ; in defeat, 
contention, and life-long struggle; rowing as a 
galley-slave, wandering in exile. A sore fight; but 
he won it. "Have you hope?" they asked him in 
his last moment, when he could no longer speak. 
He lifted his hand, pointing upwards with his finger, 
and so died. 
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T H E C O N V E R S I O N OF M A N U E L 
MATAMOROS. 

DON MANUEL MATAMOROS Y GARCIA, 
a young Spanish officer, was born in Malaga 

in 1834. His father was a colonel in the artillery, 
and possessed property in the city and its environs, 
and, according to his wish, his son was to embrace 
the military career and study in the College of 
Toledo, which he did for three years after the 
death of his father. 

One evening, in the autumn of 1858, he was 
walking in the principal square of the city. For 
military men, specially, the fortifications possess 
great interest, but this young man was engrossed 
in other topics. He was a poet, and had composed 
some pieces which had been applauded in the 
theatre, and on this occasion he was preoccupied 
with the composition of a poem on a given subject 
which he had been requested to write. 

From his reverie he was suddenly roused by the 
church bell. It was sunset, and at this hour pious 
Romanists do not fail to recite the Ave Maria. 
His parents had inculcated great respect for religion, 
but on this occasion his literary preoccupations 
had the victory, and when the bell sounded for the 
second time he had not moved towards the church. 
The third and last bell, however, arrested him by 
its solemn sound, and he hastened to enter the 
church. 

What was his surprise and horror when he found 
that he had actually entered a Protestant church ! 

He had always entertained a great prejudice 
against Protestants, confounding them with the 
Jews, as most of his countrymen do, and consider
ing them as enemies of Christ. But what he now 
heard and saw changed the whole current of his 
thoughts—the simple fervent prayers in his own 
language, not in Latin; above all, the clear preach
ing of salvation through Jesus Christ alone, and 
the exhortation to study the Scriptures, which alone 
reveal the will of God for His creatures. 

He at once procured a New Testament, which 
he read all night, and when the cannon of the 
Rock announced the dawn of another day, the 
light of life had already shone in his heart, for he 
had taken the first step in " the path of the just, 
which shineth more and more unto the perfect 
day" (Prov. iv. 18). 

And there was joy in heaven (Luke xv. TO), for, 
"Thus saith the high and lofty One who inhabiteth 

eternity, . . . I dwell with him that is of a con
trite and humble spirit, to revive the spirit of the 
humble, and to revive the heart of the contrite 
ones" (Isa. lvii. 15). 

[The story of the " Life of Manuel Matamoros " 
is issued separately, with portrait, at 2d., post free 
3d.; 6 copies, is. 2d. It is a thrilling record of 
the faithful testimony of a brave and noble servant 
of Christ, who suffered imprisonment for the sake 
of the truth, and died for the cause of religious 
liberty in Spain. It can be obtained from the 
Publisher of " T H E SPRINC.INC; WELL."] 

T H E F I N G E R O F GOD. 

AWRITER tells how, during a season of revival, 
a friend was praying one evening for a certain 

unconverted neighbour. After this manner he 
prayed : " O Lord, touch that man with Thy finger; 
touch him with Thy finger, Lord." The petition 
was repeated with great earnestness, when something 
said to him, " Thou art the finger of God ! Hast 
thou ever touched this thy neighbour ? Hast thou 
ever spoken a single word to him on the question 
of salvation ? Go thou and touch that man, and 
thy prayer shall be answered." It was a Voice from 
the Throne. God's servant arose from his knees 
self-condemned. He had known the man as an 
impenitent for a quarter of a century, yet had uttered 
not a word of warning. Hundreds of opportunities 
had come and gone, but the supreme question of 
life had been set aside for such topics as "the 
weather," " the latest news," "politics," "trade," etc. 
His first duty as a Christian had been left undone. 

Is it not possible that the voice of God is speaking 
while we pray, saying, in effect, "Thou art the 
finger of God. Go thou and touch that man"? 
May we listen and obey that voice.! "Is not my 
word like as a fire ? saith the Lord; and like a 
hammer that breaketh the rock in pieces?" (Jer. 
xxiii. 29.) 

T U R N TO GOD TO-DAY. 

TURN to God," said a great teacher, "one 
day before your death." 

"But how," asked those who heard him, "can a 
man know the day of his death ? " 

"You cannot, and for that reason you should 
turn to God to-day." 

Almost every one expects to turn to God some 
day, but each day that goes by there is less reason 
to expect that they ever will do so. As old Fuller 
said in his quaint way : " Those who expect what 
in reason they cannot expect may expect." 
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LOADING SUGAR CANE IN BARBADOS. 

A REMARKABLE GOSPEL _.. I 
TOUR TO THE WEST INDIES. 

" f^ O ye into all the world and preach the 
v J Gospel to every creature." These were 

the wonderful words of our Lord before He left 
the earth. How many of His people are now 
obeying His command, and going forth to other 
lands, telling of the riches of His grace ? 

We attended an interesting missionary meeting 
recently, and the story told by two servants of the 
Lord of God's faithfulness and goodness to them 
during a Gospel journey of certainly ten thousand 
miles by land and sea filled us with exceeding 
thankfulness and praise. 

They were not two men that we should have 
yoked together, but God knew best, and He had 
chosen them for His own blessed purposes. One 
was a quiet, grave, earnest worker who had laboured 
for many years entirely in the Master's service; 
the other an energetic, zealous, impetuous preacher 
of the Gospel, one who, ordinarily engaged in 
business pursuits in London, felt with his com
panion called to go forth simply with the message 
of salvation for sinners and with the word of 
encouragement and cheer for God's people. 

And so they left Southampton in the autumn 
of last year, and crossed the boundless deep and 
reached the remarkable island of Barbados. There 
they were received most hospitably and tenderly 
by Christian friends, and very soon found oppor
tunities for service and innumerable open doors. 

To listen to the record of God's dealings with 
these two workers during their brief sojourn 
amongst these people was enough to thrill the 
soul of the most imperturbable. They came to 
hear the Gospel with the utmost eagerness. Some 
travelled long distances in order to be present, and 
the regular meeting-places were much too small to 
admit all who wished to hear, so much so that the 
sides of the rooms were removed and hundreds 

.....>M7---

stood around, and 
God so mightily 
owned the word that, 
as in apostolic days, 
numbers confessed 
Christ and were bap
tized in His Name. 

It is true that for 
"many years faithful 
men have testified in 
these regions, and 
there are those who 
are as steadfastly 
working there now; 
bu t no doubt the 
advent of these two 
b re th r en gave a 
stimulus andafervour 

that God abundantly owned. 
Then these workers went on to St. Vincent, 

another island about one hundred miles from 
Barbados. There precisely the same reception 
was accorded to them. Openings for preaching 
the word arose on every hand, and the same 
willingness to hear was apparent everywhere. The 
people are very poor. The terrible hurricane which 
caused such devastation impoverished them greatly; 
but no doubt this has thrown them more upon God, 
and made them more ready to listen to the word 
of truth. Then they passed on to St. Lucia, 
another island still farther westward, and after 
meeting there with Christian friends and exhorting 
them and encouraging them in the word of the 
Lord, they left for St. Kitts, a famous island of the 
Leeward group, and we can understand with what 

I great delight the Christian friends welcomed these 
two servants of God. It was the same story 
wherever they voyaged, the same thankfulness 
on the part of believers for the word ministered, 
and the same eagerness on the part of the unsaved 
to hear the Gospel. For two hours at a stretch 
the people would sit in the crowded meeting-places 
lislening to the Word of Life. 

Then they passed on to Trinidad, and afterwards 
to Demerara, the British colony on the mainland 
of South America. We have not space to tell 
all we heard of God's wonderful mercy to these 
two men—how He used them! how He helped 
them! how He gave them precious souls! But 
we do say it made us long for the privilege of 
going forth thus to tell the wonders of the 
Saviour's love. We remember one incident—how 
they voyaged 340 miles in a small schooner to 
reach one of the islands, and how amidst all the 
discomfort of such circumstances God blessed 
them to the sailors on board the ship. Ultimately 
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they returned to Barbados, and after a brief stay 
once more there with God's people, they left 
amidst the mingled sorrow and joy of hundreds 
who had assembled to witness their departure, and 
then, with their faces towards our own beloved 
land, and with God's protecting care round about 
them, homeward they came, and we heard them 
tell the story of wonderful mercy, and goodness, 
and blessing, with unbounded gratitude. 

" 'Tis Jesus, the First and the Last, 
Whose Spirit shall guide us safe home ; 
We' l l praise Him for all that is past, 
And trust Him for all that's to come." 

J OUR YOUNG PEOPLE'S PAGES. J 

T H E STORY OF JOHN N E W T O N 

A N D H I S NIECE.—V. 

DR. B E N A M O R , Eliza's kind doctor, who was 
himself an earnest Christian man, calling 

next day, found her again worse, and the change so 
great that he could not help showing his concern. 
Gazing into his face, she asked him to tell her what 
he thought. H e answered, " You are not so well 
as when I saw you on Saturday." " I trust all 
will be well soon," she said. Much happy talk 
followed, which the doctor afterwards put down in 
writing, but he lost the paper. 

The following day, Monday, October 3rd, she 
was in great pain, but her mind was peaceful. Her 
chief thought was for the feelings of her loved ones, 
who so tenderly watched by her bedside. 

On Tuesday she seemed about to pass away, 
and Mr. Newton said, " My dear, you are going to 
heaven, and I hope, by the grace of God, we in due 
time shall follow you." "She could not answer," 
he says, " but let us know that she attended to what 
I said by a gentle nod of the head and a sweet 
smile. I repeated to her many passages of Scripture 
and verses of hymns, to each of which she made 
the same kind of answer. Though silent, her looks 
were more expressive than words." 

On Wednesday, the day before her death, after 
warmly thanking the servants for all their care and 
kindness, she entreated the doctor to tell her how 
soon she would depart. " Are you in earnest, my 
d e a r ? " he said. " I n d e e d I am," she replied. 
H e then told her that she might be taken that 
evening. On hearing him say this, her face became 
bright with satisfaction, and her eyes sparkled with 
joy. " O H , THAT IS HOOP NEWS I N D E E D ! " she 

exclaimed. Soon after to a person who came into 
the room she said, " The doctor tells me I shall 
stay here but a few hours more." All the afternoon 
she seemed to be counting the time as the clock 
struck, and when it reached seven she said, 
" Another hour, and then !" 

Next morning, however, she still lingered, and 
her last day's testimony was the brightest of all. 
On being asked by the doctor how she was, she 
replied, " Truly happy, and, if this be dying, it is a 
pleasant thing to die." T o her uncle she said, 
" M y dear uncle, I would not change conditions 
with any person on earth. O H , HOW GRACIOUS IS 
THE LORD TO ME ! O H , WHAT A CHANGE IS BEFORE 
ME !" 

Being asked if she would wish to live, provided 
the Lord should restore her health, she said, " N o t 
for the world"; and later, " Not for a thousand 
worlds." The last time she was asked this question, 
however, she replied, " I DESIRE TO HAVE NO 
CHOICE." To her aunt she said, " Do not weep 
for me, my dear aunt, but rather rejoice and praise 
on my account.'' 

S H I N I N G FOR J E S U S . 

ELSIE LYLE took a journey by rail. As the 
train was starting her pastor said to her, 

" I am glad you have a holiday, and travelling 
gives a good opportunity to shine for Jesus." She 
wondered how in a railway carriage she could do 
anything for Jesus. In front of her was a poor 
woman, with three ragged, dirty children. They 
did not look very inviting, but she said, " I am one 
of Christ's disciples, and I must be careful how I 
treat one of His little ones." She read to them, 
and gave them some of her lunch, and was so 
occupied in entertaining them that she came to the 
end of her journey before she realised it. When 
she reviewed the day's work she said to herself, 
"Mr. Wardwellsaid travelling gave good opportunity 
to shine for Jesus, and I have not spoken a word 
for Christ all day." A few days later Mr. Ward-
well said to her, " Mr. Smith, the lawyer, who sat 
on the opposite side of the carriage you travelled 
in the other day, says he wishes to become a 
Christian. H e said, ' I travelled lately with Elsie 
Lyle, who had just confessed her love for Christ, 
and for a half-day she proved an angel of mercy to 
a worn-out mother and three fretful children, and 
never appeared to think of herself for a moment. 
What the Spirit of Christ has done for her I want 
done for me.' And the best of it all is, Elsie, he 
is now a Christian, and your shining light led him 
to Christ." 
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T H E COMING OF T H E LORD. 

WE propose to give again six prizes, three for 
Seniors and three for Juniors, for the best 

papers on " T H E PERSONAL RETURN OF 
CHRIST FOR HIS PEOPLE" : and also for 
the best list of Scripture texts on this subject, 
taken, for this competition onfy, from the Gospel of 
John, and from the Epistles to the Philippians, 
and from the I. and II. Thessalonians. 

The Seniors' Papers to be one page of foolscap. 
The Juniors' to consist of not more than 150 

words. 
The arrangement for the competition will be 

precisely the same as in the previous ones, particu
lars of which were given in the August issue of 
" T H E SPRINGING WELL " for 1898, and in January 
of the present year. 

OUR SEWING COMPETITION. 
M Y DEAR N I E C E S , 

Are you all ready to send in your work ? Time's 
u p ! I must have the garments that are for competition 
not a bit later than May gth, so that I can sort them, fix 
the prizes, and write my letter in good time for printing 
in the June " SPRINGING W E L L , " where you will then read 
which are the happy girls who are prize-winners. 

You must send off your parcels addressed : 
" A U N T A L I C E , " 

The Grange, 
Mansfield- Woodhouse. 

And be sure you do not forget to give me your name, 
address, age, and a statement that you have done all the 
work yourself. 

Any girls, or other kind friends, who like to send a 
contribution to our bale of clothing for the poor, may be 
assured we shall be very pleased to receive such, for the 
relief work in Barbados has not by any means met the 
great need of the poor sufferers from that awful hurricane. 

I have been thinking, dear girls, how pleasant it is to 
win a prize, and wondering how many of my nieces are 
pressing forward, running as hard as they can " for the 
prize of the high calling of G o d " that Paul writes of in 
Phil . iii. After all, it is of very little moment whether we, 
win any earthly prize or not- - w e can keep things here 
for so short a time at longest—but that which Paul was 
" reaching forth after," how well worth the winning! " I 
therefore so run, not as uncertainly " (1 Cor. ix. 26), " that 
I may win Christ!" Are you in the running for that 
prize ? It is not always easy work: it entails much self-
denial, but H e is, o h ! so worthy, and while our eyes are 
" looking off unto Jesus," we can " run with patience the 
race which is set before us " (Heb. xii. 1,2). 

I will tell you a story of a dear little niece of mine, t h a t 
this makes me think of. Last winter she went with her 
mother for change of air to a pretty place in Scotland. 
Everything was very nice, and a very pleasant time they 
had of it. But there was one thing " Wee Pe t " did not 

like, and that was a horrid, winding staircase, which she 
had to come down in the mornings. I t was very dark, 
and she felt it was very unsafe and disagreeable. The 
little lassie gripped tight hold of mother ' s hand, and 
" M o t h e r , " she said, " i f I didn' t keep thinking of the 
porridge waiting at the end, I wouldn't dare come down 
these steps at all ! " 

Now, what have you got " waiting at the end " of the 
path you are treading ? 

" For surely there is an end (or reward, margin), and 
thine expectation shall not be cut off" (Prov. xxiii. 18). 

Always your loving 
AUNT ALICE. 

OUR LEPER FUND. 
W E are greatly encouraged in our efforts on behalf of this 
beneficent work. God is blessing the work abundantly. 
W e have intensely interesting tidings from Calicut and 
other asylums, which we have been prevented from 
inserting this month through want of space; but we have 
a photograph of Calicut ready for insertion in our next 
number, please God, and shall then give information 
concerning the spiritual work, & c , amongst the inmates. 
W e are grateful to many friends for their kind and cheer
ing letters, and for the folio-wing generous donations :— 

£ s. d. 
Mrs. W. R., West Cowes o 2 2 
L. B. G., "N i t za , " Aberdeen o 10 o 
N. M. P. , Gloucestershire 0 1 0 
Two Friends at Clapham o 15 o 
Anon., Kingsland-road, Bristol ... 1 o o 
" Rob Roy," Boston, Mass 2 o o 
F rom Believers a t Odiham (per Mr. 

Albert Terry) 2 0 0 
Mrs. F . J. E., Wingham, Ont 0 5 0 
R. H., Timaru, New Zealand 1 o o 

FREE DISTRIBUTION FUND. 
W E venture to appeal to our readers to help us to supply 
" The Open Air Mission " with ten thousand copies of our 
paper for distribution at races and other places where 
men largely congregate. W e have an earnest request for 
quantities for the work of the Mission during the season 
which is now just opening. If four friends would con
tribute £2 10s. each we should be able at once to place 
the above-mentioned supply at the disposal of the Society. 
At the Derby, Ascot, and other races, the members find 
such Gospel literature eagerly accepted, and God's bless
ing can be counted upon in its circulation. W e thank
fully acknowledge the following amounts :— 

£ s- d-
L. B. G., " N i t z a , " Aberdeen o 10 o 
R. H., Timaru, New Zealand 1 0 0 

I S " A L L communications for the Editor, to be addressed 
to the care of Mr. A L F R E D H O L N E S S , 14, Paternoster Row, 
London. 

T h e original articles are copyright, and must not be 
reprinted without permission. 

True and original Gospel stories and incidents suitable 
for our pages will be welcomed by the Editor, and also any 
suggestions likely to render •• T H E SPRINGING W E L L " 
increasingly useful. 
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or Waters that foil not. 

T H E OLD ACTOR'S 
STORY. 

IT was very early one 
lovely spring morning 

that I entered a London 
suburban park. The sun 
had just risen, sending its 
glowing, golden light all 
around. Birds innumer
able were busy building 
their nests or singing melo
diously, as if in praise for 
the newly-awakened day. 
Splendid old oak trees, 
planted, as they were, in 
the days when a Stuart 
reigned in this land, rose 
proudly here and there, and 
a lake, quiet, calm, and 
very lovely, occupied almost 
the centre of the scene. 

The grass, in perfect 
living greenness, spread out 
over a considerable space, 
like a well-ordered lawn, 
and the shrubs and flowers, 
so luxuriant and pleasing, 
completed a charming 
picture. The lark— 
" Bird of the wilderness, 

Blithesome and cumberless," 

whose song, as expressed in 
the line, "Sweet be thy matin 
o'er moorland and lea," is 
generally associated with 
country life,lifted up its tune
ful note far away in the deep 
blue sky, and I watched him 
as he ascended higher and 
higher, as if to pipe his lay 
at the very gate of heaven. 
Strangers would hardly be
lieve it possible that there 
could be such a delightful and yet sequestered spot 
so near to the very heart of the mighty metropolis. 

* * * * * * 

It was an opportunity for quiet thought and 
peaceful reflection, and as I rested on a seat, 
surrounded by all this loveliness, my heart thrilled 
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with thanksgiving and praise to God, whose very 
presence I powerfully realised. 

How long I had been thus seated I cannot tell, 
when there approached a fine-looking elderly man. 
When he came near I noticed him particularly, 
and was attracted by his remarkable face and 
figure. To my great surprise he paused when he 
reached me, and after a moment's hesitation 
occupied the other extremity of the seat upon 
which I sat. 

We observed the rule so characteristic of 
Englishmen, and remained absolutely silent for 
some time, when a simple incident occurred which 
led to results, the full issue of which may only be 
known in eternity, for, just as I prepared in my 
mind to leave, without even a simple recognition 
of my companion, two magnificent blackbirds flew 
down almost to our feet, and began to fight so I 
fiercely that I had to interpose to separate the sturdy 
combatants. The battle was so vigorous and the 
sight so unusual, that the old man expressed his 
wonder, and manifested much pleasure at my 
interposition. 

Then we began to speak about * many things : 
the freshness and delight of the morning; the 
charm of the park, and the power and mind 
we had to appreciate it all. Then we touched 
upon other topics, and I was interested to find 
my friend so intelligent and well instructed in 
many matters in which I took unbounded 
delight. 

The time, however, was passing on, and I knew 
it was necessary that I should soon leave and 
resume the ordinary activities of the day; but the 
thought came to me like a flash of lightning, 
What about this good man's soul ? Have you not 
a word to speak to him about his eternal welfare ? 
and then I turned my heart to the Lord, and said 
to Him, " O Lord, teach me what to say." And 
instantly there came into my mind a strange verse 
in God's Word, which says : " The whole creation 
groaneth and travaileth in pain together until now " 
(Rom. viii. 22), and I said to my friend, " Ah, sir, 
this scene is very beautiful, but what think you of 
that day which is surely coming, when even God's 
creation will truly manifest the glories of Him, 
who once died for sinners, and when even such an 
occurrence as we have witnessed between those two 
birds will be utterly impossible ? " 

These words appeared to arouse my companion's 
curiosity; but I found he had no true apprehension 
of their significance. However, it gave me the 
desired opportunity to tell him as quietly and 
earnestly and tenderly as I could the only way of 
salvation. I spoke of a guilty world; of a God 
who is holy and just. I pointed out how He must 

judge sin, and how He did so in the Person of 
Jesus Christ, His Son. Just rapidly I spoke of 
His unparalleled life and ministry upon earth, and 
of His death and shame and agony on Calvary's 
tree. I pointed him to the Saviour, now the risen, 
exalted, the glorified One at God's right hand, 
and told him that because of Christ's WORK God 
can now righteously save and bless the greatest 
sinner that ever trod this earth; and I tried to make 
him understand the transcendently glorious fact 
that the full results of the death of Christ will be 
comprehended, when it is recognised that the day 
will surely dawn when the very creation will own 
His Lordship and dwell under His beneficent 
sway, and the words so often sung will be fulfilled 
when 

" He'll bid the whole creation smile 
And hush its groan." 

I am afraid I gave a rather long address when 
I once began, but he seemed to listen with 
interest and with the closest attention, and I 
concluded by stating that if he, now a sinner by 
nature, just yielded his soul to God and believed 
in his heart on Christ, who died upon the cross, 
he might there and then LITERALLY LEAP INTO 
LIFE AND LIBERTY. 

I had no sooner uttered this last sentence than 
the old man arose, and, with energetic action and 
intense earnestness, confronting me, said, " I can
not believe that, sir! No, no ! That may be true 
for others, but it certainly is not true for me. 
c Literally leap into life and liberty!'" and his 
countenance flashed with apparent scorn. " Oh, 
no ! that cannot be," he continued; " there may 
be those of whom it might be true, but not such as 
I am and have been. Why, sir, my very profession 
forbids it." 

" I know not what your profession may be, 
my friend," I added; "but this I know, that 
God, for Christ's sake, has forgiven me, not by 
works of righteousness which I have done, BUT IN 
THE SOLITARY MAJESTY OF H l S OWN MARVELLOUS 
GRACE ; and, believe me, sir, that whatever may 
have been your past history or may be your 
present profession in life, if you come to Christ 
a poor, ruined, unworthy, lost, and helpless 
sinner, ; He will save you, and you may, as I 
ventured to put it, * LITERALLY LEAP INTO LIFE 
AND LIBERTY.'" 

It was strange, but I noticed the old man 
exhibited evident emotion as I repeated these 
words. He held out his hand and grasped mine, 
and was visibly affected. I spoke kindly to him. 
I promised, if he desired, I would see him again; 
but he said, "Sir, I suppose you are a minister, 
and it is all easy for you, but you don't know what 
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I have been, or what I am ; the fact is, I am an 
actor by profession, and all my life has been spent 
upon the stage. You do not know the difficulties 
and the temptations we have there to meet, and 
how it seems utterly impossible to be a true 
Christian under such circumstances, but I had a 
praying mother. What you have said made me 
think of her. Oh! how she used to pray for me, 
and sometimes even now I have been led to 
think about these things. Not long since I heard 
the words by Britain's famous bard, who wrote 
about 

' Those holy fields, 
Over whose acres walked the blessed feet, 
Which, fourteen hundred years ago, were nailed 
For our advantage to the bitter cross,' 

and they fairly startled me, for that WONDERFUL 
PERSON, JESUS CHRIST of Galilee, came vividly 
into my mind even during the play, and I thought, 
if it be possible that all that is written and spoken 
about Him and His death be true, what about my 
own eternal destiny ? And it is to me, sir, still more 
strange that I should meet you here this morning 
and be talking to you like this, for some people 
seem to imagine that we are all so very bad because 
of our profession. But, sir, I have been ill, and had 
it not been for the generous help of many of my 
colleagues, I might have been in want; but, would 
you believe it, the other day when I was so ill that 
I thought indeed I was about to go 

To that bourne, 
From whence no traveller returns, 

one of our ladies came to see me, and sat by my 
bedside, and she prayed for me. Her prayer made 
me think of the long, distant past, for the words 
were exactly like those my beloved parent used to 
say. She said she was taught them when a child. 
Do you know I never felt anything more intensely 
in my life than when that young girl bent her 
knees to pray for me. It was many a long year 
since any one had done that, and there was she 
praying for me I Then she added, 

" l Our Father who art in heaven, 
Hallowed be Thy name, 
Thy kingdom come, 
Thy will be done on earth as it is done in 

heaven.' 
" I followed her with the words, and she seemed 

to feel them so that it made the great tears well up 
from my heart, and we both wept together. She 
was a kind little lady, sir, and, oh, may God bless 
and preserve her from all the evil by which day by 
day her fair form is surrounded! Before she 
left she read to me. It was in the Prayer Book 
she brought but she said it was the same as it is 
in the Bible I cannot remember all the words, 

but I knew it was the place where it speaks of 
Moses lifting up the serpent in the wilderness, and 
when you used that sentence, 'literally leap into 
life and liberty,' it made me recall one verse she 
read, which said, * HE THAT BELIEVETH ON THE 
SON HATH EVERLASTING LIFE.' Oh, sir," the old 
fellow pathetically added, " how I wish all this 
blessing could be mine, but it is quite impossible 
in my profession." 

Only a few more words passed between us. I 
simply assured him that I was not a "minister" 
in the sense in which he used the term ; but I 
explained that every Christian is, or ought to be, a 
minister or servant of Christ, and that I, although 
only just an ordinary business man, had no greater 
joy in life than to be able to tell even to such as 
he, no matter what his sphere or occupation in life 
might be, of the peerless Christ who came " to 
seek and to save that which was LOST." I had 
been so absorbed in his story that I entirely 
forgot even to ask his name or abode. How
ever, before I left I gave him my address, and 
said, " Now, sir, if ever you would like to see me 
again, and especially if you ever know the blessing 
(and God grant you may) of which we have been 
speaking, will you just send to me, and I will come 
wherever you may be." 

Once more he grasped my hand and bade me 
farewell. I hastened home, and he slowly walked 
in the opposite direction, and as I passed through 
the gates of the beautiful park I turned to watch 
him, and there in the distance the old man stood 
still with his hand uplifted saluting me, and I passed 
on praising God that He had permitted me to 
have such an inspiring soul-cheering interview in 
the early hours of such a glorious spring morning. 

* * * * * :!: 
" In the morning s"ow thy seed, and in the 

evening withhold not thine hand, for thou knowest 
not whether shall prosper, either this or that, or 
whether they shall both be alike good." This is 
the way the Scripture runs, and I believe there is 
hardly a worker who has not at some time or 
other in his service for God experienced its truth. 
It may have been only a faltering message, 
only a simple text, but the Holy Ghost was pleased 
to plant it in good ground, and it produced fruit to 
God's eternal glory. This is the simple way in 
which rest has been brought to many a poor, weary 
heart along life's troubled pathway. 

Time appears in London to pass so swiftly: 
the days and months and years go by, and in 
the hurry of life we take hardly any note of it. 
Thrice had springtime come and gone, and I had 
never seen or heard of my old friend; and yet 
occasionally I thought of him, and felt convinced 

s 2 
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that I should yet hear of blessing as a result of 
the singular interview with him. 

One evening, however, when I happened to be 
close to the spot where the incident occurred, the 
old actor came most vividly before my soul. I 
just pictured him as I formerly saw him, and 
remembered how he declared it was impossible for 
one in his profession to " LEAP INTO LIFE AND 
LIBERTY." Perhaps I had not hitherto followed 
up with prayer for him the impressions made; but 
as I walked the quiet aspiration of my soul went 
up. My desires scarcely needed language, for 
God knows and God understands even the deep 
longings of the soul 

" Uttered or unexpressed." 
No Gabriel might have been sent, as when Daniel of 
old prayed away in Babylon yonder; but neverthe
less it is the same wonderful God who still answers 
prayer, for certainly, "at the beginning," of my 
" supplications the commandment came forth" 
(Dan. ix. 23). On the morrow when I opened my 
letters I was surprised to find amongst them one 
which for a moment perplexed me. It simply 
conveyed a request that, if convenient, I should 
visit a person whose name I did not know, and 
whose abode was in a different part of London 
from my own. The letter had clearly been written 
just about the time when on the previous evening 
I was thinking of my old friend, and it instinctively 
occurred to me that the note was penned on his 
behalf. I therefore chose, in accordance with my 
promise, an early opportunity to call, and there 
sure enough I met the old man. 

The readers of this story will understand that it 
was no ordinary reunion. I had felt persuaded 
it was in connection with eternal things the old 
actor had desired to see me, and so it proved to 
be. He was strangely altered since I last saw 
him. There was the sharply-defined profile and 
shapely form, but he was manifestly weak, and 
looked like a man whose course, on earth, was 
nearly run. He occupied a very comfortable 
apartment, and rose to receive me with the utmost 
courtesy and with unmistakable pleasure. 

After just a simple interchange of greetings, he 
seemed eager to begin to speak to me, and ex
claimed, " I know it now, sir. I understand it 
perfectly; for what do you think? I HAVE LITERALLY 
LEAPED INTO LITE AND LIBERTY. I will te l l yOU 
how it came about," and he laughed joyously as 
he spoke. " I have longed to do so; but have 
not been well enough to see you until now." 

I expressed the satisfaction I felt to hear the 
assurance as to his conversion, and said how glad 
I should be to listen to his story. So he continued : 

"After I saw you that morning I never forgot 

those words ; wherever I went they came up before 
me. Sometimes I thought they would sound so 
well upon the stage. ' LITERALLY LEAP INTO LIFE 
AND LIBERTY.' I liked the ring of them; but I 
could not get hold of the solemn importance that 
you attached to them when you used them. How
ever, instead of getting stronger I became physically 
prostrate, and was quite unable to continue my 
engagements. My company was so kind to me 
and provided for me, and have kept me and cared 
for me ever since. I told you about the lady who 
prayed with me. She has left the profession, and 
is now married, but she often comes to see me, and 
we read together, and now I can perfectly compre
hend what you told me, that I could only be saved 
through the atoning sacrifice of Jesus Christ, the 
Son of God, who died on the cross of Calvary 
eighteen hundred years ago. This is how it hap
pened. I was very, very ill, and my landlady thought 
I was about to die, so one day she spoke to a good 
old missionary who visits in this district, and he 
came and prayed for me. Oh, I never shall forget 
his first prayer. He asked God, just as you ex
plained, that I might come as a lost and ruined 
sinner to Christ, who alone could give pardon and 
peace, and then he read to me and, would you 
believe it, sir, he read the very same words as my 
young lady friend, about Moses lifting up the 
serpent in the wilderness, and again I heard the 
words, * He that believeth on the Son HATH ever
lasting life.' But more wonderful still, sir, he leant 
over me and put his mouth close to my ear, for, as 
he told me afterwards, he thought I was passing 
into eternity, and with a voice that thrilled me with 
its quiet power and earnestness, he whispered, 
1 H E THAT HEARETH MY WORD, AND BELIEVETH 
ON HIM THAT SENT ME, HATH EVERLASTING 
LIFE, AND SHALL NOT COME INTO CONDEMNATION; 
BUT I S PASSED FROM DEATH UNTO LIFE.' DO 
you know, sir, there flashed through my soul, as 
if it were an arrow from the very quiver of God 
Himself, the mighty truth of eternal life through 
faith in Christ. I recalled your words, and as the 
sentence ' is passed from death unto life ' fell upon 
my ears, I did, sir, through the grace of God, 
literally LEAP INTO LIFE .AND LIBERTY, and ever 
since I have enjoyed peace, perfect peace, with God 
through Jesus Christ my Lord." 

It needed no great assurance that the old actor 
had really "passedfrom death unto life" The serenity 
and calm of his countenance told the story that, 
whereas once his heart was filled with trouble and 
distrust, now 

•' Peace like an even river flowed, 
And mercy like a flood." 

" It was remarkable," the old man said : " but 
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as soon as I was saved I began to get better. 
Sometimes," he added, "sometimes when I am 
so weak the devil comes and tells me that after all 
I am not saved, that it is all a delusion, and that 
I have been too great a sinner for such to be the 
case; but do you know, God's word then always 
comes into my mind, ' H E THAT HEARETH . . . 
HATH/ and that HATH settles it, for the tempter 
leaves me. Besides, my good friend the missionary 
gave me a card, and there it is on the wall, and it 
has been a great blessing when my soul has been 
cast down." 

The old man turned to the card across the room, 
and with clear and beautiful enunciation repeated 
the verse 

"WHAT TIME I AIM AFRAID, I WILL 
TRUST IN THEE " (Psalm lvi. 3), 
which formed the headline of Paul Gerhardt's noble 
hymn, 

"The Song in the Day of the East Wind." 
Is God for me ? I fear not, though all against me rise ; 

(Rom. viii.) 
W h e n I call on Christ, my Saviour, the host of evil flies. 

(Ps. xci. 10) 
My Friend—the Lord Almighty, and He who loves me— 

"God ! (Rom. vii. 39) 
W h a t enemy shall harm me, though coming as a flood ? 

(Isa. lix. 19) 
I know it—I believe it—I say it fearlessly— (Eph. i. 4) 
Tha t God, the Highest, Mightiest, for ever loveth me. 

(Jer. xxxi. 3) 
At all times, in all places, H e standeth at my side; 

(Phil. iv. 3) 
H e rules the battle's fury, the tempest, and the tide. 

(Matt. viii. 26) 

A rock that stands for ever is Christ my Righteousness, 
(r Cor. i. 30) 

And there I stand unfearing in everlasting bliss; 
(2 Thess. ii. 16) 

No earthly thing is needful to this my life from Heaven, 
(Col. iii. 3, 4) 

And nought of love is worthy, save that which Christ has 
given— (1 Cor. xiii.) 

Christ, all my praise and glory, my light, most sweet and 
fair ; (1 Cor. i. 31) 

The ship in which He saileth is scatheless everywhere; 
(1 Cor. iii. 22) 

In Him I dare be joyful as a hero in the war, (Phil. iv. 4) 
The judgment of the sinner affrighteth me no more. 

(Rom. viii. 1) 

I was about to leave when a gentle knock came 
at the door, and the old missionary entered. It 
was a joyous meeting, for we found we were not 
strangers, but had laboured together a little in the 
Master's service years before. Then heaven came 
down into that little room. God, by His Spirit, 
was there; we felt His holy presence as we 
bowed our knees together in prayer, and lifted 
up our hearts in grateful praise to the God of all 
grace, who had saved the old actor, and had given 
him to worship and adore the Christ who loved 
him and gave Himself for him. We were full of 
rejoicing, and the Lord's words came home to our 
hearts, " H e that reapeth receiveth wages, and 
gathered fruit unto life eternal: that both he that 
soweth and he that reapeth MAY REJOICE TO
GETHER." The " seed sown " in the early morning 
in the park had brought forth fruit which the good 
missionary had "reaped," and therefore we did 
indeed " rejoice together " to the praise and glory 
of our God. 

Oh, Christian brother or sister, work on for the 
blessed Master ! " In the morning sow thy seed, 
and in the evening withhold not thine hand; for 
thou knowest not whether shall prosper, either 
this or that, or whether they both shall be alike 
good " (Eccles. xi. 6). 

G. A. 

Sow in the morn Thy seed, 
At eve hold not thine hand ; 

To doubt and fear give thou no heed, 
Broadcast it o'er the land. 

Thou know'st not which may thrive, 
The late or early sown; 

Grace keeps the chosen germ alive, 
When and wherever strown. 

And duly shall appear, 
In verdure, beauty strength, 

The tender blade, the stalk, the ear, 
And the full corn at length. 

Thou canst not toil in vain ; 
Cold, heat, and moist, and dry, 

Shall foster and mature the grain 
For garners in the sky. 
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H I N T S ON » T H E G O S P E L OF 
GOD." 

P.Y H. v. \v. 
I. THE UNCHANGEABLENESS OF THE GOSPEL. 

THESE lines are addressed to workers for God 
in His gospel. Whether preachers, teachers, 

or visitors, we are all workers, and are entrusted 
in our degree, as stewards, with the truth in order 
that we may communicate it to others. As we 
can only give what we personally have, it is most 
important that we have a sound understanding of 
the gospel. God has made His truth the power 
workers are to use for Him, and it has "pleased God 
by the foolishness of the preaching to save them 
that believe" (i Cor. i. 21). Hence it is our duty to 
seek the teaching of His Holy Spirit, that we may 
better know what "the preaching"—the subject 
matter of the gospel preached—really is. 

In the hints about to be offered, first there 
presses upon us the solemn reality of enforcing 
upon our own hearts | 

The Unchangeableness of the Gospel 
of God, 

The Gospel of God was given to the apostle 
" by the revelation of Jesus Christ" (Gal. i. 12). It is 
not the gospel of a church, or school of thought, 
but the good news of God Himself to men. Its 
subject matter is "concerning His Son Jesus Christ 
our Lord " (Rom. i. 3), and all men are bound to 
obey it (verse 5). In it God declares His righteous
ness (verse 17), and it is God's own power to the 
salvation of every human being who believes it 
(verse 16). 

As we realise these things, we understand the 
reason for the awful denunciation upon such as 
preach any other gospel than it. " Though we, 
or an angel from heaven, preach any other gospel 
unto you," said Paul the Apostle to the Galatian 
churches, " than that which we have preached unto 
you, let him be accursed " (Gal. i. 8). It is traitorship 
to God to declare as His good news any other 
than His truth, and every worker for God in His 
gospel is therefore under the most solemn obli
gation to God, faithfully and loyally to make His 
good news known, and not to distribute, or ally 
himself with the distribution of, a gospel different 
from God's. Divine Truth and Divine Authority 
are not regarded in our day as they should be, and 
the force of the apostolic " Let him be accursed " 
may be nearer to our doors than we expect. 
However, 
The Gospel of God is specific and definite. 

Such is it in itself, and what it is the revelation 
of God teaches. We, as exponents of it, may be 

feeble and immature, and yet in heart be loyal to 
it. Still, we should seek according to our measure 
to be well acquainted with it, and in declaring it, 
we should act on the principle that whatever we do 
for God should be done to the best of our powers. 
Hence we should study God's word, and pray that 
the Holy Spirit may be indeed our Guide and 
Teacher. 

There are certain parts of the New Testament 
which are chiefly devoted to the unfolding of the 
gospel. For example, its broad outline is laid 
down in the first eight chapters of the Epistle to 
the Romans. By reading these chapters straight 
through again and again, in dependence upon 
God, we gain a good insight into it. 

Chapters three to five inclusive of the 2nd 
Epistle to the Corinthians should also be earnestly 
read. We suggest not lingering over a difficult 
verse so much as seeking to gain the sense of the 
whole passage. 

In like manner the whole of the Epistle to the 
Galatians should be studied. It is a controversial 
epistle, and we all need to be well versed in the 
matter of the controversy, which caused the early 
churches of Galatia to forsake their obedience to 
the truth (chapter v. 7 V Also we learn by the 
epistle that God's way of meeting error is for His 
servants to announce and enforce the truth attacked. 

The three portions mentioned give a comprehen
sive view of the Gospel of God. 

In the Epistle to the Romans the guilt of man 
is proved first (read to end of verse 19, chapter iii.); 
then to man guilty the righteousness of God is 
displayed, in God justifying the ungodly through 
the redemption that is in Christ Jesus (read to 
end of chapter iii.). God further shows that His 
way of old ever was to justify the sinner who 
believes Him ; and that His present way is to justify 
those who believe, and who, as a consequence, have 
peace with Him through our Lord Jesus Christ. 
And not only have they peace, but they also joy in 
God (read chapter iv. and to verse 11 of chapter v.). 
If we can declare the message on these lines, how 
we should thank God for the privilege every time 
we do so ! Perhaps after our work is over for the 
day, we feel we have done very badly and made 
mistakes, perhaps we are consciously very stupid, 
or we are weary; still, never let us omit to fall upon 
our knees and to bless God for allowing us to tell 
out His gospel. 

We do not enlarge on the gospel in the Epistle 
to the Romans, but give a hint on the chapters 
selected in the 2nd Epistle to the Corinthians. In 
some respects these are more difficult than those in 
the Epistle to the Romans. The intrinsic glory of 

I the gospel (read chapter iii. verses 7 to 16. and 
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chapter iv. verses 3 to 7 inclusive) is divinely set 
forth in this part of the epistle. It is a great power 
in the worker when the glory of the gospel fills his 
soul. Also the glorying of the worker in the gospel 
is finely shown in verses 14 to 17 of chapter ii. 
Paul the prisoner was really Paul the triumphant. 
Man might load him with chains; God led him 
as a conqueror through the world. To the Romans 
Paul said, " I am not ashamed of the gospel" 
(Rom. i. 16), neither is any one ashamed of it who 
knows that it is the power of God unto salvation 
to every one who believes. We require not only 
to understand the gospel; we need to be filled with 
its glory if we would be effective workers in it. 

A hint on the gospel as set forth in the epistle 
to the churches of Galatia shall conclude this 
paper. The epistle is largely controversial, as 
has been observed. Suppose we take the stand
point occupied by St. Paul when he wrote it. 
First, he would exalt God's gospel in the churches 
at the expense, if necessary, of putting down 
the greatest of men (see chapter i. verses 5, 7, 8; 
ii. 4 to 14; iv. 16 ; vi. 12 to 14). Next, he would 
deliver the churches to whom he wrote from the 
shame and misery of the false gospel they were 
receiving (see chapter iii. 1 to 4; iv. 9 to n , 20; 
v. 1 to 7). In many parts of our country at the 
present time this controversial epistle is most deeply 
necessary. Let us seek the yearning spirit of the 
apostle, so that we may really help the people of God 
entangled by the doctrine of justification by works. 
To rebuke a St. Peter, a man must be a St. Paul; but 
to help an entangled saint of God, a man need be no 
more than a child who unties a knot the strong man 
cannot reach. We require a tender and a loving 
spirit in order to help God's people, and if our con
troversy is based upon the glory of God and love to 
His people, we may hope it will be gracious. Harsh 
and bitter denunciations do not win men's hearts. 
Of necessity, the knife of the surgeon inflicts pain; 
but the spiritual surgeon in the church of God 
should resemble those doctors whose hands are 
skilful and firm, while their hearts are tender and 
gentle. 0 

A POOR NEGRO'S T E S T I M O N Y . 

I ENTERED the ship ' Salvation' thirty years 
ago," said he, " and I am noways tired now. 

The Lord has been very good to me. The Lord has 
delivered me out of all my afflictions. When I was 
hungry, He fed me; when I was naked, He clothed 
me ; when I was sick, He healed me; and when I 
was in trouble, He comforted me. Oh, what would 
the world be without my Saviour! Had I a 
thousand tongues, I could not speak enough in 
my Redeemer's praise." 

1 OUR BIBLE PORTION. | 

" T H E COMING OF T H E LORD 
D R A W E T H N I G H " 

(Jas. v. 8). 

WE beg your most earnest consideration of 
what we now place before you. Search 

the Scriptures, and see if these things are so. 
The Lord Jesus may come this year, He may 

come this very day ! " For yet a little while, and 
He that shall come will come, and will not tarry " 
(Heb. x. 37). 

The Lord mil first come to the air and will take 
His own out of the world, to be with Himself for 
ever; afie?tva7'ds the Lord will come with clouds to 
the earth, accompanied by His own and His holy 
angels. When the Lord comes to the air 

He will raise up all the dead in Christ, 
and change all the living saints, and take them 
to glory. His coming will be in a moment, not 
necessarily ushered in by great events on the earth, 
as will be the case when He comes with clouds to 
the earth. 

And the Lord will first 
Raise the dead in Christ. 

The Lord will awake all whom He has put to 
sleep. "The Lord Himself shall descend from 
heaven with a shout, with the voice of the arch
angel, and with the trump of God; and the dead 
in Christ shall rise first" (1 Thess. iv. 16). 
Then those who are alive, and remain upon the 
earth, shall be changed, and shall be caught up, 
together with the raised saints, to " meet the Lord 
in the air" (1 Thess. iv. 17). 

Caught up without dying. 
" We shall not all sleep [die], but we shall all be 

changed, in a moment, in the twinkling of an eye " 
(1 Cor. xv. 51, 52). The Lord will "change our 
vile body that it may be fashioned like unto His 
glorious body " (Phil. iii. 21). Made glorious like 
the glorified Christ, all His own shall see Him face 
to face, and so shall enter 

His eternal home. 
The Lord will take His own home to His 

Father's house, to the special place prepared for 
them (John xiv. 2, 3). And so they shall "ever 
be with the Lord" (1 Thess. iv. 17). 

Some day, some blessed day, I know 
I'll find the loved of long ago ; 
And learn how much to Christ I owe, 

Some day, some blessed day. 
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T H E L A N D OF T H E A S S Y R I A N ; 

or, T h e Cradle of the Na t ions .—VI . 

THE modern town of Mosul is situated on the 
right bank of the Tigris, about 220 miles W.N. W. 

of Bagdad, and the average width of the river at 
this spot is about 200 yards. On the opposite 
bank, standing due north and south of each other, 
on a level tract, are two huge, shapeless mounds, 
called respectively Kouyunjik and Nebbi-Yunis, 
after the villages on or near them. 

High above the rest, in solitary grandeur, soars 
the mountain form of the Birs Nimroud—the 
shapeless ruin, lightning scathed and tempest riven, 
of the mighty fane which Nebuchadnezzar reared 
upon the tapering base of BabePs ancient Tower, 
perpetuating a monument of human pride and folly. 

O N THK T I G R I S NEAR M O S U L . 

About fourteen miles N.E. of Mosul is the 
mound of Khorsabad, and about eight miles S.S.E. 
of Mosul lies the great mound of Nimroud. A 
fourth mound, Karamles, is as far north from 
Nimroud as Khorsabad is from Mosul, but this 
latter has hitherto been only slightly examined. 

Mr. Layard thought that by taking these four 
great mounds as the corners of a square enclosing 
the site of Nineveh, the four sides will correspond 
pretty accurately with the sixty miles—the 480 
stadia—of Diodorus Siculus, and the three days' 
journey of the prophet Jonah. Mr. Bonomi, 
however, who has thoroughly studied the subject, 
is of a different opinion, and whilst concurring in 
the surmise that Khorsabad, Kouyunjik, and 
Karamles are within the boundary, strongly sup
ports the supposition that Nimroud, instead of 
belonging to Nineveh, is really the Resen of 
Genesis. He has advanced another and perhaps 
a more plausible theory, based upon the relative 

positions of many important mounds and known, 
inferential ruins with which the vast area is studded 
—a theory by the aid of which he is enabled to 
trace an area of the recorded figure and of the 
right dimensions. The boundary on the north
east seems pretty clearly defined by a straight line 
of mounds or hills extending from Khorsabad to 
three or four miles beyond Mar Daniel, the last 
conspicuous elevation of the line. " This range is 
evidently the remains of a wall, and bears every 
appearance of having been thrown down by an 
earthquake or a besieging army; the name, more
over, by which it is known to the Arabs is peculiarly 
suggestive, * Gibel Mekloub' — the overturned 
mountain—and so full of meaning is the phraseology 
of all Eastern nations that such a coincidence is 
not accidental." 

Although probably many of the smaller mounds 
within the presumed boundaries contain valuable 
relics and antiquities, yet it is to the three larger 
ones already mentioned, viz., Khorsabad, Kouyunjik 
and Nimroud, that excavations and researches have 
been principally confined, and where by far the 
greater number of bas-reliefs have been exhumed. 

It was at Khorsabad that in 1843 M. Botta's 
labours were first crowned with success by the dis
covery of the remains of a vast palace, the walls of 
which were lined with slabs covered with elaborate 
sculpture and cuneiform inscriptions of unmistak
able antiquity and in an excellent state of preserva
tion. To him, therefore, the honour is due of having 
disinterred the first Assyrian monuments, but the 
later and by far the more important discoveries 
were made, as is well known, by our fellow-country
man, Austen Layard, to whom we are indebted for 
most of the knowledge we now possess of Assyrian 
art, and for the grand collection of priceless relics 
which now graces the Assyrian galleries of our 
British Museum. 

This experienced and enterprising traveller first 
visited Mosul in 1840, when he cursorily examined 
the supposed site of the Great City, and what he 
then saw and heard was sufficient to excite his 
curiosity and to whet his appetite for further adven
tures and discoveries. Not, however, until 1845 
was he enabled to gratify his long-cherished wish 
to commence excavations and researches among 
the pregnant mounds of buried Nineveh, by which 
time M. Botta had completely uncovered the 
palace of Khorsabad, and was conveying the last 
of the sculptures to their destined home in the 
galleries of the Louvre. 

WHEN the wisdom and boldness of the apostles staggered 
their enemies, there was hut one way of explaining the 
difficulty—"They took knowledge of them that they had 
been with Jesus."—Acts iv. IJ. 
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A R E M A R K A B L E C O N T R A S T . 
(Psalm xxxii. 1.) 

MAN'S SILENCE TOWARDS GOD. 

" T KEPT SILENCE." The man knew there 
-L was something wrong. He tried in vain to 

make himself believe it was all right. He who was 
once so happy in God's friendship cannot endure 
the thought of it now. 

He is too proud to own he is miserable—but 
he is, all the same. He goes to the Temple—he 
joins in the lip worship—he sings the praises of 
God. Outwardly there is no difference; but within, 
he knows he has lost the most valuable thing in 
his possession, "his friendship with God." 

He keeps silence! His awakened conscience 
rings out words which will be heard above all the 
roar of busy life: " If I regard iniquity in my 
hearty the Lord will not hear me" Aye ! he knows, 
he feels it is true! Oh ! the misery of it all! He 
weighs it all up in his mind—what it would mean 
if he owned he was all wrong; and as he counts 
the cost he shakes his head, and the silence con
tinues. The cost is too great. He, the darling 
of the people, the one of whom they sang, " Saul 
hath slain his thousands, but David his tens of 
thousands"—he to come down—down—down,and 
to confess that he was all wrong, and that he was 
guilty of the worst of sins! It was impossible! 
He could not face it! 

Then the hand of God falls heavy upon him, 
and death enters his home and snatches away 
his little darling, and he can bear it no longer; so 
one day he gives up—risks all consequences and 
acknowledges his position. The result is instant 
reconciliation. "Thou forgavest!" There were no 
reproaches. Like the Father in the parable, the 
arms of eternal mercy were thrown around him, 
and he found he had unlocked by that one act 
all the love of the Father's heart. Oh! the 
blessed relief! He must have wondered why he 
had not done it before. The terrible silence was 
ended—the secrets were all out—God knew it all! 
What does he care now for the talk of his friends, 
for the gossip of the people ? He would not exchange 
that blessed sense of forgiveness for the good 
opinion of the whole world ! 

Here is a silence which appeals to us—which we 
know all about—we understand it only too well. 
But there is another silence which is surrounded 
by mystery. 

GOD'S SILENCE TOWARDS MAN. 

None of us can bear God's silence for very long. 
We are not sufficiently at home with Him for that. 
God's non-interference with our troubles and diffi
culties tries us deeply, and is the fruitful source of 

all our doubts. Our fear of the unknown—our 
dread of the mysterious—our dreadful suspicion 
of all that we cannot understand, are all weeds 
which grow only too easily in the already prepared 
soil of our unbelieving; hearts. 

John the Baptist failed just here. Cast into 
prison, and lying there languishing and alone, his 
fiery spirit was broken and his heart discouraged, 
and doubt and fear crept in. He had been so 
bold proclaiming Christ as the Messiah; was it 
possible that after all he had been mistaken ? And 
so the disciples were sent with the pitiful question, 
"Art Thou He that should come, or look we for 
atwther?" He reasoned as we all do, "If Christ 
were the Messiah, why then did He not come to 
his rescue and deliver him from his prison ? " 

The sisters of Bethany, too, give another instance. 
"Why," reasoned they,"does He tarry? Why does 
He not come to us ? " They, in their assurance of 
His interest and His love for them, had sent at 
once to tell Him of the sickness of Lazarus—but 
there was no reply ! He came not! Never before 
had He so treated them. They did not whisper, 
even to each other, their doubts and their fears; 
but when at last—and apparently too late—Jesus 
came, both sisters met Him with the same implied 
reproach, "lord, if Thou hadst been here, my 
brother had not died!'1'' And these two women 
knew and understood the Saviour in His human 
guise better than all the disciples put together. 
What then can we expect from those who know 
Him so little ? 

Job, too, felt God's non-interference on his behalf. 
" Oh, that I knew whe?-e I might find Him!" he 
says; "then would I order my speech before Him" 
God does not arbitrarily withdraw His presence 
from His people—hide Himself from their prayers. 
There is always a reason, and always a good reason, 
albeit it is not always patent to our eyes. Some 
one says," God nothing does, or suffers to be done, 
but you would do yourself if you could see the end 
from the beginning as well as He." Long ago Isaiah 
said, " Verily Thou art a God that hidest Thyself O 
God of Israel, the Saviour" And it is true to-day in 
the lives of many of God's people. But the human 
is so helplessly linked on to the Divine, that when 
it comes to us our hearts cry out as children cry 
for their mother in the dark. It is this silence 
which makes life so hard sometimes. It was 
that which gave the bitterness of death to the 
agony of Christ in the Garden, and forced from 
Him that exceeding bitter cry, " My God, why hast 
Thou forsaken me ?" It was very dark ! It was for 
our sakes that God was silent in the hours when 
of all others His help was needed. If He had 
listened and come in answer to that cry, two things 
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must have been the result—the Saviour must have 
been instantly rescued from the hands of His 
enemies, upon whom utter destruction would have 
fallen; and Love's atoning work would still be 
undone, and we should be as far off from "Home" 
and "Eternal Love "as ever. And so God kept 
silence. Was it not harder to keep silence than to 
speak? Ought not a glimpse into the meaning of 
this silence to be enough to cast for ever behind our 
backs all our unworthy doubts and fears ? Ought 
it not to interpret sufficiently to us all other silences? 
If the silence we so much dread has always some 
such intelligent reason, ought we not to leave all 
our questionings alone ? What matter if we do not 
understand ? We shall do, by-and-by. " Home " 
is the place for explanations—not here, or now—not 
walking along the road. There is no time for 
explanations then. Life is so short, and we are but 
pilgrims; here and even if there were time, sin has 
so enfeebled our minds and warped our judgment 
that we could not take it in properly. Judging 
from the reasons given for God's silence, we have 
nothing to fear. It is not because He is indifferent. 
It is not because He cannot deliver. There is 
some end to be gained—not always and only for 
ourselves, for God looks at the welfare of the 
whole as well as of that of the individual. 

MUTUAL SILENCE. 
There is one other aspect of silence that is very 

sweet. The prophet Zephaniah says, "He will rejoice 
over thee with joy, He will be silent in His love" 
(Zeph. iii. 17, marg.). And David, the very man who 
so kept silence because of sin, adds in Ps. xxxvii. 7, 
those wonderful words, "Be silent to the Zord"(mairg.). 
Wonderful words! beautiful silence! What a con
trast to either of the others ! This is the silence of 
" Love." It is only the most intimate friends who can 
dare to be togetherin silence. There must be perfect 
understanding, "knowing as we are known," before 
we can drop the talking and entertaining, and be 
silent to the Lord. Which are we about? Are 
we entertaining Him with long speeches and 
prayers, or talking to Him about fifty and one 
things ; or are we being silent, perfectly resting 
His love towards us—He, on His part, being 
silent towards us in His great love? Thus it is 
that only very deep love understands silence; 
everything short of this is afraid of it. And to the 
soul that knows anything of this communion 
silence is often more expressive than words. In 
the language of the backsliding bride (Cant. v. 6) 
we have an illustration of this : " / called Him% but 
He gave me no answer" Not that His love had 
changed, but He wanted to make her feel her 
position. No reply would have had the same effect 
as that silence. It brought her to herself directly, 

and all her energies were at once directed towards 
the recovery of her lost communion, and very soon 
she is ready to say, "The companions hearken to Thy 
voice; cause me to hear it" (Song Sol. viii. 13). 

My soul H e doth restore 
Whene 'e r I go as t ray ; 

H e makes my cup of joy run o'er 
F rom day to d a y : 

His love, so full, so free, 
Anoints my head with oi l ; 

Mercy and goodness follow mc, 
Frui t of His toil. N . B. 

T H E W I C K E D E S T M A N I N 
Y O R K S H I R E . 

WHEN Henry Moorhouse was holding meet
ings at Wharncliffe (an English coal-mining 

district), some of the colliers told him that the 
"wickedest man in Yorkshire" had been to hear 
him preach. " H e cam' in ut meetin\ an' said 
you didn't preach right; he Said thou preached 
nothin' but love o' Christ, an' that won't do for 
drunken colliers; ye want t' shake' em, an' he says 
he'll ne'er come again." Accordingly Moorhouse 
did not expect to see him; but he came the very 
next night, and was pointed out to him unwashed 
and in his pit clothes, sitting well in front, with the 
tears making clean furrows down his cheeks. The 
sermon was all about Christ and His love. The 
man stopped to the inquiry meeting, and it was 
not long before he was crying, " O Lord, save me! 
I am lost! Jesus, have mercy upon me!" and 
that night left the meeting a new creature. After 
that he preached the Gospel everywhere; in the 
pit and out of the pit, he tried to win every one to 
Christ. — • 

GOD'S TENDER CARE. 
•• Casting all your care upon Him, for He careth Jor you."— 

1 Pet. v. 7. 
" The Lord is good: His mercy is everlasting."—Psa. c. 5. 

YE S , God careth, careth for you, 
Wi th a never-ceasing ca re ; 

Tenderly H e watcheth o'er you, 
In His a rms doth safely bear. 

Yes, H e careth, still H e careth, 
Though you wander from His side; 

Wi th your waywardness H e beareth, 
You for whom the Saviour died. 

And H e careth, always careth, 
Though the storms are fierce and wild, 

And a smile of love H e weareth 
As H e looks upon His child. 

T h u s H e careth, careth ever, 
As thy days pass swiftly by ; 

Naught from Him thy soul can sever, 
So H e saith who cannot lie. 

Lay thy burden at His feet, 
'Twas not meant for thee to bear ; 

Rest thee in His love so sweet, 
Free from every anxious care. 

HOMELEIGI-I . 



OR, WATERS THAT FAIL NOT. 9 i 

Frances R. Havergal. 
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IN TIMES OF 
DANGER. 

IT is comparatively 
easy to sing and 

praise in days of sun
shine, when circum
stances are bright and 
things go gaily. The 
test, however, for our 
hearts comes in times 
of difficulty and trial, 
and in moments, it may 
be, when we are sur
rounded by danger. It 
is easy sailing when 
seas are calm, but when 
stormy winds blow, the 
mettle of which we are 
made is manifest. 

An incident which 
occurred quite recently 
i l l u s t r a t e s th i s . A 
working-man was en
gaged in repairing a 
well, when suddenly 
the sides collapsed and 
an immense quantity 
of earth fell upon him, 
to the imminent danger 
of his life. His com
rades instantly made 
efforts to rescue him 
from his perilous situa
tion, and for hours 
laboured arduously to 
liberate him. After 
some time they heard 
sounds beneath them, 
which induced them to 
persevere even more 
vigorously, and soon 
they were encouraged 
beyond measure by 
h e a r i n g t h e i r im
prisoned friend singing 
" Rock of Ages, cleft for me, 

Let me hide myself in Thee." 

This was the poor fel
low's favourite hymn, 
and it proved a blessing 
to him in the time of 
danger. It was not long 
before he was extri
cated from his critical 
position, and the first 
words he said to his 
rescuers were," Tell my 
wife that I am trusting 
in the Lord." Thank 
God, this man was a ~ 
true Christian! He was resting on the Rock of Ages, 
and therefore could sing in times of danger. It is 

PRECIOUS, PRECIOUS BLOOD OF JESUS. 

J. Mountain. 
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4. Precious blood that hath redeemed us! 
All the price is paid! 

Petfecr. pardon now is offered, 
Peace is made. 

5. Now the holiest, with boldness 
We may enter in ; 

For the open fountain cleanseth 
From all sin. 

6. Precious blood, by this we conquer, 
In the fiercest tight, 

Sin and Satan overcoming 
By its might. 

7. Precious blood, whose full atonement 
Makes us nigh to God! 

Precious blood, our way of glory, 
Praise and laud! 

well for you, my reader, if you know thus how to 
trust in the Lord, and to commit your way to Him. 
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I Jottings about the Bible. fi 

« THY WORD, O GOD, IS SETTLED 
FOR EVER IN HEAVEN." 

LET not our minds be disturbed by the con-
, tentions of philosophers and the suppositions 

and conjectures of scientists. Let the sand shift; 
let it be blown along the earth level, as in the 
deserts of Africa it piles up about the Pyramids 
and the Sphinx. Let the clouds gather and let 
the storms rage. The Word of God, deeper down 
than the shifting sand, rests on its eternal founda
tions ; and higher up than clouds and stars, it soars 
into the clear celestial atmosphere, lit up by the 
everlasting sunshine of God. 

" Like some tall cliff that lifts its awful form, 
Swells from the vale, and midway leaves the storm ; 
Though round its breast the rolling clouds are spread, 
Eternal sunshine settles on its head." 

Near my native city, in America, there stands a 
great statue, by the French sculptor Bartholdi, of 
Liberty Enlightening the World. Colossal and 
magnificent it rests on its rocky basis, and holds 
up its massive light and throws its gleams and 
beams leagues across the waters to guide vessels 
into a safe haven. There was one night, during 
the autumn of the year in which that statue was 
raised, when upwards of 4,000 birds, attracted 
towards the light at the midnight hour, dashed 
frantically against the crystal enclosure of the 
massive lamp, and beating themselves into insen
sibility, fell 150 feet to be dashed on the rocks 
below; and there they were counted, as the sun 
rose on the scene of desolation. 

The Bible is God's rock of ages, and from its 
summit it lifts the light of the world to send out 
its beams and gleams across the stormy waters on 
which humanity is tossed and liable to be wrecked. 
There are birds of the night in these days that are 
dashing frantically against God's eternal light and 
seeking to put out the glory and the lustre of its 
shining. They shall only, like the waves that beat 
against Gibraltar, cleave themselves asunder, while 
the Rock of God stands without a seam or rent, 
immovable and serene, and still exalts its eternal 
light, like Smeaton's great lamp on the stony cone 
on the Eddystone rocks, 

" It standeth and will stand 
Without a change or age, 

The word of majesty and light, 
The Church's heritage." 

A. T. PIERSON, D.I). 

" N O T A W O R D . " 
(Matt. xv. 21—28.) 

IT struck me, as I was reading this remarkable 
passage, what a lesson of encouragement there 

is in it for definite and persevering prayer. It 
seemed strange at first that He who had so plainly 
said, " Ask, and it shall be given; seek, and ye 
shah find ; knock, and it shall be opened unto 
you," should turn away from this humble suppliant 
without a word. 

Cowper wrote, "God moves in a mysterious 
way," and the Lord Jesus Himself once explained 
to His wondering disciples that, though they could 
not then understand what He did, they should 
know hereafter. So in this case He was not 
going to let this poor woman go away without a 
blessing. 

We may rest assured that He knew what He 
would do. He was drawing out this woman's 
longing desire in earnest pleading for the blessing 
she needed, so that she should appreciate more 
fully the greatness of the answer she was to receive. 
It is said that "that which is easily gained is 
lightly valued." So it often is. I often meet with 
people in my work as a colporteur who say, " Oh, 
sir, I prayed long and earnestly for such and such 
a blessing, but no answer came." Let me say to 
such, Trust on, pray on, though the blessing tarry. 
It will surely come. Read and ponder and pray 
over this beautiful incident, and leave your case in 
His hands and say, " In Thee, O Lord, do I put 
my trust; let me never be put to confusion" 
(Ps. lxxi. 1). 

j . w. is. 

THE MISSIONARY'S HOME-GOING. 
" 1V/T^ m a s t e r » v o u a r e dying—death has come," 

-LVJ. said Aloni, Mr. Pilkington's boy, when he 
saw his master fall. 

" Yes, my child," replied the missionary, " it is 
as you say." 

" My master," said Aloni again, " he that 
believeth in Christ, although he die, yet shall he 
live." 

"Yes, my child, it is as you say—shall never 
die." 

It was early morning, 8.30, when he died ; and 
the same evening he was buried with Lieutenant 
Macdonald under a tree outside the fort. But the 
Waganda begged to have the body removed to 
Mengo, " that we may always remember him. If 
we had known how to carve his likeness on stone, 
we would have done i t ; but the sight of his tomb 
will suffice us." 
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£ OUR MISSIONARY COLUMN. £ 

THE SURPASSING SPLENDOURS 
OF THE SAHARA. 

THE oasis of Biskra is a palm grove, three miles 
long, and less than a mile broad in its widest 

part, completely surrounded by desert. On the 
north, bounding the level sands, rise the sunburnt 
slopes of the mountains of Aures; on the south 
stretches the boundless extent of the Sahara. 

The oasis is a little forest of palms sheltering 
half-a-dozen Arab villages and a small French 
settlement, with barracks for soldiers and a few 
hotels for winter residents. It lies out in the 
glowing Sahara, on the southern boundary of 
Algiers. During six months of the year the climate 
is delightful; hardly anywhere else in the world can 
be found a more genial temperature or a clearer sky; 
but in summer the heat is tropical. The air is 
perfectly pure, and no trace of humidity or 
dampness is ever perceptible. Here the traveller, 
if he wishes, may wrap himself in an Arab burnous, 
spread his rug upon the dry ground, and lie out at 
night in the open air beneath the starry canopy of 
heaven. While a soft air steals across the oasis 
from the surrounding desert, hardly stirring the 
branches of the slumbering palms, thought will 
seem set free ; the world of busy men will be 
forgotten for a season in contemplation of the 
starry universe revealed above in cloudless splendour. 
There is a peculiar freshness in the air of the 
desert. Years ago, when crossing the desert 
between Egypt and Palestine, I often noticed the 
sweet, invigorating freshness of the early morning 
air. It seems pure as the kiss of childhood, and 
has something of the freshness of the seas. The 
oases in the desert are very like islands in the sea. 
They diversify the Sahara, which is far from being 
a mere waste of moving sands. The palm trees 
which they bear—and there are 160,000 palm trees 
in the oasis of Biskra—produce abundant crops of 
dates, and contribute largely to support the settled 
or nomadic tribes of frugal Arabs. 

The sky of the Sahara is cloudless, save at night, 
when there hangs in it a perfect cloud of stars / 
Never have I seen the Milky Way more glorious 
than in the desert. Slowly rising in the east, there 
come up bands and banks of stars, stellar streams 
and arches of surpassing splendour. And this was 
the nightly spectacle which awed the gaze of the 
Patriarchs in bygone ages. On this glorious vision 
Abraham fixed his gaze, and from the illuminated 
pages of this celestial book learned the greatness 

and power of the God whom he trusted and 
adored. And the Arab of the desert never wearies 
of declaring that God is great and is God alone. 
But how can that God be approached ? Of the 
way to God he is ignorant. Who will go to him 
to teach him of that way? He cannot learn it 
from Nature. Conscience cannot reveal it to him. 

T H K OASIS OK BISKRA 

None can tell him of it save the disciple of 
Christ. How then shall they call on Him in 
whom they have not believed? And how shall 
they believe in Him of whom they have not heard ? 
And how shall they hear without a preacher? 
And how shall they preach except they are sent ? 
( R o m . x. 14, 15.) 

Art thou such ? Behold thy brother in yonder 
unevangelised Arab who waits thy coming. Shall 
he wait in vain ?—Regions Beyond. 

» 
WALK IN CHRIST'S TERRITORY. 

I F we are to walk with God, we must go nowhere 
that Christ will not go. Oh ! how many 

venture beyond the territory in which they ought 
to walk, and they wonder why they have not the 
enjoyments of religion! They go where Jesus will 
not go. " Blessed is the man that walketh not in 
the counsel of the ungodly." Christ is not there. 
If you would walk with Christ, keep out of all evil 
company, of all evil associations, keep from all 
evil places—from every place where you cannot go 
in the Spirit of Christ, and that, if upon earth, you 
might not expect to meet Him there. If you go 
out of the territory where He would go, you need 
not expect to find Him. 

— • • 

" Wherever in the world I am, 
In whatsoe'er estate, 

I have a fellowship with hearts 
To keep and cultivate ; 

A work of lowly love to do, 
For Him on whom I wait." 
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T H E STORY OF J O H N N E W T O N 
A N D H I S NIECE.—VI . 

" A FEW days before," he says, in closing his 
±± narrative, " had it been practical and lawful, 

what would I not have given to procure her re
covery ? Yet seldom in my life have I known a 
more heartfelt joy than when these words, c She is 
gone? sounded in my ears. I ran upstairs, and our 

I whole little family were soon around her bed. She 
lay upon her left side with her cheek gently 
reclining upon her hand, as if in a sweet sleep, and 
I thought there was a smile upon her countenance. 

I Never, surely, did death appear in a more beau
tiful, inviting form. We fell upon our knees, and I 
returned my most unfeigned thanks to our God and 
Saviour for His abundant goodness to her, crowned, 
in this last instance, by giving her so gentle a 
dismission. Yes, I am satisfied. I am comforted. 
Now my largest desires for her are accomplished. 
The days of her mourning are ended. She is 
landed on that peaceful shore where the storms of 
trouble never blow. She is for ever out of the 
reach of sorrow, sin, temptation, and snares. Now 
she is before the Throne! She sees Him whom, 
having not seen, she loved; she drinks of the 
rivers of pleasure which are at His right hand, and 
shall thirst no more. She was born at St. Margaret's, 
Rochester, February 6th, 17 71. Her parents settled 
at Anstruther, in Fife, in 1773. She returned to us 
March 15th, 1783. She breathed her spirit into 
her Redeemer's hands a little before seven in the 
evening, on October 6th, 1785, aged fourteen years 
and eight months." 

I have tried, dear young readers, to set before 
you in simple words this deeply-touching story, not 
to make you sad or to fill you with gloomy thoughts 
about death. My desire has rather been to pre
pare you for life by showing you how sweet and 
precious it is to be ready for death. May it be 
granted to you, whether life be long or short, thus 
to be ready ! 

Dear Eliza Cunningham was led to the Saviour 
in early youth. May you be so led ! Her joy in 
Him was beyond words. May you, my dear young 
reader, taste that joy! The sting of death was 
taken away because her every sin had been taken 
away through Jesus' blood. My heart's desire for 
each of you is that you may follow in her footsteps, 
loving the same precious Saviour, resting on the 
same promises, and enjoying always the same peace. 
Then, like her, you will by-and-by " see the King 

in His beauty," and "behold the land which is 
very far off." 

You may like to learn by heart the beautiful 
hymn, by Mr. Newton, sung at little Eliza's 
funeral service (Olney Hymns, Book II., No. 72). 
Here it is :— 

' ' In vain my fancy strives to paint 
The moment after death, 

The glories that surround the saints 
W h e n yielding up their breath. 

One gentle sigh their fetters breaks, 
W e scarce can say, ' They ' re gone! ' 

Before the willing spirit takes 
Her mansion near the Throne . 

This much (and this is all) we know, 
They are completely blest, 

Have done with care, and sin, and woe, 
And with their Saviour rest. 

On harps of gold they praise His Name, 
His face they always view ; 

Then let us followers be of them, 
Tha t we may praise Him too." 

A M O T H E R ' S L O V E . 

A GENTLEMAN, when visiting in a hospital in 
London, sat beside the cot of a little girl; 

wishing to win her confidence, he said, " My child, 
do you love your mother?" With a very serious 
look she replied, " Yes, I do indeed." 

"But why do you answer so gravely? What is it 
that you are thinking about, my dear ? " 

Then the little girl replied with great earnestness— 
" Because I can never love my mother anything 

as she loves me." 
The dear child loved her mother because her 

mother first loved her, and that fond mother's love 
was as a circle in which the child's love dwelt. 
Dear young readers, we can never love Jesus as He 
loves us. His is perfect and everlasting love. He 
died to save us, He lives to bless us. Can you say 
of Him what the little maid said of her mother ? 
Yes! I love Him indeed, but I can never love 
Him in any way as He loves me. 

A SHORT BIBLE READING. 
T H E O F F I C E OF T H E H O L Y S P I R I T . 

TH E Holy Spirit— 
1. Impar ts the new birth (John iii. 16). 

2. Sheds abroad the love of God in our hearts 
(Rom v. 5) ; is 

3. The Witness of our sonship (Rom. viii. 14, 16). 
4. The seal of our acceptance (Eph. i. 13). 
5. The earnest of our inheritance (Eph. i. 14). 
6. Is our comforter in the absence of our Lord 

(John xiv. 16, 17 ; xvi. 7). 
7. By Him we enjoy communion with the Father 

(Eph. ii. 18), who through Him communicates His mind 
(John xvi. 13), and reveals His purpose (1 Cor. ii. 8—13). 

If we are led by the Spirit it will result in fruit-bearing 
unto God (Rom. viii. 6, 8, 13; Gal. v. 22, 23). 

E. A. II. 
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HOW GOD ANSWERED LUTHER'S 
PRAYER. 

" O G o d ! help me. . . . Amen." 

IN the morning, dressed in his monk's frock, 
Luther appeared before the grandeur of the 

Diet. He was dazed for a moment by the array 
before him—Emperor, electors, sovereigns, dukes 
and ambassadors, Papal nuncios, archbishops and 
bishops, not to speak of princes and counts—but 
he soon regained his calm. 

" Martin Luther," cried Eck, the spokesman of 
the Diet, as he pointed to a pile of some twenty 
volumes upon the table, " do you acknowledge 
these books to have been written by you ? Are 
you prepared to retract and disavow the opinions 
you have advanced in them ? " 

Luther replied : " Most gracious Emperor, and 
most gracious princes and lords, the books that 
have just been named are mine." And then he 
asked for time to reply to the second question, as 
it was one which concerned the salvation of souls, 
and "as it was one in which the Word of God— 
than which nothing is greater in heaven or earth— 
is interested." 

The delay requested was but seemly ; and the 
request was granted. 

The following morning, early, Luther was upon 
his knees. Trembling before God—brave before 
men; absolute nothingness in God's presence— 
power in the presence of God's enemies. Luther 
was prostrate in his spiritual conflict. Was God 
with him? Did God hear him? Had God 
forsaken him? Such were his longing questions 
to God. He cried, " Stand at my side for the sake 
of Thy well-beloved Jesus Christ, who is my 
defence, my shield, and my strong tower." Then, 
after a period of pleading, the darkness lifted, and 
Luther said, " My soul belongs to Thee ! It shall 
abide for ever with Thee. Amen! . . . 0 God! 
help me. . . . Amen." 

The agony of that early morning is proof that 
Luther's courage was from God ; it was no mere 
iron human will which bent the Diet to attention— 
it was the strength which God gave His servant 
which bowed the mighty to listen to his words. 

Calm in his soul, and filled with confidence and 
courage, Luther on the ever memorable 18th April, 
1521, appeared once more before the Diet. 

Presently Dr. Eck rose again, and demanded 
a precise answer: "Will you, or will you not, 
retract ? " 

Luther was asked to withdraw for awhile, and 
the Diet deliberated. Then he was once more led 
before the Emperor's throne, and for the third 
time was asked to give his " Yes " or "No." 

LUTHER BEFORE THE D I E T . 

To which Luther replied: "Unless I am con
vinced by the testimony of Scripture, or on plain 
and clear grounds of reason, so that conscience 
shall bind me to make acknowledgment of error, 
I can and will not retract, for it is neither safe nor 
wise to do anything contrary to conscience." 

Then turning round to the assembly, he said to 
the whole company : " HERE I STAND. I CAN DO 
NO OTHER. MAY GOD HELP ME ! AMEN." 

The victory was won. 
Let us learn in our day our lesson from this 

grand old story. No battle for God is ever won 
by compromise. The truth must be maintained 
at all costs, and the truth held and maintained 
with a pure conscience, is mighty beyond all the 
forces of the world. 

Let us also, again and again, thank God for 
Luther's "No." Had he hesitated—had he faltered, 
the Reformation on the Continent would have 
failed, and Rome would have been victorious. 
Oh ! may God give us courage in our day to say 
" No " to all the enemies of the truth ! 

FAITH.—In the crooked alleys of Venice there is a thin 
thread of red stone, inlaid in the pavement or wall, which 
guides through all the devious turnings to the Piazza, in 
the centre, where the great church stands. As long as we 
have the red line of promise on the path, faith may follow 
it, and it will lead to God. 

GOD'S mercy as truly covers the sins of those who love 
Him and who believe in the Lord Jesus Christ as the 
ocean covers the great rocks that sleep in its bed. 
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OUR SEWING COMPETITION. 
M Y D E A R N I E C E S , 

You really do all work most beautifully! I think 
you would be sorry for me if you saw what a fix I am in, 
trying to decide which girls are prize-winners; I long to 
give you each one. Those who do not take the prizes 
will anyhow know that not only do I appreciate their work, 
but that such careful sewing will make the garments so 
much more worth having to the children who will wear 
t hem; certainly no stitches will give way, to cause extra 
work in mending to the poor mothers. How clever you 
dear Orpen girls are with your needles ! Amy carries off 
first prize for such a lovely little suit for a small boy, and 
really Florence's is nearly as well m a d e ; but I think, 
dear, as you won first prize last time, it is only fair you 
should stand aside, and let Minnie have the second one 
now, particularly as she had the disappointment last com
petition of not being in the First Class through a printer 's 
error. But I am comforting myself, and my other nieces 
who were former winners, by giving consolation prizes of 
button-hole scissors; that is to you and to dear Pa t ty 
Exon, whose blouse with the exquisite feather-stitching is 
quite first-rate. The scissors will look very nice in those 
lovely baskets you both won last year. 

I thank you, dear Frances, not only for the neatly-
made suit, which is a great credit to you, but also for your 
very interesting long letter. I know well the gentleman 
who brought you to Jesus, and I love him dearly. I am 
sure the Lord will help you to serve Him where you are, 
and to do " the will of God," which is ever the greatest, 
grandest thing any of us can do (i Peter iii. 17, and 
1 Peter iv. 2). In the Second Class we have five com
petitors, and five beautiful blouses you have sent. 
Adelaide's feather-stitching is not very even, but the good 
woman who gets that pretty dark-blue body will be 
highly delighted with it, I am sure. Lizzie and Alice 
made it a difficult question as to which should come first, 
and, Ethel, your " first a t t e m p t " is so successful that you 
must hope to carry off a prize when we have another 
competition. 

In the Third Class we have eight such pretty little 
pinafores, which will surely make eight pairs of black eyes 
dance for joy in Barbados. 

I am sorry, Florence dear, that your brother put that 
spot of ink on your work. I can just fancy how upset 
you would be. Boys are dreadful things near little 
maidens' work-baskets! But I am sure you have quite 
forgiven him, and he will be so glad to see you take the 
first prize after a l l ! I told you, little Elsie, that you 
worked well enough to compete, and you see I was right. 
W h a t a happy girl you are to have a kind Granny to fix 
your work for you ! 

I was so glad to see Dora and Mary again sending in 
such neat little pinafores, and though you don't get prizes 
you may be sure you deserve to, if only there was one for 
each of you! Elsie and Amy Pettman, H a n n a h and 
Dora, must all try again next time, for you are brave little 
needlewomen. 

And, my dear little Ivy, in the Four th Class you have 
it all to yourself. Were there no other little girls "o f 
nine and under " who might have tried, and who will now 
be sorry that they did not ? Anyhow, your sewing is just 
first-rate, and you deserve the pretty case of scissors, 
though you would not have had it had there been another 
competitor, as you won a prize last time. 

So here are the prize-winners:— 
1st Class. 1st Priz?, AMY O R P E N . 

2nd ,, M I N N I E M O U L D E N . 
Consolation Prize, F L O R E N C E ORPI-N. 

2nd Class. 1st Prize, L I Z Z I E GORDON. 
2nd ,, A L I C E M A U D E CAGE. 

Consolation Prize, P A T T Y E X O N . 
3rd Class. 1 st Prize, F L O R E N C E W A T S O N . 

2nd „ E L S I E SCOTT. 
4th Class. IVY MARY H I L L I E R . 

The cases of scissors will be sent to you early in June, 
and you must write and tell me if you have received them 
safely. I know you will all be delighted with them, dear 
girls. 

Now I must thank the kind friends who have sent in 
garments to add to our parcel to the West Indies. I have 
received 3 skirts, 3 overalls, 2 pinafores, 1 apron, and 
1 chemise, and I am much obliged for what I know will 
be most gratefully received out there. 

I have had such a sweet letter* from our kind friend 
in Barbados, telling me what pleasure she has had, and 
has given, in distributing all the beautiful clothes my dear 
nieces sent out a few months since. She says there are a 
great many in the island who love the Lord Jesus, and 
who are very, very poor, and among them she has given 
our garments. How glad they will be to see more lovely 
clothes arr iving! 

Always your loving 
A U N T ALICE. 

* A most interesing extract from this friend's letter will (D.V.) 
appear in our next issue. 

OUR LEPER FUND. 
W E very much regret that we have not space this month 
to give an account of the work at Calicut or to insert the 
photo we have prepared of the hospi ta l ; but we hope to 
do so in our July issue. W e ask all our kind helpers to 
pray for God's blessing upon the spiritual work of the 
Asylum, as well as upon the Medical Department . We 
are very thankful for the following donations :— 

£ s. d. 
His Bounty, California 1 o 7 
Sunny Cot, P lymouth 0 3 6 
A. R. A., Nor thampton o 10 o 
W . S., Woodmancote ... ... . . . 0 2 0 

FREE DISTRIBUTION FUND. 
W E had hoped that many friends would have responded 
to our appeal for help to enable us to supply this gospel 
magazine for the work of the O P E N A I R M I S S I O N , etc., but 
so far we have received only the following sums. We are 
quite glad to send quantities at actual cost price ; but the 
applications are so numerous that we cannot constantly 
make free grants. W e feel sure the Lord will yet incline 
the hearts of all those who feel the responsibility to aid 
us. W e thank the kind donors of the following sums we 
have received:— 

£ s. d. 
For Open Air Mission Work o 7 6 
E. C , Ealing ... ... ... . . . 0 2 6 
W. H. P., Oxford 0 5 0 
O. N., Edinburgh ... . . . . . 0 5 0 

ARMENIAN WIDOWS AND ORPHANS. 
Anon., St. Mary Cray 0 2 6 

I S " A L L communications for the Editor, to be addressed 
to the care of Mr. A L F R E D H O L N E S S , 14, Paternoster Row, 
London 

The original articles are copyright, and must not be 
reprinted without permission. 
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THE QUEST OF 
SIVA DASS; 

or, Wha t is Truth ? 
BY H . D. BROWN, 

Author of " What Christ Dili," &c. 

THE particulars of the 
following remarkable 

story were given to the writer 
by Dr. Colin Valentine in 
Calcutta about thirty years 
ago, and, though they are 
now written from memory, 
they were vividly impressed 
upon the writer's mind, and 
have frequently been related 
by him. 

Some ten or twelve years 
before that, the United 
Presbyterian Church of 
Scotland had sent out a 
mission to Rajpootana, in 
Northern India, and though x 
the mission was a small one,'-' 
it did noble service in the 
cause of the Gospel. The 
missionaries ever kept before jl 
them that their mission was J 
to "preach the Gospel," and i| 
though they used various 
means of doing good and 
for gaining the confidence 
of the natives, they never 
let anything turn them aside 
from this object. They had 
to make a determined stand 
against heathen prejudice 
all the more because they 
were in the midst of a 
community of high-caste !l 
Brahmins. 

They did not burden 
themselves with higher edu
cation, but they opened a 
school for the children, to give them an elementary 
education, so that they might be able to read the 
Bible in their own language; and this was soon 

attended by a large number of high-caste boys 
On one occasion a low-caste boy was received 
into the school, when all the others immediately 

S.W. 
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protested, desiring that this boy should be turned 
out, and, upon the missionaries refusing, they left 
the school in a body. Next day a number of the 
fathers came to remonstrate with the missionaries 
upon what they regarded as an outrage upon their 
caste feeling, and said that if the low-caste boy 
were not forbidden to come, not one of their sons 
would return to the school. 

The missionaries might have been tempted to 
consider whether it was expedient to lose their 
hold upon many for the sake of one : but they 
adhered to principle instead of expediency, and told 
the parents that they could not possibly consent to 
turn away the boy, for that would be quite contrary 
to the teaching of Christ, who made no distinction 
between high and low. The result was that for 
some time not one of these boys returned, and the 
low-caste boy was the only scholar. But very soon 
the parents began to consider that the solid 
advantages of a free education (there were no 
State schools then in Rajpootana) were of more 
consequence than their heathen prejudices, and ere 
long the boys began to come back, and soon the 
school was as full as ever, and nothing more was 
said of the low-caste boy. 

On another occasion an epidemic of small-pox 
broke out, and many patients came to the mission 
dispensary for treatment, to all of whom the Gospel 
was preached while their bodies were being 
attended to. Soon, however, the priests got 
alarmed, and told the people that the missionaries 
were Government agents who were paid so much 
a head for every one they made i?ito a Christian; 
and that they were giving them medicine mixed 
with pigs' fat to make them Christians. This 
foolish story had the desired effect, and for a time 
the mission dispensary was given a wide berth. 
Soon, however, human nature asserted itself. The 
angel of death was abroad, brothers and sons were 
dying with the fell disease, a few of the bolder 
spirits sought the aid of the missionaries, God 
blessed the means used, and soon the mission 
dispensary was in full work again. 

Dr. Colin Valentine was one of the medical 
missionaries attached to this mission, and after 
several years of hard work his health broke down, 
and he was urged to return home to recruit. He 
thought, however, he would try a visit to Simla 
first, in the hope that the bracing climate of the 
Himalayas would by God's blessing restore him to 
health again. 

This appears but an ordinary incident of little 
note in the life of a missionary, yet the sequel 
shows the wonderful working of God in those 
seemingly trivial affairs, and how in His providence 
the remarkable fact was brought about of a heathen 

prince maintaining at his own cost a Christian 
missionary in his own dominions, with the avowed 
purpose of preaching that Saviour whom the prince 
to his dying day never acknowledged. 

On his way to Simla Dr. Valentine passed through 
Jeypore, and was the guest of the English medical 
officer attached to the British Residency there. 
The Maharajah of Jeypore, though a heathen, was 
an enlightened man, and had a system of educa
tion throughout his State, and a medical school at 
his capital. It happened—as we say—that on the 
occasion of Dr. Valentine's visit there was an 
examination of the medical students, to which the 
English doctor was invited, and he took with him 
his friend Dr. Valentine, and introduced him to the 
Maharajah. The latter, with customary Oriental 
politeness, asked the new Doctor Sahib to take 
part in the examination, at the close of which he 
told him that the Maharanee, his favourite wife, 
for whom he seemed to entertain some affection, 
was very ill, and had been given up both by his 
own native physician and the English doctor, but 
he would like him to see what he could do for her. 

Dr. Valentine naturally objected, on such short 
notice, and while only paying a passing visit, to 
undertake what seemed to be such a desperate 
case; but the Maharajah strongly pressed him, and 
he at last consented to do what he could. That 
night he laid the case before the Lord, whose 
power, he knew, was far greater than any medical 
skill, and next morning he returned to the palace 
to see his patient. No, not to see her; that would 
have been an outrage on Hindoo etiquette. The 
lady must remain unseen "behind the purdah," 
while an ancient duenna acted as go-between, 
taking in the doctor's questions and bringing back 
the royal patient's answers. However, the doctor 
thought he diagnosed the case, and prescribed 
accordingly, shortly thereafter proceeding on his 
way to Simla. 

On his return, about a month afterwards-, he 
again passed through Jeypore, and went to the 
palace to inquire after his royal patient, and was 
glad to hear that God had so blessed the remedy 
that the Maharanee was able to walk in her garden. 
The Maharajah also was delighted to see him, and 
immediately begged him to remain at Jeypore and 
become his Court physician. 

Dr. Valentine told him he could not possibly do 
so, for his post was at Rajpootana; he told him, 
moreover, that he had left his home, his friends, 
his country, to come to India for the one purpose 
of preaching Christ, and upon no account could 
he turn aside from that. The Maharajah, how
ever, was not to be baffled, so he told Dr. Valentine 
that he would have full liberty to cam*/ on his 
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mission work without any 
hindrance if he would only 
consent to come. He also 
offered him a fair salary, and 
ultimately promised to give 
him a free site on which to 
build a mission house, if he 
would only consent to come 
and settle at Jeypore as his 
physician. 

Dr. Valentine then told 
him he must have time to 
consider the matter and to 
consult with his brother mis
sionaries before he could 
decide, and he returned to 
Rajpootana for this purpose. 
On telling his brethren what 
had taken place, it seemed 
to them all, after prayerful 
consideration, that the Lord's 
hand was in this, and that if 
he accepted the Maharajah's 
offer he would be a mis
sionary at Jeypore, while it 
would enable the Church at 
home to send out another to 
Rajpootana. 

Soon after, therefore, he 
returned to Jeypore, where he was established as 
Court physician and medical missionary. He rapidly 
gained the warm friendship and entire confidence of 
the Maharajah, who made him head of his medical 
school and of his whole educational department, 
and he was thus enabled to get into all the schools 
throughout the State the text-books of the Christian 
Vernacular Education Society, thus introducing 
Christian knowledge into the teaching of the young. 

He also became the Maharajah's trusted adviser, 
and this confidence and friendship was never 
broken but once, when a Bengali Babu, coming 
to Jeypore, gained an influence over the Maharajah, 
and by crafty insinuations induced him to request 
Dr. Valentine to cease his mission work or he 
would be obliged to ask him to resign his post. The 
missionary, however, stood firm. " Maharajah," he 
said, " I am in your hands to go or to stay, but as 
I told you at the first, I left my home, my people, 
my country, to come to India to preach the Gospel 
of Jesus Christ, and I cannot cease doing so. I 
am willing to stay if you permit me to preach ; if 
not, I am ready to go. I leave it with your High
ness to decide." The Maharajah was afraid to lose 
his old friend and counsellor, and begged him to 
stay and think no more about it; he would not 
"again object to his preaching. 

THE CITY AND CITADEL OF JEYPORE ON THE RIVER JUMNA. 

Dr. Valentine remained at Jeypore till the death 
of the Maharajah, with whom he had many con
versations concerning Christ. He always listened 
respectfully, and even eagerly, but to all appearance 
he died as he had lived, a heathen. 

According to his promise, he gave a free site, 
upon which Dr. Valentine built a mission house, 
and out of his salary employed two native cate-
chists. It was about two years after he went to 
Jeypore that he saw the first fruits of his labours 
in the conversion of a high-caste Brahmin named 
Siva Dass ("slave of Siva"), who at his baptism 
changed his name to Isa Dass (" slave " or "servant 
of Jesus"), and whose remarkable story we now 
proceed to give. 

Siva Dass was a high-caste Brahmin, intelligent 
and thoughtful. When a young man he had been 
filled with a great longing to know " What is 
Truth?" He could find no satisfaction in the 
lying vanities of idol-worship, and he was weary of 
the intricate sophistries of Hinduism. 

Hearing of some great /ogee, or teacher, who 
lived some two hundred miles from his home, he 
determined to travel that great distance, which he 
had to do on foot, to see if he could get light, and 
answer the question of his heart, "What is Truth?" 
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This/ogee received him as a disciple, and taught 
him from the Shastras and the ancient Vedas, the 
sacred books of his religion; but these gave him no 
light, nor any answer to the deep questioning of his 
soul. Dissatisfied, he heard of another /ogee, and 
travelled again a great distance to visit him, hoping 
that he might learn of him "What is Truth?" 
Again he was disappointed, and for some years he 
travelled throughout India, studying at the schools 
of the great /ogees, questioning each one, "What is 
Truth ? " but he could get no answer, and at last, 
weary( with his quest, he came to the same conclusion 
as did the heart-sick King of Israel, that" There is 
nothing better for a man than that he should eat 
and drink, and that he should make his soul enjoy 
good in his labour " (Eccles. ii. 24). So he settled 
down some distance from the city of Jeypore, where 
he built a shrine to his goddess, and very soon 
became rich from the votive offerings of the poor 
deluded idolaters. 

But God was watching over poor Siva Dass. He 
knew the deep yearning of his heart—may we not 
believe that it was the Holy Spirit who implanted 
that yearning there?—and in His wonderful working 
He was preparing the way whereby the Light from 
Heaven should break in upon his soul, and he 
should learn of Him who is Himself the Way, and 
the Truth, and the Life. 

But this we must reserve for our next number. 

"WE SHALL SEE HIM." 
M We know that when He shall appear we shall be like 

Him, for we shall see Him as He is."—1 John iii. 2. 

TE L L me not of kingly palace 
In the courts of God on high ; 

'Tis not place, it is a Person, 
Fixes there my steadfast eye. 

W h a t were palace, crown, or kingdom 
To the Christ of God compared ? 

H E — w h o gave Himself my ransom, 
Jesus, Saviour, Master, Lord! 

H E — t h e wearied One of Sychar, 
Thirsting for a precious soul; 

HE—from gloomy, sad Bethesda, 
Making there the wretched, whole; 

H E — t h e lowly guest of Simon ; 
He—from dark Gethsemane, 

Stricken, smitten, and afflicted— 
Dying Lamb of Calvary. 

Tell me thus of Him, so lowly, 
How He spent Himself for me, 

Laying all aside His glory, 
Lowest of the low to be ; 

Dwell upon His death and passion, 
Tell me I shall sec Him soon ; 

This suffices ; I am happy— 
T H E N , is mine unclouded noon ! 

ALHEKT MIDLANE. 

T H E OLD S T O N E - W O R K E R ' S 
C O N V E R S I O N . 

BY JOHN FORT. 

IN a previous number of this magazine I told 
the story of the conversion in the Gospel 

Tent, at M , of the saleswoman in a millinery 
establishment, who had been for years a Church 
member and was regarded by her friends as 
a Christian, but who had in reality never re
ceived Christ into her heart. I will now proceed 
to tell how the Lord met with one who never 
attended any place of worship at all. He was an 
old stone-worker in a neighbouring quarry, and, in 
common with so many of the older people in the 
country districts of Devonshire, was quite illiterate, 
for he had as a child been a " parish apprentice." 
Formerly, in the good old times, so called, when a 
farm labourer's wages were about seven shillings a 
week, it was impossible for a man to support a 
family on such a pittance, so the Government took 
his children and apprenticed them to farmers until 
they were twenty-one. The farmer had, on his 
part, to feed and clothe them till that age, but was 
not bound to educate them, and as the farmer's 
interest was to get as much manual labour out of 
them as possible, these apprentices, in general, 
grew up to manhood and womanhood utterly 
uneducated. 

Sad, then, had been the lot of our friend the 
stone-worker. He had been brought up as an 
uneducated heathen, and an uneducated heathen 
he remained. On many occasions well-disposed 
people had tried to get the old fellow to church or 
chapel, but he always replied, " No, it's a money 
business, is church and chapel, and I ain't a-going 
to hear a man as preaches for money. When you 
can find me a man as don't, I'll go to hear him, and 
not till then." And the old fellow would chuckle 
to himself, for he felt pretty safe in making this 
promise, sure as he thought he was that such a 
preacher would never be found. 

But when the tent services were announced by 
I bills declaring that all seats were free and that 

there would be no collections, some people went 
for fun to the old man and said, " Now, look here, 
you've got to come to this tent. You always 
promised to come if we could find you a man who 
preached for nothing, and here is one." " Don't 
you believe it," the old man answered. " I knows 
'em ; he's waiting a bit, he is. In a few days, 
when he has got you pretty thick in that tent, 
there'll be a collection right enough, you'll see, and 
mark my words for it." But when a fortnight had 
passed and the tent was filled, but no collections 

I had been made, they went to him again. They 
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said he had given a promise, and he must keep it. 
Here was an unpaid preacher. They had always 
thought our friend a truthful man; he wasn't going 
back on his word, was he ? So at last, after many 
protests, the old man, considerably against his will, 
was forced to come. 

Of course, at the time I knew nothing of all this. 
I only learnt it afterwards from himself and others. 
All that I then saw was a working man of over 
sixty who would sit night after night in the tent 
and never take his eyes off me, till at last I asked 
some one who he was, and went to see him at his 
house, where he lived alone. " I've seen you so 
often in the tent," I said, " that I've come to call 
upon you. Well, what do you make of what you 
have heard?" " I beant no scholard, sir," he 
replied, " never having had no schoolin', and don't 
know nothing ; but them words of your'n have cut 
me to the bone." "Ah," I replied, "though you 
have had no schooling, you have quoted Scripture 
without knowing it. Listen. God says of His 
Word that it is ' quick and powerful, and sharper 
than any two-edged sword, piercing even to the 
dividing asunder of soul and spirit, and of the 
joints and marrow, and is a discerner of the 
thoughts and intents of the heart'" (Heb. iv. 12). 
And then, as one might speak to a child of five or 
six, for in intellect he was no more, I spoke to him 
of the love of Jesus, a love that led Him to the 
Cross to die for sinners :— 

•• He took the guilty sinner's place, 
He suffered in his stead ; 

For man, oh, miracle of grace ! 
For man the Saviour bled." 

And the simple story of God's grace sank into his 
soul. That very simplicity of the Gospel, which 
proves a stumbling-block to the Carlyles and 
Huxleys and wise men of this world, exactly suited 
him. His mind, untutored as it was, could at 
least grasp these two great facts—the exceeding 
hatefulness of sin to God, and God's exceeding 
love to the sinner—a love which, when it could 
give no less, for less could not avail, gave "the 
Son of His love" (Col. i. 13), for "God so loved 
the world that He gave His only begotten Son, 
that whosoever believeth on Him should not 
perish, but have eternal life" (John iii. 16). Yes, 
"not many wise men after the flesh, not many 
mighty, not many noble, are called," but, thank 
God, wherever there is a lowly and a contrite 
heart, that High and Holy One who inhabits the 
heavens will deign to enter in. He casts down 
the mighty from their seats, He exalts the humble 
and meek. 

A year or two passed and the old stone-worker 
was taken ill and died; and one who was also 

converted at the tent and who took a kindly in
terest in the lonely old man, and who was present 
when he passed away, told me that one of the last 
articulate sounds that passed his lips was the name 
of the unpaid preacher who had been the means 
of leading him to Christ. 

And it may be that these lines may be read by 
some who as yet have not bowed their hearts to 
Jesus, who, "being ignorant of God's righteous
ness, and going about to establish their own 
righteousness•, have not submitted themselves to 
the righteousness of God" (Rom. x. 3). If such 
should be the case may they be led, as the old 
stone-worker was, to accept God's testimony: on the 
one hand as to themselves, namely, that " none is 
righteous," and that " all have sinned " ; and, on 
the other hand, God's testimony as to His, Son, 
that "Christ Jesus came into the world to save 
sinners." Once, when He was on earth, those 
who were "going about to establish their own 
righteousness," cast it in His teeth that He re
ceived sinners and ate with them. Thank God it 
was true then ; thank God it is true now. My 
self-righteousness may keep me from Jesus, but my 
sin need never. 

*' None too vile and loathsome 
For a Saviour's grace " 

May that Saviour's grace attract the heart of 
each unsaved one who reads these lines, for His 
dear Name's sake ! Amen. 

" A F T E R A L L I T S W A N D E R I N G . " 

I WAS asked to go to a public-house in Notting
ham and see the landlord's wife, who was 

dying. I found her rejoicing in Christ as her 
Saviour. I asked her how she had found the 
Lord. "Reading that," she replied, handing me 
a torn piece of newspaper. I looked at it, and 
found that it was part of an American newspaper, 
containing an extract from one of Mr. Spurgeon's 
sermons, which extract had been the means of her 
conversion. "Where did you get this newspaper 
from ? " I asked. She answered, " It was wrapped 
round a parcel which was sent me from Australia." 
Talk about the hidden life of a good seed ! Think 
of that—a sermon preached in London, conveyed 
to America, an extract reprinted in a newspaper 
there, that paper sent to Australia, part torn off 
(as we should say, accidentally), for the parcel 
despatched to England; and after all its wanderings 
conveying the message of salvation to that woman's 
soul! GOD'S WORD SHALL NOT RETURN UNTO HIM 
VOID. He says : "It SHALL accomplish that which 
I please, and it SHALL prosper in the thing whereto 
I send it."—Isa. iv. 11. 
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HINTS ON "THE GOSPEL OF 
GOD." 

BY H. FORBES WITHERBY. 

II.—To WHOM IS THE GOSPEL ADDRESSED : How 
IS IT TO BE RECEIVED? 

THE good news of God is addressed to all men 
(Tit. ii. n ) . Our Lord expressly bade His 

Apostles go into all the world and preach the 
Gospel to every creature (Mark xvi. 15). Now, 
" no distinction " is allowed by God amongst men, 
as was formerly the case between Jew and Gentile 
(Rom. iii. 23; x. 12, R.V.), and His grace flows 
forth freely to all. " Whosoever believes on Him 
shall not be put to shame" (verse 11). " Whosoever 
shall call on the name of the Lord shall be saved " 
(verse 13). " Whosoever believeth that Jesus is the 
Christ is begotten of God" (1 John v. 1). 

The breadth of the range of the Gospel brings 
hope to every sinner of every land, none are 
excluded, all are welcomed; yet it also imposes 
upon every soul who hears it the most solemn 
responsibility. "All men everyivhci-e are com
manded by God to repent" (Acts xviii. 30), and 
not to obey the gracious message is to court ever
lasting doom : " He that obeyeth not the Son shall 
not see life" (John iii. 36, R.V.). 

With such favours and responsibilities before us, 
we ask, How is the Gospel of God to be received ? 

We select three Divine statements to assist us in 
answering this important question. 

The Gospel is to be received by us 
as sinners. 

Not as righteous, not as religious, not as better 
than others : " All have sinned and come short of 
the glory of God" (Rom. iii. 23), and "While we 
were yet sinners Christ died for us" (chapter v. 
verse 8). Against this gracious, yet humbling 
truth our natural pride rebels. There is a large 
amount of the Pharisee in us (see Luke xv. 1; 
xix. 7), and the worker in the Gospel finds a 
Pharisee in many to whom he tells the way of 
salvation, and to whom the Word is unwelcome. 

The Gospel is to be received by us as 
lost sinners. 

Not as reformed and improved persons, but as lost 
sinners. " The Son of Man came to seek and to 
save that which was lost "(Luke xix. 10). The 
sheep the shepherd found was lost, the piece of silver 
the woman found was lost, the son the father received 
was lost, and the songs of the father's house were 
over the lost found (Luke xv.). The fact of the 
sinner being lost is not only ignored, but refused, 
by a very considerable amount of teaching in 
Christendom. Instead of his being lost, the 
baptised professing Christian is given to understand 

that he is in a condition which, by observance of 
religious duties, will end in salvation. But the 
Scriptures cannot be broken—we are lost, and need 
saving. 
The Gospel is to be received by us not 

only as sinners w h o are lost, but 
as guilty before God. 

When a man believes he is guilty, if he is honest, 
he ceases to excuse himself, he accepts the truth 
about himself; he submits. The religious portion 
of the world in Apostolic days, the Jews, had 
this sad record against them: " Being ignorant 
of God's righteousness, and going about to estab
lish their own righteousness, they have not 
submitted themselves to the righteousness of God " 
(Rom. x. 3); and as it was with Israel, so also 
is it in Christendom—a vast number of religious 
people do not submit themselves to the witness of 
the cross of Christ. His death proves our true 
state before the righteous God. If we could relieve 
ourselves, why then did Christ die for us? "If 
righteousness come by law (by man's efforts), then 
Christ is dead in vain" (Gal. xi. 21). 

Another very important truth has to concern us. 
Not only what we have done is discovered to us by 
the Gospel, but also what we are. We do what 
we do because we are what we are. This may be 
considered as the second part of the Gospel. And 
God has declared we are all dead in trespasses and 
sins, in ourselves, and that our works are the conse
quence of our state (Eph. ii. 1, 2). 

Salvation is provided for the lost sinner, justifica
tion for the guilty by the Gospel, and life eternal 
in Christ is provided for us as we are, dead in our 
sins by our same gracious God. 

It is well for the worker in the Gospel first to 
deal with his hearer concerning what he has done, 
for by bringing home to the conscience the evil of 
a man's doings he is aroused before God. The 
second part of the Gospel, as we may term it, which 
deals with our state, is more suited in moral order 
for believers in God's Word. 

ONE secret of a sweet and happy Christian life 
is learning to live by the day. It is the long 

stretches that tire us. We cannot carry the load 
until we are threescore and ten. We cannot fight 
this battle continually for half a century. But 
really there are no long stretches. Life does not 
come to us all at one time; it comes only a day 
at a time. Even to-morrow is never ours till it 
becomes to-day, and we have nothing whatever to 
do with it but to pass down to it a fair and good 
inheritance in to-day's work well done and to-day's 
life well lived. 
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I OUR BIBLE PORTION. | 

| (John iv. 35.) 

J U S T remember the circumstances under which 
these words were spoken by our blessed Lord. 

I "Wear ied with His journey" the story runs, H e 
J " s a t thus on the well." In the midst of the 

burning, tropical heat, a poor, lone, lost woman 
came to draw water. An outcast, despised 
Samaritan sinner. H e spoke words of tenderest 

• grace, which touched her conscience, and 

F i l l e d h e r h e a r t t o o v e r f l o w i n g 

with the "living water" which H e was there to 
give out of His own abundant fulness. No 
wonder, as far as we read, that she forgot to give 
H i m the water for which H e asked ! No wonder 

J she left her waterpot, in the exultant joy of this 
; wonderful revelation to her soul! No wonder she 
J "went her way into the city, and saith to the men, 
\ Come, see a man, which told me all things that ever 

I did; is NOT THIS THE C H R I S T ? " 
His disciples had left Him. Into this very city 

! had they gone to obtain the bread that perisheth, 
, and while thus occupied their Lord had been 
I divinely fed. " I have meat to eat," he said, " that 
; ye know not of." Ah, beloved Christian friend, in 
! the interval 

I The Saviour had met a solitary sinner, 
II and all heaven had witnessed the transition of a 

soul from darkness unto light, through the wonder
ful words of the Son of God. 

Tha t was a sight we do well to think of just for 
a moment. Here was the Lord of Heaven and 
ear th! The framer and the fashioner of the 
universe ! T h e O N E who upholds all things by the 
word of His Power! and yet H e sat there telling 
a lost, despised, sinful, sorrowful woman, of God, 
of H i s Father, and of the Living water which could 
alone give true satisfaction, and joys that would 
never end. 

Even those who had companied with the Blessed 
Lord failed to understand the silent communion of 
the Saviour with His Father about the blessing of 
this poor woman. " Master, eat," they said. But 
his response was strange to thenv " M Y MEAT 
IS TO DO THE WILL OF H I M THAT SENT 
M E , AND TO FINISH H I S WORK." A h ! these 
devoted followers were perplexed, and no wonder. 
" H a t h any man brought Him ought to ea t ?" 
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they ask inquiringly of one another ; and then 
H e unfolded to them the great fact that they 
might also have the same joy in thus bringing 
weary sinners to the knowledge of His Father's 
great and unspeakable love. Hence His earnest 
appeal to them : " L I F T UP YOUR EYES, AND LOOK 
ON THE FIELDS." 

Were not these words intended to teach His 
disciples that just as H e had spoken words of 
grace and peace to one poor sinner, so the day was 
at hand when they would be privileged to carry the 
same message of gladness to myriads of weary 
hearts ? " Say not ye," H e said, " there are yet 
four months, and then cometh harvest." Oh, no ; 
the harvest was all round about them ready for the 
reaping. 

" T h e fields a r e w h i t e a l r e a d y t o h a r v e s t , " 

H e told them ; and if this were so then, how much 
more is it true to-day ? Let us, brethren, " Lift up 
our eyes and look on the fields," and our souls will 
surely soon be deeply stirred in sympathy with our 
Divine Master's, to go forth into the harvest-field 
to serve Him. Just before H e went away to 
Heaven, H e said to His disciples : " A s My Father 
has SENT Me, EVEN so SEND I you." Let us heed 
His words, and be found, each of us, engaged in 
soul-winning to the glory and praise of our Divine 
Lord. 

" Far and near the fields arc teeming 
With the waves of ripened grain ; 

Far and near their gold is gleaming, 
O'er the sunny slope and plain. 

Lord, we pray Thee, send forth reapers! 
Hear us while to Thee we cry; 

Send them now the sheaves to gather, 
Ere the harvest time pass by." 

A N D E N O C H W A L K E D W I T H G O D . 

H OW brightly do these words shine out in the 
sacred page ! They beam out like a bright 

star in the midst of the dark histories of the Fall, 
" t h e way of Cain," and the wickedness of man, 
which ended in judgment of the Flood. Let us 
write this sentence without a n a m e : " And . . . 
walked with God." Look well at the blank, and 
pray that your name may be placed where Enoch's 
stood. The fruit of the Fall springs up on every 
hand ; human wickedness hastens on to the judg
ment by fire; " the way of Cain" is popular. 
Seek first of all to walk with God. Man's brief 
history is well told in Gen. v.: " . . . lived . . . 
years . . . and he died." In the midst of the 
record of sin, and of life's vanity, how sweetly do 
these words shine—" Enoch walked with God : 
and he was no t ; for God took him " ! 

" LIFT UP YOUR EYES, AND LOOK 
ON THE FIELDS." 
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T H E L A N D OF T H E A S S Y R I A N ; 
or, The Cradle of the Na t ions .—VII . 

THE mound of Nimroud was selected by Mr. 
Layard as the scene of his first excavations. 

At the outset, owing to the opposition offered him 
by the local authorities, much delay and discourage
ment was occasioned; but this being eventually over
come, he proceeded rapidly with the work, and, 
whilst continuing his researches at Nimroud, he 
opened trenches at Kouyunjik, which led to the 
discovery of the splendid palace of Sennacherib, 
and ultimately to the uncovering of no fewer than 
seventy-one halls, chambers, and passages, and, by 
a rough calculation, of about 9,880 feet, or nearly 
two miles, of bas-reliefs, with twenty-seven portals. 

AN A*.NM<IAN " cniiiu r.ic " n o r u h 

Since that time a vast number of palares have 
been exhumed, and traces of others have been 
discovered, besides the remains of buildings whose 
destinations have not yet been satisfactorily ascer
tained. 

It is evident that these temple-palaces were 

W E L L ; 

invariably erected upon terraces or platforms, raised 
I some thirty or forty feet above the plain, and were 
: approached therefrom by grand flights of steps— 

an architectural arrangement which must have 
: been productive of a very fine effect. 

The walls of these royal residences were of great 
; thickness, built for the most part of sun-dried 
; bricks, and wrere lined with slabs of alabaster or 
' other costly stone, on which are sculptured in 
J relief battles, sieges, processions, hunting excur-
i sions, and various other scenes and incidents in the 

monarch's life. The principal portals or entrances 
I to the courts and halls were flanked by colossal 

statues of winged human-headed bulls or lions, 
each carved out of a single stone, and executed 
with the greatest skill and precision. In excavating 
at Nimroud the gigantic head of one of these man-
lions was one of the first objects uncovered by 
Layard's men. 

These mystic and symbolic forms, so associated 
with Assyrian art, and so familiar to the fre
quenters of our British Museum, deserve more 
than a passing notice, for a peculiar interest is 
attached to them on account of the thoughts they 
suggest, and the ideas and conceptions they 
embody and express. 

It is more than probable that these symbolical 
combinations of man and beast are derived from 
the traditional description of the Cherubim that 
kept silent watch by the closed gates of Eden. 
Some vague notions of the Cherubim seem to have 
been universally spread over the world, and com
pound figures enter more or less into the religion 
and worship of all heathen nations. The earliest 
form is that of the Sphinx, so common to Egypt--
this is a lion with a human head, symbolical of 
courage, strength, and intelligence. The Assyrian 
man-lions and bulls are simply another rendering 
of the same idea, but made more suggestive by the 
addition of wings, typical of the Divine omni
presence. It is reasonable to suppose that the 
griffin and the dragon were merely fanciful repro
ductions of the cherubic form, and all more or less 
expressive of laying hold, guarding, and protecting. 
The dragon that watched the golden fruit in the 
Garden of the Hesperides may surely be a (ireek 
adaptation of the story of the Cherubim that 
guarded the Tree of Life in Eden. 

The Assyrian man-lions cannot fail to remind 
us of the "living creatures" in Ezekiel's vision, 
and Daniel's description of the beast that symbolised 
the kingdom of Assyria is an actual sketch of one 
of these man-lions: "The first was like a lion, 
and had eagle's wings; and it was lifted up from 
the earth, and made stand upon the feet as a man " 
(Dan. vii. 4). 
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" I W I L L B O T H LAY ME D O W N 
IN P E A C E A N D SLEEP." 

"In the way of righteousness is life; and in the pathway thereof 
there is no death."—Pro v. xii. 28. 

WE had occasion some years since to call upon 
an aged Christian lady. We had often 

corresponded with her, but had never previously 
seen her. It is true her home was conducive to 
everything of a quiet and comfortable character. 
The house was not large. It was situated in a 
pleasant place not very far from London. It was 
surrounded by flourishing trees; and pleasant flower
beds carefully kept, gave it an aspect of thorough 
brightness and peace. The interior of the resi
dence betokened circumstances of comfort, if not 
of affluence, and withal there was on every hand 
the! quiet evidence that the lady of the house was 
an earnest Christian woman. Our first personal 
acquaintance fully confirmed this impression, for 
any one who can trace the wonderful effect of the 
true grace of God in the soul would speedily dis
cern it in this venerable woman. Her hair was 
silvery, and arranged about her fair and happy face 
with delightful naturalness and neatness, and her 
gentle, loving demeanour and kindly voice made 
one feel how truly blessed it is to find such a 
woman in the way of righteousness. 

As we looked around the room our attention 
was directed to the fact that here was a living 
exemplification of what a Christian should be. 
This lady was not living to herself. There was 
ample evidence that she was living not unto her
self, but unto Him who died and rose again, and 
this is invariably the effect of Christ dwelling in 
the soul. It makes- men and women liberal; they 
cannot be selfish if they fully realise what Christ in 
His great love has done for them. 

The lady of whom we write had thus surely 
learned Christ, for the beautiful room was filled 
with traces of her handiwork. Here was a little 
parcel to be sent far away to some missionary 
worker in Garenganza. There was a splendid 
woollen muffler or pair of mittens ready to be 
sent to some sailor in the stormy North Sea. Then 
there were Christian papers for posting to isolated 
servants of God in other lands, and there were 
also tokens that the children in the schools and 
the poor in the little place were not by any means 
forgotten. All these things made us glad of our 
short interview with this old saint, and made us 
thankful that God was thus carrying on His own 
work through the instrumentality of " the excellent 
of the earth," of whom this assuredly was one. 

Her words about her beloved Lord were not 
many, but what she said told how near and dear 
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He was to her, and in that quiet room she held 
sweet converse with Him, and the holy fragrance 
of constant communion with the Saviour had its 
blessed influence upon all with whom she came in 
contact. 

It may be remarked, " Ah, this lady had every 
comfort; she was surrounded with many mercies 
such as are denied to others, so there was every 
reason why she should be so thoughtful and kind." 
But although there may be a measure of truth in 
this, yet we know her life had not been free from 
trial of the severest character, and she had been an 
absolute invalid for many years ; but the effect 
of it seemed to lead her to exhibit more of the 
characteristics of Christ, and to show true and 
practical kindness to those who were not so happily 
situated in this life as herself. 

We have never seen her but on the one occasion 
to which we have alluded, but we have very often 
thought of her, and as we knew that in the course 
of the allotted span of life her end must be near, 
we had often said: "If ever there is one whose 
home-going will be simple and beautiful it must be 
that of this fine old Christian lady." It is only just 
recently that this has occurred, and our impressions 
about the possible character of her end have 
been fully confirmed. During the years that have 
elapsed since we saw her, her days have been 
passed in " doing good " very much as we have 
described ; but recently, after a period of increasing 
weakness, it was apparent she was about to enter 
the golden gates. John Wesley was once asked 
what he should do if he were told that he would 
die at twelve o'clock that Sunday night. He replied, 
" I should preach this morning and have my dinner, 
I should preach again this afternoon and have my 
tea, I should preach again at night just as it is 
arranged, and then go home and lie down and 
die." And so with this dear woman : she knew it 
was all in the Lord's hands, and so she rested 
absolutely upon His will. The work went on in 
the home as usual. When the time arrived for 
gathering the servants for the evening prayer she 
was asked if they should come in, and, precisely 
as they had done hundreds of times before, they 
each read round a verse from God's holy, blessed 
Word. That night the portion happened to be 
Psalm xxxviii. When they reached the end it was 
noticed there were not sufficient verses to read once 
again all round, so the lady added, " I will read the 
last two verses." The words fell from her lips, 
" Forsake me not, O Lord : O my God, be not far 
from me ; make haste to help me, O Lord my 
salvation." And He did make haste to help her, 
for she had scarcely uttered these beautiful words 
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when she leant back in the arms of a faithful 
servant, grasped the hand of another, and in a 
moment her spirit passed away to be for ever in 
the presence of her Lord. This was exactly the 
quiet, simple ending we should have anticipated for 
such a life. Like a little child, she passed from 
this scene of sorrow and death into the incom
parable glory of the Throne of God. Let those 
who read this simple recital of one whose life was 
harmonious, beautiful, practical, lovely, just see to 
it that they live, so that their end, if the Lord call 
them thus, should be as simple, and peaceful, and 
blessed. # A. H. 

THE ST. KITTS FISH-POT. 

WALKING along the sea-shore one day with 
a friend in the island of St. Kitts (West 

Indies), my attention was drawn to the peculiar 
apparatus used by the fishermen in catching fish. 
It was a large triangular wicker cage, capable of 
holding hundreds of fishes. Examining it closely, 
I observed a large opening near the top in the 
bend. The "fish-pot" is placed in deep water 
with some bait inside, and the fish swim into it in 
large numbers. 

I remarked to the fisherman, " But do they stay 
in ? It seems to me the easiest thing in the world 
to get out again. They have only to look up a 
litfte and swim straight out." "True," said the 
man, "but they never look up, sir. They swim 
about in the fish-pot, and dash themselves against 
the sides of it, but they never look up." 

The man's answer sent me away deep in thought. 
The simple " fish-pat" aptly illustrates the net of 
Satan, in which he holds poor deluded men firmly. 
And though men sometimes feel the bondage to 
be irksome, and chafe in their chains, yet, like the 
captured fishes, "they never look up." There is 
a Saviour near at hand, One who has broken the 
power of Satan, and who has the right to set free 
all who look up to Him in simple faith. The 
Gospel is sent to men " to open their eyes, and to 
turn them from darkness to light, and from the 
power of Satan unto God" (Acts xxvi. 18). All 
who believe in Jesus can say He " hath delivered 
us from the power of darkness" (Col. i. 13). 
Blessed deliverance! We no longer beat against 
the sides of our cage, vainly endeavouring to set 
ourselves at large; but we'rejoice in a deliverance 
accomplished for us by our Lord Jesus Christ. 
On the Cross He broke the power of Satan, and is 
now exalted in heaven. He sits there as a living 
Saviour, and all who look up to Him in faith are 
delivered for evermore. 

It is blessed to look up, yet it is about the last 
thing men think of doing. When the children of 

Israel felt the bitterness of their bondage in Egypt 
they sighed and cried, but God was not in their 
thoughts (Exod. ii. 23). But, blessed be His 
name, He saw their distress and heard their cry 
and came down for their deliverance. 

If this should meet the eyes of any seeking 
souls, let it not be said of you, " They never look 
up." To look around is worse than useless, for 
"none can by any means redeem his brother"; but 
to look up to the risen and victorious Jesus brings 
instantly deliverance and peace. w. w. F. 

O ETERNITY, ETERNITY, 
ETERNITY! 

ETERNITY! I was in the city of Chicago 
some time ago, and much moved in spirit 

by the open sin, the bold rejection of God and His 
Word, the determination to become rich, and to 
enjoy the present at the expense of the future, that 
I saw on every hand; and while there, the reality of 
eternity pressed upon me perhaps as never before. 

I thought much of eternity, and the masses of 
human beings rushing on to eternity, regardless of 
what was before them. Oh, for some way to reach 
them! For a voice as loud as thunder to make 
them hear, and to turn them to the shelter from 
the impending judgment! 

" Eternity! What is it for me, what is it for my 
fellow-men ? " thought I. " Could I measure it ? 
No. Could I comprehend it? No. But I can, 
must, and shall'live it." 

As I thought of eternity and its unmeasured and 
unmeasurable ages, it came to me in this way : 
Could I take the leaves of every tree in the wide 
world, and count a hundred years for every leaf; 
could I take the grains of sand in the deserts and 
upon the oceans' shores, and count a thousand 
years for every grain; could I take the drops of 
water that make up the streams and rivers and seas 
and oceans, and count a million years for every 
drop; could I take the particles of air in infinite 
space, and count a billion years for every particle, 
and roughly casting up these enormous figures, my 
sum, when completed, would but give me eternity's 
breaking morn ! O eternity, eternity, eternity ! 

And you and I, beloved reader, have to spend 
i t ; and the question forces itself upon us, WHERE 
WILL WE SPEND ETERNITY? 

" NOT to resolve," says Bacon, " is to resolve;" 
and not to decide for Christ is to decide against 
Him. Few, however, have so entirely decided 
that they do not resolve, or at least wish, to turn 
to God some day. Alas! some day is too often 
no day. We wait for a convenient season, and 
it never comes. 
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"AS MANY AS 
TOUCHED HIM 
WERE MADE 
WHOLE!" 

WE do not wonder 
at this; there 

would be no room for 
surprise if millions 
upon millions were 
healed every whit—the 
surprise is that so few 
go to Him. Does it 
astonish us to read of 
a dying thief being 
saved, or of a blas
phemous man, a perse
cutor and injurious, 
being made a follower 
of the meek and lowly 
Lord ? Or are we 
surprised to hear, in 
our own day, of the 
vilest and worst being 
"made whole," and 
living no more the life 
of sin, but living instead 
the life of faith ? Do 
we lift up our eyes with 
amazement and say, 
" How can these things 
be ? " By no means, 
for Jesus is so wonder
ful, and His salvation 
is so complete, and the 
cleansing efficacy of 
His once-shed blood is 
so perfect, that we 
know He can and does 
heal all who come to 
Him. 

"Whithersoever He 
entered, into villages, 
or cities, or country, 
they laid the sick in 
the streets, and be
sought Him that they 
might touch if it were 
but the border of His 
garment." What a 
sight of power and of 
weakness, of grace and 
misery! The Son of 
God, who had come 
from heaven, sur
rounded with every 
type of human woe. 
As he walked on, His 
heart moving in tender
ness towards all, hun
dreds of weak hands 
would stretch out, as it were, to touch the very skirts 
of His garment! And if our eyes could but see, 
we should behold in this our gospel day the self
same Jesus, the Son of God, moving amongst the 

TELL IT TO JESUS.. 
"Words and Music by H. H. Booth. 
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He un-der - stands thee, Heads all the sec - ret in -
He un-der - standu thee, ivuows all thy sor-rowa and 
He un-der - stands thee, He cau ex - plain ev - 'ry 
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1. He will not deal with thee but as thou 
2. Knows all thy tremblings, thy doubts and thy 
3. Me can sppak peace 'midst thy tur-moil and 
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He un-der-stands thee, What is thy gain, and what is 
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thee, Tell out thy heart at th* foot of His cross. 
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4. Tell it to Jesus, He understands thee, 

Seek by Hi9 Spirit to perfect thy soul; 
Sorrows and trials he sends to refine thwe, 

Tell Hiui thy case, not in part, but in whole. I 
The above beautiful Melody is No. 199 in " Songs of Victory." This splendid collection ot Hymns and Solos 
can be had through, any bookseller—without music, from 2d. to 5s. 6</.; with music, from 2s. 6d. to 105. 6cU 

5. Tell it to Jesus, He understands thee, 
Hide not thy faults, and excuse not thy sin; 

For in the day of acoount He will greet thee, 
Not as thou art from without, but within. 

longing and perishing children of men, and we should 
see weak and helpless hands outstretched to touch 
Him, " and as many as touched Him were made 
whole."—Mark vi. 56. 
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| jottings about the Bible. 

WONDERFUL ! WONDERFUL! 
BY C. H. SPURGEON. 

" Thy testimonies are wonderful, therefore doth my soul keep 
them."—Ps. cxix. 129. 

I DO not worship the Book, but I so intensely 
love it that I can say with David, " My soul 

standeth in awe of Thy word." You may speak of 
me as you please, and I can afford to regard it as 
I please; but when God speaketh then every power 
is hushed to hear what He hath to say, and the 
whole heart trembles before the Word of the living 
God. It is no ordinary book. I hate the science 
of comparative theology. I know but one God, 
and all the rest are idols. I hate all comparison of 
sacred books. I know of one, and all the rest are 
pretenders. No man of God who has ever read 
them will ever for a single second think they can 
be mistaken for sacred books. They have nothing 
of the tone, or the majesty, or the depth of this 
wonderful Book of ours. I T STANDS ALONE—THE 
SOLE AND ONLY BOOK OF GOD. I would express I 
our confidence in the Bible under criticism. It 
has passed through a good deal of criticism now, 
has it not? I do not know why it should be 
criticised with superfluous severity when so many 
other books have been allowed to escape almost 
scot-free. Had they been criticised in the manner 
of Biblical criticism there had not been a fragment 
of them left. But now there is not a fragment of 
the Holy Scriptures gone. No doctrine—no essen
tial doctrine—of Christianity has been jeopardised 
by the most severe criticism of the original books 
or by any other kind of criticism. 

I sometimes nowadays marvel at the men that 
are critics of such a Book as this. One said to me 
when I spoke of Paul, " I don't agree with Paul." 
Then I laid aside the question of inspiration, and 
only thought of Paul, " Why, man, he doth bestride 
this narrow world like a Colossus " ; and here was 
an individual—he didn't agree with Paul ! In the 
age of rushlights I should not have been more 
surprised if the rushlight had said that it did not 
agree with the sun. But they may pass it through 
more critical tests if they will. It is as silver tried 
in a furnace of earth, purified seven times. They 
do it service after all. 

One thing also I would add here, and that is my 
testimony to the wonder which the Book often 
excites in me. I could stop when I am reading it 
sometimes and cry over it. It is not that I 
understand it. Often it is because I cannot under
stand it that my wonder makes me admire. You 

can get to the end of other books. You have 
spent them out when you have read them two or 
three times; but you have only begun with the 
Bible when your hair turns grey. It is marvellous 
how wonderful the Bible is the first time you come 
to it. I think I almost wish I had never read it, 
that I might have the pleasure of reading it for the 
first time. 

I had a note but yesterday from a gentleman 
who told me that he called upon my grandfather, 
an old man who is in his eighty-eighth year, and he 
said—" I went into his study. He had a big Bible 
in front of him. We exchanged salutations, and 
then the old man seemed to forget all about me. 
He sat reading on, and as he read the Bible he kept 
saying, * WONDERFUL ! WONDERFUL ! I have 
proved this to be true. My soul feeds upon it. 
I shall soon be in the presence of God. Oh, what 
a precious truth this is to a poor old man like 
m e ! ' " Yes, it is as wonderful to the old man as 
it is to the young lad. Wonder upon wonders! 
How often have 1 cried to myself in the language 
of Herbert, "O Book! Exquisite sweetness! Let 
me still suck every letter, and honey gain ! " 

May we all, dear friends, bear testimony to our 
faith in the Bible by continually yielding obedience 
to it. If we will obey its precepts we shall know 
its doctrines. The Bible is not merely a book—it 
is a way ; it is a chart; it is a guide in the way 
of righteousness and peace. Put in practice the 
Divine Word, and as you do so you will love it 
more and more. In closing, let me say that 
I have scarcely ever given away the Word of God 
without meeting with very singular results. I gave 
to a cabman twenty years ago a twopenny Testament. 
I never looked to hear of it again, but I did hear 
of that twopenny Testament twenty years afterwards, 
in the hands of the man, who kept it probably as a 
kind of relic, because God had blessed it to the 
conversion of his soul. That twopence was a ^rood 
investment. 

I hope you all try the Word of God every day in 
your own daily life. It is a splendid Book for the 
throne ; it is equally good in the kitchen. It is a 
blessed Book to put into your pocket and carry 
with you when you are in the railway train; you 
will find it precious if you stay at home. In 
poverty or in health, in joy or in sorrow, the many-
sided Bible only presents to you some new phase 
of its adaptability to your state and case. Give up 
the Bible! We will sooner give up our lives. 

T H E astronomer Kepler's belief and faith in God are 
evident in the closing words of his greatest work. He says : 
" I thank Thee, my Lord and Creator, for the joy which 
the work of T h y hands hath given me. . . . If I have 
said anything unworthy of Thee, graciously forgive me." 
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OUR MISSIONARY COLUMN. 

R O U N D A B O U T JERUSALEM. 

A MISSIONARY labouring in Palestine says :— 
In the morning several hours are often spent 

going about the village to see people who have asked 
one to their houses, usually to see a sick child or 
friend. Many opportunities are thus afforded of 
telling little groups about Christ and His love, or 
of pressing home the message given the night before. 

Then back to the tent for dinner, which has 
most likely been cooking itself while we were in the 
village; and after dinner we pack up, strike the 
tent, and are off to another place. 

An Unusual Experience. 
One's experience varies much at different times. 

Once I went to a village I was particularly anxious 
to visit. I knew it would be a difficult place, and 
so made it a special subject of prayer. 

When I got there, unlike other places, no one 
came to look on or help, so, having pitched the 
tent, I went into the village to try and get hold 
of the people. There were many about, but all 
excessively busy. I went to the fountain, hoping 
to get a talk with the women who often congregate 
there, but each woman only just filled her jar and 
returned. Then to the guest-house, where there 
were many people, but all preoccupied and busy. 
Sadly I returned to the tent, wondering what it 
could mean, it was so unlike any previous experience. 
Soon after a violent thunderstorm came on, and 
there was no hope of any visitors that night. 

Next morning, as I was at breakfast, a man came 
with a message from the village sheikh : " Would 
not the gentleman join them ?" This was just 
what I wanted. Following the messenger, I found 
some fifty men seated on the roof of a house, and 
was invited to a place among them. 

Seating myself among them, after the usual coffee 
I got into conversation with some men near me. 
Presently a very influential chief (one of the visitors) 
called out from the opposite corner, " We all want 
to hear what you are talking about." Here was a 
grand opportunity. With prayer for guidance, I 
raised my voice so that all could hear, and for 
about an hour spoke with them of their need of a 
Saviour and of Christ's death for sinners. 

Another House-top Scene. 
Another day at a small village I found a group 

of men on the roof of a house. I sat down among 
them, read, and spoke to them. A stranger took 
the lead in the conversation which followed. 
Finding that he was the only man present who 
could read, I gave him an Arabic Gospel. When 
I rose to leave he got up too, and accompanied me 
out of the village. " I should like," said he, as we 
were parting, " to hear more of these things. In a 
few weeks I shall go out for the grape season to 
my vineyard; come and see me there." This 
I did later on, and found he had been reading the 
book I gave him, and was at least favourably 
disposed to Christianity, though, like so many, in 
terror of this being known.—Missionary Gleaner. 

T H E CHILD A P O S T L E . 

TO speak a word for the Master is not always 
easy, and it requires a degree of tact and 

judgment that not all of us have by nature. But 
we may have it by grace. There is a story of a 
little Indian girl that may put most of us to shame. 
We are told that when the late Bishop of Madras 
was visiting Travancore, there was introduced to 
him a little slave girl by the title of "The Child 
Apostle." She had earned the title by the zeal 
with which she talked of Christ to others. Her 
quiet, steady persistence in this had won several 
converts to Christ. But she had suffered per
secution too brutal to relate. WThen she was 
introduced to the Bishop her face, neck, and arms 
were disfigured and scarred by stripes and blows. 
As he looked at her the good man's eyes filled, and 
he said, " My child, how could you bear this ?" 
She looked up in surprise at the question, and, 
her eyes dilating with wonder, she said, " Don't 
you like to suffer for Christ, sir?" The true 
Christian spirit is the spirit that " likes to suffer for 
Christ." And that is never a dumb spirit. 
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% OUR YOUNG PEOPLE'S PAGES. J 

IT MUST COME FROM ABOVE. 

WILL you follow me to the ridge of a high 
mountain in Scotland? On the top stand 

three men; within a few feet of them is a deep 
ravine, or chasm, which divides the mountain 
into two parts. 

Two of the men are uncoiling a very long, thick 
rope; they begin to tie it securely under the arms 
and around the body of the third, who then very 
cautiously proceeds to the edge of the precipice, 
and gradually slides over, down, down, down, such 
a long, long way. The other two men keep fast 
hold of the rope, and let it run out very slowly, 
until they hear a voice from the bottom crying, 
"Stop!" 

Holding the rope fast, they listen anxiously 
until the voice from below calls out, "All right, 
pull up now!" They do so, but it is now much 
harder work than it was to let him down; the 
two men have to pull away with all their strength; 
but before long, to their great delight, the man 
appears at the top with something in his arms, 
which he very carefully lays on the ground. 

Perhaps you wonder what it was which this man 
had risked his life to fetch. I think I hear one 
say, " It was some stolen treasure hidden there;" 
another, "Perhaps a lot of gold;" while a third 
guesses, " Precious stones." No! all wrong. I 
am afraid, if you were to guess for some time, you 
would not find it out, so I will tell you. 

The men were shepherds, and the burden carried 
up from the bottom of the chasm was a sheep, 
which had wandered away from the fold. 

The entrance of this chasm at the bottom of 
the mountain was wide, but gradually it became 
narrower and narrower, until the path was so 
narrow and rugged that the sheep could not go 
a step farther, and you know that a poor silly 
sheep can never find its way back when it has 
once strayed away; so the lost sheep must have 
perished had not the good shepherd, who loved 
and valued it too much to be willing to lose it, 
risked his own life to save it. He had tried to 
follow, but found it quite impossible, and the only 
way to save it from death was by some one being 
lowered down from above to the place where the 
sheep was, that he might bring it up in his powerful 
arms to a place of safety. 

Can my young reader tell me who that sheep is 
like? I think I hear the reply— 

"The sheep is like Adam, who left the good 

Shepherd in Eden, and like the boys and girls and 
men and women of the world who have followed in 
his footsteps." Yes; the Bible tells us so plainly; 
it says, "All we like sheep have gone astray; we 
have turned every one to his own way" (Isaiah 
liii. 6). Notice the word " all" ; there is another 
"all" (Romans iii. 23), "All have sinned." We 
have all turned our backs upon God, and are 
wandering in this dark and sinful world, with 
nothing but ruin, misery, and death before us. 
Now notice, in the next place, that no help from 
below could save the sheep; so God has written, 
"None of them can by any means redeem his 
brother " (Psalm xlix. 7), so that if help comes at 
all, it must come from above. How wonderful to 
think that, just as the shepherd came down to the 
very place where the sheep was perishing, so 

"Jesus , who lived above the sky, 
Came down to be a man and die." 

The good Samaritan, as we read in the parable, 
first of all came where the wounded man was, and 
then went to him; so Jesus has been where we 
are, in ail our need; and now it is His delight 
to come to us, and take us under His tender 
care. 

You see the sheep could do nothing to save 
itself; it was helpless, but the shepherd took it, 
in all its helplessness, and carried it in safety up to 
the top. So we read (Romans v. 6) that " When 
we were yet without strength, in due time Christ 
died for the ungodly"; and I can assure you, 
dear friends, that Jesus Christ the Saviour, who 
came to seek and to save the lost, is waiting, 
willing, ready to seek and to save you. 

" How great is the love 
Which Jesus hath shown ! 

He came from above, 
From heaven's bright throne, 

That He might deliver 
Poor sinners from hell, 

And take them for ever 
In glory to dwell." 

" D O N O T D O U B T H I M . " 

GO to the Lord Jesus and speak to Him just as 
if He were close by your side. And indeed 

so He is, though we see Him not. This is the 
happy way of coming to Him. You need not be 
shy or afraid of speaking to the Lord, for He is so 
kind and so tender that He will listen patiently to 
all you have to say. Only do not doubt Him. 
Believe what He says, and He says He hears 
you. He loves to hear little children speak to 
Him. No one loves little children as does the 
blessed Jesus. 
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T H E " SPRINGING W E L L " LEPER ASYLUM, CALICUT. 

(Reproduced f,om a photo.) 

" Y E D I D I T U N T O M E . " 

WE are very glad to be able to give the readers 
of " T H E SPRINGING WELL " an illustration 

of the Asylum at Calicut. We are sure very many 
of our subscribers are deeply interested in this 
effort to help our suffering fellow-creatures. Dr. 
Stokes, the resident medical missionary, writes: 
" Itvould thank the kind readers of ̂  The Springing 
Well* for having taken up the support of this work, 
and I trust the photograph and some details of the 
wo?-k which I now send, will enable them to manifest 
fresh zeal and interest for these poor Calicut lepers." 

We hope to give in our next issue the informa
tion so kindly sent by Dr. Stokes respecting the 
inmates of the building and of the spiritual work 
in their midst. The Asylum is only about one 
hundred yards from the sea. The compound 
around the house is not large, but sufficient for 
the poor creatures to walk about as far as they 
are able to do so. 

We are truly grateful for all the practical help 
we have been able to render through the medium 
of this paper. We especially thank those who 
are able to contribute to the support of the 
Asylum, but we are also thankful to all who 
pray for the spiritual well-being of these poor 
sufferers. 

We have received a most sympathetic letter from 
an American lady, " Norma," together with a 
donation of ^ 5 for the work. May God abun

dantly bless this dear friend of the poor leper! 
There are very many Christian friends across the 
ocean who are truly interested in our little paper, 
and whose kind, cheering messages to us we deeply 
value. 

A SHORT READING ON PEACE. 
"The peace of God which passeth all understanding"—Phil.iv. 7. 

H OW is it a peace passing all understanding? The 
special feature is, that it is unaffected by circum

stances. A peace ever flowing in unruffled smoothness ; 
direct from the Source—Himself. A peace derived from 
perfect trust and confidence in God; having the heart 
perfect toward Him (1 John iii. 19—21) ; satisfied with 
all His appointments ; and rejoicing in the Lord alway 
(Phil. iv. 4). 

Whatever may be the condition of a river-bed, rough 
or smooth; however tortuous its course, still the force 
and strength of the water are such that, beyond a ripple 
upon its surface, it flows on and on in one unbroken 
stream. And such was the peace our blessed Lord 
bequeathed to His people. A peace that should keep 
their hearts and minds—in quiet, holy calm passing all 
understanding. 

May they glorify God by seeking to let this peace flow 
through their hearts in undiminished fulness (Isa.xlviii.18), 
unhindered by the winds of circumstances, the rocks 
and shoals of unbelief, or by the intricacies and trials of 
the way. Let the peace of Christ rule in your hearts to 
the which also ye are called in one body; and be ye 
thankful (Col. iii. 15). Now the Lord of peace Himself, 
give you peace always by all means (2 Thess. iii. 16). 

Isa.xlviii.18
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OUR SEWING COMPETITION. 
M Y D E A R N I E C E S , 

Before I give you the promised extract from our 
kind friend's letter I must say how pleased I have been 
to get such nice notes from our dear prize-winners telling me 
how delighted they are with their lovely cases of scissors. 
Well, dear girls, I hope you will all grow very clever at 
''clipping," as a worthy mother in this village calls cutting out. 

Now, this month, I do not think I need add more than 
the interesting letter from Barbados, acknowledging our 
first bale of clothes sent out in November last. You see, 
Barbados is a very long way off, so it took some time for 
our big bundle to get there, and then this kind lady waited 
until she had given away some of your beautifully-made 
garments before she wrote her nice long letter. She tells 
me, first, that having taken counsel with others, it was 
thought best to give the clothes " especially unto them 
who are of the household of f a i th" (Gal. vi. 10). She 
says the believers in the Lord Jesus who are needy are so 
numerous out there that it would be depriving many of 
what is of great value to them if she gave it elsewhere. 

" Let me explain the difference between the poverty 
here and in England. In England there may be one 
very poor to fifty or sixty fairly well off; here the 
very reverse is true. Of course, much less is required 
here than in England—no coals, carpets, etc.—but 
what do you think of one shilling per week for a woman 
and four children, food, clothing, everything? And 
this is not an uncommon thing. But I will tell you 
a little about the clothing. The beautiful work will, I am 
sure, be appreciated by all, for good work lasts so much 
better than bad. Besides, the women here are such 
exquisite workers themselves that I should not like to 
give them anything else. T h e shirt which gained the 
first prize went to one who had been unable to get to the 
meeting on the Lord's Day for lack of clothing. T h e 
little chemise, with the tiny stitching so nicely done, went 
to a widow who has five children ; several of the little 
frocks to the poor woman before mentioned with four 
children, who is now sick with fever. T h e women's 
white dresses are especially valued for wearing on Lord's 
Day, and the dark-blue ones have given great satisfaction 
to those who journey to town with their fruits, etc. So 
you see all kinds and all colours find ready acceptance, 
and everything is valued. I might say 'specially va lued ' 
to everything, only it would be absurd. But no one need 
fear sending anything unsuitable, unless it were furs or 
eider-down rugs! T h e rest of the children's frocks will 
enable many little ones to get to the Sunday School. 
W h a t would little English girls think of having only one 
frock, a print or white cotton, which mother washes on 
Friday night, irons on Saturday ready for Sunday, and to 
go on the rest of the week until Friday again ? And 
• mammy ' often has to do the same for herself, too! 

" T h e little boy's suit, of blue galatea, with the fancy 
braces, was given to a little motherless boy, who is cared 
for, a few weeks at a time, in turns by one and another of 
the Christian women in the district, who greatly loved his 
mother, and speak of her faithful testimony for the Lord. 

" I trust this short account may interest all who con
tributed. No doubt the Lord will abundantly bless and 
reward each one who did so for His sake. ' Inasmuch as 
ye did it unto one of the least of these My brethren ye 
did it unto Me. ' " 

Now is not that a nice letter for us to receive ? And 
are you not glad to think there is another lovely parcel 
on the way now to gladden some of these dear poor 
women and their merry little dark children ? 

Always your loving A U N T A L I C E . 

THE "LITTLE ONES" AT THE WALWORTH 
CRECHE. 

V E R Y few of our readers know of this singularly useful 
work carried on in one of the most densely populated 
par ts of London under the title of Slum Babies. An 
interesting work among the helpless ones goes steadily 
forward, and the little institution has now almost com
pleted its fourth year of existence. . Being the only place 
of the kind in the neighbourhood, it has long since proved 
its usefulness. 

On a drenching Saturday morning a few weeks back, 
what appeared to be a bundle of dirty wet clothes was 
handed in ; the poor coster mother had been told by a 
policeman that while she continued to keep it out on her 
barrow she was endangering its life, and she must get 
some one to mind it. W a r m milk, warm fire, and a warm 
welcome sent the mother back to her barrow and her 
greengrocery happy. Another dear little soul journeys 
comfortably to South Street in its mother ' s basket among 
the kippered herrings, and another surrounded by bunches 
of herbs and sweet scented flowers. I t is a house of shelter 
for all sorts and conditions of babes, and the charge 
made is but twopence daily, everything included. 

Funds are very, very low, because of new chairs and 
cots having to be bought. T h e children of the slums, like 
their r icher and more fortunate brothers and sisters, are 
very destructive, and the first furniture has done its work, 
consequently the very small" banking account" is exhausted. 

I t is earnestly hoped that the care thus shown to these 
•• little ones " may through God's mercy prove a blessing 
to many of their paremts who are spoken to about the 
Lord Jesus Christ . 

T h e Edi tor of " T H E SPRINGING W E L L " will receive 
contributions, or the Hon. Superintendent, Mrs . F . King-
horne, T h e Creche, South Street, Walwor th , will gratefully 
acknowledge the smallest help. 

OUR LEPER FUND. 
W E are very grateful to the kind donors of the under
mentioned amounts to this Fund :— £ s. d. 

" Norma," Boston, Mass 5 0 0 
Teachers and Scholars, Seymour Place 

Sunday School, Fu lham 15 6 
L. S., Colchester 10 o 
Two Sisters in Christ, Brixham ... 7 6 
N., Scarboro' 1 o 

FREE DISTRIBUTION FUND. 
M R . FRANK COCKREM, secretary of the Open Air Mission, 
wr i t es :—" W e shall be deeply grateful if you can kindly 
help us with a grant of ' T H E SPRINGING W E L L , ' as our 
stock is almost entirely exhausted, and we have no funds 
with which to make purchases." W e should be very 
thankful if our readers were led to enable us to make a 
grant to this worthy Mission, as it has such unbounded 
opportunities of spreading good Gospel literature. W e 
have received as under, with many thanks :— 

From " A Friend," for special distri- £ s. d. 
bution of numbers containing articles 
by A. G. ... ... ... ... 5 0 0 

A. H . M., London 2 6 

ARMENIAN WIDOWS AND ORPHANS. 
5. d. 

Anon., Ramsgate 2 o 

l=sr* A L L communications for the Editor to be addressed 
to the care of Mr. A L F R E D H O L N E S S , 14, Paternoster Row, 
London. 
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THE QUEST OF 
SIVA DASS; 

or, What is Truth ? • 
II. 

BY H. D. BROWN, 
Author of " What Christ Did," &c. 

IN the last issue of " T H E 
SPRINGING W E L L " we 

told how Siva Dass had 
traversed India in the desire 
to find an answer to his 
earnest inquiry, "What is 
Truth?" Weary with his 
journeyings and disap
pointed at the failure of his 
quest, we described how 
he erected a shrine to the 
goddess Siva near to the 
city of Jeypore, and how 
he became wealthy through 
the gifts he received as 
priest from the idolatrous 
worshippers who visited the 
shrine. 

For a number of years he 
remained at his post, ful- |> 
filling the duties of his ' 
" religion " as priest of Siva. 
He married and had a 
daughter, who became the 
wife of another Brahmin 
priest, and all lived together, 
the two priests performing 
the rites and rapidly grow
ing rich. 

One day two budmashes 
(villains) came to Siva 
Dass with a strange request. 
They had a gr ievance 
against the Maharajah, and 
with murder in their hearts, 
they sought secretly to 
compass his death in the 
following manner: They brought a small clay figure 
to represent the Maharajah, and having stuck it full 
of pins, they wanted the priest to place it before the 

>-* 

idol's shrine and go through his incantations, hoping 
thus to bring about the death of their victim by the 
powerof the goddess causing him to pine slowly away. 

s.w. u 
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But Siva Dass was an honourable man, and 
refusing their offered bribe he indignantly drove 
them away, and then he resolved to go at once to 
Jeypore and inform the Maharajah that these men 
were seeking his life. Arrived at the city, as he 
passed through the bazaar on his way to the palace, 
he saw a crowd listening to a man preaching, and 
he stood a few minutes to hear what the man said. 
The preacher was one of Dr. Valentine's native 
catechists, and as Siva Dass listened he heard him 
speak of one Jesus Christ, and wondered who He 
could be, for he had never heard the name before. 
He had, however, to push on to deliver his message 
at the palace, and when he returned the preacher 
was gone. Something he had heard, however, had 
again stirred the deep yearning of his soul which 
had lain dormant so long—the unsatisfied desire to 
get light and to know " What is Truth ? " So he 
resolved to return to Jeypore the following day and 
try to find the preacher, and ask him more about 
this Jesus Christ, whom he supposed to be a new 
/ogee of whom he had never before heard. 

On his return he at once visited the bazaar, and 
there again was the preacher and the crowd. He 
remained to the end an attentive listener, and as 
he listened he heard strange things about this 
wonderful new /ogee. So when the preacher had 
finished and the crowd were dispersing, Siva Dass 
went up to the catechist and asked him, " WHO IS 
THIS JESUS CHRIST ? I thought I knew the names 
of all the great /ogees, but I have never heard of 
this one before." 

The catechist, finding him to be a man much 
superior to himself intellectually, took him to Dr. 
Valentine, who had a long and deeply-interesting 
conversation with him. When they parted, the 
doctor gave him a Hindi Testament, and told him 
to read it thoughtfully, and if he had any difficulties 
he might come to him at any time and he would 
try to explain them. 

Siva Dass took the Testament home, and soon 
became a diligent reader. As he read he seemed 
to breathe an altogether different atmosphere from 
that to which he had been accustomed. Instead 
of the tortuous windings of Hindoo sophistry and 
the lying vanities and glaring falsehoods of his 
idolatrous religion, he found in the Testament a 
simplicity, a purity, a manifest truthfulness so 
entirely contrary to the debasing superstitions in 
the midst of which he had hitherto lived, and in 
which he could find no satisfaction for the deep 
craving of his soul 

Here he read the wonderful story of the perfect 
life of the perfect MAN who lived upon this earth 
more than eighteen hundred years before, yet the 
story was as fresh and vivid as if He had lived but 

yesterday. He read the marvellous account of 
His birth, and the claim which Christ made Him
self, and which was made for Him by His disciples, 
that He was the Son of God as well as the Son of 
Man. He was, of course, conversant with stories of 
incarnations of the gods in the heathen mythology 
of India, of which the hideous idols were the 
representations, but this was entirely different. It 
was accompanied with no foolish fables, but simple, 
sublime, and pure, and every word and act of the 
life of Jesus Christ bore out the claim. 

Then how wonderful • was that life, spent with 
such intense devotion to the service' of God and 
man. Yet there was no ostentation. He "did 
not strive nor cry, nor cause His voice to be 
heard in the street"; there was no noise, no 
marshalling of forces, no strenuous labour such as 
man would make, but He ever moved with quiet, 
calm dignity, dispensing blessings on every hand 
with Divine compassion and marvellous power to 
heal. The blind received their sight, the lame 
walked, the deaf heard, the dead were raised up, 
and the poor had the Gospel preached to them. 

Yet it was clear that Christ was no mere miracle-
worker, performing wonderful acts such as Siva 
Dass was accustomed to hear of, and gaining the 
applause of men. Every miracle was an act of 
tender compassion and a manifestation of the 
Divine love and mercy. 

But it was the words more than the deeds that 
impressed this student. Truly " never man spake 
like this Man "! What marvellous teaching ! What 
a wonderful revelation of God was here!—so 
contrary to every thought he had. No hideous 
conception of barbarous might exerted to excite 
terror in the hearts of His worshippers, no in
carnation of every human vice, as were the gods he 
was accustomed to worship, but a God of truth, of 
righteousness, and, above all, of infinite love. He 
learned from the lips of Jesus that God was a 
Spirit, and that they who worship Him must 
worship Him in spirit and in truth. And as, like 
the men of Nazareth, he " wondered at the gracious 
words which proceeded out of His mouth," he felt, 
like Nicodemus, that He must indeed be "a 
Teacher come from God"; and as the light 
dawned in upon him and filled his soul, he 
gradually became more and more convinced that 
JESUS CHRIST COULD BE NONE OTHER THAN THE 
SON OF GOD. 

* * * * * 
There was much that Siva Dass could not under

stand—all was so new and strange to him; but he 
came again and again to Dr. Valentine with his 
difficulties, not for disputation, but for honest 
inquiry, for the thirst had returned and his soul 
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was again longing to know " What is Truth ? " So 
one by one the difficulties were removed, and as 
he read and studied this wonderful book he found 
that it unlocked all the secrets of his heart, and 
as a faithful mirror showed him himself. 

Poor Siva Dass learned that he was a sinner, 
guilty before God, and that no religious ceremonies, 
no works of righteousness, no pilgrimages, no pain
ful penances, nor anything he could do were of 
any avail to atone for his sins. 

Now, when the soul is brought face to face with 
God in His holiness, His righteousness, and His 
truth, and a man realises his own sinful state, the 
cry arises for a mediator, an atonement, a pro
pitiation that man may be just with God. It is 
this inarticulate cry deep down in the human 
heart that is the origin of all the self-imposed 
penances, the propitiatory sacrifices, the supposed 
meritorious acts performed by terror-stricken 
devotees over all the earth throughout the whole 
of human history—a cry which men try to stifle 
or drown in pleasure, or sin, or false philosophy. 
But it has never entered into the heart of man to 
conceive that God Himself, " the Judge of all the 
earth," had "found a Ransom," or that "God so 
loved the world, that He gave His only begotten 
Son, that whosoever believeth in Him should not 
perish, but have everlasting life." 

This was the crowning glory of all, to know that 
the only true God, the Creator, the holy and 
righteous Judge, so loved the creatures whom He 
had made, even the rebellious sinners, that He had 
found a way whereby He " might be just and the 
Justifier of him which believeth on Jesus," " the 
Lamb of God, which taketh away the sin of the 
world." 

And now the quest of Siva Dass was over: his 
mind, his conscience, his heart were at rest, for he 
had found Him who is " the Way, and the Truth, 
and the Life," " in whom we have redemption 
through His blood, the forgiveness of sins, accord
ing to the riches of His grace." 

Siva Dass was no longer the "slave of Siva"; the 
bonds were loosed, the fetters broken. He was 
Christ's freeman; yet he loved his new Master, he 
would not go free. Had He not loosed him from 
his sins in His own blood ? and did not that blood 
bind him to his Saviour in a covenant of love 
for ever? So at his baptism he changed his 
name to Isa Dass, the "slave of Jesus," and he 
" hugged his chains," for were they not the bonds 
of love? 

He came not alone to make profession of his 
faith by baptism. He brought with him his wife, 
his daughter and her husband, all converted 

to God through his instrumentality, and these 
four were the first fruits of the mission at 
Jeypore. 

Soon Isa Dass had to bear bitter persecution 
from the other Brahmins, and though they could 
not touch his life they claimed his wealth as 
belonging to their gods. Gladly he gave up all, 
and he who had been a rich, high-caste Brahmin, 
was now content to have nothing of his own, and 
humbly to sit with men of the lowest caste and 
teach them of that Jesus who had redeemed him 
and whom he loved to serve. 

This is a story of more than thirty years ago, 
and probably long ere this Isa Dass has received 
the call to " depart and be with Christ." " And 
they shall come from the east, and from the west, 
from the north, and from the south, and shall sit 
down in the kingdom of God; and, behold, there 
are last which shall be first, and there are first 
which shall be last." 

THE BURDENED ONE. 
BY WILLIAM LUFF. 

" / ; / the shadow oj His hand hath He hid me."—Isa. 
xlix. 2. 

" Thy right hand upholdeth me."—Ps. lxiii. S. 
' ' / can do all things through Christ -which strengthened me." 

—Phil. iv. 13. 

" LORD, take my load," I said, 
" And let my feet go tripping o'er the way 

Uncumbered by the sorrow of my soul. 
I know if Thou one single word shalt say, 

The cords will break, the burden from me roll. 

" Lord, take my load," I said. 
" Have I not prayed the child-like prayer of faith ? 

Have I not read Thy promise to relieve ? 
Is it not true what Thy sweet message saith ? 

Why may I not Thy helping hand receive ? 

" Oh, take my load," I said. 
" Have I not borne it long enough to prove 

My weakness and Thy strength ? Grant me relief, 
Lest I should doubt Thy fatherhood and love, 

And sink o'erwhelmed beneath my heavy grief. 

•• Lord, take my load," I said. 
" I hear of other burdened ones who say 

They brought their burdened shoulders unto Thee, 
And Thou didst take the weary care away : 

Why, gracious Lord, dost Thou not set me free ? " 

" I cannot take thy load, 
For it is thus I would thy patience train ; 

Thus prove thy perfect faithfulness to Me, 
'Tis only as thou sufferest this pain 

That I can fully mould and fashion thee. 

•• But I will share thy load, 
And give My strength proportioned to the need; 

Will give more grace ; will show thee greater love, 
Till by-and-by, though burdened, I will lead 

Where thou wilt lose thy load in rest above." 

U 2 
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HINTS ON " T H E GOSPEL OF 
GOD." 

BY H. FORBES WITHERBY. 

III .—THE ATONEMENT. 
"Then said I, Lo, I come (in the volume of the book it is 

written of me) to do Thy will, 0 God."—Heb. x. 7. 

IT is impossible for the genuine worker in the 
Gospel to disconnect the message from the 

hearers of the message, and, more solemn still, it is 
impossible for him to disconnect the message from 
his God who sends it. The worker is a messenger 
from God to men. How vital, then, is the import
ance of his being a faithful messenger, delivering the 
very message God would have him deliver. 

In our day there is a great need for plain and 
elementary testimony respecting the foundation 
truths of the Gospel. England is being rapidly 
leavened by a system of religious teaching which 
really makes light of the Atonement, and which 
rejects the truth of justification. 

Our present paper will be occupied with some 
hints respecting the Atonement. And, first, we 
earnestly beg of our readers who are working for 
God, to carefully and prayerfully read for them
selves, in Old Testament and New, what is recorded 
concerning atonement. Anyway, pray let them 
read the book of Leviticus and 

N o t e d o w n every verse in it w h e r e i n 
t h e w o r d a t o n e m e n t occurs , 

and then let them do the same with the Epistles to 
the Romans and the Hebrews, including the word 
propitiation in the exercise. It is far better to go 
through the Scripture without a concordance and 
to write down the verses: such effort impresses 
the passages upon the mind and assists in grasping 
the subject; while the short cut of a concordance 
for such an object as that in view may produce 
merely a mechanical result. 

Atonement is of accepted importance between 
man and man. There are differing views in 
different countries as to what right and wrong are, 
and in some the laws take a very low standard, 
and gross wrongs are regarded as light offences. 
Still, in most countries, if a wrong has been com
mitted, satisfaction has to be made. When we 
speak of God and of atonement it is evident that His 
righteous demands are absolutely pure and perfect, 
and further that they are the result of what He is, 
and more, that no manner of variation in them can 
exist. When we visit a foreign land, of necessity 
we subject ourselves to its laws. When we are in 
the presence of God we are under His authority 
and law, and must yield Him obedience. From this 
position the contrite heart does not wish to escape 
—from it, in fact, no one can escape. 

Let us look at one Scripture upon our subject: 
" Christ Jesus, whom God hath set forth a pro
pitiation [Propitiatory: Mercy-Seat] through faith 
in His blood, to declare His righteousness for the 
remission of sins that are past [because of the passing 
over of sins done before] through the forbearance 
of God; to declare, at this time His righteousness, 
that He might be just, and the Justifier of him which 
believeth in Jesus " (Rom. iii. 25, 26). 

We can see how a nation, by its laws, respect
ing right and wrong, sets forth its righteousness 
publicly and before the world, 

A n d God, by H i s P rop i t i a t o ry J e s u s Chris t , 

declares to His creatures what is His righteousness 
towards sinful men. God's own character is thus 
associated with the Atonement of our Lord Jesus 
Christ, and the worker in the Gospel, as he truly 
or falsely speaks of the Atonement, honours or 
dishonours the character of God. 

What subject can be more important to a sinful 
man than the righteousness of God, before whose 
judgment he must one day stand? The import
ance of mere outward religion withers up in view 
of the eternal nature of God. Very frequently 
a man's outward religion is the product of the life 
and history of his nation, but what are the nations 
in view of the unchangeable being of God ? 

God declares His righteousness ! Who can 
measure the importance of this fact ? Yet, where 
in Christendom is the fact so much as referred to ? 
Certainly only where the Gospel of God is the life 
and energy of God's servants. 

H o w does God declare H i s r i gh t eousnes s ? 

First, in reference to- His people whose sins He 
passed by prior to Christ's death. Second, in 
reference to His people whom He now justifies. 
God righteously passed over sins before Christ's 
death, because His Son was about to make full 
satisfaction by His own blood for such sins; and 
since this satisfaction has been made, since atone
ment has been effected, God righteously justifies 
men. The past and present way of Divine dealing 
with sinners is based upon the Atonement of our 
Lord Jesus Christ. 

This truth at once disposes of human pretension 
to merit Divine favour, to obtain by righteousness 
a place of honour before God; it shuts us up to 
God Himself, and to the work on the cross our Lord 
has accomplished for God's glory and for our sal
vation. Religious training, sacramental benefits, 
spiritual advantage, not to speak of nineteenth 
century improvement, do not stand in here for a 
moment; our righteousness is not in question, but 
God's righteousness. 
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M ANY of our readers cannot fail to remember of Herrnhut, as the ground on which it stands 

the interest they took in bygone years in ! formed nearly, if not quite, the whole of the 
reading or hearing of the simple piety and mis- Berthelsdorf estate. His ancestors had lived there, 
sionary zeal of the Moravians. A short account and it became his by birthright; but how could he 
of a visit to their headquarters at Herrnhut will, '. enjoy it alone? He had heard of the sufferings 
we hope, not only revive but awaken fresh interest | from the cruelty of their Popish oppressors of a 
in the brethren and their work. j few Protestant Christians in Bohemia, and the 

Herrnhut ("the Lord's guard or protection") is constraint of a great love—the love of Christ— 
a settlement in the German fatherland near. its j overcame every thought of personal ease or 
Saxon boundary, and only a few miles from the j comfort. Could he not offer to these his brethren 
Bohemian frontier. The scenery around Herrnhut \ in Christ a shelter, a quiet home where they 
can hardly be called picturesque, and yet the ; unhindered might worship God according to the 
general impression produced by the place and | simple teachings of the Bible they loved so 
its surroundings is restful and pleasing. In the ! well? After much prayer for help and guidance, 
distance are seen the blue mountains of Bohemia; >. the invitation was given, and from time to time 
while several German villages, that seem to cluster | small parties arrived at Berthelsdorf. These parties 
lovingly round the parent settlement, add to the | seldom numbered more than ten or twelve. Under 
quiet beauty of the landscape. j the care and leadership of Christian David Zim-

The village, which for more than a hundred and merman, who seems at the time to have been 
seventy years has been allowed to occupy an ; Zinzendorf's great friend and helper, these pilgrim 
honoured place as the headquarters of Moravian | bands, each carrying a bundle, or a child too 
missions, was founded in the year 1722 by Graf j young to walk, made their way, patiently and uncom-
von Zinzendorf, born 1700, entered into rest 1760. ! plainingly, through dense forests,or followed difficult 
He was a true-hearted, faithful servant, and his and dangerous footpaths across the mountains of 
works follow him. j Bohemia till Herrnhut was reached. By 1727 the 

I had long had a desire to see for myself the ! little community numbered three hundred. Many 
scenes among which Zinzendorf lived and laboured, 1 had left comfortable homes, some had property in 
also the present work there; and when the way I Bohemia; but at Herrnhut there was no time for 
opened up I joyfully accepted the proposal that I discontent or idleness. Trees had to be felled, the 
should visit Herrnhut, and going by way of \ land tilled, corn and vegetables for the use of so Dresden, soon found myself at the place. j large a family planted, houses built, and work of 
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other kinds done. The church, school-house, and 
several buildings now used as homes for the aged, 
are still shown to visitors as the work of these 
early settlers. The walls and seats of the church 
are of snowy whiteness. The sisters sit on one 
side, the brethren on the other. 

One of the best institutions of Herrnhut is its 
"Dinsporahaus"or guest-house, built for the accom
modation of strangers visiting the place. But as it 
was found insufficient, a roomy hotel has been 
built, the manager of which is held responsible to 
the brethren for the comfort of his guests. I 
was located in this building, and the courtesy 
and kindness I received during my stay have left 
a very pleasant impression upon my mind. My 
stay at Herrnhut was a short one—only from 
Thursday till Monday; but, short as it was, it 
gave me an opportunity to observe the brethren 
in their simple services on the Lord's day. They 
use a short but devout and beautiful liturgy. 
Their ministering brethren are called bishops and 
pastors. 

Two missionary brethren who were living at 
Herrnhut at the time of my visit, treated me with 
the greatest possible kindness, and gave up a good 
deal of time to show me everything most likely to 
interest a stranger: among others, Zinzendorf's 
pew in the village church. Here they said such 
a manifested work of God the Holy Ghost was 
known in the year 1744 that many thought it to be 
a special direction for mission work amongst the 
heathen, in which the Moravians have long been 
such devoted labourers. I was also taken to Zinzen-
dorf *s old house, the upper rooms of which are still 
used for church purposes, the lower part being 
occupied as a farmhouse. 

Only one of Count ZinzendorPs children, a 
daughter, survived him ; for her he made provi
sion by deed of gift. This done, he bequeathed the 
whole of his property to the Moravian Church for 
the support of missions and missionary labourers. 
There was no service in the church on the Lord's 
day afternoon, so one of my missionary friends 
took me to the Herrnhut "Gottesacher" (cemetery). 
It is a large one, and has been used for burials 
since 1724. In the centre, marked by oblong flat 
stones, are the graves of Zinzendorf, his first and 
also his second wife, and four children. My friend 
called my attention to the uniform size and shape 
of the tombstones. "Death," said he, "makes no 
distinction between rich and poor, and in ' God's 
acre' all are treated with like honour." A small 
stone is placed over each grave, its simple record 
being the name with the date of birth and death 
of the sleeper underneath, and one or two German 
words, of which perhaps the best translations are 

"Gone home" or "Fallen asleep." Among the 
graves pointed out to me was that of Heinrich the 
28th of Burgundy, a prince of the blood royal. 
My attention was also called in these simple 
records of the dead to the names of many whose 
rank might have entitled them to distinction, but 
in that quiet graveyard costly monuments and 
high-sounding titles have no place. Above the 
gate of the " Gottesacher " are the words in German, 
"But now is Christ risen from the dead, and 
become the first-fruits of them that slept" (1 Cor. 
xv. 20). The graves on the left are those of men, 
the first being that of Zimmerman. He rests in 
peace, his toilsome journeys as the guide of so 
many bands of oppressed Bohemian Christians for 
ever ended. On the right are the quiet resting-
places of the wives, mothers, daughters, and sisters 
of Herrnhut. 

THE HEAVENLY TREASURY. 
" Whatsoever ye shall ask the Father in My name He will 

give it you."—John xvi. 3. 
" Ihave all, and abound: I am full."—Phil. iv. 18. 
" But my God shall supply all your need according to His 

riches in glory by Christ Jesus."—Phil. iv. 19. 

I H A V E a never-failing bank, 
A more than golden store ; 

No earthly bank is half so rich— 
How can I then be poor ? 

T i s when my stock is spent and gone, 
And I without a groat, 

I 'm glad to hasten to my bank 
And beg a little note. 

Sometimes my banker, smiling, says, 
" W h y don't you oftener come ? 

And when you draw a little note, 
W h y not a larger sum ? 

Wrhy live so niggardly and poor— 
Your bank contains a plenty ? 

W h y come and take a one-pound note, 
When you might have a twenty ? 

Yea. twenty thousand ten times told, 
Is but a trifling sum, 

To what your Father has laid up, 
Secure in God His Son." 

I know my bank will never break ; 
No, it can never fail: 

The Word—three Persons in One God: 
Jehovah's Lord of a l l ! 

" I, I F I HE L I F T E D U P . " — T h e cross draws us to Him, 
that He may draw us to God. A proof of the utter ruin 
of man is the fact that Christ does not attract his heart . 
He sees " n o beau ty" in the One who is the centre of 
heaven's worship—the object of the Father ' s delight— 
that he " shou ld desire Him." "Lif ted u p " as Son of 
Man—exalted now as Prince and Saviour—He is coming 
soon as " Lord from heaven." 
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1 OUR BIBLE PORTION. | 

T H E P E A C E OF CHRIST ON T H E 

W A Y HOME. 

"Peace I leave with you, My peace I give unto you: not as the 
world giveth, give I unto you. Let not your heart be troubled, 
neither let it be afraid."—John xiv. 27. 

IN the latter part of the fourteenth chapter of 
St. John's Gospel we find our Lord's words, 

" Let not your heart be troubled." He reminded 
His disciples how He had said to them, " I go 
away, and come again unto you," and then took 
back their thoughts to what He said about the 
Home above. Peace is left for us on earth, and is 
ours on bur journey Home. We praise Him for 
this exhaustless legacy. No sorrows of the way 
can deprive us of its riches. Peace is specially for 
the journey Home, often so troublous, and so long 
as we are on earth we are on the journey. A 
heart at peace is a mighty witness on earth to 
Christ in heaven. His own blood has accom
plished our redemption. " Peace unto you" is 
His word to us. 

" My peace I give unto you ." 

" My peace," says our Lord ! We may well ponder 
over this gift. When Jesus was here His peace was 
perfect; Man of Sorrows He was, but He was ever in 
peace. He stayed Himself on His Father, and was in 
peace. Even when men spat in His face, His soul was 
in peace. On those great occasions when His soul 
was troubled His peace was perfect, and we hear 
Him say, " Father, I thank Thee." His obedience 
to His Father's will, His delight therein, lets us 
into the secret of His peace as a Man, and He says, 

" M y peace I give unto y o u : not as the 
wor ld giveth, give I un to you ." 

What words for the way Home, then, are these: 
" Let not your heart be troubled, neither let it be 
afraid " ! Trouble we must have. " In the world 
ye shall have tribulations," but in Him we have 
peace. A saint of God on earth in the midst of 
tribulation, yet without a troubled heart, is one of 
God's wonders for His angels to look upon. And, 
further, the Lord bids us not to let our hearts be 
afraid. Fear is common to our souls. " Be of 
good cheer," says our Lord to us. He gives us 
good courage in Himself, and the courage is of 
Himself; He is the spring of it. Let us seek that 
our Christianity makes much of Christ. He is the 
source of our good cheer. 

" He has overcome the world," and " this is 
the victory that overcometh the world, even our 
faith "—our own individual faith in Him. 

Say not, dear traveller to the Home above, 
" Ah ! this must mean very strong faith"; for 
"who is he that overcometh the world, but he 
that believeth that Jesus is the Son of God?" 
(1 John v. 4, 5.) And the least child in the 
family of God believes that Jesus is the Son of 
God! Have we never seen a babe in its mother's 
arms shrink for fear, and as it shrinks thrust itself 
closer into her bosom ? 

Le t your fear but cast you closer 
on Chris t . 

To His own love let us betake ourselves, and 
not be afraid. Whatever the next moment may 
bring forth to us, we shall not be afraid, provided 
we truly trust in Jesus. Make much of Christ on 
the way Home; He will make much of you when 
He comes |nd receives you Himself in the place 
He has prepared for you above. 

T H E MASTER'S CALL. 
Zacchams, make haste, and come down, for to-day I must 

abide at thy house."—Luke xix. 5. 

FIRST.—His was a Personal call. Jesus said : 
" ZACCH.OTS." He named the man. He 

looked towards him and said, "Zacchseus." This 
left the man no room for doubt as to who was 
meant. Jesus still calls men in a very personal 
way. When the preached Word or the written 
Word appeals to your conscience to follow Jesus, 
that is your personal call. Have you obeyed it ? 

2nd. This call was a Pressing call. "Make 
haste," said Jesus; and He says to you the same 
thing. Salvation admits of no delay; but men are 
losing their souls through delay. God's Word says, 
To-day; the devil says, To-morrow. Oh! make 
haste and come to Jesus, for now is Salvation's day. 

3rd. This call was a Peremptory call: " I must 
abide at thy house." He lays necessity on the man: 
" I must" ; and knowing your lost and ruined con
dition, and that you can never be blessed without 
Him, He says to you to-day, " I must." 

4th. This call was a Persuasive call. " Zacchreus 
made haste and came down and received Him joy
fully." Have you received Him? Then said 
Jesus: " This day is salvation come to this house." 
Has salvation come to your house ? 

" He's faithfu' that hath promised, He'll surely come again, 
He'll keep His tryst \vi' me, at what hour I dinna ken ; 
But He bids me still to watch, an' ready aye to be, 
To gang at ony moment to my ain countree." 
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T H E L A N D OF T H E 
A S S Y R I A N ; 

or, T h e Cradle of t he 
Na t ions .—VIII . 

WE referred in our previous 
issue to the strange cheru

bic figures which stood silent ana 
majestic in Nineveh of old. Two 
splendid specimens are now in 
the Assyrian Court of the British 
Museum, and it is probable that 
they are the very figures which 
shadowed the portals of Bel-
shazzar's palace at Nimroud, and 
suggested the form that appeared 
in vision to the prophet Ezekiel, 
as he slept. 

Majestic must these winged 
colossi have appeared when in those <palmy days I 
of the city's splendour they stood sentinel at | 
the wide portals of that palace-temple through j 
whose clanging gates grand processions and j 
glittering troops of mailed warriors daily swept 
to the shady courts and painted halls beyond, j 
For how many slow-rolling years had those j 
stony warders mounted guard upon their marble 
pedestals, keeping silent vigil! There they stood, 
looking out with pensive gaze upon the busy 
city, already worn with age, long ere the turf was 
cut upon the seven hills for the walls of Rome— 
whilst on Moriah's mount the house of God was 
rising slowly from its rocky base, and whilst Homer 
was singing of faithless Helen and fallen Troy. 
They welcomed Shalmaneser triumphant from the 
wars; what time the Hebrew thousands swelled 
the victor's train and on fierce Sennacherib their 
shadows cast when humbled he returned from 
Judah's hills, whereon, like autumn leaves, his 
smitten hosts lay strewn. Ezekiel must have seen 
them when hitherward he came with captive Judah 
and their sightless king; and Jonah too, when 
reluctantly he trod the crowded streets and pro
claimed to trembling multitudes the approaching 
judgments of an unknown God. 

And when at last, after centuries of "gathering 
vanity and festering guilt," the threatened doom 
arrived, and fiercely through the city's riven walls 
the avenging legions poured, filling her streets with 
ruin and with death, calm and impassive 'mid the 
general wreck, crimson-flecked with blood, those 
silent guardians stood, whilst the fitful glare from 
burning palaces and homes touched with ruddy 
light their rigid features and gilded wings. Dark
ness and oblivion ensued. Deep buried beneath 

SUPPOSED SITE OF THE TOMB OF THE PROPHET EZEKIEL. 

the accumulated deb7-is of crumbling brick and 
mouldering stone, for five-and-twenty centuries 
they stood, still watching in its tomb over the 
ruins of the palace they had guarded in its glory. 
But now that the grave is opened, though blanched 
and seamed with age, they stand forth once more, 
majestic as of old, having seen fulfilled "all the 
burden of Nineveh "—the inevitable judgments of 
an offended God. 

Great and wonderful as are these discoveries in 
the land of Assyria, yet, but for the light which 
has been shed upon them by the decipherment of 
the cuneiform characters, and the consequent 
interpretation of the inscriptions, our knowledge 
of Assyrian history and its connection with the 
Bible would be but little extended, and the 
exhumed monuments of Nineveh, whilst exciting 
our curiosity and transient interest, would fail 
to afford us any clue whereby to ascertain their 
age and destination, or to unlock the great 
secrets they have so long and so tenaciously 
preserved. 

It is to Rawlinson, Champollion, Talbot, Oppert, 
Hincks, Smith, and other eminent philologers that 
we are indebted for the great results which have 
been achieved within the last half-century in the field 
of palaeography and Biblical archaeology. These 
few patient and persevering scholars have at length 
found a key to the reading of these strange inscrip
tions which so long puzzled the learned with their 
cabalistic characters, and the value and importance 
of the discoveries it is as impossible to estimate as 
it is to foretell to what surprising issues they may 
ultimately conduce, or to appreciate fully the 
advantages Bible students will derive through 
their researches. 
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DO YOU PRAY IN SECRET ? 

" The blessing of the Lord, it maketh rich, and He addeth 
no sorroiv with it."—Prov. x. 22. 

TWO men wrought together at the same bench; 
they ran together in their hunt after pleasure; 

they professed conversion at the same time, and 
afterwards worked together for the Lord. In fact, 
they just seemed, to one who watched them, as 
two brothers. But, as no two things in nature or 
in grace are alike, and no two faces are just alike 
in feature and expression, so our two friends, who in 
many respects resembled each other, were, if we 
only intimately knew them, separated by a wide 
chasm in soul likeness. 

" I say," queried William, one day when they 
met, " how is it you can't spare a moment for a 
walk along with us at the meal hours? I can 
easily manage my meals in a quarter of an hour, 
and then we can have the other three-quarters of 
an hour together." 

" Well now, William," the other answered, after 
some hesitation as to how he should utter his 
reproof and warning, " my time is not mine to walk 
the street: God has my time, and He would have 
me spend it in other ways. And further, it would 
be depriving my mind of knowledge acquired, and 
my soul of blessed seasons of communion with 
God which I have enjoyed these spare moments 
at the meal hours." 

William did not answer, but he felt the reproof 
and the need of prayer as well. Days and 
years went by; he kept up the profession of 
religion; was seemingly very consistent in the eyes 
of the world ; no one could accuse him of open 
sin ; his testimony was often given, but not with 
the same spiritual power as it used to be; and some 
of the workers wondered if he were not getting away 
from God. The proverbial worm at the tree root 
always lessens the fruit-bearing properties of the 
tree, and ultimately robs it of sap and life. In 
William's life there had begun, simply enough and 
almost imperceptibly, the gradual drifting away 
from the things he had heard (Heb. ii. 1). 
What had he heard ? He had heard of the power 
and the necessity of prayer : "They that wait upon 
the Lord shall renew their strength " ; " My soul, 
wait thou only upon God." And he had not taken 
heed. No wonder his testimony was weak and 
pithless. " God first," makes utter weakness 
strength. " God second," makes a soul to have 
no real joy in Christian life and no power to pass 
on hope and blessing to others. If we were to trace 
William's wanderings farther, we should see him 
walking in the counsel of the ungodly and standing 
in the way of sinners ; and whether he ever took 

the third and last stage of the ungodly, and sat in 
the seat of the scorner, we cannot say. 

But soon after William joined himself to one of 
H.M. regiments, stationed at the northern part of 
the country. One morning the bugle sounded as 
usual, and the roll was called; his number was 
mentioned, but no response from the ranks was 
given. Search was made, but he could not be 
found, until a few days after, some soldiers crossing 
the beach when the tide had gone back found the 
body of the poor fellow stretched on the sand. 

Do you question his conversion ? Not many 
who knew him in the first days of his changed life 
would ; it seemed so radical and thorough, and 
made such a wonderful change in his home. 
Where did his downfall begin ? Where all back
sliding does—in the 7ieglected prayer. Our strong 
places are the places out of sight; the foundation 
of a building is hidden ; the tree's roots are hidden, 
but there could be no growth without the root. 
Where is the mind of man ? Some say its seat 
is the brain, hidden. It cannot be seen; and 
yet what would man be without reason ? A mere 
animal. The true test of spiritual life is, Do you 
pray in secret ? If you do not you are not fit to 
pray anywhere else; and your spiritual life will 
ultimately degenerate into a barren, fruitless waste. 

Oh, careless reader, think! You do not love 
your Bible as you once did ; a man that loves any 
book more than he loves the Word of God is a 
backslider at heart. If you are neglecting prayer 
you are on the downward road. Read Matthew 
xii. 43 : " I will return ;" "when he is come, he 
findeth it empty," i.e., unoccupied, free, at leisure, 
garnished, set in order, then possession is taken. 

THE DEVIL RARELY CAN LIGHT HIS FIRE WHERE 
HE DOES NOT FIND SOME COALS TO START WITH. 

The history of Thomas shall be brief, but bright. 
His life has been used of God in winning many for 
the Lord. He still lives and works to honour God 
and His truth among those who knew him in his 
days of sin and shame, and have watched his godly 
and consistent life. " Waiting on God," he has 
been made strong, and his soul has been fortified 
against every insidious attack of the enemy. 

"Come, and let us return'unto the Lord; for 
He hath torn, and He will heal us ; He hath 
smitten, and He will bind us up " (Hos. vi. 1). 

• JOHN LYALL. 
" N E I T H E R GIVE PLACE TO THE D E V I L . " — S a t a n is a 

great questioner and reasoner. Beware how you listen to 
him. It was by questioning and reasoning that he drew 
our first parents to sin. He is at his old business with 
every soul, questioning experience and questioning the 
Word of God, and even God Himself. H e must be met 
boldly with the Word of God and with a positive faith. 
This will vanquish him every time. " Neither give place 
to the devil." 
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THE CONVERSION OF CAPTAIN L. 

IN the year 1867 I had the pleasure of meeting 
Captain L., late Regiment. He appeared 

one of the most earnest Christians I had ever met ; 
he was ever speaking of Christ, and was very suc
cessful in leading souls to Him. He told me about 
his conversion, which had taken place many years 
before. He was living on McNabb's Island in 
Canada with his wife; they were going to dine on 
the main land, and in walking down to the boat he 
noticed some sheep had got into a field of corn 
and were doing damage. He went over and 
succeeded in driving all out except one, which 
would not follow the others. He chased it for a 
long time till he was exhausted, but he failed to get it 
out of the field. He then with an awful oath cursed 
the sheep: it fell down dead at that moment. This 
so solemnized Captain L. that he returned home. 
He now turned over a new leaf, and gave up that 
foolish and sinful habit of swearing, to which he was 
much addicted. About a year passed by, and he was 
very well pleased with himself that he had given up 
swearing, when he heard a row going on : his work
men were fighting. He rushed in among them and 
began to swear at them. Then he was most utterly 
disgusted with himself; he went to see an excellent 
clergyman who lived near—the late Dr. Twining, 
who was so helpful to the late Captain Hedley Vicars. 
He related to him what I have mentioned. Captain 
L. thought Dr. Twining did not believe his statement, 
and made some remark. Dr. Twining replied, " ' If 
we receive the witness of men, the witness of God is 
greater,' " and he read 1 John v. 9—13. Captain L. 
replied, " I cannot understand it." "No more 
can I understand your story, but I believe it on 
your word as a gentleman." He then spoke to 
Captain L. on those wondrous verses. Captain L. 
left, knowing he had eternal life: he believed God's 
Word, and God gave him His Holy Spirit. 

How many, when something happens, turn over 
new leaves like Captain L., and try to make them
selves better. But it will not do. It is not reforma
tion, but life that dead sinners need; but when they 
are born again, then there will be a new life. " If 
any man be in Christ, he is a new creature: old 
things have passed away; all things have become 
new " (2 Cor. v. 17). Read that wonderful chapter 
1 John v. and note verses 1, 4, 5, 19, and 20, 
as well as those referred to, 9—13. Treat the 
living God no longer as if He were a liar; but 
surrender yourself to Him, and believe that the 
Lord Jesus was wounded for your transgressions, 
bruised for your iniquities, and that with His stripes 
you are healed (Isa. liii.). Gratitude will fill your 
heart, and God will give you His Holy Spirit to be 

your leader, guide, witness, comforter, and help 
(see Rom. viii. 14, 15, 16, 26; St. John xiv. 26; 
and also 2 Cor. i. 20—22). G. 

• 

THE SPRING OF LIVING WATER. 

TH E woman of Samaria came in the heat of 
the day to obtain water from Jacob's Well. 

She had to walk from the town to fill her water-
pot, and to carry it home. But soon the store thus 
laboured for would be spent, and then the next day 
would see like labour for a fresh supply. " LIVING 
WATER "—bubbling-up, SPRINGING WATER ! What 
could it mean ? " Sir, from whence hast Thou that 
living water ? " she said to the Lord, who, a stranger 
to her, had asked, " Give Me to drink." 

Have not we, too, as she, been astonished at 
His words, and maybe asked the same question of 
Him in our hearts—"Whence hast Thou that 
living water ? " This living water is not of earth; 
it cannot be reached by digging. It is the gift of 
God, for "the gift of God is eternal life through 
Jesus Christ our Lord." It becomes ours solely 
by grace. 

" I f thou knewest the gift of God." Oh! if 
thou knewest, poor toiler after earth's pleasure, 
surely thou wouldst toil no more. If thou knewest 
" who it is that saith to thee," said the Lord to 
the woman of Samaria. She for a few sentences 
fenced this question, but at last she asked of Him, 
" Sir, give me this water." 

Shortly after, she was found in the streets of her 
city inviting sinners like herself to seek and to find 
Jesus. And they testified to her, and to us, " Now 
we believe, not because of thy saying, for we have 
heard Him ourselves, and know that this is indeed 
the Christ, the Saviour of the world." 

Reader, do you know Him thus? Jesus is 
indeed the Saviour of the world. He died to 
save. He lives to bless. He gives the living 
water still. Those who drink of the water that 
He gives "shall never thirst," for His words are 
true, " The water that I shall give him shall be in 
him a ivell (or fountain) of water springing up into 
everlasting life." No need to go outside the house 
to draw, with such a fountain within our souls. No 
fear that the supply shall exhaust itself, for the 
water which He gives springs up into everlasting life. 

Do we wonder that the woman left her waterpot 
by Jacob's Well when the Lord put within her a 
fountain of living water ? Do we wonder that true 
Christians leave their waterpots—their old pleasures 
and amusements ? They leave the old because of 
the joy of the new. Drink, and you shall thirst 
not. And you, sinner, who have never drunk of 
this living water, oh, drink now, and you shall thirst 
no longer for the pleasures of earth that pass away. 
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O N L Y A 

C H I L D ' S S O N G ! 

" T c a m e d o w n from 
JL L o n d o n a g rea t 

s inner , wi th n o t h o u g h t 
of e t e rn i ty . I h a d b een 
l iv ing—as so m a n y d o 
— u t t e r l y indifferent to 
t h e c l a ims of t h e Gospe l , 
a n d i g n o r i n g t h e 
a p p e a l s o f G o d ' s 
s e r v a n t s , from w h o m I 
h a v e often h e a r d t h e 
s to ry of J e s u s ' love. 
Bu t one d a y t h e L o r d 
met wi th m e — p r a i s e 
H i s n a m e ! As I was 
walk ing a long t h e sea-
front o n e even ing I 
h e a r d t h e swee t s t r a ins 
of ch i l d r en ' s voices , a n d 
I s tood a n d l i s tened to 
the i r song . N o t h i n g I 
h a d eve r h e a r d c h a r m e d 
m e so m u c h . Clear ly 
a n d d i s t inc t ly c a m e t h e 
w o r d s u p o n m y ear , a n d 
to m y h e a r t : — 
•Jesus is wait ing; oh, 

come to Him now— 
Wait ing to-day, waiting 

to-day! 
Come with thy sins, at 

His feet lowly bow ; 
Come, and no longer 

d e l a y ! ' 
" I w a s r ive ted to 

t h e spo t . T h e devil 
t e m p t e d m e to p a y n o 
heed to t h e song which 
h a d s t i r red m y very 
soul , b u t for t h e life of 
m e I could n o t move 
unt i l i t w a s finished. 
A n d I shal l neve r for
get t h e awful so lemni ty 
which s to le over m e as 
I l i s tened to t h e words . 

" T h a t n igh t I gave 
my h e a r t to G o d . I 
could res is t n o l o n g e r ! 
T h i s s o n g h a d b een t h e 
m e a n s of m v sa lva t ion . 
I found t h a t t he l i t t le 
s ingers w e r e a p a r t y of 
seven o r e ight he lp less 
c r i p p l e s — God bless 
t h e m !—who h a d c o m e 
from t h e E a s t e n d of 
L o n d o n , a n d w e r e 
s t ay ing a t t h e H o m e 
be long ing to t h e Ragged 
School U n i o n . 

14 S ing on, l i t t le cr ipples 
seem so useless a n d so d 

WELCOME FOR ME. 
Fanny J. Crosby. Wm. J. Kirkpatrick. 
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The above beautiful Melody Is No. 463 in " SOURS of Victory." This splendid collection of Hymns and Solos 
can be had through any bookseller—without music, from 2d. to 5s. 6d.; with music, f r o n t s . 6d. to 10s. 6J. 

! and though your life may I s ing ing; and m a y your song b e bles t to t h o u s a n d s of 
reary , cont inue your sweet | souls as it has been blest to m e ! " 
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I Jottings about tbe Bible. | 

" T H E BIBLE BREATHES OF 
CHRIST." 

" Let them hear, and say, It is truth "—Isa. xliii. 9. 

THERE is one evidence of the inspiration of 
Scripture which may be enjoyed by every 

man, even though he be mentally unable to follow 
the disputant into all the dark and winding avenues 
of controversy, namely, the evidence of experience. 
You, reader, may not stand on equal footing with 
the literati of the day—you may not be qualified 
to answer chronological, grammatical, historical, 
and moral objections which are prevalent; yet you 
may possess this evidence, which is as stable as a 
rock, and upon it you may calmly repose, and defy 
all the surging waves of doubt. Many a sailor on 
the wild seas to-day is totally ignorant of the laws 
of magnetism, and utterly unable to explain why 
the needle of the compass takes a polar direction. 
But he would not go to sea without that compass. 
He knows from experience that the vessel's course 
is securely directed by a study of that instrument. 
So are there hundreds of our fellow-men unlearned 
in the external, internal, and collateral evidences 
of religion, who have felt and feel within them 
undeniable and unshaken proof that religion is 
from God. 

This evidence we affectionately commend to you. 
Bow before God in devout supplication. Place 
your finger upon one of the promises and plead 
for its fulfilment. Make trial of Divine love. 
Prove whether " He is faithful who hath promised." 
From Alpha to Omega the Bible breathes of 
Christ. It is saturated with Him as the air at 
midday is saturated with sunlight. Prostrate your 
soul at the Cross of the Redeemer. Crave the 
salvation which He is declared able and willing to 
bestow, and thus see whether the contents of the 
Book of books are Divine. When the rapt voice 
of the Saviour breaks upon your deafened ear, 
when the touch of the Great Physician's hand is 
felt by your inanimate spirit, when the light above 
the brightness of the sun bursts upon your darkened 
eyeballs, when the sensations of a new life quiver 
through your being, and you taste the unutterable 
joys of heaven upon the earth—then will you 
exclaim with ecstatic triumph—"Thy Word is 
truth!! " 

No marvel that Germany's great poet penned the 
following testimony : " As for myself, I loved and 
valued the Word of God, for almost to it alone did I 
owe my moral culture ; and the events, the symbols, 
the si miles, had all impressed themselves deeply upon 

me, and had influenced me in one way or another." 
No marvel that some natives of Madagascar 
cherished carefully a few old torn leaves of the 
Psalms, and walked one hundred miles to see the 
missionary and obtain a copy of the New Testa
ment and Psalms together. No marvel that when 
the relics of Sir John Franklin's expedition were 
discovered, almost the only piece of paper with 
printing upon it that was found was a leaf from 
"Todd's Student's Guide," with these words 
forming part of a dialogue. " Are you afraid 
to die ? " " No ! " " WThy does the uncertainty 
of another state give you no concern ? " " Because 
God hath said, Fear not; when thou passeth through 
the waters, I will be with thee." 

Thus everywhere, under all circumstances and 
in all seasons, the mighty tones of a Divine voice 
speak to the heart from the volume of Scripture. 
In the quietude of the sick chamber, among weeping 
relatives ; in the noise and strife of a battle-field, 
with no hand to close the dying eyes ; beneath the 
beams of an Eastern sun, and amid the snows and 
icebergs of the frigid realm—anywhere and every
where, the Word is found to be precious, powerful, 
profitable—"profitable for doctrine, for reproof, 
for instruction in righteousness," for consolation 
in sorrow, and for salvation from sin. To the 
sinner, afflicted with spiritual maladies, God has 
specially disclosed the means of salvation; the 
name, the character, the ability, the willinghood, 
the unchangeableness, and the terms of the Great 
Physician. Knowing man's passion for novelty, 
Infinite Wisdom has infused perpetual youth into 
the revealed truths. It has taught humanity how 
to consecrate health and strength to tlie royal work 
of improving the race; and how in sickness and 
death to endure all with acquiescing fortitude. It 
has tinged life with the hues of heaven, and con
verted death into a coveted angel of glory. 
THRICE BLESSED BOOK! All the volumes together 
of which the world can boast cannot compete 
with thee in the marvellous results produced. 

ARE there hearts that you can bless, 
My brother ? 

Can you give some happiness ? 
Help another! 

Lift a prayer or sing a song, 
Cheer the right or fight the wrong; 
As you pass life's way along, 

Help another! 

ON the gravestone of Copernicus the following inscrip
tion is graven : " I do not expect the favour which thou 
hast given to Paul, nor the grace with which Thou 
forgavest Peter: only the clemency which Thou hast 
shown to the thief on the cross I beseech Thee to grant 
me." 
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£ OUR MISSIONARY COLUMN. £ 

M I S S I O N A R Y WORK IN U P P E R 
B U R M A . 

WE are glad to direct attention to the labours of 
some devoted servants of the Lord in this 

most interesting country. A correspondent writes:— 
" A copy of your paper has fallen into my hands, and 
I venture to send you extracts from the letter of a 
missionary friend. As it comes from a field recently 
occupied, it may be the more interesting, as showing 
the opening work of the mission in Upper Burma." 

" NAM RHAN, UPPER BURMA. 

"At the close of February, 1898, we opened our 
School with twelve pupils, which now numbers 
eighteen. Eight of them are boarding pupils, four 
boys and four girls; five had been converted and 
baptized, two others were Christians. It would do 
your hearts good to see them in the evening with 
their New Testaments before them, reading and 
talking earnestly for a long time, and then one 
after another engaging in prayer, and doing it because 
they enjoy it. Can you imagine what it must be 
to hear of the Saviour for the first time, when 
almost grown up in the worship of idols ? 

The faithfulness of our dear Bible-women, four 
in number, is a great comfort. Earnest, con
secrated women, God has greatly blessed them as 
they have gone from house to house, visiting 
heathen women and explaining to them, little by 
little, as they could understand, the way of salva
tion. Three have been baptized, others are ready, 
and others are seeking the Saviour. Did you ever 
try to visit the homes of strangers to lead them to 
Jesus ? It is not an easy thing to do anywhere. 
Here the dear girls are sometimes scornfully 
treated. A few times on leaving the house the 
occupants have spit at and ridiculed them, but 
usually they are received very kindly. In the city 
of Nam Rhan, in consequence of repeated visits, 
the strict Buddhists are quite disturbed about it. 
One woman, the wife of a goldsmith, was con
verted; then she wanted her husband to know 
Jesus. He is about fifty years of age. She told 
him as best she could of the joy that had come 
into her life because of sins forgiven, and asked us 
to help him. For some months he halted, then by 
the enlightening, quickening power of the Holy 
Spirit, he, too, was led to see Jesus as his Saviour. 
During the rains I had a Bible class of all our 
workers. We studied one hour each afternoon, 
in the Acts, except Saturday, noticing particu
larly the office and work of the Holy Spirit in the 

Church. For eight months the Epistle to the 
Hebrews was our Sunday study, and we were helped 
in seeing the ' better things' that have come to us 
in this dispensation of grace. 

"A short time ago the people from a village east 
of us sent a delegation to Dr. Kirkpatrick, asking 
him to send them a teacher. They had listened 
to the preaching in the zayat by the bazaar, and 
had become convinced their idol worship was in 
vain and had given it up, as also their offerings to 
priests, and others. They wanted a teacher to tell 
them about the true worship of Jesus. Mr. 
Kirkpatrick said, ' If you come to know Jesus 
as your Saviour, do you think you will not have to 
make any offering ?' ' Oh no,' they replied, ' if 
Jesus saves us, we will be glad to make Him greater 
offerings than we have made before.' This village, 
Bong-toe-lin, is the village where one of the con
verts lived who was suddenly taken ill last May 
and died in a few hours. Our little church of 
twenty-six members rejoiced greatly, and said 
something must be done for this people. It was 
near Christmas, and we agreed that as God had 
given Christ, His best gift, to us on that day, we 
would try to follow Him by doing something 
special for those who as yet did not know Him. 
Instead of giving each other presents, we agreed to 
give all to the Lord, and use it to build a house in 
Bong-toe-lin for a teacher. We also agreed to have 
a Thanksgiving and Praise Service. This was done 
heartily, and the collection taken amounted to 69 
rupees, 14 annas, and 3 pice. This was a very liberal 
gift, as the church members are already giving a 
tenth of their income. In the evening each child 
was presented with a bag of good things, and so 
ended a very happy day. Our church selected 
preacher Po Hla as the most suitable one to go 
to Bong-toe-lin. On January 3rd he and his wife, 
an earnest Christian woman, went there to live, the 
villagers coming to carry his household goods. 
The materials for the house were furnished with 
part of the money contributed, and the labour of 
building was contributed by the villagers. So now 
we have a hopeful little out-station. Every evening 
the people gather in the large front room to listen 
to the Bible while Po Hla reads and explains it. 
Already some have commenced to learn to read. 

" Every morning at sunrise we meet in the chapel 
for prayer that God will direct and bless all the 
efforts of the day, and then go forth expecting His 
blessing. Every evening, when the day's work is 
done, all assemble in our house for worship and 
thanksgiving for answers to the morning petitions. 

" With many loving thoughts of all the dear 
home friends—Yours, 

" H . A. KIRKPATRICK." 
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H O W GOD PROTECTS HIS 
SERVANTS. 

H ERE is a striking instance of the Lord's care 
over His faithful servants, encircling them 

with His protecting arm in time of danger. 
A devoted missionary, after spending some years 

in China, felt led to carry the Gospel into Thibet 
He found two other missionaries willing to go with 
him to the new field. They set out on horseback 
with a native guide, their supplies being carried by 
mules. They had to pass through a wild district 
infested by robber bands always on the watch for 
travellers. As they drew near to it, the guide's fears 

roadside for any passing traveller. Catching sight 
of the little group, they greeted them with hideous 
yells, and rushed forward, spear in hand. They 
found no weapons in the hands of the travellers, 
nor any preparation for defence attempted. This 
is what they saw as they gathered around them: 
three men, with heads uncovered and bowed in 
silent prayer. The wild horde had closed in on 
every side, but, though within touch, offered no 
violence, standing gazing in silence, as if suddenly 

| paralysed. Not a spear was lifted, not a hand 
| laid on the bridles of the pack mules. Presently 
: the bowed heads were lifted, and the signal given 

for starting, and the little group, divinely guarded, 
calmly and quietly rode on through the very midst 
of their enemies, who moved no hand to stay 
them, but stood gazing after them, helpless and 
harmless, as if bound hand and foot, as indeed 
they were. As they passed on, the missionaries 
came upon tents here and there on each side of 
the road, but no attempt was made to follow them. 
A second halt was made, and thanks returned to 
God for His protecting care, and the journey was 
completed without further incident. 

The guide was a native, a Thibetan priest, but 
is now a follower of the Lord, having learned that 
"THERE IS NO OTHER GOD THAT CAN DELIVER 
AFTER THIS SORT" (Dan. iil. 29). " H E DELIVERETH 
AND RESCUETH AND WORKETH SIGNS AND WONDERS 
IN HEAVEN AND IN EARTH " ( D a n . VI. 27) . 

A CHINESE FORT AT LITANG, THIBET. 

overcame his courage, and he begged the missionaries 
to turn back. The muleteer shared his fears, and 
refused to go any farther, calling to mind two 
recent attacks upon travellers, in which one was 
killed, another lost an arm in the struggle, and all 
the goods were carried off. The missionaries, in 
no wise deterred by these alarming reports, said, 
" You trust in us, we will trust in our God, and 
He will protect us all." After some delay they 
continued their journey. 

Before many days they came upon the robber 
band, about forty in number, lying in wait on the 

S E L F - R I G H T E O U S N E S S . 

AT one stage in his life Job had a very high 
estimate of his own excellence, for he said : 

" My righteousness I hold fast, and will not let it 
go ; my heart shall not reproach me as long as I 
live" (Job xxvii. 6 ) ; but after a while, when he 
had learned a little more about himself, he said: 
" I abhor myself, and repent in dust and ashes" 
(Job xlii. 6). 

When " T H E LORD OUR RIGHTEOUSNESS" (Jer. 
xxiii. 6) is revealed to us, we soon turn our backs 
on our own righteousness. 

Before his conversion Paul reckoned himself to 
be at the top of the tree, but he climbed down 
and took lower ground after he had been favoured 
with a vision of the excellency of Christ Jesus the 
Lord. He dug the grave of self-confidence that 
day, and in burying his own righteousness he 
found a righteousness not his own, "even the 
righteousness of God, which is by faith of Jesus 
Christ unto all and upon all them that believe: 
for there is no difference: for all have sinned, 
and come short of the glory of God" (Rom. iii. 
22, 23). 
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% OUR YOUNG PEOPLE'S PAGES. J 

T H E C A P T I V E F R E E D . 

WE read in the seventh chapter of the Gospel 
of Mark of a poor child who was under 

the power of a cruel foe, who tried to destroy her. 
That foe was a wicked spirit. 

The child's mother, hearing of Jesus, went to 
seek Him, but when she reached the place where 
He was she found that He had entered into a 
house, and would have "no man know it." Still 
the poor mother did not make the journey in vain, 
for we read of Jesus that " He could not be hid." 

What words of comfort! The Lord knew of 
this poor suffering girl who needed deliverance, 
and as the little hymn so beautifully says :— 
" Christ could not be hid—iov around Him would press 

The children of sorrow, of pain, and distress : 
And faith, by the hem of His garment, would prove 
W h a t virtue there issued from Him who is Love. 

Christ could not be hid—for the blind and the lame 
His love and His power, would together proclaim ; 
The dumb would speak out, and the deaf would recall 
The name of that Jesus—who healed them all. 

Christ could not be hid—iov the Widow of Nain 
Would point to the son, now restored her again ; 
Would say 'twas His love—His compassion and grace 
Gave back that lost son to a mother's embrace. 

Christ could not be hid—lor hark ! hark ! to that shout— 
Hosanna! hosanna 1 the children cry out, 
And O, blessed for us, though some would have chid, 
That Jesus the Saviour, CAN NEVER BE HID." 

So Jesus sent the mother home with this 
beautiful message, " Go thy way, the devil is gone 
out of thy daughter." 

When the poor woman reached home she found 
the words of Jesus quite true; her daughter lay 
quietly upon the bed, freed from the cruel foe who 
had held her fast. 

Many children say, " If Jesus were here, I would 
go to Him, but I do not know how to go, now He 
is in heaven." I want you to notice that this little 
girl did not see Jesus, yet she was healed by Him. 
It is not therefore necessary to see Him, that you 
may obtain the blessing He has to give. The Bible 
says, it is by believing His word that we are saved ; 
these are the very words of Jesus: " He that 
heareth My word, and believeth on Him that sent 
Me, hath everlasting life " (John v. 24). 

It is true that Jesus is now in 
His Father's house, but I may tell 
you that the door is wide open, 
and He cannot be hid to-day from 
any who really feel their need of a 
Saviour. We read, too, that He is 
the Way to His Father's house of 
many mansions. " I am the Way," 
He said. Can you repeat some 
texts beginning with the words, " I 
am"? I think I hear one of you 
say: " I am the Door " (John x. 7); 

another—" I am the Life" (John xiv. 6): a third 
—" I am the Truth," quoting from the same verse; 
and a fourth—" I am the Light" (John ix. 5). 

Yes, Jesus is everything we need; He is the 
Way to heaven, He is the Door into heaven—an 
"open door" by which you may enter to-day. 
He is the Life of all who belong to heaven. He is 
the Truths and He is the Light, not only to show 
a poor sinner the way from this daik world to 
heaven, but to be the Sun of that bright place, for 
we read in the description of the heavenly city, 
" The Lamb is the Light thereof" (Rev. xxi. 23). 

A LITTE NOTE OF PRAISE. 
" 7 will praise Thee: Jor Thou hast heard me, and art 

become my salvation."—Psalm cxviii. 21. 

IN the sunshine of His presence 
I cannot silent keep ; 

Let those who are in darkness 
Sit down to sigh and weep. 

He has promised to be with me, 
So surely I must sing ; 

Let those be dumb and cheerless, 
Who cannot praises bring. 

" In Christ," this is my watchword, 
Wellspring of joy and peace ; 

For as I travel homeward, 
My praises still increase. E, S. M. 

THERE is a story to the effect that Alexander the 
Great once saw one of his soldiers commit a 
cowardly act. Calling him to his side, he asked 
his name. "Alexander," was the reply. "Then 
either change thy name or do something worthy of 
it," commanded the conqueror. 
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BIBLE SEARCHER'S C O L U M N . I 
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THE interest shown by readers of all ages in the 
Bible Searcher's Column is in itself a token 

for good. We thank God, and take courage; but we 
would not forget that there are sick-rooms to which 
" T H E SPRINGING W E L L " is always a welcome 
visitor, and we give a very cordial invitation to our 
sick and suffering friends, who, though shut out 
from much active work for the Master, are surely 
shut in to many a quiet time with Himself, to take 
part in our competition, as through the kindness 
of our publisher we are enabled to offer a special 
Invalid Prize. 

Many of the readers of our Magazine have blind 
friends, to whom it is not too much to hope they 
sometimes read aloud. Encourage such to join 
our Band of Bible Searchers. Many would, we feel 
sure, gladly do so, were it not for the difficulty often 
found in getting a seeing friend to write from dicta
tion. Papers from the blind may be sent either in 
pencil writing or in Braille or Alstone types. 

As our subject this month is an easy one, only 
one set of questions will be given, but juniors, who 
must be under fourteen, are requested to state age 
last birthday. Three prizes, Bibles or books, will be 
given in each division. Three in the "Special 
Prize Competition," for invalids or the blind, and 
three for general competitors. Blind or invalid 
competitors for special prizes are asked to head 
their papers, " Special Prize Competition." We all 
agree to work faithfully and without any help from a 
Concordance—do we not ? 

T h e T o u c h of Chr is t . 

i. Give from the Gospels, a list of persons or 
things touched by Christ. State where you can 
what results followed. 

2. Name an occasion on which the Lord Himself 
became a blind man's guide. 

3. Prove from Old Testament passages, that 
only a Divine Person could have touched a leper, a 
bier, or the dead, without being defiled or rendered 
unclean by such an act. 

4. Where are the words, " H e laid His right 
hand upon me," found?—by whom spoken, and 
to whom addressed ? 

All papers for this competition to be sent in not 
later than August 31st. As we cannot undertake 
to return papers, a stamped and addressed envelope 
must be sent in every case where return is desired. 
Address "B.S.C.," c/o MR. ALFRED HOLNESS, 14, 
Paternoster Row, London, E.C. 

HIS CHARIOT WHEELS. 

BEFORE closing the papers on " J O H N NEWTON 
AND HIS NIECE," we had intended to include 

the following account of the very last moments of 
that devoted young believer. Mr. Newton says :— 

"To her attendant, and to a young friend standing 
near her, Eliza spoke words of Christian counsel, 
saying, ' See how comfortable the Lord can make 
a dying bed.' She then prayed affectionately and 
fervently for her friend, and afterwards for her 
cousin, and then for another of our family who was 
present. Her prayer was not long, but her every 
word was weighty, and her manner very affecting. 
The purport was that they might all be taught and 
comforted by the Lord. About five in the after
noon she desired me to pray with her once more. 
Surely I then prayed from my heart. When I 
had finished, she said, ' Amen.' I said, ' My dear 
child, have I expressed your meaning?' She 
answered, 'Oh yes,' and then added, ' I am ready 
to say, WTHY ARE H I S CHARIOT WHEELS SO LONG 
IN COMING? But I hope He will enable me to 
await His hour with patience.'" 

Those were the last words Mr. Newton heard 
her speak. Soon after, walking in the garden, 
and praying earnestly for her, a servant came to 
him with the message—" She is gone." 

W E much regret that we are compelled to hold over for 
our next issue (D.V.) a most interesting letter from Aunt 
Alice, and also further particulars as to the Leper Asylum, 
Calicut, and information as to previous Bible com
petition. 

FREE DISTRIBUTION FUND. 
W e are grateful to those kind friends who have contri

buted as under to this fund :— £ s. d. 
A. E. W., Bournemouth 10 o 
" A . , " Truro 1 4 i\ 
K. C. B , Brockley 2 G 

OUR LEPER FUND. 
W e heartily thank our friends for the following dona

tions. W e have not space in this issue to give the details of 
the work at Calicut, but we hope to do so next month (n.v.). 

£ s- ''• 
A. H. M., Crouch End 3 o 
Believers at Odiham, per Mr. Albert 

Terry 1 0 0 
" Z.,M Nettlestone, Ryde 2 0 

OPEN AIR MISSION. £~s~"d7~ 
A friend, Norwood 1 0 0 

ARMENIAN WIDOWS AND 0RPHANS7 
s. d. 

A. H. M., London . 6 

Y^ A L L communications for the Editor to be addressed 
to the care of Mr. A L F R E D H O L N E S S , 14, Paternoster Row, 
London. 



RINGING WELL 
Waters that foil not. 

HE HAS MADE ME 
SURE OF IT: 

or, How a Mother's 
Prayers were Heard. 
" Unanswered yet ? the prayer 

your lips have pleaded 
In agony of heart these many 

years ? 
Does faith begin to fail ? Is 

hope departing ? 
And think you all in vain 

those falling tears ? 
Say not the Fa ther hath not 

heard your p rayer : 
You shall have your desire, 

sometime, somewhere." 

IF a register of newly-
born souls was kept on 

earth, as doubtless it is kept 
in heaven, what a heart-
thrilling record would it be! 

Manifold, indeed, and 
varied are the processes 
by which that wondrous 
change is effected which we 
call conversion—a change 
so stupendous that it is 
described by the Spirit of 
God as a passing from 
death unto life—a transla
tion from darkness into 
light, from the kingdom of 
Satan into the glorious 
liberty of the children of 
God. For the most part 
the mighty work is done 
silently. The kingdom of 
God cometh not with ob
servation. No blast of 
trumpets ushers in the vic
tories of the Cross. No 
sensational newspaper para
graphs, as a rule, proclaim 
the fact that soul-fetters 
have been riven, and that the slave of sin has 
become the freeman of the Lord Jesus. For the 
ears of the world such news would have little 

s.w. 

meaning, and less interest. But the angels would 
seem to be more deeply interested in the triumphs 
of Christ's redemptive work than are men. " There 
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is joy in;the presence of the angels of God over 
one sinner that repenteth" (Luke xv. 10). Even 
before the work is completed, at the very first sign 
of contrition, " there is joy." 

Yet the chief Rejoicer is the Lord Himself. He 
sees of the travail of His soul and is satisfied. This 
was the "joy set before Him," for the attainment 
of which He "endured the cross, despising the 
shame." Let us seek more fully to share this joy 
of our gracious Saviour—let us be more deeply in 
sympathy with Him in His pitying love for lost 
humanity, and be ready, with hearts beating in 
unison with His, to welcome every returning 
prodigal. 

Often, as we have said, the work is silent and 
unobserved. To use our Lord's own words, " The 
wind bloweth where it listeth, and thou nearest the 
sound thereof, but canst not tell whence it cometh 
nor whither it goeth ; so is every one that is bom of 
the Spirit" (John iii. S). 

Sometimes, however, the veil is lifted, and we 
are privileged to know something of the wonderful 
soul-transformation which takes place. And what 
thrilling accounts have sometimes reached *us; 
histories which we rightly cherish and keep in our 
hearts for ever as pledges of what God is able 
and willing to do for those who expect great things 
from Him. 

From the lips of a village pastor, who has been 
privileged to labour for Christ for about thirty years, 
we take the following. He has kindly permitted 
and authenticated the narrative. 

Joseph was the child of many prayers. Others 
of the family had yielded their hearts to the 
Saviour. Day by day the prayer still ascended 
from the family altar that each one might be truly 
saved. In addition to this, the parents continually 
pleaded that at least one of their sons might be 
a preacher of the Gospel, and thus definitely be, 
as was Samuel of old, " lent unto the Lord." 

The only one of the children who was manifestly 
opposed to the Gospel was Joseph. Not that he 
was ignorant of Bible truths—far from it; nor 
was he able altogether to stifle the voice of con
science. There were times when the earnest 
pleadings of his Sunday-school teacher and the 
constant intercessions of his parents moved him 
more than he was willing to admit, even to himself. 
But, for all that, he had refused to listen to the 
voice of Jesus, and had so far departed from the 
paths of peace as to give great anxiety to his 
friends. 

Naturally something of an athlete, anything in 
the way of a village-show or theatrical entertain
ment had peculiar and irresistible attractions for 
the boy; and his own notorious agility in sundry | 

curious performances, such as the evolution of 
"Catherine wheels," walking on his head, etc., 
seemed to mark him out as suitable for a career the 
very opposite of that for which his mother's prayers 
and tears were poured out before God. 

So bent was the boy on mischief that he had, 
as a rule, to be kept apart from his brothers at 
night, his methods of persecution being both 
original and numerous. Tying their feet to the 
bed-post was one favourite mode of annoyance. 
With painted face and ridiculous gestures he did 
his very utmost to upset the gravity of the others 
on every possible occasion. 

Not seldom, even in the solemn moments of 
family prayer, a subdued noise would cause the 
anxious mother to lift her eyes, to behold her 
prayerless boy standing on his head at the other 
side of the room. Indeed, at almost any time he 
might be seen suddenly standing on his head in 
the road, on the floor, or on the table—just as the 
idea struck him. 

"Boys will be boys" is a common truism, and 
we do not mean to say that there is anything 
necessarily wrong about standing on one's head. 
If Joseph found the position a comfortable and a 
convenient one (?), there was no serious objection 
to his resorting to it, at proper seasons; but most 
certainly the brief and solemn season of worship 
was 7iot a. proper time; and the mother's heart was 
sore within her—not without reason. 

" I was a wicked boy, and a born clown," is his 
description of himself at the time of which we 
write, " though my parents did everything in their 
power to prevent my getting into the company I 
loved, and tried to keep me from attending shows." 

One Saturday evening his mother was unusually 
anxious, for a village entertainment of some kind 
had attracted and detained her boy until a later 
hour than before, and she could not conceal her 
uneasiness. 

"Joseph, we cannot go on like this," she said, 
the next morning. "Come with me, my son." 
And leading him into her own room, she knelt 
and implored God's mercy upon her wayward boy. 
As she pleaded, her faith became stronger and 
more importunate. " O Lord, wilt Thou not save 
him to-day—this very day?" she cried. "Speak 
to him, Thyself, Lord, in the school. If the 
teacher has chosen a lesson which is not Thy 
message for my boy, be pleased to perplex his 
mind, and lead him to choose a chapter which will 
suit the case, and will be the means of changing 
his heart. O Lord, save Joseph to-day." 

"Not I," thought the boy, as he walked off.to 
his place; " I am not going to be saved to-day 
either." 
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WILL COME AND STAND BESIDE YOU ON THE VILLAGE GREEN. 

He was early, for his father and mother were 
particular about this, and besides, he liked to keep 
his own seat at the top of the class. One and 
another of the boys came in, and in due time the 
teacher came also. 

With the remembrance of his mother's petition 
fresh in his mind, Joseph could not help noticing 
that the teacher's face wore an anxious, troubled 
expression—very seldom seen there. " Boys," he 
said, when the opening hymn and prayer were 
over, " boys, I do not know how it is, but I cannot 
seem to decide on a chapter for to-day's lesson. 
One of you may choose a chapter this morning." 
Several chapters were suggested, from different 
members of the class, but the teacher hesitated. 

" I will not choose one," Joseph resolved within 
his own heart; " not I, indeed!" But, even as 
the resolution was framed in his secret mind, his 
lips moved, and—as it seemed, against his own 
will—he had spoken the words, " The twenty-fifth 
of Matthew." 

" That will do," said the teacher at once. "Boys, 
we will read Matthew xxv." 

They read all round, and it was Joseph's turn 
to read again, the tenth verse of the chapter. He 
finished the verse, "And the door was shut." But 
a feeling of strange terror and conviction of sinful
ness had seized the boy, and even as he read the 

solemn words he had risen from his seat. Throwing 
down the Bible, he rushed from his place, and 
from the school. 

Not homewards ; no, he could not go there. 
Already he was two miles from home, and now, 
slipping quietly to the outside of the country town, 
he crept through a hole in the hedge, and with the 
sound of the rippling brooklet in his ears, threw 
himself down on the green grass in the corner of 
a quiet field. 

He was at length thoroughly awakened to his 
state as a sinner, and, though a very young sinner, 
there was the terrible fear that, it might be, the 
door of grace which he had been so often urged to 
enter was shut for him for ever. 

The Spirit of God worked mightily, and from 
the depths of his despair the lad cried to God to 
forgive his sins and to change his heart. The 
hours of morning service passed away, but he still 
knelt there in anguish of spirit. Dinner time came 
and passed, but he heeded it not. It was time for 
afternoon school, but his place was empty. 

It was about four o'clock in the afternoon when, 
as he still cried for mercy by that quiet hedgerow, 
he started to his feet, arrested by the sudden 
words, uBe of good cheer; thy sins be forgiven 
thee." It may probably seem to the reader that 
it was largely imagination, but to this very day 

x 2 
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he himself can hardly believe that it was not a 
distinctly audible voice which spoke the blessed 
words of comfort which poor Joseph so sorely 
needed. How welcome they were! 

He was ready now to go home, and he went, 
rejoicing at every step in the forgiveness and 
acceptance of his Saviour. His mother met him 
at the door. 

" I know all about it, my boy," were her first 
words, quietly spoken; but the thankful eyes were 
more eloquent than words could be. "Your 
father and I have been praying for you all day, and 
God has heard my prayer. He has made me sure 
of it." 

Great was the rejoicing in that now happy home; 
great was the thankfulness. And, before three 
months had passed, Joseph had written down in 
pencil the heads of a sermon—his first. "Ye 
must be born again," was the text he had chosen. 
Some years passed before he actually began to 
preach, but the desire was ever in his heart, and 
was at length, in God's own time, gratified. Mean
while, the once careless lad was deeply in earnest 
for the souls of others. Especially he longed for 
the conversion of three boys who had been com
panions in mischief, and for these he prayed 
continually. It is believed that each one of these 
three was truly brought to God within a little while; 
two of the three being at the present ti«ie preachers 
of the Gospel. 

So unalterable was Joseph's own desire to speak 
for Christ, that his mother one day promised, " I 
will come and stand beside you on the village 
green." And this she actually did, accompanied by 
the father and the brothers and sisters ! The three 
boy companions—now christians—were also there. 
This took place about four years after Joseph's 
conversion to God, and not until he had fully 
resolved to devote his life to the ministry of the 
Word. And thus, in his own little village, was 
commenced a life of pastoral labour which has, by 
the grace of God, been continued till this day. Of 
that work it is not, however, our object now to 
speak. Our desire is to glorify Christ, and to 
encourage His people in believing prayer. Praying 
mother, earnest christian teacher, take courage! 
Expect great things of God. Continue in supplica
tion before Him, for He loves to be trusted; loves 
to be entreated. 

" T h i s ha th He done, and shall we not adore Him ? 
This shall He do, and can we still despair ? 

Come, let us quickly fling oursrlves before Him. 
Cast at His feet the burthen of our care " 

We hesitate to add many words to a story which 
surely preaches its own sweet lesson of encourage
ment and trust, but this wi 1 we leave with you, dear 

reader, as the Lord's own message—" Therefore, 
my beloved brethren, be ye steadfast, unmovable, 
always abounding in the work of the Lord, foras
much as ye know that your labour is not in vain in 
the Lord" (i Cor. xv. 58). 

" Is there a heart that is waiting, 
Longing for pardon to-day ? 

Hear the glad message proclaiming 
Jesus is passing this way. 

Jesus is passing this way, 
This way, . . . . to-day; . 
Jesus is passing this way, . 

Is passing this way to-day, 

" Is there a hear t tha t has wandered 
Come with thy burden to-day ; 

Mercy is tenderly pleading, 
Jesus is passing this way. 

*• Is there a heart that is broken ? 
Weary and sighing for rest ? 

Come to the a rms of thy Saviour, 
Pillow thy head on His breast ." 

L. A. B. 

This story can be had as a separate booklet at id., 
post free i\d.; one dozen copies post free 1/-; 100 copies 6/6. 

Also by the same writer and uniform with the above, 
" H a n n a h Cole, a True Story of Grace ." Price id., post 
free i W , 12 copies post free for 1/-; or 100 copies free by 
post for 6/6. 

These are two admirable little books for distribution. 
They can be had from the publisher of this Magazine. 

THE HOMEWARD WAY. 

THIS life is but a pilgrimage. Heaven is the 
home of the child of God, and every sunset 

finds him a day's march nearer home. Many 
homes (so-called) on this earth are unworthy of 
the name of home. Home comforts, home joys, 
home kindnesses are absent; but it will not be so 
in " the home over there." Some bits of the 
heavenly road are steep and hilly, and the home
ward pilgrim needs to drop on his knees to get 
over the steep places in safety ; other parts of the 
road may lead through marshy places, where it 
seems there is no standing, but God is able to 
carry the pilgrim safely through. Whether, there
fore, the way be rough or smooth, whether it leads 
o'er steep or through marshy places, the beauty of 
it is that it leads to HOME. 

" Home, home, sweet home, 
There 's no place like home." 

" Round me is Creation groaning, 
Death and sin and care ; 

I Jut there is a rest remaining, 
AND MY LORD IS THERE. 

There I find a blessed stillness 
In His courts of love ; 

All below but strife and darkness, 
CLOUDLESS PEACE ABOVE." 
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H I N T S ON " T H E GOSPEL OF 
GOD.'' 

BY H. FORBES WITHERBY. 

IV.—THE ATONEIMENT. 
44 For by one offering He hath perfected for ever them that arc 

sanctified."—Heb. x. 14. 

OUR Magazine is not constructed for lengthy 
articles, and it is better to write two short 

ones on a subject than to ask the reader's close 
attention to one long one. When we venture to 
speak of the Atonement, we can only say, "Who 
is sufficient for these things" (2 Cor. ii. 16), but 
still we may offer some hints to our fellow-workers 
that may be of practical use. In our last paper 
we sought to show chiefly, that the righteousness 
of God, declared through the Atonement of His 
Son, removed every hope from the human breast 
of gaining Divine favour by good works, and left 
no vestige of encouragement for a vain expectation 
that we might rise up into a righteousness satis
factory to God and to His glory by our own 
strength. The greatness of the blessing that 
awaits man through the Atonement will occupy 
us on the present occasion. 

God has dealt with sinful man in righteousness 
on various occasions in the world's history. God 
swept away the old world with a flood because of 
human sin; God, likewise, but by fire, destroyed 
the cities of the plain ; and when God brought 
Israel out of Egypt, He proclaimed to them at 
Sinai His righteous requirements at their hands. 
Then Israel trembled, and removed from God 
as far as it was possible for them to do. The 
" fiery law" did not attract sinful man to the 
righteous Jehovah, neither was it intended to do 
so. The law was not given in order that man 
thereby might attain life (Gal. iii. 22). " I t was 
added because of transgressions" (v. 19); it was 
the great teacher of man that he was a sinner. " I 
had not known sin but by the law " (Rom. vii. 7). 

But God not only dealt in righteousness with 
man in exposing his sins to him, 

God m a d e most graciously a way by 
sacrifice for man to Himself, 

wherein man's sin could be atoned for and him
self accepted. Thus in the record of the offerings 
in Leviticus (ch. 1), the word "atonement" occurs 
again and again, while in the record of the services 
of the Great Day of Atonement (ch. xvi.), by 
the blood of the sin-offering, brought into God's 
holy presence and sprinkled upon and before the 
Propitiatory (the Mercy-Seat), He made a way 
(as it were) for Himself to come forth in His 
holiness and righteousness and to bless man 

through His high priest. The sacrifice, the priest, 
the mercy-seat, on that day foreshadowed the glory 
of the Christ as sacrifice and priest, and the atone
ment made in the very holy presence of God on 
account of sin. 

Keeping this great figure before us, we better 
enter into the inspired words, "Jesus Christ . . . a 
propitiation [or propitiatory, mercy-seat] through 
faith in His blood." God has set forth in His 
Gospel His own Son a mercy-seat for sinful man, 
to whom all may approach and by whom all may 
find pardon and peace. " He is the propitiation for 
our sins, and not for ours only but for the whole 
world" (1 John ii. 2). God is magnified so richly 
by the Atonement of His Son that 

All the W o r l d may come and find 
Pardon and Reconcil iat ion. 

God has made the way for Himself to man—the 
way being the blood of His own beloved Son. 
" Without shedding of blood is no remission" 
(Heb. ix. 22). Whoever treads that pathway which 
God has made (Lev. xvi.), whoever trusts in the 
blood of the Atonement, God justifies for all things. 

God gave to Israel the blood upon the altar for 
the atonement of their souls (Lev. xvi. n ) , and 
God has made peace through the blood of the 
cross of His Son (Col. i. 19). God has limited 
this shedding of the blood to the altar, to the 
cross—the blood once shed and never more to 
be shed—the life of the blessed Sacrifice once 
given, and never to be given again. It is 
profanity to even suggest that Christ can die 
again. " Christ . . . dieth no more; death hath 
no more dominion over Him " (Rom. vi. 9). He 
died "once for all" (Heb. x. 10). He suffered 
once (ch. ix. 26), and since He has died and put 
away the sins of His people "there is no more 
offering for sin " (Heb. x. 18), an offering for sin 
being impossible when sins are put away. 

Let the worker in the Gospel fill his mind and 
heart with these Divine realities, and he will with 
no hesitating voice tell out the story of the cross. 
The glory of the Gospel will fill his soul, and that 
will be power in his declaration of it. 

The Gospel in its unchangeab leness will 
be his s t rength at all t imes , 

and in controversy, he will yield, no, not one 
jot or tittle of it to tradition's charm or to nine
teenth century assertion. 

Most earnestly should every worker in the 
Gospel proclaim the Atonement of our Lord 
Jesus Christ with no uncertain sound. If a 
united voice to its glory arose from the thousands 
of Gospel workers our land possesses, a great work 
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would be done thereby to stay the flow of such 
evil doctrines as surround the "mass." "Preach 
the Word " (2 Tim. 42) is the Divine remedy for 
evil doctrines. Christ's blood shed upon the cross 
making peace, and a bloodless sacrifice upon an 
altar, can never be made to agree. Christ offering 
up of Himself once for all, and priests offering up 
their Christ, can never be made to agree. Christ's 
suffering for sin in His sacrifice, and a non-suffering 
sacrifice, can never be made to agree. 

G}d sets forth Jesus Christ His Son a Mercy-
Seat for sinners. Re-echo God's words. No other 
Saviour than Jesus Christ. No other mercy-seat 
than He. And God sets Him forth to man through 
faith in His blood. Every religious person believes 
something; we have to insist that our hearers 
believe God. God says to man "through faith 
in His [Christ's] blood." Israel of old saw the 
sacrificial blood upon the altar—saw the high priest 
go into the Tabernacle with the sacrificial blood: 
we are called to believe, not to see. We are 
bidden believe in what Christ has done to the 
glory of God, and our joy is to make the blessed 
reality known. " I believe, therefore have I 
spoken " (2 Cor. iv. 13), is the spirit of a genuine 
Gospel worker. 

The hour produces its own religious agitation, 
and very much of this would fall into its due 
position if the great question, How does God 
declare His righteousness? had its true place in 
the heart. The worker in the Gospel does well to 
keep broad principles ever before his mind. He 
certainly should ever have present man's lost and 
guilty state, and the glory of the Atonement of our 
Lord, as God Himself sets it forth for man's bless
ing. He should seek to so announce the Gospel 
that his hearer is brought face to face with God. 

- N O T I, MONSIEUR." 

WHEN Renaud first went as a senator to 
Paris he engaged a room at an hotel, and 

paid a month's rent, amounting to one hundred 
and fifty francs. The proprietor asked if he would 
have a receipt. " I t is not necessary," replied 
Renaud; " God has witnessed the payment." 
" Do you believe in God?" the proprietor sneer-
ingly asked. " Most assuredly," said Renaud ; 
"don't you?" "Not I, monsieur." "Ah, then," 
said the senator, " I will take a receipt, if you 
please." 

And quite right the senator was, for a man that 
doesn't believe in God is a man in whom nobody 
else need believe. 

T H E S T O R Y OF H E R R N H U T AND 
T H E M O R A V I A N S . — I I . | 

THE designation "The Moravians" used in 
England is derived from the word Mahren, 

the name of the province or district in Bohemia, 
in which these simple Christian believers dwelt. 
Christian David, the Zimmerman (carpenter), was 
also a native of Mahren, and, with his helpers in 
his numerous journeys, was the means used of God 
to free the brethren from their oppressive popish 
surroundings into the light, life, and liberty of Von 
Zinzendorf's new Moravian settlement of Herrnhut, 
as mentioned in our former paper. The Moravian 
Church has an episcopate of bishops and pastors, 
but the brethren who manage the temporal affairs 
of the Church in Germany and in heathen lands, 
and are the trustees of the property of the Church, 
are twelve in number, and known as directors, and 
constitute "e//i Kollegium von 12 Manncrn" their 
official residence being in Berthelsdorf, a little over 
an English mile from Herrnhut. 

There are many pleasant walks and drives in the 
neighbourhood of Herrnhut. 

Since the opening of the railway to Herrnhut 
many strangers have settled in or near the village, 
some doubtless attracted by the hope of getting 
employment in one or other of the factories that 
have of late years sprung up in the neighbourhood. 
The present population of Herrnhut numbers about 
1,650, of whom 800 are church members. To 
these may be added another 200 who live in 
the surrounding villages. How do the Moravians 
themselves look upon these newcomers ? They do 
not seem to have opposed or even discouraged 
their arrival. It may be that they see in the 
presence of so many strangers only enlarged 
opportunities for home missionary work. As a 
people they have long lived for, and laboured in the 
field of foreign missions. At the present time one 
in every sixty of their number is either at home 
or abroad a missionary. In the early years of the 
settlement, when a young missionary labouring 
abroad desired a helpmate, it was the custom for 
him to write home stating his wishes. From among 
the maidens considered most suitable, one was 
chosen by lot and sent out, to be met on the 
arrival of the ship at the nearest port by her 
future husband. But this has ceased to be done, 
and young missionaries are encouraged to make 
their own choice before setting out for the scene 
of their future labours. 

The doctrines of the United Brethren are very 
strictly evangelical, the Holy Scriptures being, they 
maintain, the only and all-sufificient rule of faith or 

I life; and it is a cause of thanksgiving that so far 
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their simple faith seems to have been preserved to 
them untouched by German materialism, unsullied 
by the breath of modern doubt. 

Every ten years a general synod or assembly is 
held, attended by delegates from every part of the 
world. They meet for prayer, conference, and the 
transaction of business connected with Moravian 
missions. A smaller synod is held every fifth 
year, but not so largely attended. 

On the morning of Easter Day the whole 
community assemble in the graveyard, where they 
take part in a joyous service. The thought of 
thus celebrating the triumph of a risen Christ in 
the place of Death's apparent victory impressed 
me as touching and beautiful. 

When a member of the Church dies, four or 
five trumpeters proceed to the public square, 
where, after playing a short piece, 
they announce the name, date of 
death, and time of burial of the 
brother or sister who has fallen 
asleep. This occurred one morn
ing during my short stay in 
Herrnhut, and it was, I was told, 
the usual custom. 

It is pleasant to notice the true 
Christian kindness and thought
ful love that has done so much 
at Herrnhut to surround aged 
and worn-out labourers in the 
mission field with comfort during 
the closing years of their lives; 
their widows, too, receive un
wearied care and kindness. 

To attempt in this short article 
to give an account of all of interest 
I saw or heard during my stay at 
Herrnhut would be quite out of the 
question, so I will only add a few words about its 
institutions. The schools are large, and appear 
well conducted. 

There is also a Normal College, or Training 
School (but not situated in Herrnhut) belonging to 
the Moravian Church, in which all who give them
selves to the work of the ministry in Europe or 
to be trained for mission work abroad receive a 
thorough education, fitting them for the important 
duties to which they have devoted themselves. 

The working men and their families gave me the 
impression of being a courteous, contented, and 
sober people. 

Prague, the capital of Bohemia, though at some 
distance from Herrnhut, is not difficult to reach, 
and would delight the visitor. It is an old historic 
city, and is rich in buildings remarkable for their 
interest. The bridge over the Moldau leading to 

the Hraddin::—the fortress and palace—is indeed 
"a bridge with a history." Its parapets are 
adorned with groups of very fine statuary. These 
groups are thirteen or fourteen in number, I 
am unable to say which, as after several unsuc
cessful attempts at counting them, I had to give 
it up, owing to the number of foot and other 
passengers. 

Feeling as I do how imperfectly I have conveyed 
my impressions of Herrnhut, still I am encouraged 
to hope that enough has been said to give the 
readers of " THE SPRINGING WELL " some idea of 
the present aspect of things there, and the relations 
of the United Brethren to the world-wide field of 
missionary enterprise. 

Through an error in transcribing, Heinrich 28th 
Graf Prince of Reusz was said to be " of Burgundy 

and a Prince of the blood royal" 
This was an error. 

The family and principality of 
Reusz in Germany is still in 
existence. „ „ 

COUNT VOX ZlXZENnORI 

" T H E L O R D I S T H Y 

K E E P E R . " 

THE fishermen of Brittany, so 
the story goes, are wont to 

utter this simple prayer when they 
launch their boats upon the deep: 
" Keep me, my God ; my l>oat is 
small, and the ocean is wide." 

How touchingly beautiful the 
words and the thought! Might 
not the same petition be uttered 
with as much directness every 
morning and evening of our daily 

life ? " Keep me, my God : for my boat is so small 
and the ocean is wide ! " Keep me, my God— 
keep me from the perils and temptations that throng 
around me as I go about my daily duties. My boat 
is small—I am so weak, so helpless, so prone to 
wander, so forgetful of Thy loving-kindness ! I am 
tossed to and fro at the mercy of the world; I am 
buffeted about by sharp adversity and driven before 
the storms of grief and sorrow. Except Thou dost 
keep me, I must perish. Keep me, my God; for 
"Thy ocean is so wide"—the journey is long, and the 
days and the years are many. " In Thee, O Lord, do 
I put my trust. Deliver me in Thy righteousness." 

" All my trust on Thee is stayed; 
All my help from Thee 1 br in^; 

Cover my defenceless head 
With the shadow of Thy \vin£ " 

* Spelt "Hraddin" (the name of the entire building, 
fortress, and palace). 
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i OUR BIBLE PORTION. : 

T H E B U S H W A S N O T C O N S U M E D . 

" The angel of the Lord appeared unto him in a flame of fire, 
out of the midst of a bush."—Ex. iii. 2. 

"For the good will of Him that dwelt in the bush."—Deut. 
xxxiii. 16. 

WHEN Moses was a stranger in the land of 
Midian, learning God in the desert, as he 

one day tended his flock he came to the mount 
of God, and there his eye was attracted by the 
spectacle of a bush burning with fire, and as he 
gazed upon the flame, lo, the bush was not con
sumed! "And Moses said, I will now turn aside, 
and see this great sight, why the bush is not burnt" 
(Ex. iii. 3). A bush ! not a tall tree, but a lowly 
bush! And a bush burning, yet living, yet re
maining still itself, not consumed! Here was, 
indeed, a strange sight. What was it? What 
could it mean ? 

Now " when Jehovah saw that Moses turned 
aside to see"—mark this, Christian reader, for 
there are many wonderful sights to be seen on the 
earth which none care to contemplate— 

" God called unto h im out of the m ids t 
of t he b u s h ! " 

Here is a greater wonder. The angel of Jehovah 
(Jehovah-Jesus) was in the flame of fire that arose 
out of the midst of the bush, and was there to 
reveal to Moses God's thoughts about afflicted 
Israel. For Israel in their affliction was the bush 
that burned with fire, and since the Lord was with 
them Israel was not consumed. 

" I N ALL THEIR AFFLICTION H E WAS AFFLICTED, 
AND THE ANGEL OF H I S PRESENCE SAVED THEM " 
(Isa. Ixiii. 9). 

Moses had a sight of God that day, such as had 
never before been seen on earth. The poor feeble 
bush burning with a strong flame, yet unconsumed, 
for the angel of the Lord was there. 

What a lovely sight of Divine grace, and con
descending tenderness, and of supporting mercy ! 

There are such bushes burning with fire 
to be found on the mount of God still. 

Tried and tempted, suffering and sorrowing saints 
with whom Jesus is, sustaining and supporting, 
and they are not consumed. 

" Though billows of sorrow around me may roll, 
And dangers of midnight may trouble my soul, 
I'll haste to the Rock that is higher than I, 
And safely I'll rest till the night passeth by." 

" I have surely seen the affliction of My people 
which are in Egypt," said the Lord, "and have 
heard their cry." Yes, He sees the affliction of 
His own, and blessed be His name. 

" I N H I S LOVE AND IN H I S PITY H E REDEEMED 
THEM ; AND H E BARE THEM, AND CARRIED THEM 
ALL THE DAYS OF OLD." 

He hears the cry of sorrow, and though it may be, 
at times, almost despairing, His love and His pity 
effect deliverance. 

A SHORT BIBLE READING. 

Living Waters.—An Invitation. 
" T TO. every one that thirsteth, come ye to the waters 

X. L - • • Come . . . Come, and your soul shall 
live " (Is. lv. 1, 3). "Whosoever will, let him take of 
the water of life freely" (Rev. xxii. 17). 

A Promise on Acceptance. 
"Whosoever shall take of the water that I shall give 

him shall never thirst " (John iv. 14). 
"The water that I shall give . . . shall be . . . a well 

of water springing up into everlasting life " (John iv. 14). 

The Result. 
"With joy shall he draw water out of the wells of 

Salvation " (Is. xii. 3). 
"His soul shall be satisfied in drought; . . . he shall 

be like a watered garden, and like a spring of water, 
whose waters fail not" (Is. lviii. 11); "for the Lamb" 
(John i. 29; Is. liii. 7; Rev. v. 6) "shall lead him unto 
living fountains of waters " (Rev. vii. 17); "and he shall 
drink of the river of His pleasures" (Ps. xxxvi. 8). 

E. A. II. 

'AT SYCHAR'S LONELY WELL." 

SWEET was the hour, O Lord, to Thee, 
At Sychar's lonely well, 

When a poor outcast heard Thee there 
Thy great salvation tell. 

Thither she came ; but, oh ! her heart, 
All filled with earthly care, 

Dreamed not of Thee, nor thought to find 
The hope of Israel there. 

Lord ! 'twas Thy power unseen that drew 
The stray one to that place, 

In solitude to learn from Thee 
The secrets of Thy grace. 

There Jacob's erring daughter found 
Those streams unknown before, 

The waterbrooks of life, that make 
The weary thirst no more. 

And, Lord, to us, as vile as she, 
Thy gracious lips have told 

That mystery of love revealed 
At Jacob's well of old. 

GOD takes the broken contrite hearts and works them in 
With His own grand designs; and in His great counsels 
All is complete that was begun with Him. 
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T H E L A N D OF 

T H E A S S Y R I A N ; 

or, T h e Cradle of the 
Nat ions.—IX. 

THERE is no doubt 
the wonderful dis

coveries of many patient 
workers have made wide 
rifts in the gathered dark
ness of ages, through 
which are revealed 
glimpses of the social, 
political, martial, and 
even domestic life of 
nations that flourished 

centuries before our era, and are fast rescuing from 
oblivion the hoary records of their long-forgotten 
history, written, not in paper books or parchment 
scrolls, but graven on tables of stone by the con
temporaries of the heroes whose deeds they relate— 
contemporaries, too, of Abraham, Job, Moses, and 
Samuel, heroes of a far nobler type, and with 
whose names we are more familiar. 

These discoveries have helped to elucidate many 
an obscure passage, and to corroborate in a sur
prising and satisfactory manner many statements of 
the sacred narrative, whilst they have supplied us 
with particulars and information that have proved 
helpful in reconciling apparent discrepancies, 
in forming a more consecutive history, and in 
establishing a more reliable system of chronology. 

The adventures and successes of various scholars 
in interpreting the arrow-headed and wedge-shaped 
(otherwise cuneiform) inscriptions found in the 
Assyrian palaces and the various processes adopted 
in deciphering them, the steps gradually made in 
the investigations, and the curious corroborative 
evidence which has led in many instances to the 
verification of the interpretation, form subjects of 
the highest interest, and deserve from us a special 
notice, but time, unfortunately, will not permit of 
our pausing to consider them now. " It is indeed 
a matter of astonishment," says Mr. Layard, "that 
considering the time which has elapsed since the 
discovery of the monuments, so much progress has 
already been made. But there is every prospect 
of our being able, ere long, to ascertain the general 
contents of almost every Assyrian record." These 
words were written many years ago, and since 
then the prospect he refers to has been realised. 
There are very few inscriptions but what can now 
be deciphered with comparative ease. 

In a short paper of this description it were vain 
to attempt to give a detailed account of the many 

startling revelations which have been made to us 
from time to time during the last few years by 
the sun-baked tablets and graven slabs of buried 
Nineveh; but for the benefit of such as may not 
have the time and opportunity for pursuing the 
interesting subject, we will venture to mention 
some few of the discoveries which are likely to 
prove more particularly interesting on account of 
their bearing upon the sacred record, and the new 
light they throw upon the earliest pages of the 
world's chequered history. 

To this end our attention must now be confined 
to Nineveh, the ancient metropolis, whence nearly 
all the most important relics were brought. 

The foundation of this city by Nimrod, or 
Asshur (according to the interpretation of the 
verse describing the event in Genesis), is a fact 
clearly established, but the period when that event 
occurred cannot be definitely determined, although 
Usher, in the margins of our Bibles, makes it 
about 2300 B.C. 

The ancient historians do not much assist us in 
the inquiry, for they differ very considerably in 
their statements. According to Ctesias, a con
temporary of Herodotus, and quoted by Diodorus, 
it was founded by Ninus, B.C. 2183. Herodotus 
is silent on the point, but Africanus, quoted by 
Syncellus, makes the date 2284 B.C., and Eusebius 
2116 B.C., whilst that arrived at by a computation 
of the length of the several 
dynasties contained in the 
famous table of Berosus is 
2317 B.C. 

Although thus conflict
ing, the evidence is all in 
favour of the great antiquity 
of the city, and therefore, 
as might be expected, its 
early annals are so much 
involved in doubt and 
obscurity, and are so much 
interwoven with mythology 
and tradition as to preclude 
all possibility of forming 
therefrom a reliable and 
consecutive history. 

The names and dates 
of the earliest Assyrian kings cannot be satis
factorily decided. The accuracy of the translations 
made from the inscribed monuments and tablets 
can be depended upon, but the proper names, 
being mostly written in monogram, their correct 
rendering, except in the case of such as can be 
identified with well-known historic kings, cannot 
be guaranteed, and must therefore at present be 
provisional. 
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"HE WOULD SET 
FREE." 

A F R I E N D of a 
friend of mine, 

who told me the story, 
had an eagle . He 
caught it when it was 
young, and had brought 
it up, as far as he could, 
l ike a t a m e h e n . 
Having, in God's provi
dence, to go to the other 
side of the world, he 
was selling off every
thing. He wondered 
what he should do with 
his eagle, and the happy 
thought came to him 
that he would not give 
it to anybody, but would 
give it back to itself— 
he would set it free. 
And he opened the place 
in which it had been 
kept, and brought it 
back to the back-green. 
How he was astonished! 
It walked about, feeling 
as if this were rather 
bigger than its ordinary 
run; but that was all. 
He was disappointed, 
and, taking the big bird 
in his arms, he lifted 
it and set it up on his 
garden wall. It turned 
and looked down at 
him! The sun had 
been obscured behind 
a cloud, but just then 
the cloud passed away, 
and the bright, warm 
beams poured out. The 
eagle lifted its eyes, 
pulled itself up. Can an 
eagle recollect the crags 
and the cliffs, the revel
ling in the tempests of 
long ago, the joyous 
thunderings and the 
flashing l ightnings? 
Pulling itself up, it lifted 
one wing and stretched 
it out, then it lifted the 
other wing and out
stretched it. Then it 
gave a scream, and soon 
was a vanishing speck 
away in the blue heaven. 
Anx ious , d i s turbed 
Christian, you are an 
eagle living in a hen
house ! Try your wings, 
down-hearted believer! 

FOR YOU AND FOR ME. 
•W. L. T. 
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THE STORY OF THE GOSPEL IN 
THE HOP GARDENS. 

precipitated into the river. Thirty were drowned, 
and were buried in Hadlow churchyard, where a 
monument records the sad event. Christian friends 
at Tonbridge sent over their town missionary, 
Mr. Joy, who made his headquarters at Five Oak 
Green, Tudeley, and worked zealously and effec
tively for many years. Possibly the good work is 
still continued. The writer was then minister of 
Matfield Chapel, Brenchley, and did what he could 
in conducting hopper services after his services at 
the chapel. The excellent vicar, the late Rev. 
F. Stow, also employed a missionary, and the 
curates took a service now and then. One of 
the latter committed the mistake of attacking the 
catholics and so incensed the people that he had 
to close the service and make his escape. They 
do not understand the isms, but they will listen to 
a plain talk in which the Gospel is set forth. 

The late Rev. Mr. Chinn commenced a good 
work in the Farnham district, of which his book 
tells cheering stories of success. The Church of 
England, too, has its mission, and has done good 
work in various ways, the preaching being, we 
believe, on evangelical lines. Mr. William Luff 
and others visit Worcestershire and Herefordshire 
every season, and report well of their success. 

Early in the sixties, Mr. J. J. Kendon com
menced a mission at Goudhurst, in the Weald of 
Kent, which has grown until some twelve or 
fifteen missionaries are employed every season, 
working over an area some thirty miles or more 
in circumference. As we know this mission more 
intimately, visiting the district year by year, 
mingling with the workers and assisting in their 
services, talking with the people at their camps, 
cS:c, we shall limit our records of good effected 
to this particular district. 

We remember the time when the presence of 
hoppers meant frequent fighting and general 
brawls ; there is much less of these now, and less 
drunkenness and immorality. The efforts of the 
mission are appreciated, and the missionaries are 
universally well received. No one objects to take 
a tract, and few resent the introduction of personal 
dealing with their souls. The congregations are 
frequently as orderly as congregations in chapels 
and churches, and not less attentive, while the 
singing is taken up heartily, especially by the young. 

The case of James Carter, whose home was in 
a Sussex village, illustrates the power and sove
reignty of Divine grace. He was a profane 
man, a drunkard, a fighter, and one whose ways 
inspired dread. A verse of a hymn arrested his 
attention : 

" Safe in the arms of Jesus." 

He felt he was not safe. He sought and found 

TH E hop harvest takes thousands of pickers 
into the respective districts from all parts of 

London and its surroundings. There are also a 
few from out-lying villages, a proportion of house-
cart people, and a sprinkling of gipsies. The 
Londoners flock mostly into Kent, which is the 
principal district, Sussex, Worcestershire, Hereford
shire, and a district around Farnham, in Surrey, 
and Hants, following in that order. A very large 
proportion of these people are outside the ordinary 
means of grace, though some attend Mission Halls, 
and a few of the children Sunday School. These 
annual outings from the stuffy courts and alleys of 
the squalid districts of the great city are a great 
boon to the people, especially in fine weather. 
Hop-picking is a healthy occupation, and though 
the earnings may be small they are sure. 

These gatherings of people afford a fine oppor
tunity for Christian work. City missionaries may 
visit many of them in their homes, which is like 
angling for fish) but in the hop gardens we fish 
with a drag net, and there may be a good haul; 
and there are opportunities at the bins and in the 
camps for individual converse. 

Fifty years ago, the date of the writer's first 
acquaintance with this work, there were no or
ganised efforts to meet the needs of the teeming 
multitudes which swarm the hop districts. Here 
and there good men, ministers and others, went 
and preached to the hoppers on Sundays, distri
buting books and tracts, but nothing was done on 
week-days, and very generally the poor creatures 
were entirely neglected. Since then efforts have 
been made, and with some degree of success, for 
the better housing of the hoppers, for cheaper 
means of conveyance by railway, bringing them 
down when they are wanted, and not before. 
Formerly, they travelled any way they could, 
mainly walking, and some in coster's barrows, 
while a few, a little better off, could command a 
donkey. But it was pitiable to see swarms of them 
hanging about for a week, or even a fortnight, 
before work began, and depending on the benevo
lence of the well-disposed residents; while a sharp 
look-out had to be kept up against such as might 
be thievishly inclined. 

In the hopping season of 1853, an event occurred 
which did much to excite the zeal of some Chris
tian people. A wagon-load of people, returning 
after their day's work at Hadlow to their camp at 
Tudeley, having to cross the Medway by a high 
wooden bridge, the noise of the wagon and their own 
feet frightened the horses, and all the people were | 
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salvation and became a new man, coming out 
boldly on the side of Christ. His conversion led 
to that of his wife, and other members of the 
family were brought under good influence. He 
died in the Lord. 

A missionary was commencing a service in the 
village of Marden, " beneath a spreading chestnut 
tree," when he noticed that a well had been dug 
close by. This led him to talk of Christ's visit to 
the well of Sychar, and of what He said to the 
Samaritan woman about the living water. A poor 
ragged, penniless drunkard listened on the out
skirts of the crowd. The Holy Spirit applied the 
truth to his heart. Deeply convinced of sin, he 
ran off when the service was ended. Turning out 
of the road he went into an out-house in a field, 
and there cried for mercy, until, as the day 
dawned, light shone into his soul. He came to 
Jesus, drank the living waters, and became a true 
Christian. Everything was changed with him; 
home, wife, children, and all his surroundings ; and 
he wore well. 

Poor Dan Ryan was a rough Bermondsey lad, 
and mocked and insulted the missionary, who 
relates his story. He went hopping, and unex
pectedly met the Bermondsey missionary on his 
way from bin to bin. His employer gave a free 
tea to his pickers, and Dan was there, busy clear
ing the barn for tea, and preparing for the meeting 
which followed. At that meeting Dan heard what 
God sent home to his heart. At the hopping 
he took cold, which led to consumption. The 
Bermondsey missionary, in visiting the Infirmary, 
heard his name called. He found it was Dan 
Ryan, in the last stage of his disease, but with 
" a good hope through grace" possessing his 
heart, yielding a blessed anticipation of eternal 
life through Jesus. 

Boots and clothing and medicine for the body 
are all well and needful, but salvation for the soul 
is the great need of the people and the end of the 
mission. May God multiply such cases as the 
above for the glory of His name. Any one requir
ing a report of this mission can have one by 
applying to Mr. J. J. Kendon, Goudhurst, or 
to the present writer, Maxwell House, Syden
ham, S.E., or to the Editor of " T H E SPRINGING 
WELL." 

" Let us not be weary in well doing, for in due 
season we shall reap, if we faint not. As we have 
therefore opportunity, let us do good unto all 
men " (Gal. vi. 9—10). 

"ALWAYS ABOUNDING IN THE WORK OF THE 
LORD, FORASMUCH AS YE KNOW THAT YOUR 
LABOUR IS NOT IN VAIN IN THE LORD " 
(1 Cor. xv. 58). 

Jottings about the Bible. | 

A SCEPTIC'S TESTIMONY. 

" HP H E Bible has taken such a hold on the world 
JL as no other collection of books ever did. 

The literature of Greece has not half the influence 
of this Book. The sun never sets on its gleaming 
page. It goes equally into the cottage of the plain 
man and the palace of the king. It enters men's 
closets. It attends men in their sickness. It lifts 
man above himself. The best of our prayers are 
in its language. The timid man, about to escape 
from the dream of this life, looks through the glass 
of Scripture and his eye grows bright; he fears 
not to take Death by the hand and bid farewell to 
wife, and babes, and home. Now for all this there 
must be an adequate cause. That nothing comes 
of nothing is true all the world over. It is no light 
thing to hold a thousand hearts, though but for an 
hour; what is it, then, that thus holds Christians, 
and that for centuries? Are men fed with chaff 
and husks ? A thousand writers come up in this 
century, to be forgotten in the next; but the silver 
cord of the Bible is not loosed, nor its golden 
bowl broken, as Time chronicles its tens of cen
turies passed by. Has the human race gone mad ? 
Some of the greatest institutions seem built upon 
the Bible; such things will not stand on heaps of 
chaff, but on mountains of rock. What is the secret 
cause of this wide and deep influence? IT MUST 
BE FOUND IN THE BlBLE ITSELF, AND MUST HE 
ADEQUATE TO THE EFFECT." 

The above is a very remarkable estimate of the 
Bible and its power. It was written by a great 
writer and earnest thinker, and yet we fear he 
never knew the power and truth of the Word in 
his soul. How true is that scripture, "The natural 
man receiveth not the things of the Spirit of God" 
(1 Cor. ii. 14). 

" WITH WHAT MEASURE YE 
M E T E ! " (Matt. vii. 2.) 

THE Egyptians killed the Hebrew male children, 
and God smote the first-born of Egypt. 

Sisera sought to destroy Israel with his iron 
chariots, but was himself killed with an iron nail. 
Abimelech slew seventy sons of Gideon upon one 
stone, and his own life was ended by being smitten 
on the head with a piece of a millstone. 

"Vengeance is mine; I will repay, saith the 
Lord." 
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COUNTRY AFTER COUNTRY HAS 
OPENED TO THE GOSPEL. 

WE are sure our readers will be glad to hear how 
wonderfully God is opening up new fields for the 

preaching of the Gospel and for the circulation of His 
Word in other lands. 

W e have recently heard from a friend who has for 
years been labouring amongst the Spanish-speaking 
people of the Californian border. We give certain ex
tracts from this communication and feel sure they will 
call forth the prayerful interest of Christians. 

It seems as if everywhere in regions where Catholicism 
for centuries has held sway, God is sending forth the 
light, so that not only at Los Angeles and that district, 
but in Central America and also in the various great 
countries of the southern hemisphere, as well as in Cuba 
and other places hitherto under Spanish domination, the 
Word of God is being freely circulated with most blessed 
and glorious results. Our friend says:— 

" I am thankful to be able to tell you of the 
goodness of the Lord and the loving fellowship of 
some who have helped us, that the work is spread
ing constantly, and besides the general witness to 
the value of our labours which comes from so many 
workers all over the Spanish fields, there are also 
a good many personal and individual testimonies 
from souls turned by this means from darkness to 
light and the power of Satan to God. Wonderfully 
country after country has opened to the Gospel, 
and every movement of nations and countries 
having to do with those fields seems to throw open 
the door wider to the servants of the Lord. 
Labourers are lacking, and many who should be 
devoting themselves to the service of Christ are 
allowing themselves to be tied down by the pursuit 
of worldly or earthly interests. 

" We have * There is Nothing Left ftr You To 
Do? a tract the Lord has blest a good deal, in 
Spanish. One, lately converted in Venezuela 
through reading it, said to the ex-priest Villamil, 
who reported it to me, that he was so full of joy 
he could not express himself, and laying his hand 
upon his heart, he said, ' It is here that I feel this 
joy and peace.' Pointing to the picture of the 
Monk of La Trappe, he added, ' T H E WORDS OF 
THAT OLD MAN HAVE GIVEN ME THIS JOY.' 

"We have now over 700 names on our list of 
distributors, and one of them in Central America 
sends to 500 places or persons in that part. These 
little centres of light are growing both in numbers 
and interest. We have just printed an edition of 
64,000 of our little Gospel sheet to meet the 
demand. We are getting out also just now a 
stereotype edition of the Acts of the Apostles in I 

Spanish. Nearly all my work I stereotype for 
future use, if the Lord tarry, and for use by whom
soever the Lord may please to raise up to go on 
with the work, if I am called away. 

"The word to Philadelphia is so impressed on me 
as to our work and the fields now so open to the 
Word. c Behold 1 have set before thee an open 
door•, and no man can shut it.' It is the power of 
His love that brought Him from the glory to the 
cross, that alone can press us on in the path of 
service to the Coming One and deliver us from the 
selfishness which seeks its ease in the world where 
He got the cross. 

* * :!: * * 
" l a m bringing out a short exposition of Revela

tion in Spanish, the only one ever published in the 
language. In 'Auxilios' I am going through 
Romans and John's Gospel. 

" We have now Luke and John, Romans, Gala
tians, 1 and 2 Thessalonians, Hebrews, 1 and 2 
Peters, 1, 2, and 3 John, and Revelation in Spanish, 
as well as Romans and John in Portuguese. 
Large numbers of all these have been sent out. 
In Cuba we have to supply these portions, and 
in Havana, also Guanabacoa, Cienfuegos, Santa 
Clara, Santiago, and Matanzas." 

R. G. 

A GOD WHICH WORKETH FOR HIM 
THAT WAITETH FOR HIM. 

(Isa. lxiv. 4. K. V ) 

THE working, Lord, is Thine, the waiting mine : 
Thine is the strength, and mine the quiet rest ; 

Lord, teach me not to strive nor struggle so, 
But let Thee do it as it seems Thee best. 

Since if I work without Thee all is vain, 
Though outwardly it may seem fair and true ; 

Lord, work Thou for me by Thy wondrous might, 
And work Thou in me both to will and do. 

Helpless and weak, I have not power nor skill: 
Ignorant and blind, I do not see my way; 

Then with my puny arm how can I work ? 
I can do naught; Lord, do it all, I pray. 

The waiting may seem long, so very long, 
And we grow weary with the strange delay ; 

Yet surely for us there is great reward, 
If we with faith and patience wait Thy way. 

For all the while we wait, Thou worketh, Lord, 
A better gift than we at first could see; 

Since Thou dost tarry to be gracious, and 
Blessed are they who dare wait for Thee. 

Yes, we shall find far richer things in store, 
Prepared for us than if at once were given, 

The blessings which Thy love delights to pour, 
We'll surely find them here, or else in heaven. 
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G O N E — B U T W H I T H E R ? 
"Boast not thyself of to-morrow, for thou knowcst not what 

a day may bring forth."—Pro v. xxvii. i 

IT was a lovely afternoon in early spring. The 
sun was slowly declining behind the hills, in 

the far west, casting its exquisite hues and azures 
across the sky, adding additional charms to the 
already beautiful landscape, and causing the 
ripples of the river Severn, which flowed at our 
feet, to shine and sparkle like a multitude of 
diamonds. The whole scene would have made an 
interesting artist's study, but it brought to our 
minds the words : " The heavens declare the glory 
of God, and the firmament showeth His handi
work." 

But it was not the charming sunset, neither was 
it the beautiful landscape, which claimed the 
attention of so many on the afternoon of which I 
write; but it had been reported that a few 
moments before a boy had fallen into the river. 
As numbers of boys and girls, men and women, 
were eagerly pressing forward in one direction, I 
felt myself almost unconsciously drawn towards 
the spot, where an immense crowd had already 
assembled. 

" What is the matter ? " I asked a girl, who was 
standing near, who informed me that a few 
minutes previously she saw three boys playing 
together, and one of them desiring to reach some
thing near the water's edge, took off his coat, 
climbed down the embankment, and leaned 
forward, endeavouring to grasp it; she next heard 
a scream, then a splash, and saw him struggling in 
the water. She called loudly for assistance, but 
before any one arrived the poor boy had disappeared 
beneath those placid waters. 

How interested are all classes of the human 
family when life or death is in question, I thought, 
as I noticed the willingness of the boatmen, as, 
with eager haste, they rowed backward and forward, 
working with all their might at their self-appointed 
task of dragging. A few moments later came, 
running to the spot, a police sergeant, who hurriedly 
divested himself of his tunic and helmet, and 
commenced to drag from the embankment. Next 
came a doctor, who waited patiently in the hope 
that he would be able to render some assistance. 
Then quickly followed the father of the missing 
boy, who, needless to say, eagerly waited, in the 
hope that his only son might be recovered before 
the precious life had gone. 

Minute by minute passed slowly by, while many 
in the crowd were talking in hushed voices as to 
the probability of his living so long in the water, 
when one called out, " There he is ! " Instantly 
all eyes were turned in one direction, and at the 
end of the police sergeant's drag we saw the boy : 
but how pale were his cheeks, and how limp was 
his body! The hook was fastened in his waistcoat, 
and he was being quickly drawn to land. Willing 
hands were stretched forward to reach him, and a 
tremor passed like an electric shock through that 
crowd as the doctor looked and shook his head. 
The boy was dead. And as this fact dawned upon 
the father's heart, he wept; while in the eyes of 
many strong men and women might have been 
seen the tear of sympathy. And although the 
kind-hearted police sergeant, who had children of 
his own, tried for some minutes to restore anima
tion, all was in vain; the body was limp and lifeless, 
the spirit had left it, and no power on earth could 
bring it back again. 

So you see, young friends, that it is not only 
those with white locks, whose bodies are nearly 
doubled with age, who have seen the coming and 
going of many summers, who die; but also many 
in the buoyancy of their youth, who have not 
reached their teens, are overtaken by death and 
pass away from time into eternity. Many have 
gone to be with the One whose name they have 
loved in childhood's days ; while many more are 
living who know Jesus as their own personal 
Saviour, who has cleansed away their sins, who 
would take them into His presence, should they 
die, to be with Him for ever. 
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To you, young people, who are unsaved, who 
are not prepared for eternity, be it known that, 
although you are lost, Jesus Christ the Saviour 
desires to find you. Although you are a sinner 
Jesus so loves you that He would wash you in His 
precious blood and make you whiter than snow. 
Although you are guilty, God would now justify 
you freely. Although you are in nature's darkness, 
God would bring you into His marvellous light. 
And although you are treading the broad way to 
destruction, Jesus would willingly lead you into 
the narrow pathway which leadeth unto life. 

Remember the loving and gracious words of 
Jesus: " Suffer the little children to come unto 
Me, and forbid them not, for of such is the king
dom of God." And if you come to Jesus and 
receive His pardon and blessing, should an accident 
befall you, you would not be shut out of heaven, 
but you would go to be with Jesus, the Lover of 
your soul, to be for ever in His presence, where 
there is fulness of joy, where happiness reigns 
supreme, where a peaceful calm rests upon the 
countenances of that multitude of both young and 
old, who will sing the praises of the Lord in sweeter 
strains than ever they were able to on earth. 

But remember, my friends, the verses you may 
have often sung :— 

" I have read of a beautiful city, 
F a r away in the kingdom of God, 

I have read how its walls are of jasper, 
How its streets are all golden and broad. 

In the midst of the street is life's river, 
Clear as crystal, and pure to behold ; 

But not half of that city's bright glory 
To mortals has ever been told. 

Not half has ever been told, . . . 
Not half has ever been told, . . . 
Not half of that city's bright glory 
To mortals has ever been told. 

'* I have read of bright mansions in heaven, 
Which the Saviour has gone to prepare ! 

And the saints who on earth have been faithful, 
Rest for ever with Christ over there; 

There no sin ever enters, nor sorrow ; 
T h e inhabitants never grow old ; 

But not half of the joys that await them 
To mortals has ever been told. 

" I have read of white robes for the righteous, 
Of bright crowns which the glorified wear, 

When our Father shall bid them ' Come, enter, 
And My glory eternally sha re ; ' 

How the righteous are evermore blessed, 
As they walk thro' the streets of pure gold; 

But not half of the wonderful story 
To mortals has ever been told. 

•• I have read of a Christ so forgiving, 
Tha t vile sinners may ask and receive 

Peace and pardon for every transgression, 
If when asking they only believe. 

I have read how He'll guide and protect us, 
If for safety we enter His fold ; 

But not half of His goodness and mercy 
To mortals has ever been told." 

But only those who seek the Saviour here will 
be there. Ask yourselves now the question: If I 
were to die should I be amongst that number? 
Should I join in that glad song of praise to Jesus 
Christ ? You may enter heaven, you may sing the 
praises of the Saviour's name, if you obey NOW 
the words of Jesus, for He says: "Him that 
cometh to Me 1 will in no wise cast out." 

A. G. 

L I T T L E DAVID, T H E MISSIONARY. 

THE following incident of mission work in India 
shows what great possibilities lie in work 

among children, not only in India, but in 
home lands: A short time ago a little boy living 
in a village in the plains heard about the 
Lord Jesus through a missionary, who was speak
ing to a little group of children by the road
side. This child there and then believed the 
message of the love of God, and henceforth his 
desire was to tell others the good news. Shortly 
after this his parents removed to another village, 
and here the child became a missionary. He was 
continually talking to the people about the Lord, 
telling them of the way of salvation, inviting them 
to believe on the Lord Jesus. This went on until 
the very missionary who had led the little boy to 
Jesus came to the village on his way up country, 
and took the opportunity to preach in the open air 
to the people. To his surprise, the whole village 
flocked out to hear him, eager to know more of 
the little child's God. Great was the joy of the 
missionary when one after another came forward, 
confessed their faith in Christ, and asked for 
baptism. " Who taught you ? How have you 
heard of Jesus ? " asked the missionary, " for you 
have no pastor among you, no church, only your 
idol temples." " Oh, we have been taught by little 
David," and the boy missionary was called, and 
put before the clergyman. A little fellow with 
black eyes, black hair, and a very shining black 
face, but a little child of the heavenly kingdom 1 
He quickly recognised his tiny listener by the 
roadside, but did not know before how God had 
blessed his words, how the little boy had believed 
the Gospel message, and had been telling out the 
story of God's wonderful love. 

" Wonderful story of love : 
Tell it to me again; 

Wonderful story of love: 
Wake the immortal strain ! 

Angels with rapture announce it. 
Shepherds with wonder receive i t ; 
Sinner, oh ! won't you believe it ? 

W'onderful story of love." 
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A LETTER FROM AUNT ALICE. 
M Y D E A R N I E C E S , 

Many of you, I believe, love Aunt Alice, and will 
be looking for a few words from her, even though we have 
no competition going on this month. 

I will not disappoint you, dearies, but will tell you 
something I was thinking about on a railway journey the 
other day. 

Over the window of the carriage in which I sat alone, 
was a little framed notice, which I found myself idly 
reading over and over again, until at last I began to think 
seriously of what it meant for me. In large clear print, 
I read— 

"COMMUNICATION WITH THE GUARD." 

Then in smaller letters were directions to travellers as to 
how to act in case of danger, so as to at tract the attention 
of the guard, and have the train stopped. These were 
followed by a warning, as to the severe penalty tha t would 
be incurred if the signal were used without sufficient cause. 

" A n d what had all this to do with you ?" one of my 
nieces may ask. 

Well, as we had been whirling along, I had been 
anxiously pondering over some of the perplexities and 
dangers of my life-journey, and feeling very helpless and 
not a little downcast. And this notice that I was now 
reading, seemed to tell my troubled heart that I had a 
Guard, with whom I might "communica te"—tha t , as the 
little hymn puts it, I might, " T a k e it to the Lord in 
prayer." He, my Guard (is H e yours too ?), is very watch
ful, very vigilant, very strong, very loving. H e had told 
me a good bit about the way H e cares for me in Psalm cxxi. 
and it came to my mind as I sat there : " T h e Lord is 
thy keeper: the Lord is thy shade upon thy right hand . . . 
the Lord shall preserve thee from all evil : H e shall pre
serve thy soul. The Lord shall preserve thy going out 
and thy coming in." Read the whole Psalm ; it is only 
eight verses, and all so sweet, and you will agree with me 
that we have a Guard we may well trust. And then, to 
think that H e invites us to communicate with Him, that 
is to speak with Him, about every danger, every trial, 
every difficulty, and thinks nothing trivial or too small for 
us to bring to Him. H e bids us cast " all" our care on 
Him, for " H e c a r e t h " for us (i Peter, v. 7). " I n 1 very-
thing by prayer and suppl icat ion" to let our wants be 
made known to God (Phil. iv. 6). H e likes us to 
be always at it—" praying always " (Eph. vi. 18), whether 
in joy or in sorrow, whether we are frightened, or whether 
we are sad. 

And now, dear girls, some of you are like myself in 
difficult positions, and all of us are in danger—temptations 
from the world, the flesh, and the devil beset us, seeking 
to throw us off the line of life on which grace has set us. 
Then let us all remember the " Communication with the 
Guard. ' ' Let us not neglect prayer—daily, constant, humble, 
believing prayer. So shall we be kept, strengthened, 
com forted 

I have read accounts of railway accidents in which the 
communication with *he guard was out of order, so that 
the travellers had no means of drawing his attention to the 
danger they were in. But there is no fear of this happening 
with the Lord. Just look in the 107th Psalm, and you 
will find that not one that "cr ied unto the Lord in their 
trouble," but what He heard, and answered, and blessed 
according to their varied need. His ear is never dull, His 
heart never indifferent, His arm never shortened ! 

And so, God bless you all, and help you as you journey 
on towards heaven to " p r a y without ceasing " (1 Thess. 
v. 17). Always your loving 

AUNT A L I C E . 

WORCESTERSHIRE HOP-PICKERS. 
W E are glad to direct attention to the good work carried 
on amongst the Hop-pickers by our friend Mr. Luff, and 
shall be glad to forward any books or tracts, or copies of 
" SPRINGING W E L L , " which are most acceptable for this 
work, or to receive donations in aid of the Mission. 

To the Editor of " T H E SPRINGING W E L L . " 

D E A R S I R , 
As the hop-picking season approaches we are pre

paring, for the seventeenth time, to visit the pickers in 
the far-off counties of Hereford and Worcester. As the 
gentleman who for many years paid the expense of this 
work is no longer able to do so, we have to ask help of 
outside friends, both for tracts and funds. 

Las t year, in response to our appeal, we had a good and 
suitable supply of the former; but the latter, to a con
siderable extent, had to come out of our own pockets. 
This , in addition to giving three weeks' time, need not be, 
if a little help is sent besides the valuable tracts and books. 

W e do the work with the greatest economy, and feel 
sure there are well-to-do Christ ians who would be glad to 
ease us of this burden. Any contributions will be gladly 
received by the Editor, while tracts can be sent care of 
Mr. P . Clissett, Stanley Hill , Ledbury. 

Thanking all who helped last year, 
Yours in the Master 's service, 

W I L L I A M LUFF. 

OUR LEPER FUND. 
W E acknowledge with thankfulness the receipt of the 
following amounts for this Fund. W e hope to have the 
second illustration of the Calicut Asylum ready for our 
next issue. Meanwhile, may we ask our friends to help 
this work as liberally as possible, for it is greatly needing 
support. 

£ *• d. 
Anon., Chelmsford 0 2 0 
Believers at Hul l 1 0 0 
From Sunday School at College St. 

Hall , Toronto, Canada (per Mr. 
W . Moir) o 10 o 

FREE DISTRIBUTION FUND. 
O U R requests for grants from this fund are, at this 
season of the year, greater than ever. W e trust many 
friends may be led to help in this way of making known 
the Gospel. 

W e have received, with thanks, the following:— 

£ *• *> 
R. A. P. , London 0 4 6 
" K.," Ramsgate ... ... ... ... o 5 o 
Anon., Toronto ... ... ... . . . 0 4 0 

OPEN AIR MISSION. 

A. H . M., London 
£ *• rf-
0 7 6 

T R U E and original Gospel stories and incidents suitable 
for our pages will be welcomed by the Editor, and also any 
suggestions likely to render " T H E SPRINGING W E L L " 
increasingly useful. 

te*" A L L communications for the Editor to be addressed 
to the care of Mr. A L F R E D H O L N E S S , 14, Paternoster Row, 
London. 
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Waters that fail not. 

SAVED 
AT SEVENTY; 

Or, Tell the People 
about it. 

HE was seventy years 
of age, and, as far 

as could be gathered, he 
had no very fair history 
behind him. In all those 
threescore years and ten 
he had lived utterly with
out God in the world, and 
had never been into a 
church or a chapel, except 
upon his being married, 
and this was an occurrence 
which had taken place 
twice during his life. Both 
Perry, for that was his 
name, and his wife were 
sadly fond of the public-
house, and in his younger 
days he had been a prac
tised hand with his fists. 
But God, who is rich in 
mercy, saved the old man, 
and this is how it came 
about. He had a grand
child, who used to come 
to the children's services, 
where the singing of the 
hymns so captivated her 
young heart, and so filled 
it, that she could not help 
singing these sweet songs 
at home. Her childish joy 
in the hymns interested 
the old man, and she said, 
" Come and hear for your
self, grandfather!" But 
Perry could not be per
suaded to venture into any 
building where any kind of 
religious service was conducted. However, he 
came to the open-air meetings held near the pier, 
and there, after awhile, he felt at home. He 

gradually drew nearer and nearer to the speaker, 
and became a regular attendant. And more ; one 
Saturday night he surprised the friends at the 

s.w. Y 
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mission hall with his appearance, and fairly 
astonished the handful who met at seven the next 
morning at the early prayer-meeting, by presenting 
himself first at the door, with his life-burden of 
seventy years. 

For twelve months after that day, every Sunday 
morning, Perry was always first at the door; and 
the lady who resided on the spot said, " I often 
tried to be before him, but whenever I began to 
unbolt the door, his cough was a signal that he was 
waiting outside." 

If ever the old man had an opening to choose a 
hymn, he invariably selected— 

" Jesus. Lover of my soul, 
Let me to Thy bosom fly, 

While the nearer waters roll, 
While the tempest still is high." 

This was his favourite, and no marvel, for the 
words were so cheering and appropriate. 

" Other refuge have I none, 
Hangs my helpless soul on Thee," 

are splendid words for old age, while for the many 
sins of his long life what more encouraging language 
than this?— 

" Plenteous grace in Thee is found-
Grace to cover all my sin ; 

Let the healing stream abound ; 
Make and keep me pure within." 

Though for months old Perry loved this hymn 
and its words of salvation, he could not confess he 
was saved. But he loved to sing— 

,J All my trust on Thee is stayed, 
All my help from Thee I bring." 

He usually rose at three in the morning to attend 
to his employment at the gasworks, and he said if 
he got up early six days for an earthly master, he 
could also get up one day for the heavenly Master. 
Nor was this all; his situation necessitated occa
sional Sunday work, but when he began to seek 
the Lord he paid another man to do his turn of the 
necessary toil, so that he might not miss a single 
opportunity of hearing the good news of God's 
love to him. 

A Bible-class was held on Sunday afternoons at 
the mission hall, and to this old Perry loved to 
come. The history of Peter most especially 
interested him, and at the class, as at the prayer-
meeting, he would seldom fail to say, " Let us sing 
'Jesus, Lover of my soul.'" 

At length old Perry was missed, and it became 
known that he was ill. Then a message came 
from him, asking that some one would visit him, 
and our friend who tells us his story learnt that he 
had had a sudden illness and was dying. Entering 

his room, she said, " Well, Mr. Perry, I hear you 
are dying.1' 

" This bean't a-dyin' ! I'se passing from death 
unto life," was the old man's confident reply. 

At length God had given him full assurance. 
He could now speak of his conversion in terms 
strong and true, if quaint and original. 

" It seemed," said he, " as if Jesus came into my 
heart, and the devil went out. Glory to Him ! 
He has saved the old prize-fighter. Tell the 
people about it, but tell them not to wait till they 
be seventy." Then, as his heart grew happy in 
the love of Christ to him, he must have a song, so 
he said, " Sing to me ! Sing ' Jesus, Lover of my 
soul.'" 

" I can't," replied our friend, whose heart was too 
full for joining in a song. 

"Then I will," whispered old Perry; and the 
voice, that had often sung wild songs, sang, as it 
were with dying breath, of the " nearer waters " and 
the sheltering bosom. One verse, however, was 
not enough; the second followed, and then the 
third— 

" Thou, O Christ, art all I want, 
More than all in Thee I find," 

till the whole of the favourite hymn was gone 
through. 

The old man became a preacher to his former 
companions and neighbours, repeating much that 
he had heard in the Bible-class : "Yes, I remember, 
He looked upon Peter! Loving Jesus, to look on 
him. I am just like Peter, and Jesus has looked 
upon me. He let Peter preach that sermon of his, 
and three thousand got saved—don't I wish I could 
see three thousand saved! and when he was in 
prison, the Lord sent to let him out. Good and 
gracious Jesus !" 

The lessons of the Bible-class were not forgotten 
certainly, neither was the early prayer-meeting. 
" Don't let that stop," said he to his lady friend; "if 
you are all alone, you pray yourself." 

He wished his body, when he died, to be brought 
into the hall; but " no black, mind t no black." 

Six months had passed, during which the old 
man was confined to his bed, suffering greatly, but 
never murmuring, when one Sunday a band of 
singers went to the street where he lay waiting for 
his call home, and sang outside his house— 

" Jesus, lover of my soul, 
Let me to Thy bosom fly." 

The old man was so delighted that he had the 
windows opened, and joined in the song. It was 
his last song on earth. The next day a band came 
from the bright home above to carry away old Perry, 
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as the angels did Lazarus, and thus the oft-repeated 
prayer was fulfilled— 

" Safe into the haven guide ; 
Oh, receive my soul at last." 

Crowds came to old Perry's funeral, and as in 
the hall the now silent singer slept, a farewell hymn 
was sung, telling of that Lover of souls who had 
called another weary soul to His bosom. Nor were 
there many who could keep back the tears as they 
thought how sweetly the poor old prize-fighter of 
seventy years of sins had been saved by grace, and 
they rejoiced in his joy—"absent from the body, 
present with the Lord"—as these lines of his 
favourite hymn swelled through the hall— 

" Plenteous grace with Thee is found, 
Grace to pardon all my sin ; 

Let the healing streams abound, 
Make and keep me pure within. 

Thou of life the fountain art, 
Freely let me take of Thee; 

Spring Thou up within my heart 
Now and to eternity." 

A GOSPEL HINDERER. 

WHEN living in one of the suburbs of London 
for a few weeks, we employed a poor cobbler 

to mend our boots and shoes, and used to hear 
from the person who took them about the man 
and his surroundings. On one occasion she re
turned and said, "That poor bootmaker is very 
ill, missus; could you go and see him ? " So at 
the earliest opportunity I bent my steps to Church 
Place and knocked at the door. It was opened by 
his wife, who seemed surprised I wanted to see the 
sick man (not being the usual district visitor); but 
she took me into the room where her husband was 
lying, and, work in hand, sat down to hear what I 
had come for. 

After some conversation as to how long he had 
been ill, he said, " I do not think I can get over 
this attack, as I am weaker than I have ever been 
before," to which I replied, "Well, if you should 
not recover, are you ready to meet God ?" The 
answer came quite readily. "Well, ma'am, I have 
never done anybody any harm, and my wife there 
will tell you I have been a good husband and 
father, and always paid my way." " All very good," 
I replied, "but do you think THAT is enough to 
stand with in the presence of a Holy God ? Do 
you know what it is to be born again? to have 
your sins washed away by the blood of Jesus, and 
so to be a new creature in Him ? " 

" I don't understand what you mean," he said. 
" I have been baptized and confirmed, and always 
do my best." I opened my Testament and read 
him Christ's interview with Nicodemus, remarking, 

" I read nothing here of Nicodemus leading a good 
life for salvation, or of his love to his neighbour or 
faithfulness as a husband or father; but I do read 
'Ye must be born again,' and as Christ said it, 
there is no other way to be saved." The poor 
man seemed quite angry, and his wife said, " I 
think you have talked enough to him to-day," 
and so I left, asking him to read two or three 
Scriptures and promising to call again. When I 
next knocked at that door I saw by the wife's face 
she did not want me to see him, so I said, " If he is 
so much worse, will you not let me come in just for 
a few minutes?" "No," she replied, "you upset 
his mind quite enough last time, and you shall not 
do it again." And so I turned away with a sorrowful 
heart, and could only ask the Lord to let His Word 
sink into that dying soul—that Word which is 
sharper than a two-edged sword. I never was in 
that neighbourhood again, and so do not know 
what became of the woman. But, reader, if you 
have a dear one sick unto death who does not 
know the Lord, be careful how you turn away any 
one who comes in God's name to point out the 
way of salvation. E. M. S. 

AN HEBREW OF THE HEBREWS. 

WHEN Saul of Tarsus was unregenerate, there 
were seven things in which he gloried :— 

1 st. The Covenant sign — "Circumcised the 
eighth day." 

2nd. His illustrious nationality—" Of the stock 
of Israel." 

3rd. His tribal relation—" Of the tribe of Ben
jamin." 

4th. His racial purity—" An Hebrew of the 
Hebrews." 

5th. His official status—" As touching the law, 
a Pharisee." 

6th. His religious enthusiasm — " Concerning 
zeal, persecuting the Church." 

7th. His external morality — "Touching the 
righteousness which is in the law, blameless." 

But when the heavenly vision broke upon him, 
and Christ stood revealed as the One whom he had 
been persecuting, on that day the seven pillars of 
his self-sufficiency and self-righteousness collapsed, 
and from that time and on, what he had formerly 
counted gain was counted loss for Christ; old 
things passed away—behold! all things became 
new. 

Years afterwards he wrote: " I was a persecutor, 
and injurious, but I obtained mercy because I did 
it ignorantiy in unbelief" (i Tim i. 13). 
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"I SHALL NEVER PRAY AGAIN-
ONLY PRAISE." 

IT may be that the Lord will graciously use 
these few last words of a beloved child of God, 

and a constant reader of " T H E SPRINGING WELL," 
as well as a contributor to its pages, who fell asleep 
in Jesus last September. Hers had been a long 
and painful illness, borne with that patience which 
only those who belong to Jesus can ever mani
fest. The power of Christ was magnified in that 
frail tabernacle, which when full of health and 
strength was used as a "vessel meet for the Master's 
use.". It was on the last Lord's Day (but one) for 
her on earth, she asked for a pen of her sister, who 
was sitting by her. With it she wrote on the fly-leaf 
of a favourite hymn-book, "Jesus loved Mary," 
adding, with a heavenly smile lighting up her face, 
" I never wrote three truer words in my life." Then 
she turned and said, " I shall soon be in the 
presence of the Lord, but I am not going in with 

' Rent cordage, shattered deck, 
And only not a wreck,' 

as we used to sing in the little hymn, but I am 
going in, in full sail. My pilot is on board, and 
He will guide me safe into port. . . . I have an 
abundant entrance into the kingdom of our Lord 
and Saviour." On one occasion she had been 
reading the 72nd Psalm, and repeating aloud the 
20th verse: "The prayers of David the Son of Jesse 
are ended." She added, closing her Bible, "So 
are the prayers of M. E. S., for I shall never pray 
again, only praise. . . . It is all Christ now." 
Another time, when mention was made of some 
work she had been doing for the Lord, and in 
which she had taken a very special interest, she 
said, "Do not speak to me about myself, for it 
makes my heart beat like a pendulum : speak to me 
of Christ\ and it beats evenly." The pain and 
weakness had almost overcome her, but she said to 
those who gathered around her, " l a m not afraid ; 
I am in the arms of Jesus ; underneath me are the 
everlasting arms." Within about twenty-four hours 
of her departure the doctor and nurse were in 
attendance, and to them she spoke of Christ, also 
gratefully thanked them for all they had done for 
her during her illness, being fully conscious that 
her hours were already numbered. To one of her 
beloved sisters she said, " Give my dying love to 
all" (specially mentioning by name the servant of 
God used to bring her soul into the happy con
sciousness of/*///deliverance through Christ); "tell 
him it was bright to the last and that there is 
nothing but Christ. . . . Let me speak of grace, 
God's wonderful grace in the golden Noiv, the top
most stone in Heaven. Oh, what a rock He is! 

I have proved Him so. . . . Oh, the goodness of 
God! 

' O n Christ the solid rock I stand, 
All other ground is sinking sand.' " 

As the sands of time sank lower and lower in 
the glass of her life, her joy in God abounded, 
and not a shade of doubt or fear crossed the 
calm of her soul. Her very last words to her 
sister were uttered about one hour before the call 
came to bid her "go up higher." She pointed 
to the text hanging at the foot of her bed and 
said, " Jesus is the same, darling L ," and soon 
after her glad spirit passed away to be for ever 
with the Lord who bought her with His precious 
blood. 

Dear reader, when you come to stand on the 
brink of eternity, facing the great unknown, how 
will it be with you ? Will you be able to say as 
dear M. E. S. did, " There is nothing but Christ" ? 

s. L. s. 

ALWAYS TWO. 
' Thy Father which is in secret."—Matt. vi. 6. 

I S there a secret pa th of life 
Which you must tread alone ? 

A coastguard walk, with danger rife, 
A walk which must be done ? 

You think it is a narrow way 
And only room for you— 

Your Fa ther is just there to-day, 
For there is room for two. 

Is there a secret cave of grief, 
A dark and dreary place ? 

Are you cut off beyond relief, 
Where wild sea waves embrace ? 

You think you are alone, sad child, 
Tha t none can come to you ; 

But in that cavern lone and wild, 
There always will be two. 

Are you in secrets none may know, 
Alone upon the sea, 

Where unknown winds around you blow, 
Tempted as none may be ? 

Your Father is upon the deck. 
Alone ? It is not true : 

Though battered, beaten, half a wreck, 
The lone boat still holds two. 

Dear child, there is no secret place 
Of work, or want, or woe, 

But what your Father ' s smiling face 
Is there. You cannot go 

Unto the closet of your life, 
But it will still be t rue : 

When most alone, 'mid calm or strife, 
There always will be two. W. L. 

I T was said of an old Puritan that heaven was in him 
before he was in heaven. Tha t is necessary for all of 
us ; we must have heaven in us before we get into heaven. 
If we do not get to heaven before we die we shall never 
get there afterward. 
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HINTS*ON " T H E GOSPEL OF 
GOD." 

BY H. FORBES WITHERIJY. 

V.—JUSTIFICATION. 
" That He wight be just, and the Justificr oj him that 

believeth in Jesus."—Rom. iii. 26. 

M EN naturally hate injustice, and they despise 
^ unfair laws. Legalised injustice—such as 

exists in certain countries—is the evidence of the low 
moral state of such lands and their rulers. When 
we consider the justice of God, His own character 
and being as the Righteous One is before us, and 
His throne of divine majesty fills our view. All 
created beings, in whom exist the sense of right and 
wrong, will eventually witness before His judgment 
throne His absolute righteousness, whether in the 
justification or the condemnation that follows the 
sentence. And as every human being .-8blJUj -

M u s t s tand before the judgment th rone 
and give account of himself to God, the contem
plation of Divine justification is of the deepest 
importance to all. 

One brief statement of Scripture assists con
siderably in approaching the matter; it is this : " It 
is God that justifieth " (Rom. viii. 33). How these 
two words, " God . . . justifies," revolutionise our 
religious thoughts! We are at once face to face 
with the eternal " God the Judge of all " (Heb. xii. 
23), and the traditions of men, the bent of thought 
of our times, the religious authorities of the day, 
fall into their place of insignificance "God . . . 
justifies!" Not human beings, however important; 
not angels, however mighty; no, God Himself 
justifies. 

Job, centuries ago, asked the great question. 
How can a man be just with God? (Job ix. 2.) It 
is a question which each human being may well 
put for himself, and he may wisely substitute for 
" a man," " I," and make the question intensely 
personal, 

" H o w can I be jus t wi th G o d ? " 
Every form of religion in which lingers any right 

thought of a Supreme Being who takes account of 
the good and evil done by the children of men, 
contains in it some notion of justification, and its 
followers, with greater or smaller energy, seek to fit 
themselves, or to be made fit, for the presence of 
the God whom they recognise as holy. In all forms 
of Christianity, men, whose consciences are in any 
degree alive to God's holiness, seek to become holy, 
or to be fit for the Divine presence; and where there 
is no effort of this kind, spiritual death in its un
broken silence prevails. Now, if the two mighty 

words, "God . . . justifies," hold their place in 
the soul of the seeker after holiness, of necessity 
the very first inquiry must be, What are God's 
ways in reference to justification ? 

H o w does God justify ? 
The Scripture teaches us that God justifies accord

ing to absolute justice, the justice being according to 
the Divine standard of righteousness. As believers 
that " God is Light, and in Him is no darkness at 
all" (1 John i. 5), we can allow no thought inferior 
to this. The highest example of God's perfect 
righteousness is the cross of His Beloved Son, 
and the forsaking of Him by God when Jesus was 
made sin for us. 

In the ever-gracious exposition of God's love 
expressed by the Lord, " God so loved the world 
that He gave His only begotten Son " (John iii. 16), 
He said of Himself, " The Son of Man must be 
lifted up " (verse 14). He had come in His own love 
and by the love of God His Father to this world to 
save sinners; and having come, it was a necessity— 
a gracious but Divine necessity— 
T h a t H e should die on behalf of t hose 

He had come to save . 
Love Divine moved God to give His Son to save 
man ; Light Divine required that the blessed Love-
Gift should satisfy the requirements of Divine 
Righteousness, and therefore die in the stead of 
those who deserved to die. And He has died and 
risen again, He has been delivered for our offences 
and raised again for our justification (Rom. iv. 25). 
The mighty and eternal work is complete, and by 
virtue of this His work, God can " be just, and the 
Justifier of him which believeth in Jesus " (Rom. 
iii. 26). 

It is easy to understand how a man unable to 
pay a debt can be justified by the law of the land 
for the penalty of its non-payment by another step
ping in, taking upon himself the burden of the debt, 
and discharging it. In such a case the righteous 
requirements of the law of the land would be fully 
met, on the one hand; and the debtor, by the grace 
of his friend, would go free, on the other. Both 
righteousness and grace would be apparent in the 
incident. The illustration applied to the subject 
before us is very feeble, but it may be accepted as 
a hint of the way in which righteousness and mercy 
meet each other. t 

IT is told of Thomas a Kempis that once, during his 
student days, his teacher asked the class, " What passage 
of Scripture conveys the sweetest description of heaven ? 
One answered, "There shall be no more . . . sorrow." 
Another, " There shall be no more death." Another, 
"They shall see His face." But Thomas, who was the 
youngest of all, said, " And His servants shall serve 
Him." 
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H A N U N A N D S H O B I ; 
or, Grace Desp i sed and Grace Recognised . 

(2 Sam. x. and xvii. 27—29.) 

VVTE read that Nahash, king of Amnion, had 
• ^ shown kindness to David. What that kind

ness was we do not exactly know, but we are told that 
the king of Moab had afforded asylum to David's 
father at the time of Saul's persecution—an asylum 
which was only natural on account of his con
nection with Moab through Ruth—and it is 
possible that the king of Ammon had rendered 
him like good offices (1 Sam. xxii. 3). Be that as 
it may, David was not the man to forget a benefit 
received, and accordingly, when he heard the news 
of the death of his old benefactor Nahash, he sent 
ambassadors with a message of condolence to 
Hanun, his son and successor in the kingdom. 
The latter, however, disregarding alike the kindness 
which prompted David's act, and the inviolability 
of their persons which nations have from time 
immemorial accorded to ambassadors, treated 
David's messengers with the grossest indignity, 
shaving off half their beards, and sending them back 
half naked to their lord. 

But if the latter was quick to recognise a kindness, 
he was equally prompt to resent an insult; indeed, 
they had no sooner perpetrated it, than it became 
clear to the Ammonites that David would, if it were 
in his power, be certain to exact vengeance on 
them for their treatment of his messengers. In 
order, therefore, to secure themselves against the 
attack which they felt sure he would speedily 
deliver, they hired from the Syrians and others, 
some thirty-three thousand men. Against this com
bination, David despatched Joab and " all the host 
of the mighty men." That skilled and courageous 
commander-in-chief, realising the lack of cohesion 
that an army composed of men of different nation
alities would be sure to evidence, divided his forces 
between his brother Abishai and himself, and with 
his own command attacked and vanquished the 
Syrians who opposed him, while Abishai was 
equally successful against the Ammonites, who were 
forced to take refuge in Rabbah, their capital city 
(x. 14). 

Here for a time they were safe ; for Joab, owing 
probably to the lateness of the season, for the cold 
is intense on those high table-lands, drew off his 
forces and returned to Jerusalem. But the respite 
thus allowed to the Ammonites was no protracted 
one, for directly the season allowed of the renewing 
of hostilities, Joab, taking with him not now merely 
"all the host of the mighty men " (x. 7), as he had 
previously done, but "all Israel" (xi. 1), entered 
on his second campaign against the Ammonites, 

which resulted in a second defeat of the latter who 
had taken the field against him, and their retreat 
for the second time into their city, which was 
promptly invested by Joab's victorious hosts. 

The siege which followed was apparently a 
lengthy one, as all the events of chapters xi. and xii., 
including the birth and death of Bathsheba's child, 
took place in the interim; but at the end of a year 
or so, it- was plain that the fall of the city was only 
a matter of a few days, for Joab had already 
penetrated so far within the defences as to take the 
king's palace, and, what was of more importance 
from a strategic point of view, was also in possession 
of the water supply of the city. Accordingly Joab, 
with a generosity that did him credit, summoned 
David and the rest of Israel, so that the king him
self might have the glory of taking the city. The 
combined attack which David and Joab then 
delivered was immediately successful. The Am
monites, enfeebled as they doubtless were by lack 
of food and water, were overcome, and Hanun, the 
son of Nahash, lost his crown, and most probably 
his life, for we hear no more of him. For the 
vanquished defenders there was, however, reserved 
no ordinary fate. Gross had been the insult they 
had offered to David; condign should be their 
punishment: thus he put them " under saws and 
under harrows of iron, and under axes of iron, and 
made them pass through the brick-kilns." Having 
thus vindicated his ambassadors and himself, David 
returned triumphantly to Jerusalem. 

But Nahash had had, besides Hanun, another 
son, Shobi by name (xvii. 27). To him, no doubt, 
the treatment accorded to David's ambassadors 
had been exceedingly distasteful. The grace of 
David had won his heart, and he neither partici
pated in the insult, nor in the punishment which 
followed quickly upon it. What had become of 
him we do not know, but he had evidently departed 
from the city before it was besieged by Joab. He 
foresaw its doom, and, by departing from it, 
escaped it. 

And now some years had rolled away, years 
which had wrought a mighty change in the once 
ever-victorious David. His sin had indeed found 
him out, and the keenness of the edge of that sword 
which Nathan had declared should never depart 
from his house was being felt by David to the full. 
No longer did he sit as a king upon his throne at 
Jerusalem, but we find him, having crossed Jordan 
as a fugitive from his own son, encamped at 
Mahanaim, some twenty-five miles distant from 
that same Rabbah which he had taken in days of 
yore. It was at Mahanaim that, for his encourage
ment on his return to the land, the angels of God 
met his progenitor Jacob some seven hundred years 
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before (Gen. xxxii. 1). He had seen them descending 
and ascending from God to him and from him to 
God, at the commencement of that exile in which 
his own sin had involved him; and they were once 
more, after over twenty years, made visible to Jacob 
at its close. And though no angels of God were 
visible to his descendant David at this historic spot, 
yet God, while allowing David, even as he had 
allowed Jacob, to feel the results of his sin, did not 
in mercy leave him without comfort at this moment 
when he so sorely needed it. Thus we read that, 
when David was come to Mahanaim, "Shobi the son 
of Nahash of Rabbah of the children of Amnion, and 
Machir the son of Ammiel of Lo-debar, and 
Barzillai the Gileadite of Rogelim, brought beds, 
and basons, and earthen vessels, and wheat, and 
barley, and flour, and parched corn, and beans, and 
lentiles, and parched pulse, and honey and butter, 
and sheep, and cheese of kine, for David, and for 
the people that were with him to eat, for they said, 
The people is hungry, and weary, and thirsty, in 
the wilderness" (xvii. 27—29). Thus grace had 
been despised by Hanun, and recognised and 
remembered by Shobi. 

And have not the histories of these two brothers 
definite instruction and warning for ourselves? 
Most assuredly they have; for, as David sought to 
show kindness to Hanun, so God has shown kind
ness to us. He, when He might in justice have 
punished us for our sins, has, instead thereof, in 
mercy sent His own Son to the Cross, and by virtue 
of Christ's sacrifice for sin, God now, in justice, 
offers salvation to all that will believe. It is 
impossible for God to pass by sin, for He is light; 
it is impossible for Him to disregard misery, for He 
is love. He saw us in our sin and misery, and in 
love sent His Son to suffer for all who should 
believe. For such sin has not been passed by; the 
penalty for it has been exacted by God from His 
own Son, and hence the believer goes righteously 
free. But if God's grace in sending His Son to 
die for sinners be disregarded, inevitably God's 
judgment as to his sin shall fall on the neglecter 
or rejecter of Jesus. Either your sin and mine, 
reader, must be borne by Jesus at the Cross as 
our Substitute, or we shall suffer the penalty for it 
in our own persons in the lake of fire. 

But the penalty due to outraged grace did not 
fall on Shobi. Mindful of David's kindness, he dis
associated himself from his thankless brother, and 
so saved himself from the ruin which overtook the 
latter and the doomed city over which he was king. 
So, since God's judgment impends over a guilty 
world, he will be wise who, recognising this fact, by 
accepting Christ as his Saviour, disassociates himself 
from a world which has rejected and crucified Him. 

My reader, what is your case ? Are you taking 
sides with God's Son, or with the world that 
crucified Him ? To take sides with both is im
possible. Pilate tried to do so, and failed miserably, 
and thousands have attempted it since, and are 
attempting it to-day; but, "If thou let this man go, 
thou art not Caesar's friend," is as true now as when 
it was first uttered eighteen hundred years ago. 
We are either of the world and will perish miserably 
with it; or we are Christ's and redeemed out of it. 
Christ " gave Himself for our sins that He might 
deliver us from this preseiit evil 7i>orld" (Gal. i. 4). 
Again I would affectionately ask you, my reader, 
Are you the world's or Christ's ? 

But more : as Shobi chose the moment of 
David's rejection as the one in which he would give 
practical proof of his gratitude for David's kindness 
in the past, and so won for himself imperishable 
honour, do we who have learnt the love of Jesus 
for us in giving Himself for our sins, have the un
speakable honour permitted to us of ministering 
joy, during the time of His rejection, to the heart 
of David's greater Son? David was soon to be 
escorted back to Jerusalen by all the people of 
Judah, and half the people of Israel (2 Sam. xix. 
40), having triumphed over his enemies; but of 
those who accompanied him in that host we know 
not the name of one, while Shobi's name has come 
down to us as one who associated himself with 
David in his rejection. So, too, David's Son, who 
was rejected and crucified, shall yet return in 
kingly power to reign, and all must perforce accept 
and own His Lordship then. May it be ours, while 
the world at large still rejects Him, to accept Him 
as our Saviour, and then go forth into a world 
which refuses His claims to own Him as Lord. 
And one word more: if grace is rejected, judgment 
follows. The Ammonites scorned David's grace ; 
they perished miserably under saws and harrows 
and in the brick-kilns. And similarly it is true, 
for we have it on the authority of David's Son, that 
whosoever believeth and is baptised shall be saved, 
but whosoever believeth not shall be damned. It 
is one righteousness which sets the acceptor of 
grace in the glory, and consigns the rejecter of 
grace to the lake of fire. Awful was the retribution 
which overtook the Ammonites at David's hands; 
awful must be the retribution which shall overtake 
those of whom Christ says, "Ye will not come unto 
Me that ye might have life"—who scorn God's 
ambassadors, and send them back insulted to their 
Lord. m JOHN FORT. 

AN old Scotchman was asked whether he ever expected 
to go to heaven. " Why, man, I live there," was his quaint 
reply. Let us all live in those spiritual things which are 
the essential features of heaven. 
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I OUR BIBLE PORTION. : 
« & 

FEAR NOT! FEAR NOT! 
" Fear thou not; for I am with thec."—Isa. xli. 10. 
" I, even I, am He that comforteth you : who art thou, that 

thou skouldest be afraid? "—Isa. li. 12. 

OVER and over again in the Old Testament 
these words, " FEAR NOT," come like a soft 

breeze upon a weary summer day to our longing 
souls. " FEAR NOT," saith our God to us in our 
trials and our anxieties, our difficulties and our 
dangers. " FEAR NOT !" is a motto for life and 
for death, and one which we may well make our own. 

How these words must have cheered the saints 
of olden days, as they fell from the lips of Isaiah 
when he was denouncing the sins of Israel! The 
ways of that nation were evil continually, yet for 
such as trembled at His word, Jehovah could and 
did say, in tender compassion, " FEAR NOT." 

And in the New Testament, how often does 
Jesus whisper to His disciples, 

41 F e a r n o t . " 
Upon the stormy sea, when clouds and darkness had 
closed around their tempest-tossed boat, or during 
the distresses and anxieties of the little flock, we 
hear Him saying, " F E A R NOT." And as we 
behold Him in His glory walking in the midst of 
the churches, and detecting their backslidings, 
still, to such as lie low at His feet, His gentle 
voice is heard, " FEAR NOT." 

Christian, do you tremble at His word, and yet 
confide in Himself? Fear not, though the billows 
roll and threaten to engulf thy frail skiff; 

F e a r not , be t h e t r i a l s of life w h a t 
t h e y m a y ; 

fear not, though the church around be indeed the 
scene of the Lord's judgment; for Jesus says to 
thee, " F E A R NOT." 

This is a personal word, of personal comfort. 
My fears are my own fears, and though we all may 
have similar fears, the fear that makes men panic-
stricken is their own individual terror. The Prince 
of Peace says " FEAR NOT " ; and should the King 
of Terrors approach the bed, the sweet smile of 
Jesus' face shall subdue death into but a shadow, 
for He lives to die no more, and His assuring 
comfort to the weakest saint is—" FEAR NOT." 

John the Apostle, who " was in the isle which 
is called Patmos, for the word of God, and for the 
testimony of Jesus Christ," knew the blessedness of 
these comforting words. " He laid His right hand 
upon me, saying unto me, Fear not . . . I am He 

that liveth, and was dead; and, behold, I am alive 
for evermore, Amen; and have the keys of hell 
(Hades) and of death " (Rev. i. 17, 18). So we can 
sing together: — 

"Not now, but in the coming years-
It may be in the better land— 

We'll read the meaning of our tears, 
And there, some time, we'll understand. 

Then trust in God through all thy days; 
Fear not! for He doth hold thy hand; 

Though dark thy way, still sing and praise: 
Some time, some time, we'll understand. 

We'll catch the broken threads again, 
And finish what we here began ; 

Heaven -will the mysteries explain, 
And then, ah then, we'll understand. 

We'll know why clouds instead of sun 
Were over many a cherished plan; 

Why song has ceased when scarce begun; 
'Tis there, some time, we'll understand. 

God knows the way, He holds the key, 
He guides us with unerring hand; 

Some time with tearless eyes we'll see; 
Yes, there, up there, we'll understand. 

Then trust in God through all thy days; 
Fear not! for He doth hold thy hand ; 

Though dark thy way, still sing and praise : 
Some time, some time, we'll understand." 

W H E R E ARE THE FIGURES NOW? 
" T J O W much sin will Christ's blood wash 

-TT- away ? " inquired a deeply anxious sinner 
of a Christian friend. His soul was upon the 
border of despair, his sins were before him 
mountains high, he longed to be saved, but feared 
there could be no hope for him. " How much sin 
will the blood of Jesus cleanse away ? " replied his 
friend. " A L L sin, for God says in His Word, 
* The blood of Jesus Christ His Son cleanseth us 
from all s in ' " (1 John i. 7). 

ALL sin, every sin. Not one left out, all cleansed 
away, all gone. 

See those rows of figures upon that slate ; they 
form a sum representing millions and millions. 
Regard these millions of figures as the number of 
your sins, and now take a sponge and cleanse the 
slate. Where are the figures now? They are 
gone, no trace of them is left; so the blood of 
Jesus Christ, God's Son, cleanses us who believe 
from all sin; not one is left for God to view. 

How much sin will the blood of Jesus cleanse 
away? ALL sin, "all sin," replies God's own Word. 

IK we have only bread for to-day, and are doing our 
duty faithfully, we may trust Him till to-morrow for 
to-morrow's food. And it surely comes, for God's word 
fails not. As the days come, each one will bring with it its 
own little basket carrying a day's supplies, but no more. 
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T H E L A N D OF T H E A S S Y R I A N ; 

or, T h e Cradle of the Nat ions .—X. 

MR. GEORGE SMITH, the great cuniologist, 
closely investigated the numerous clay tablets 

deposited in the British Museum, and succeeded in 
deciphering records of kings that lived as far back 
as the sixteenth century B.C. 

SARGOX, AND HIS TARTAN (Isa. XX. i ) . 
From "Light from the East" (liyre & Spottiswoodc). 

One of the earliest monarchs is Sargon, or 
Sargina, king of Agane, in Babylonia. He appears 
to have been a great conqueror and legislator, and 
to have carried his arms to the distant shores of 
the Mediterranean. Although not a king of 
Assyria proper, residing at Nineveh,. I mention 
him, because of the very curious account he gives 
of his birth and infancy between which and that 
of the infancy of Moses there is a strange similarity. 
The tablet reads, " I n a secret place my mother 
had brought me forth. She placed me in an ark 
of bulrushes; with bitumen she closed up the 
door; she threw me into the river, which did not 
enter into the ark. The river bore me' up and 

brought me to the dwelling of a kindhearted fisher
man. He saved my life and brought me up as 
his own son," etc. Whether or no the facts con
nected with the birth of the Hebrew legislator, 
who must have been Sargon's contemporary, have 
been in any way introduced into this singular 
autobiography, is a point that cannot be settled, 
but at any rate the coincidence is very remarkable. 

The name of Tiglath Pileser occurs in 
the tablets, not the one mentioned in the 
Scriptures, which was a second of the 
name, but a king who reigned about the 
time of Eli, Judge of Israel, B.C. 1120. 
We learn that he invaded Palestine, 
defeated some tribes of the Hittites, and 
advanced with his army to the slopes 
of Lebanon. The historical epoch of 
Assyria, however, fairly, begins with the 
10th century, and thenceforth is traced a 
nearly uninterrupted series of monarchs 
down to the tragical fall of the city in 
606 B.C. 

Sir Henry Rawlinson is of opinion that 
Assur-akh-bal, who lived about 900 B.C, is 
the earliest king whose name is inscribed 
on the monuments of Nineveh. He was 
the builder of the North-West Palace 
at Nimroud, the oldest erection in the 
city of which any remains have been 
discovered. 

Sir Henry Layard and Mr. Fergusson 
show that this Palace has been preserved 
in a very remarkable manner, and was not 
burnt before it was buried, like most of 
the others. The bas reliefs, with which 
the walls of its vast chambers were girdled 
as with a continuous chain of language 
and of life, are finer than those of the later 
palaces in vigour of treatment and elegance 
of form, if somewhat inferior in delicacy 
of execution. 

By means of these sculptured slabs, 
" the walls of the palaces were converted into 
a highly illustrated historical volume unrolled and 
displayed for the benefit of the nations of which 
the Assyrian Empire was composed, where they 
might read in the systematized and universal lan
guage of Art, the history of the conquests of their 
sovereigns, while to the learned Ninevites, historical 
particulars beyond the reach of pictorial language 
were communicated through the medium of the 
band of cuniatic writing, which is found in all the 
chambers." 

GOD'S solace for suffering toilers-
is not bound." 

«The Word of God 
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I Jottings about the Bible. | 

" GOD TOLD ME HIMSELF." 

SH E was only a fruitseller—this girl of fourteen— 
and as she sat behind her neatly arranged stand, 

she improved the time when trade was slack in 
reading her Bible. So absorbed did she become 
that she did not hear the footsteps of a man who 
was passing by, and was startled by his question: 

"What are you reading that interests you so 
much?" 

"The Word of God, sir," she replied. 
"Who told you that the Bible is the Word of 

God?" 
" God told me Himself." 
" God told you ? Impossible! How did He 

tell you ? You have never seen Him or talked with 
Him." 

For a moment the girl sat confused and silent. 
The man, who was an unbeliever, and took delight 
in destroying the faith of people in the Scriptures, 
thought he had won an easy victory. But he was 
mistaken. Suddenly she looked up with a flash in 
her dark eyes and asked : 

" Sir, who told you there is a sun yonder in the 
blue sky above us ? " 

"Who told me?" replied the man, smiling 
somewhat contemptuously, for he thought the girl 
was trying to hide her ignorance. " Who told me ? 
The sun tells me this about itself. It warms me, 
and I love its light. That is telling me plain 
enough." 

" Sir," said the girl, " you have put it right for 
both Bible and sun. That is the way God tells me 
this is His Book. I read it, and it warms my heart 
and gives me light. I love its light, and no one 
but God can give such light and warmth through 
the pages of a book. It must be His. I don't 
want more telling; that's telling enough, sir. As 
sure as the sun is in heaven, so sure is God shining 
through this Book." 

The man was silenced. The girl's heart ex
perience of the power of God's word was an 
evidence he could not shake. 

THE WORTH OF THE WORD. 

TAKE your scales. Place in the one the insati
able longings of the human heart, the innu

merable claims of nature, the innate yearning after 
immortality, the universal disposition to worship 
somewhat, the philosophic principle of utility, the 
secularist idea of improving the world by "human 
effort based upon knowledge and experience," and 

all the impure suggestions for the imaginary benefit 
of the race. In the other scale lay the histories of 
lands where the Bible has been read and valued, 
with the biographies of individuals who have 
followed the light of the Sacred Page. As you see 
the one scale outweigh the other, you will be con
strained to adopt the words of the martyr of 
Erromanga. " I am convinced that the first step 
towards a nation's temporal and social elevation 
is to plant among them the Tree of Life; civilization 
and commerce will entwine their tendrils around 
its trunk and derive support from its strength." 
Ay, you will join in the apostolic declaration, " All 
Scripture is given by the inspiration of God, and is 
profitable for doctrine, for reproof, for correction, 
for instruction in righteousness, that the man of God 
may be perfect, throughly furnished unto all good 
works." , 

T H E C O N C I S E N E S S O F T H E 
W O R D . 

I AM fascinated with the conciseness of the Bible. 
Every word is packed full of truth. Every sen

tence is double-barrelled. Every paragraph is like 
an old banyan tree, with a hundred roots and a 
hundred branches. The Bible was not made to 
sell; it was not presented merely for a trifling and 
temporary effect. It is a great arch; pull out one 
stone and it all comes down. There has never 
been a pearl-diver who could gather up one half of 
the treasures in any verse. John Halsebach, of 
Vienna, for twenty-one years every Sabbath ex
pounded to his congregation the first chapter of 
the book of Isaiah, and yet did not get through with 
it. Nine-tenths of all the good literature of this age 
is merely the Bible diluted. 

D E U S V I D E T . 

IN an old family pew in a church in Bucks there 
is something worth noticing. In this pew on 

the oak panelling there is painted an eye, and 
beneath it the two words, Deus videt—" God sees." 
I know not why this was devised, or how long ago 
the painting was done; but there it is all over the 
pew. Probably forty or fifty representations of an 
eye are there, and the same words always beneath 
wherever it occurs, so that whichever way you sit 
or kneel the eye is always upon you. " Thou God 
seest me." "The Word of God is quick and 
powerful and sharper than any two-edged sword 
. . . neither is there any creature that is not 
manifest in His sight, but all things are naked and 
open unto the eyes of Him with whom we have 
to do " (Heb. iv. 12, 13). 
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THEY SHALL 
N E V E R P E R I S H ! 

READ, dear anxious 
soul, these won

derful words:— 
My sheep hear My 

voice, and 
I know them, and 
They follow Me: and 
I give unto them eter

nal life; and 
T h e y s h a l l n e v e r 

perish, 
Neither shall any one 

pluck them out of My 
hand. 

My F a t h e r , wh ich 
gave them Me, is greater 
than all; and no one is 
able to pluck them out 
of My Father' hand. 

His Father's hand— 
^ i s h a n d ! No one, no 
m a n , no d e v i l , can 
snatch from such hands 
as these! 

I and My Father are 
one* (John x. 27—30). 

T h e s e w o r d s a r e 
words of deliverance. 
Before them the dark 
clouds of unbelief roll 
away, and the power of 
Satan is o v e r c o m e . 
Peace and rest become 
your portion. 

These are the Lord's 
own words TO YOU, 
t r e m b l i n g b e l i e v e r . 
The hand of God the 
Father, and the hand of 
God the Son, hold you. 
Yours, despite your 
fears, is perfect security. 

" T H E Y ARE 
ENGLISHMEN." 

A SHIP was being 
beaten to pieces 

on the Goodwin Sands, 
and again and again the 
lifeboat wasdriven back 
by the sea, unable to 
reach the crew, who 
were clinging to the rig
ging. The shipwrecked 
men were in despair, 
fearing the lifeboat 
would give up the I 
attempt, when one 
called to his mates i -
—"They are Englishmen ; 

Would to God each one 

TRUST A LITTLE LONGER. 
Mrs. E. C. Ellsworth. J. H. Tenney. Alt. 

^mmmmm t==r 
1. Up the nar - row 
2. With a fierce and 
3. 'Mid the dark-ness 

heav'n-ly road 
bit - ter foe 
of earth's night, 
• -#- -•- . 

Climb a lit - tie long - er, 
Press the strug-gle long - er, 
Walk a lit - tie long - er, 

±±k±t 
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1. As you on-ward bear your load Christ will make you stronger. Tho' your courage 
2. To the con-flict you must go By His gracq made stronger. Vic - to - ry was 
3. In the absence of the light Let your fsiith grow stronger. When the day dawn 
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1. wane and fail When the skies look drea - ry, 
2. won by Christ When on Calv'ry dy - ing, 
3. shall ap-pear, Thro' the shadows peer-ing, 

_# 0 ' - • 

Tho' the flesh be weak and frail, 
Go and con-quer ev - 'ry sin, 

You shall find that He is near, 
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CHORUS. 
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- ing. > In 
jr-ing. J 
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1. Work and nev-er wea - ry. 
2. On Hispow'rre - ly 
3. Com-fort-ing and cheer-ing. 

the love of Christ abide, Let your faith grow 

l^^-b~f^-|=-^^-}---y-.-H^-^-r^-|-r--?-r— h ^r—yA 

^—V 

atrong-er, Cast a - way all doubt and fear, Trust a lit - tie long - er. 

« -

The above beautiful Melody is No. 70 in •' Songs of Victory." Tins splendid collection of Hymns and Solos 
can be had through any bookseller—without music, from 2d. to 5s. Grf.; with music, from 2s. 6rf. to ios.6d. 

they will save us or die." 
of our Christian readers 

would struggle in the face of all storms and opposition 
to save souls as did the life-boat's crew. 
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£ OUR MISSIONARY COLUMN. £ 

B I B L E - W O M E N I N I N D I A . 

A Vis i t to t he G h o s h p a r a " M e l a . " 

AN article appears in the Missionary He?-ald 
telling of a visit of these Bible-women to 

Ghoshpara, and we are sure that very many readers 
of " T H E SPRINGING WELL " will read with interest 
the following account of this wonderful work 
amongst the women of India. It is no marvel 
that these people said, " they had never heard such 
sweet words." May the Lord abundantly bless 
such a true missionary work ! The paper says :— 

" In one branch of mission work in India it is 
impossible for us at home to learn from the lips of 
the workers themselves of the difficulties and joys 
they meet with day by day; but we should realise 
what a call is made on our prayerful sympathy by 
the band of over two hundred native sisters who, 
under the superintendence of our missionaries, are 
daily working in the mission schools and the homes 
of the women. The following account of a visit to 
the Ghoshpara 'mela,' carried out by seven of 
these Bible-women, cannot fail to quicken this 
sympathy:— 

" ' We have much pleasure in telling you about 
the mela at Ghoshpara, where seven of us have 
been. You will be pleased and sad when you 
hear. We spent five days there. By the bless
ing and help of God we were able, each day 
from 7 to n a.m., to preach the Word of God 
to thousands of people, telling them that Jesus is 
the only Saviour. When we spoke to them, they 
said, " WTho is Jesus ? Can He save us ?" Men 
and women both listened very earnestly and 
reverently, and, taking the dust from near our feet, 
put it on their heads and said, " You are God, you 
must save us." We said: " We are sinners like 
you ; we cannot give salvation ; but we have come 
to tell you about Jesus, who died for sinners, and 
who, by His death, accomplished our salvation. 
Believe on that Jesus, and He will forgive your 
sins." Then they all, especially the women, began 
to cry, and listened more earnestly to what we said. 

" * Although there were thousands of men and 
women in the mela, no one put any hindrance in 
our way. They all said they had never heard such 
sweet words as these, that "Jesus can save." 
They were very pleased to buy Gospels and accept 
the tracts we gave them. The books we had with 
us—202 Gospels and 3,000 or 4,000 tracts—we 
disposed of in two days. 

" f The mela lasts both day and night. There is 
a tank there which is called "The Ocean of Ice." 
There is about half a foot of water in the tank, too 
dirty and having too much of a stench to be 
described; yet the people bathe in it and drink it, 
and carry some of the mud away with them. 

" ' We asked them why they did this, and they 
answered, "The water and mud of this tank are 
very holy. If we bathe in this water and eat this 
mud our sins will grow less, and we shall become 
holy and get salvation." We sat down by the tank, 
and as they listened to us the sadness went out of 
their faces. 

" * Afterwards the people who had bathed went 
and rolled in the dust under the fig-tree, and then 
went half a mile to Shotima's temple, measuring 
their length on the ground. After reaching the 
temple, for three days they remain bowed towards 
the ground, after which a Brahmin comes and 
gives some a plantain and some two batasas 
(sweetmeats), and tells some lie into each one's ear. 
They receive what he gives with great respect and 
then go home. In Shotima's temple there is a 
rag mattress rolled up in a mat. That is their 
"Shotima." There is also a mud horse with some 
batasas and red powder by it, and near the temple, 
under a pomegranate-tree, a black man sits covered 
all over with the powder. 

We went every day and preached inside this 
temple. The first day a Baboo said, " You cannot 
preach here." We said, " Why cannot we ? We 
are not preaching our own words, but we preach 
the words of the Saviour Jesus Christ." From 
that day no one had the courage to say any more 
to us ; in fact, the one who had forbidden us when 
he heard our hymns bought a book from us and 
accepted some tracts. 

" 'A countless number of blind, lame, and sick 
people of all sorts stand by the side of that dirty 
tank, drink the bad-smelling water, and drop it \ 
into their eyes. A deaf and dumb boy was brought 
and water put into his mouth ; then they told him 
to say " Ma," but he could not articulate a sound. 
Seeing this we began to sing one of our hymns: 
" Come to Jesus, if you want to know the true way, 
the way of salvation ; all things are done by the 
name of Jesus: the blind see, the lame walk, the 
dumb speak." 

" ' We hired the verandah of a house as our 
lodging ; it was so narrow that at night we had not 
roor^ to lie comfortably ; we cooked in a cowshed. 
During the daytime we drank the milk of green 
cocoanuts. We had our meals between two and 
three p.m., and eight and nine p.m. In spite of 
discomforts we had much joy in our work. May 
you all continue to pray for our work.'" 



T H E STORY OF A N O B L E M A N : 

A Chap te r from Engl ish His tory. 

IT is surely well to have such events as we here 
describe brought to our minds in the present 

day. It was in the year 1553 that Archbishop 
Cranmer was thrown into prison, and on April 
20th, 1554, he was condemned. From that time 
his treatment became more harsh and vigorous, 
he scarcely being allowed the necessaries of life. 
The procession which bore Ridley and Latimer to 
the place of execution passed under the window 
of his prison, and as they went by looked up for 
a parting view. Hearing a tumult in the street, 
almost too late, he approached the window and, 
with lifted eyes and hands, sent after the sufferers 
a fervent ejaculation for God's assistance in their 
last great trial. 

One of the Archbishop's dearest friends, who, in 
prosperous days, had been loaded by him with 
presents, jewels, plate, horses, maps, preferments, 
was Thirlby, Bishop of Ely. He, having become 
a papist, was chosen to degrade the Archbishop 
by stripping off his vestments. But he found the 
task too hard. All the past came throbbing into 
his breast, and repentant tears began to flow down 
the furrows of his aged cheek. The Archbishop 
gently exhorted him not to suffer his private affec
tions to overpower his sense of public duty; but 
Bonner, the Bishop of London, taunted the 
martyr, and exulted over the weakness of his once 
friend. 

After his degradation the behaviour of the popish 
party changed. All who approached him put on 
an air of civility and respect. Elegant entertain
ments were made for him. He was the frequent 
guest of the Dean of Christ Church, and no liberty 
or indulgence he could desire was denied. It was 
clearly conveyed to him that Queen Mary was 
disposed to save him from death, but that she had 
been often heard to say that she would " either 
have Cranmer a Catholic, or no Cranmer at all." 
He was assured that if he would only conform to 
Rome he might, if he pleased, assume his former 
dignity, or if that was not to his taste, enjoy a 
liberal pension in retirement. The rage and malice 
of his enemies had been in vain, the arts of his 
false friends succeeded, alas ! only too well. After 
a year within the melancholy walls of a gloomy 
prison in hardship and close confinement, this 
sudden return to the comforts and luxuries of 

social life weakened the strong bonds of his soul, 
and dissipated his firm resolves. A love of life 
which he had well-nigh mastered began again 
insensibly to grow upon him. In this condition 
a paper was offered him declaring his assent to 
certain tenets of popery. In an hour of evil 
weakness his better resolutions gave way, and he 
fell into the fatal snare and signed the document. 

Cranmer's recantation was received by the papists 
with joy beyond expression, and it was immediately 
printed and published. 

No sooner was the evil deed done than Cranmer 
repented as in sackcloth and ashes. Stung with 
remorse and horror, he consumed his nights and 
days in anguish. " I have denied the faith," 
he cried; " I have pierced myself through with 
many sorrows"; and overcome with grief and 
perplexity he saw no ray of comfort or hope left 
to him, and no opportunity of publicly confessing 
his fault. But contrary to his expectation an 
opportunity came, of which we shall tell in our 
next issue. 

GOD SO LOVED. 

YES! the world. The whole world ! God 
loved the world I Not the Jewish world. 

Not the elect world. Not the civilised world. 
But the world: " For God so loved the world that 
He gave His only begotten Son, that whosoever 
believeth in Him should not perish, but have 
everlasting life" (John iii. 16). Every continent. 
Every island of the sea. Every country. Every 
nation. People of every tongue. People of every 
colour. The teeming populations of cities and 
towns. The dwellers in villages and hamlets. 
The solitary dwellers in lonely glens. All come 
within the scope of God's far-reaching, world-
encircling love. 

" God loved the world of sinners lost, 
And ruined by the fall; 

Salvation full, at highest cost, 
He offers free to all." 

The Westminster Catechism asks, " What is God?" 
and it answers, " God is a Spirit, infinite, eternal, 
and unchangeable in His Being, wisdom, power, 
holiness, justice, goodness, and truth." If you ask 
the Apostle John, " What is God ? " he says, " God 
is Love" (1 John iv. 8). Any one can easily 
understand which one of these two definitions it is 
that gives comfort to the burdened heart. To the 
poor, weary sinner groaning for deliverance from 
the penalty and power of sin, how sweet it is to 
learn that " God is Love,'' for " God commendeth 
His love toward us, in that, while we were yet 
sinners, Christ died for us " (Rom. v. 8). 

* 
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A HOSPITAL l*v 

IN CHINA. 

THANK God 
for t hose 

noble men and 
women who care 
for the souls and 
also for the bodies 
of the people of 
China. Here is 
part of the interior 
of the Women's 
Hospital at Hang-
chow. May God 
abundantly bless 
all the medical 
missionaries there 
and their patients. 

"As we have 
therefore oppor
tunity, let us do 
good unto all 
men " (Gal. vi. 
1 0 ) . 

INTERIOR OF NEW WOMEN S HOSPITAL, HANGCHOW. 

* * * * * * * * * * * • • g . - g , * * * * * * * 

% OUR YOUNG PEOPLE'S PAGES. J 
* * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

" SHE WAS WELL NAMED 
VICTORY ! " 

THE following account of the triumphant death 
of a young Christian girl, named Teh-sing, 

who had been brought up in a mission school at 
Shao-hing, is very wonderful. I give the account 
as written by the lady under whose loving care she 
was at the mission school. She says :— 

" During the last fortnight that she was with us, 
she was watched day and night; and many times 
during that period we all gathered round her bed, 
expecting that every breath would be her last. Still 
she rallied again, and suffered on as before, till 
Friday, the 30th September. Then a scene burst 
in upon us as wonderful as it was sudden and un-
looked for; it seemed as if she had been borne 
on the crest of a wave to the very shores of glory, 
and was brought back in its receding flow, not to 
tell us what she had seen, but to let us know how 
inexpressibly happy it had made her. 

" A little after noon, on my way to her room, I 
was met by one of the school-girls coming to call 
me, as they thought her dying. In an instant I 

was by her side, and taking her cold hands, I asked 
her 'How is it with you now, Teh-sing?' She fixed 
her beaming eyes on mine, and said, ' Oh, I am so 
happy ! Do not weep : you need not be troubled ; 
you must not weep. I am going to heaven. I am 
inexpressibly happy. I have seen the Lord ! I have 
seen heaven. It is so good ; ver\\ very good.' 

" 'Have your sufferings ceased entirely, then?' I 
asked. ' Only my chest is sore, but that will soon 
be over. In heaven there will be no pain, no 
sorrow—no, not the least. Heaven is so good, 
inexpressibly good. You cannot even imagine 
how good it is. Oh, I am happy, happy !' 

" Looking round on us all, she thanked us 
repeatedly, saying several times, ' We shall all meet 
in heaven. You need not weep; you must not 
weep. We shall meet in heaven. Good-bye! 
good-bye ! Its door is very wide, so that whosoever 
will, may enter in if they will only trust in Jesus.' 

" Before this she had asked me to pray for her 
mother and exhort her. She now called her mother 
to her, and, taking her hand, said, 'You must 
repent, and trust in Jesus ; you must become a 
disciple, and meet me in heaven. Heaven is so 
good : I shall wait for you there.' 

" T h e hymn, 'There is a happy land,' was then 
softly sung. She was quiet till the last line, and 
then she began again to talk of its blessedness, 
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saying ' Yes, yes,' as the singing ceased. I asked | 
her if she would choose a hymn. She said, ' Sing, 
Rock of Ages,' and tried to sing herself. When 
the singing ceased she said, ' It is wholly on account 
of Jesus' merit that I am clean. I could do nothing 
to save myself—no, not the least thing.' She then 
said, ' I shall soon see /E-tsia (a fellow school-girl, 
who had recently died), and, drawing me towards 
her, said, ' You are coming, too ?' Then, looking 
earnestly and tenderly on me, she continued : 'But, 
remember my words, there is nothing to fear—it is 
so easy.' Holding her forefinger and thumb apart 
about two inches, she said, 'The water is just about 
so deep. When faith is weak, the river is deeper.' 

" She then rested quietly, and most of those 
around her bed went away, wondering and amazed 
at what they had seen and heard. Truly pen can
not describe it, nor words convey any adequate idea 
of what the scene, which lasted about half an hour, 
was like. All was spoken in a whisper, for her 
voice had failed for some time. 

"Just then, not thinking that she was listening, I 
said to ./E-ling, c Do you remember that verse, " O 
death, where is thy sting"?' Before the child could 
reply, Teh-sing said, ' It is in Corinthians. That is 
like me now; my name is Teh-sing (Victory),' and 
putting her hand on her bosom and then pointing 
upwards, she implied she was then experiencing the 
victory. 

"About ten p.m. she said to me, ' I want a text, 
I think it is in the twenty7sixth chapter of Matthew, 
but I am not sure.' ' Can you give me a word or 
two of it ?' I asked. I could only make out the 
words 'king' and 'servant.' Kying-me then put her 
ear to Teh-sing's lips, and understood at once. She 
found for me Matt, xxv., and began to read from the 
34th verse. ' Then shall the King say unto them 
on His right hand, Come, ye blessed of My Father.' 
She took no notice till she heard, ' I was sick, and 
ye visited me.' 'That is what I want,' she said. ' I 
give it to you'—what a legacy !—'and to you all.' 
We thanked her, but she waved her hand im
patiently, saying, ' Not so ; not so. These are not 
man's words. Thank Jesus. He gives it to you.' 

" Early next morning she complained of pain and 
hunger. She said, 'When the Lord calls me I have 
no pain; when He sends me back, then I have 
pain. I am going now.' In half an hour more she 
breathed her last. There was nothing to indicate 
the moment when her spirit took its flight. . . . 'And 
when the shining ones bore her away from us, we 
looked till we saw her no more, and when the 
gates were shut, after what we had seen, we wished 
ourselves among them.' 

" She was well named Victory." 
Such was the death-bed of a young girl, rescued 

from heathenism but a short time before she was 
called home. Some of those around her were still 
in heathen darkness. To her own mother the 
scene cannot have failed to be an assurance of the 
realities and abiding comfort of faith in Christ. 

" W H E N MY F A T H E R A N D MY 
MOTHER FORSAKE ME." 

A LITTLE lad in Edinburgh had lost both 
his father and mother, and was living with 

his grandmother. He had no companions about 
his own age, and he often felt very lonely and 
desolate. But he had early learnt to read the 
Scriptures, and the sense of his loneliness made 
him often turn to them with a desire to find some
thing to comfort him. One day he was reading 
Psalm xxvii., and came to the verse given above. 
The words spoke to his very heart. Father and 
mother were gone, but God Himself would take 
their place. So he threw himself on his knees. 
He offered one earnest petition : " O Lord, he both 
Father and Mother to me I " His prayer was not 
in vain. He found increasing light and comfort 
in the "Word. He lived many years, and was a 
most devoted worker amongst young people. Many 
a young man was led by him in the Bible-class to 
know and follow the Saviour. 

You may be very differently placed to Alick, the 
lad of whom I speak. You may be in a bright 
and happy home, and have many brothers and 
sisters around you. Or in some way you may be 
like him, and often long for a kindly word or a 
loving look. In either case you will be happy 
indeed if you see in God a loving Father. He will 
ever be near to uphold and strengthen you. He 
will brighten your brightest days, and cheer you in 
the darkest. 

••Who hath the Father and the Son 
May be left, but not alone." 

. <'•• E . 

JACK'S RELIGION. 

WHEN he went to sea, Jack's religion was not 
of the kind to be left on the land until 

his return ; but he tried at the first to bear his 
testimony as unostentatiously as possible. He 
knelt down to pray before the others ; but he did 
so in tones so low that they could not hear him. 
They thought he was a hypocrite, and showered 
his head with boots. The effect on Jack was to 
make his voice heard. He prayed aloud for his 
persecutors. They never troubled him again with 
boots ; and soon several knelt beside him, and, 
with him, pleaded for God's grace. 
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C. H. SPURGEON'S AUTOBIOGRAPHY.* 

WHEN we first heard the announcement that a 
standard life of this great man was to be prepared 

and published, we really wondered if it were possible for 
even the gentle lady Editor and the faithful Secretary to 
adequately represent that many-sided "Life"; but after 
reading this fascinating division of the great work, we are 
bound to say that they come very close to the complete 
accomplishment of their loving purpose. 

We thought we knew something of the man. We had 
heard his burning words, we had looked into his generous 
face, and seen the stamp of the MASTER'S livingly im
pressed there; but as we have perused this third volume, 
we have felt that we knew him as a noble preacher of the 
Gospel, as a true servant of God, and as a tender, loving 
friend. 

This portion of the marvellous history is just crowded 
with vivid life-pictures. Grandly does the splendid man of 
God stand out, genial, chivalrous, faithful, and, above all, 
loyal to his convictions and to his Lord. With tenderest 
interest the compilers have evidently selected the material, 
and we heartily congratulate them on their great success. 
Let every reader of our paper who can, obtain these three 
volumes, for we are assured their perusal will be fraught 
with exceeding pleasure. The illustrations are remarkable, 
and help immensely in the delineation of the life-story. 
The printers have done their work magnificently, and the 
four volumes when completed will prove a very solid 
addition (in more senses than one) to any man's library. 

* " C. H. Spurgeon's Autobiography." Compiled from his Diary, 
Letter?, and Records, by H i s W I F E , and his Private Secretary. Vol. 
I I I . 1856—1878. 384 pages, Demy 4to. With 114 Illustrations, in
cluding facsimile reproductions, in many colours, of pictures sent home 
from Rome by M R . SPURGEON. Price, 105. 6rf. Also issued in monthly 
shilling parts. (Passmore and Alabaster, 4, Paternoster Buildings, 
London ; and of all Booksellers and Colporteurs.) 

LIGHT FROM THE EAST;* 
OR, THE WITNESS OF THE MONUMENTS. 

WTE have received a copy of this beautiful publication. 
Our space does not permit us now to more than mention 
the volume; but we hope in an early issue to give an 
extended notice of the book, which is worthy the attention 
of every earnest Bible student in the land. 

* "Light from the East ; or, the Witness of the Monuments." By 
C.J. BAM. , M.A. Demy 4to, largely illustrated. Cloth, 15s. 6d. (Eyre 
and Spottiswoode, Great New Stree t ) 

THE WAYS OF GOD WITH MEN.* 
THIS book seeks in a simple, earnest, and scriptural way 

to show the purpose of God through all the ages. We 
believe such a work is calculated to be a great help to 
Bible readers, because it helps to indicate the dispen-
sational significance of each period of the world's history. 
We gladly commend the book to Christian friends. 

* " T h e Ways of God with Men." By W. M. SIDTHORPIC. Crown 
8vo. 278pp., 2S. Oil. (Elliot Stock, Paternoster Row.) 

TWILIGHT TO DAWN:* 
*• SAMARIA," AND OTHER POEMS. 

THIS is a collection of poems evidently the outcome of 
a devout mind. We are sure that many will read them 
with pleasure and profit. We have not much poetic fire 

in our soul, perhaps ; but# we should not, we think, have 
included a few of the pieces in the volume. It would 
have enhanced the value of the otherwise interesting 
volume, which is most tastefully bound. 

* " Twilight to Dawn ": " Samaria," and other Poems. By L E W I S 
LANGFIF.LD. Crown Svo. 2s. 6d. net. Cheap edition, 15. 3d. net. (T. 
Weston, 53, Paternoster Row, London.) 

COMBINATION TEXTS COMPETITION. 
Where found: 

How old art thou ? Genesis 
Twelve years of age. Luke 
The Master calleth for thee. John 

My son, give me thine heart. Prov. 
For thine heart is not right in 

the sight of God. Acts 
A new heart will I give you, and 

a new spirit will I put within 
you. Ezekiel 

I love my Master. Exodus 
Son, go work in my vineyard. Matt. 
Feed my lambs. John 
I will give thee thy wages. Exodus 

Three Prizes, value 10s., 5s., and 3s. 6d., will be given to 
competitors of any age who quote correct references for 
the above and send the best lists of similar combination 
texts to " M. S. H.," care of the Editor '* SPRINGING 
WELL," 14, Paternoster Row, London, by OCTOBER 30TH. 
Not more than twelve texts to be given. 

OUR LEPER FUND. 
W E are deeply thankful to the friends at home and abroad 
who have so generously contributed as under to this fund. 

£ 5- d> 
Mr. C. F. Milliken, Springsure, Rock-

hampton, Queensland o 5 o 
Mrs. Fletcher, Springsure, Queensland, 

per Mr. C. F. Milliken 0 5 0 
"Ayrshire" 0 5 0 
M. J., Scarboro' 0 1 0 
A. / . , Jersey o 10 o 
A Few Believers, per Mr. J. Amos, 

Spalding o 10 o 
Mrs. Brown, St. Denys 0 1 0 
E. C., A Reader of " SPRINGING WELL" 0 5 0 
Mr. Henry Tizzard and friends, Akaroa, 
• N.Z 1 17 6 
A. M. P., Cheltenham 0 1 0 

THE WORCESTER HOP-PICKERS MISSION. 
£ s. d. 

A Reader of " SPRINGING WELL," 
Woolwich 0 2 6 

" Ayrshire " 0 5 0 
T. F. Smith, Braintree o 5 o 
S. W., Hillbrae, Bristol o 10 o ARMENIAN WIDOWS AND ORPHANS. 

£ *• d. 
0 5 0 M. T., Aberdeen. 

tes" ALL communications for the Editor to be addressed 
to the care of Mr. ALFRED HOLNESS, 14, Paternoster Row, 
London. 



RINGING WELLl 
Waters that foil not. 

"IT IS 
WONDERFUL!" 

Or, How John Harvey, 
the Sceptic, was 

conquered. 

" T F I could have your 
A faith, Hawkins, gladly 

would I—but I was born 
a sceptic, and I cannot help 
my doubts any more than 
I can be responsible for the 
consequences of them. I 
ca?i?iot think of God or look 
upon the future as you do; 
with my temperament, and 
the peculiar bias of my mind, 
it is utterly impossible." 

John Harvey was a 
sceptic of thirty years' 
standing, and apparently 
hardened in his unbelief. 
Everybody who had talked 
to him had given him up. 
Reasoning ever so fairly 
and calmly made no im
pression on the rocky soil 
of his heart. Theologians 
disliked the sight of his 
massive face, and humble 
Christians sighed as he 
passed them. A man with 
such capacities, they said 
—with such generous im
pulses (for everybody knew 
how kind he was), with an 
intellect so enriched, and 
powers of the highest order 
—and yet no God!— 
no hope of the future! 
Apparently he lived without 
any really serious concern 
whatever as to his eternal 
destiny. There were fine points in his character; 
but undoubtedly he silenced his conscience as 
many do under the plea of a sceptical turn of mind. 

IT WOULD TAKE NOTHING SHORT OF A MIRACLE TO CONVINCE ME. 

But one friend had never given him up. When 
spoken to about him—"I will talk with and pray 
for that man until I die," he said, " and I will have 

s.w. z 
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faith that he may yet come out of darkness into 
God's marvellous light. And oh, how wonderful 
that light will seem to him—shut up in darkness 
as he has been so long." 

And thus whenever he met him (John Harvey 
was always ready for " a talk") Mr. Hawkins 
pressed home the truth upon him. In answer 
that night he only said, " God can change a sceptic, 
John. He has more power over your heart than 
you have, and I mean still to pray for you." 

"Oh, I've no objections, none in the world— 
seeing is believing, you know. I'm ready for any 
modem miracle, but I tell you it would take 
nothing short of a miracle to convince me. How
ever, let's change the subject. I'm hungry, and 
it's too far to go up town to supper this stormy 
night. Whew ! how the wind blows. Here's a 
restaurant; let us stop here." 

How warm and pleasant it looked in the 
long, brilliant dining-saloon! Clusters of gas-jets 
streamed over the glitter and colour of pictures 
and gorgeous carpets, and the rows of marble 
tables reflected back the lights as well as the 
great mirrors. 

The two merchants had, dined together, and 
were just on the point of rising, when a strain of 
soft music came through an open door—a child's 
sweet voice. 

" Upon my word that is pretty," said John 
Harvey; " what marvellous purity in those tones !" 

" Out of here, you little baggage," cried a hoarse 
voice, and one of the waiters pointed angrily to the 
door. 

" Let her come in," said John Harvey, springing 
to his feet. 

" We don't allow them in this place, sir," said 
the waiter, "bu t she can go into the reading 
room." 

" Well, let her go somewhere, for I want to hear 
her," responded the gentleman. 

AH this time the two had seen the shadow of 
something hovering backward and forward on the 
edge of the door ; now they followed a slight little 
figure, wrapped in patched cloak, patched hood, 
and leaving the mark of wet feet as she walked. 
Curious to see her face—she was very small— 
John Harvey lured her to the furthest part of the 
great room where there were but few gentlemen, 
and then motioned her to sing. The little one 
looked timidly up. Her cheek was of olive dark
ness, but a flush rested there; and out of the 
thinnest face, under the arch of broad temples, 
deepened by masses of the blackest hair, looked 
two eyes, whose softness and tender pleading 
would have touched the hardest heart. 

"That little thing is sick, I believe," said John 

Harvey, compassionately. " What do you sing, 
child?" he added. 

" I sing you in Italian, or a little English," she 
said softly. 

John Harvey had been looking at her shoes. 
"Why!" he exclaimed, and his lip quivered, "her 
feet are wet to her ankles, absolutely; her shoes 
are full of holes." 

By this time the child had begun to sing, 
pushing back her hood and folding before her her 
little thin fingers. Her voice was wonderful, and 
simple and common as were both air and words, 
the power and pathos of the tone drew together 
several of the habitues of the reading room. It 
was only the simple child-melody— 

" There is a happy land, 
Far, far away." 

But never could the voice, the manner of that 
child be forgotten! 

When she had finished, her great speaking 
eyes turned toward John Harvey. 

"Look here, child, where did you learn that 
song ? " he asked. 

" In the school, sir," was the simple answer. 
" And you don't suppose there is a happy 

land?" he continued, heedless of the many eyes 
upon him. 

" I know there is; I'm going to sing there," she 
said, so quietly, so decidedly, that the men looked 
at each other. 

" Going to sing there ? " 
" Yes, sir. My mother said so. She used to 

sing to me until she was sick. Then she said she 
wasn't going to sing any more on earth, but up in 
heaven." 

"Well—and what then?" 
"And then she died, sir," said the child, tears 

brimming up and over on the flushed cheek. 
John Harvey was silent for a few moments. 

Presently he said, 
" Well, if she died, my little girl, you may live, 

you know." 
" Oh no, sir! no, sir!" (very quickly) " I'd rather 

go there and be with mother. Sometimes I have 
a dreadful pain in my side, and cough as she 
did. There won't be any pain up there, sir, it's 
a beautiful world !" 

"How do you know?" faltered on the lips of 
the sceptic. • 

" My mother told me so." 
Words how impressive! manner how childlike, 

and yet how wise! John Harvey had had a 
praying mother. His chest laboured for a moment 
—for the child sobbed as though her heart 
would break—and still those large, soft, lustrous 
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eyes, like magnets, impelled his glance toward 
them. 

" Child, you must have a pair of shoes." 
John Harvey's voice was husky. 
Simultaneously hands were thrust in pockets, 

purses pulled out, and the astonished child held 
in her little palm more money than she had ever 
seen before. 

" Her father is a poor consumptive organ-
grinder," whispered one. " I suppose he's too 
sick to be out to-night." 

Along the sloppy street went the child, under 
the protection of John Harvey, but not with shoes 
that drank the water at every step. Warmth and 
comfort were hers now. Down in the deep, den
like lanes of the city walked the man, a little cold 
child-hand in his. At an 6pen, broken door they 
stopped; up broken, creaking stairs they climbed. 
At last another doorway opened, a wheezing voice 
called out of the dim arch, " Carletta." 

" Oh, father! father! see what I have brought 
you! look at me! look at me!" and down went 
the silver, and, venting her excessive joy, the 
child fell, crying and laughing together, into the 
man's arms. 

Was he a man ? 
A face dark and hollow, all overgrown with hair, 

black as night, and uncombed—a pair of wild eyes 
—a«body bent nearly double—hands like claws. 

" Did he give you all this, Carletta?" 
"They all did, father; now you shall have soup 

and oranges." 
"Thank you, sir—I'm sick, you see—all gone, 

sir—had to send the poor child out, or we'd starve, 
sir. God bless you, sir! I wish I was well enough 
to play you a tune," and he looked wistfully 
toward the corner where stood the old organ, 
baize-covered—the baize in tatters. 

" It's no matter," said John Harvey, with 
difficulty. "I'll come and see you some other 
time," and he groped his way downstairs. 

One month after that the two men met again, 
by agreement, and walked slowly down town. 
Threading innumerable passages, they came to the 
gloomy building where lived Carletta's father. 

No—not lived there; for as they paused a 
moment there came out two or three men bearing 
a pine coffin. In the coffin, the top nailed down 
so that the mourner might open it, provided there 
had been any such, slept the old organ-grinder. 

" I t was very sudden, sir," said a woman who 
recognised his benefactor. " Yesterday the little 
girl was took sick, and it seemed as if he dro pped 
right away. He died at six last night.'' 

The two men went silently upstairs. The room 
was empty of everything save a bed, a chair, and a 
nurse provided by John Harvey. The child lay 
there, not white, but pale as marble, with a strange 
polish on her brow. Oh, how those dark eyes on 
the instant became eloquent, as John Harvey sat 
on the side of the bed. 

" Well, my little one, so you are no better?" 
" Oh no, sir! father is gone up there, and I'm 

going." 
Up there! John Harvey turned unconsciously 

towards his friend. 
" I wish I could sing for you," she said, and her 

little hands flew together. 
" Do you wish to sing ? " 
" Oh, so much!—but it hurts me. It won't 

hurt me up there, will it ? " Where was the child 
looking, that there seemed such wonder in her 
eyes? 

"Did you ever hear of Jesus?" asked John 
Harvey's friend. 

"Oh yes." • 
" Do you know who He was ?" 
" Good Jesus," murmured the child, with a rare 

smite. 
"Hawkins, this breaks me down," said John 

Harvey, and he placed his handkerchief to his 
eyes. 

" Don't cry, don't cry; I can't cry, I'm so glad !" 
said the child exultantly; and she looked up as if 
heaven's light were already dawning on her. 

" What are you glad for, my dear ? " asked John 
Harvey's friend. 

" To get away from here," she said deliberately. 
" I used to be so cold in the long winters, for we 
didn't have fire sometimes; but mother used to 
hug me close, and sing about heaven. But I did 
have to go out because they were sick, and people 
looked cross at me, and told me I was in the way ; 
but some were kind to me. Mother told me when 
I came home crying, never to mind, and kissed me, 
and said if I was His, the Saviour would love me, 
and one of these days would give me a better 
home; and so I gave myself to Him, for I wanted 
a better home. And oh, I shall sing there, and be 
so happy. Christ sent an angel in my dream 
—mother told me He would—and that angels 
would carry me up there. Oh, I feel so sleepy !" 

With a little sigh she closed her eyes. 
"Harvey, are faith and hope nothing?" asked 

Mr. Hawkins, pointing to the little face taking on 
such strange beauty, as death breathed icily over it. 

"Don't speak to me, Hawkins; to be as that 
little child I would give all I am worth," was the 
broken response. 

I "And to be like her you need give nothing— 

z 2 



164 T H E SPRINGING W E L L ; 

only your stubborn will, your sceptical doubts, and 
the heart that will never know rest till it find it 
at the feet of Christ. Oh, my friend, resolve by 
the side of this little child, who is soon to be 
* singing in heaven,' that you will be a follower of 
my Saviour. Let reason bow here before simple, 
trusting faith." 

There was no answer. Quietly they sat there in 
the deepening shadows. The hospital doctor came 
in, stood off a little way, shook his head. It needed 
no close inspection to see what was going on. 

Presently the hands moved, the arms were raised, 
the eyes opened—yet, glazed though they were, they 
turned still upward. 

" See ! see!" she cried. " Oh, there is mother! 
and there are the angels ! and they are all singing! 
—all singing." 

Her voice faltered, her arms fell, but the celestial 
brightness lingered yet on her face. Feebly she 
turned to those who had administered to her, 
feebly smiled—it was a mute return of thanks for 
all their kindness. 

" There is no doubting the soul-triumph there," 
whispered Mr. Hawkins. 

" It is wonderful," replied John Harvey, looking 
on both with awe and tenderness. " Is she gone?" 

He sprang from his chair as if he would detain 
her, but the chest and forehead were marble now, 
the eyes had lost the fire of life; she must have 
died as she lay looking at them. 

" She was always a sweet little thing," said the 
nurse softly. 

John Harvey stood as if spell-bound. There 
was a touch on his arm; he started and turned. 

" John," said his friend, with an impressive look, 
" shall we pray ? " 

For a minute there was no answer—then came 
tears; the whole frame of the man shook as he 
said—it was almost a cry,—" Yes, pray, pray ! " 

And from the side of the dead child went up 
agonising pleadings to the throne of God. That 
prayer was answered—the miracle is wrought—the 
lion is a lamb—the doubter a believer—the sceptic 
a Christian. 

I T IS WRITTEN THAT "JESUS CALLED A LITTLE 
CHILD UNTO HIM, AND SET HIM IN THE MIDST OF 
THEM AND SAID, 'VERILY I SAY UNTO YOU, EXCEPT 
YE BE CONVERTED, AND HECOME AS LITTLE CHIL
DREN, YE SHALL NOT ENTER INTO THE KINGDOM 
OF HEAVEN; AND WHOSO SHALL RECEIVE ONE SUCH 
LITTLE CHILD IN M Y NAME RECEIVETH M E . ' " 

You, careless sinner, whoever you may be, you 
may read this true, but simple story, and still refuse 
to own the Lord Jesus Christ as your Saviour; but 
remember, a day must come when you will have to 
bow to that high and holy Name. 

As surely as there is a God omnipotent and all-
seeing, so surely has He declared that every knee 
shall bow and every tongue confess that Jesus 
Christ is Lord, to the glory of God the Father. 
Sinner, if you bow to this mighty Saviour now, in 
this day of grace, blessings incomparable and 
wonderful indeed will be yours. If you reject Him, 
sorrow and shame and everlasting remorse and 
despair must be yours all through the long, long 
eternity. OH, WHERE WILL YOU SPEND ETERNITY ? 

" WHERE will you spend eternity— 
Those years that have no end ? 

Will it be in that better land ? 
Will it be at God's right hand ? 
Will it be with the angel band ?—the angel band ? 

Eternity, eternity— 
Where will you spend eternity ? " 

"A VOICE SAID ' P R A Y . ' " 

I WAS only a young servant, and had not thought 
much on religious subjects; though being of a 

quiet, reserved disposition, I had not at all gone 
into the world or indulged in light or frivolous 
company. When I was allowed out I generally 
went to spend my time with my mother and father 
(who was paralysed, and has since gone to be with 
the Lord), and so was kept from much that many 
young people get drawn into. 

I do not say this in any self-congratulation, 
but feel thankful to God for His great love, and 
know that all my path was ordered by Him. 

My mistress and her daughter used to go 
occasionally to chapel, and one day she brought 
home a large sheet almanac, and she put it up in 
the kitchen, just opposite to where I generally sat 
for my meals. She said, " Now, Esther, read the 
text every day, and I shall ask you what it is." I 
have no reason for thinking that she was a Christian 
herself, but this was a small link in the chain that 
led to my conversion. 

I began on the new year to read my text every 
day, and as I had a bedroom entirely to myself, I 
made up my mind to look out the chapter from 
which the text was taken, and read it all, or part of 
it, as I had time. I did so regularly till about the 
March of that year. 

One day the verse was taken from Luke xvi., and 
I read that chapter. All at once the most awful 
fear came over me, and hell seemed to open its 
mouth for me. I felt as if the room were in flames, 
and that I should soon drop into the burning. I 
can't describe the terrible feeling, and my very hair 
seemed to stand up with the fright I was in, and the 
words in Mark ix., which I must have read during 
some part of the year, came into my mind and 
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added to my distress : " the fire that never shall be 
quenched, where their worm dieth not and the fire 
is not quenched." I felt almost mad with fear, and if 
any one could haveseen me I must have looked insane. 

Even now I think of those dreadful moments 
with horror. There was no doubt of the reality of 
hell to me then. I cannot measure the time I was 
enduring these "pains of hell," but presently a voice 
said, "Pray, kneel down and pray." I did so, and 
cried to God to keep me out of the flames and to 
save me, and He answered my agonised cry, and the 
sweetest peace filled my heart, and I rejoiced in 
God my Saviour, and I have never doubted my 
salvation since, though I had to learn, later on, how 
He could save, namely, because His own beloved 
Son had borne my sins and the judgment I deserved 
to bear, and so I, the sinner, could go free. I went 
downstairs so happy that, though I said nothing, my 
face must have expressed the joy I felt, for my 
mistress remarked to one of the women assistants 
" that Esther was looking so bright that she could 
not tell what had come to her; she must have had 
a letter from some one." The young woman told 
me a short time after, and I said, "Yes, I have had 
a letter indeed," but did not say any more, or 
explain my meaning, not being given to talk much. 
I can only add that the Lord met with me in that 
little bedroom as plainly as he met with Paul on his 
way to Damascus. I have learnt much since that 
time of His grace and love, and the way of 
salvation more perfectly. 

I was led to pray earnestly that I might be placed 
in different circumstances, as I was surrounded by 
a good deal of wickedness, and the men employed 
on the premises were most profane. That prayer 
was also granted, and in a short time I entered the 
service of a Christian lady, with whom I have 
remained from that day until now. 

"Life wears a different face to me, 
Since I found my Saviour; 

Rich mercy at His cross I see, 
My kind and loving Saviour. 

He sought me in His wondrous love, 
Thus I found my Saviour; 

He brought salvation from above, 
My own, my precious Saviour. 

His hand still firmly holds my own, 
Since I found my Saviour; 

He leads me onward to the throne, 
Oh, there I'll see my Saviour! 

Doubts and fears have passed away, 
Jesus turns my night to day ; 

Heaven seems not so far away, 
Since I found my Saviour! " 

O G O D , t ake my hear t , for I canno t give i t ; and 
w h e n T h o u has t it, keep it, for I cannot keep it for 
T h e e , for J e s u s Chr i s t ' s sake . 

" W H O S O E V E R T H E R E F O R E — " 

A CROWD of people were listening to the Word 
of Life in a Gospel tent. Earnestly the 

speaker appealed to his hearers to decide for 
Christ. Amongst the great congregation there 
were many that night who accepted the Saviour, 
confessed His name, and resolved, by God's grace, 
henceforth to lead a new life. 

A fine-looking young sailor was one of these. 
He had just left his ship at Chatham, and hastened 
to London to meet his friends. They brought him 
to the service, and God wonderfully met him and 
filled his soul with joy. 

It was an uncommon delight to look into his 
brightly-beaming face and to hear him tell in the 
heartiest way what God had done for his soul. 
But Monday came, and he had to return to his 
duties. As soon as he did so, an opportunity arose 
to prove the reality of his conversion and the 
steadfastness of his faith in Christ 

He was gathered in the evening with his com
rades in the fo'castle, and the usual request came 
round to each for a song. " Of course you'll sing 
us a song as usual, Harry," cried the breezy lads; 
and Harry answered, " Oh yes, I'll sing you a song; 
listen," and instantly, with all the old fervour, he 
lifted up his voice and sang— 

" l a m travelling home to heaven above ; 
Will ye go ? 

To sing the Saviour's dying love; 
Will ye go ? 

Millions have reached that blessed shore; 
Their trials and labours all are o'er, 
But still there's room for millions more : 

Will ye go ? 

Oh, could I hear some sinner say, 
I will go; 

I'll start this moment, clear the way; 
I will go. 

My old companions, fare you well, 
I will not go with you to hell ; 
I mean with Jesus Christ to dwell; 

Will you g o ? " 

The song was sung to the familiar tune, and in 
the sailors' quarters of Her Majesty's magnificent 
man-o'-war the lads all joined in the chorus, and 
we have good reason to believe the faithful testimony 
of the bold young seaman produced fruit to the 
glory of God. 

Oh, it is a great blessing when those who are 
brought to God remember the Lord's words: 
"Whosoever therefore shall confess Me before 
men, him will I confess also before My Father 
which is in Heaven; but whosoever shall deny Me 
before men, him will I also deny before My Father 
which is in Heaven " (Matt. x. 32, 33). 

A. H. 
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" S O M E A H U N D R E D - F O L D . " 

A W O M A N , whose name is forgotten, dropped 
a tract in the way of Richard Baxter which 

resulted in his conversion. Richard Baxter wrote 
" T h e Call to the Unconverted." Tha t was the 
means of bringing a multitude to God, among 
others, Philip Doddridge. Philip Doddridge wrote 
" T h e Rise and Progress of Religion in the Soul," 
which brought thousands into the kingdom, and 
among others the great Wilberforce. Wilberforce 
wrote " A Practical View of Christianity," which 
was the means of bringing many to Christ, among 
others Leigh Richmond. Leigh Richmond wrote 
" T h e Dairyman's Daughter," which has been the 
means of the salvation of many. H o w that 
unknown woman's riches increased with the 
years ! Interest upon interest, which can never 
be computed, and will compound on and on, 
forever and forever. 

Only in Eternity shall we know fully what blessed 
results followed through the gift of this one little 
word from the Master. Myriads are in glory 
as a consequence of the holy labours of all these 
devoted men, and some day they will all meet that 
humble and unnoticed servant of God through 
whose instrumentality it was all brought about. 

T H E R E - C A L L OF L A Z A R U S . 
JOHN xi. 28—44. 

** The mighty God, even the Lord hath spoken,"— 
Psalm 1. 1. 

" And when He had thus spoken, He cried with a loud 
voice, Lazarus, come forth, and he that was dead came 

forth."—John xi. 43, 44. 

TH E whispered message reached her inmost soul, 
" The Master waits, and calls, beloved, for 
thee." 

Swiftly she rose—was not her one desire 
His tender voice to hear, His face to see ? 

Crowds were around, her eyes with tears were dim, 
It mattered not, she heard, she saw but HIM. 

* * * * * 
Long have they tarried now, those blessed feet, 

Whose steps, love-laden, oft had traced their way 
(Though weary as the gentle heart they bore) 

To her lone dwelling at the close of day; 
God's glory His pole-star, and in Love's plan 
It ruled the friendship of the Son of Man. 
But He has come'; the waiting time is o'er, 

The weary yearning to behold His face 
Is satisfied, and at His feet she falls 

A suppliant of His matchless power and grace; 
His touch was life — but n o w — " T o o late," she 

sighed, 
" Lord, hadst Thou been but here, my brother had 

not died." 

" Yet even now "—faint visions of His might, 
As shown towards Jairus' daughter and the 

widow's son, 
Crowded upon her mind in rapid flight 

(Grim deeds of death by mighty power undone), 
Before her eyes H E stood—how matchless fair! 
The Resurrection and the Life was there. 

* * # * * 
He spoke! and at His voice death fled dismayed 

('Twas only o'er the clay that death had power), 
But oh ! the soul—what scenes of bliss must fade, 

What raptures vanish in that solemn hour; 
Recalled from heaven to earth—e'en earth's best 

bliss— 
O soul of Lazarus! could'st thou welcome this ? 
Eye hath not seen, nor heart conceived thy joys, 

Blest spirit, on the bosom of thy God, 
Cradled in peace unknown, no care annoys, 

The desert passed, no need for " staff and rod." 
Green pastures and still waters were thy lot 
In fields of Paradise where death comes not. 
When lo ! in midst of all, what strange command 

In tones unwonted strikes upon thine ear ? 
44 Lazarus, come forth ! " O soul, dost understand 

Thy Shepherd calls thee back to deserts drear ? 
And canst thou leave these joys that through thee 

thrill ? 
Yes! J E S U S calls—to obey were sweeter still. 
It was to glorify thy Shepherd's name 

Thou wert recalled from blissful scenes on high— 
To earth in glad submiss thy spirit came 

To live for Him, who came for thee to die. 
Thine in this way to do His will 'twas given, 
And saints and angels know no higher heaven. 
Thus, Master,-may we follow, shouldst Thou call 

Our souls from pastures green to deserts drear ; 
Let but the sound of Thy blest footsteps fall 

In guidance sweet upon our listening ear ; 
We would not choose, except this choice it be, 
Through thorns or roses—so we walk with Thee. 

EMILY J. A. PEARSON. 

44 T H E C A L V A R Y " A T A N T W E R P . 

AD J O I N I N G the Chapel of St. Paul, in 
Antwerp, is a garden called " The Calvary" 

I t has its name from the fact that it contains a 
large cross, with a representation, carved in stone, 
of the Lord Jesus Christ nailed thereto. Among 
a number of statues supposed to represent apostles 
and " saints," there is a grotto, in which is a tomb 
containing a figure of the Saviour. But even here, 
among so much folly, and superstition, and 
ignorance, a beautiful Gospel truth is prominently 
declared ; for on the walls at the entrance to the 
garden are these words, in French and English : 
" T H E ENTRY TO T H E CALVARY IS FREE." This 

sweet inscription suggests more than its authors 
intended. Blessed be God, the way to the Cross 
of Jesus Christ the sin-bearer is free to all. 
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H I N T S ON " T H E GOSPEL OF 
GOD." 

BY H. FORBES WITHERBY. 

VI.—JUSTIFICATION. 

" By the deeds of the law (or law) there shall no flesh be 
justified in His sight."—Rom. iii. 26. 

I N the cross of our Lord Jesus Christ, Love and 
Light, Grace and Righteousness, combine. In 

the Gospel of God they co-exist, and will do so for 
ever. Now what does God require of the sinner 
whom He justifies ? 

The application of a truth to the individual is 
usually a more difficult undertaking than the state
ment of it. In the grace of God, a very considerable 
part of His Word which treats on Justification is 
devoted to showing what He requires of those whom 
He justifies. We can but feel how good God is so 
to address us. He has been precise and careful 
—we speak with reverence—to meet every natural 
difficulty our hearts may raise on this, to us, all-
important matter. And all important it is: for since 

I t is " God who justif ieth," 
if He does not justify us, we must remain for ever 
guilty and condemned sinners. God shows us 
what He requires of us; God shows us what He 
will not accept from us; and while making His way 
so plain that a "wayfaring man though a fool shall 
not err therein "^Is. xxxv. 8), He leaves us no excuse 
and no escape if we do not obey His directions. 

In all religions, faith is demanded from the 
professor. In civilized life, faith is required in 
ten thousand things—from the acceptance of the 
credit of the government to the acceptance of a 
piece of paper in a tramcar for the penny fare given 
in its stead. Man, in every circumstance and 
detail of his life, is a creature whose necessities of 
existence require faith. Yet while this is so, when 

God d e m a n d s faith in Himself, 
man objects, and cries out, " This is unreasonable." 
There is no objection among the multitudes of the 
religious world to faith in the voice of the Church, 
to faith in a man whom the Church has declared 
to be infallible, to faith in the most unreasonable 
of requirements which history and fact demonstrate 
to be utterly false—to such faith there is often no 
objection taken, but when God demands of men 
faith in His Word, and in the reasonableness of His 
requirements, then there is an outcry, and such 
faith is termed fanaticism ! 

How all sacerdotalism hates the truth that God 
justifies those who believe His Word, yet, with 
true human inconsistency, sacerdotalism demands 
unreasoning faith in its own most unreasonable 
statements, that is in its word. 

Why, then, is this ? If we believe in the credit 
and promise of a government we do so because we 
believe the government. If we believe that our 
tramcar ticket will avail us for our journey, we do 
so, because we believe in the company which runs 
the cars and appoints its servants. If we do not 
believe what God bids us, the plain reason is, 
we do not believe God, and this is the root evil and 
sin that lies in the way, and renders the unbelieving 
ignorant of the way of Peace. 

We have given various texts in our papers, 
showing the goodness and care of God in leaving 
no question of ours unanswered on the principle 
of His way of justification. We have already 
observed that God, in His goodness, gives full 
and explicit instructions to man 

Regarding His way of justifying Sinners , 
and also of His requirements from the sinner who 
would be justified by Him. 

Of the time prior to the giving of the law it is 
written, "The Scripture, foreseeing that God would 
justify the heathen through faith, preached before 
the gospel unto Abraham, saying, " In thee shall all 
nations be blessed " (Gal. iii. 8), which promise is 
expressly referred to Christ, for " To Abraham and 
his Seed were the promises made," the Seed being 
"Christ" (v. 16). Thus men were shut up by 
God in the days of old to Christ for blessing and 
justification, and so it is to-day, in and through 
Christ we are justified by God. 

THE BLESSED LOVE OP PRAYER. 
" I will //// up my hands in Thy Name."—Ps. Ixiii. 4. 

" N O T in the crowded walks 
Of busy, active life, 

Where man too oft his brother meets 
With words of bitter strife, 

But far from toil, and strife, and care, 
Wait in some upper room of prayer. 

Oh, glory not in power, 
In wisdom, nor in might, 

But in the knowledge of a God, 
And look to Him for light. 

A nd far from science, mirth or care, 
Wait in some upper room of prayer. 

And tarry long alone, 
Lest turning soon away, 

You miss the promised Comforter, 
The happy, golden day. 

All those who wait are sure to share, 
In some sweet upper room of prayer." 

" W I T H O U T faith it is impossible to please God." 
There is no real communication with God unless God be 
believed. However religious a man may be, without 
faith his religious life is in vain, for he does not have 
dealings with God. 
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| OUR BIBLE PORTION. 1 

T H E GLORY OF H I S T H R O N E . 
"And I beheld, and lo, in the midst of the throne . . . stood 

a Lamb as it had been slain."—Rev. v. 6. 
" He showed me a pure river of water of life, clear as crystal, 

proceeding out of THE T H R O N E OF G O D AND OF T H E L A M B . " 
— Rev. xxii. i . 

AS John gazed upon the Lamb in glory, the 
marks of whose wounds were apparent in 

the midst of the very seat of God's eternal majesty, 
he heard the harps and songs of heaven, and saw 
the multitudes there prostrate themselves before 
the throne. Angels and saints, might and majesty 
supreme, filled the vision of John, but 

The h ighes t he igh t of the glory w a s 
occupied by t h e Lamb as it had 

been s la in . 
Such is God's will. The glory of His throne and 
the death of the Lamb are united, never to be 
sundered. The sceptre issues from the cross, the 
glories of the kingdom from the shame of Calvary. 
The songs of heaven and the echoing praises of 
earth well up because of 

The v i r tue of the blood of the Lamb 
of God, 

" They sung a new song, saying, Thou art worthy 
to take the book, and to open the seals thereof: for 
Thou wast slain, and hast redeemed us to God by 
Thy blood out of every kindred, and tongue, and 
people, and nation ; and hast made us unto our 
God, kings and priests" (Rev. v. 9, 10). 

Reader, how do you regard Jesus, the Lamb of 
God ? This is a question to you of eternal import
ance. The throne of God is not to be robbed of 
its glory by men or devils. The surges of the sea 
of rebellion against divine justice may break over 
earth's barriers, and for a while cover this world as 
a flood, but thus far shall they go and no farther— 
here shall their proud waves be stayed; heaven, 
peopled with saved sinners, earth in harmony with 
heaven will abide at rest in the power of 

The throne of God, established in 
r ighteousness by the blood of the Larqb. 

Hearken to the voices of the redeemed, to the 
unison of every tribe and kindred, tongue and 
people of earth ! Hearken to the songs of heaven ; 
listen to the harpers harping with their harps, and 
to the ten thousand times ten thousand and thou
sands of thousands of angels answering to the song 
with loud acclaim ! What is the burden of the 

majestic song ? what is the theme of every tongue ? 
It is the dying of Jesus for sinners on the cross. 

" Crown Him with many crowns, 
The Lamb upon the throne. 

Hark, how the heavenly anthem drowns 
All music but its own ! " 

Is Jesus slain for sinners the Saviour of your 
scul ? Have you gone to Him and upon your 
knees thanked Him for His dying love? Have 
you received Him as the gift of God ? 

T h e Lamb s la in for you. 
Well, then, it is for you to praise Him both 
in time and in eternity ! 

** All ha i l ! Redeemer, ha i l ! 
For Thou hast died for m e ; 

My praise shall never, never fail 
Throughout eternity." 

" T H O U G H Y E H A V E L I E N A M O N G 
T H E POTS. ' ' 

IN Florence, one of the treasures of art admired 
by thousands of visitors is Michael Angelo's 

representation in marble of the young David. The • 
shepherd boy stands with firm foothold, the stone 
grasped tightly in his right hand, ready to be sped 
on its holy errand. When the statue was unveiled, 
350 years ago, it caused an unparalleled sensation 
among all lovers of art. The work is, indeed, a 
marvellous piece of sculpture. 

But the strangely winning thing in the story of 
that statue is that it was the stone's second chance. 
A sculptor began work on a noble piece of marble, 
but, lacking skill, he only hacked and marred the 
block. It was then abandoned as spoiled and 
worthless, and cast aside. For years it lay in a back 
yard, soiled and blackened, half hidden among the 
rubbish. At last Angelo saw it, and at once per
ceived its possibilities. Under his skilful hand, the 
stone was cut into the fair and marvellous beauty 
which appears in the statue of David. 

In a like manner, when a life has been spoiled by 
unscrupulous hands, so that it seems as if all were 
lost, there is One, the Great Sculptor, who can take 
the marred, disfigured block, now lying soiled amid 
the world's rubbish, and from it carve yet a marvel 
of beauty. 

Your life may have been so marred with sin that 
you look back upon your career as a complete failure. 
Yet, if you will but submit yourself to God who 
created you, He, in His matchless grace, can re-create 
you, and abundantly pardon all your transgression 
and sin. Jesus is " able to save to the uttermost 
all that come unto God by Him." Though ye have 
lien among the pots yet shall ye be as the wings of 
a dove, covered with silver, and her feathers with 
yellow gold."—Ps. Ixviii. 13. 
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T H E L A N D OF T H E ASSYRIAN; 

or, T h e Cradle of the Nations.—XI. 

THE Centre Palace of Nimroud built by Divanu-
bara, about 900 B.C., has been so far destroyed 

as to render it impossible to ascertain its general 
plan, but several relics of great interest have b^en 
discovered in the ruins. Among these we must 

ENLARGED VIEW OF ONE OF THE PANELS ON THE APEX OF THE 

BLACK OBELISK OF SHALMANESER. 

certainly mention an obelisk of black marble, which 
was found lying on its side ten feet below the surface 
of the ground. This object, which is now in the 
British Museum, is about six feet six inches high. 
It has five small sculptured panels on each side, and 
above, below, and between them are arrow-headed 
inscriptions, 210 lines in length. These inscriptions 
have been deciphered by Dr. Hincks and Sir Henry 
Rawlinson, and are found to record the victories 
and exploits of Shalmaneser II. during thirty-one 
years of his reign, whilst the sculptures are intended 

to illustrate the spoils and tribute which were the first 
of his conquests. In two or three of these small 
bas-reliefs are some figures of men bearing tribute, 
which, from the peculiarity of their dress and physi
ognomy are evidently intended for Jews. They 
are a short-bearded race, wearing long robes, boots 
turned up at the toes, and a kind of Phrygian cap with 
the point falling backwards. In Daniel we read that 

when Shadrach, Meshach and Abed-
nego, were cast into the fiery fur
nace, they "were bound in their coats, 
their hosen and their hats" (Dan. iii. 
21). The close resemblance between 
the costume here described and that 
worn by these captives is very striking. 

Among the multitude of names 
mentioned on this obelisk have been 
deciphered those of Jehu, king of 
Israel, and Hazael, king of Syria, who 
were tributaries to the Assyrian king. 
The former is called " Jehu, the son 
of Omri," but we learn in 2 Kings 
ix. that he was a son of Nimshi (al
though Jehoshaphat was his actual 
father). The Assyrians, however, 
being ignorant of his antecedents, 
took him to be the legitimate succes
sor to the throne of which Omri was 
the founder, and hence the mistake. 

Hazael, the contemporary of 
Jehu, is repeatedly referred to in the 
inscriptions as being defeated, and 
as paying tribute to the conqueror. 
He it was, whom, at the divine com
mand, Elijah anointed king over 
Syria at the same time that he 
anointed Jehu king over Israel. 

In a more recently explored 
chamber of the North-West Palace, 
Mr. Layard discovered the greater 
part of the royal throne and foot
stool, which were constructed of 
wood and ivory, partly cased with 
bronze, as the throne of Solomon, 
which was of ivory alone, was over

laid with gold. To use Mr. Layard's own words, 
" The metal was most elaborately engraved and em
bossed with symbolical figures and ornaments, like 
those embroidered on the robes of the early Nimroud 
kings." We may fairly presume that on this throne, 
attended by his nobles and surrounded with all the 
architectural magnificence of a royal palace, an 
Assyrian monarch sat, in those far-off days when 
Nineveh was the centre of civilization and power: 
" the rejoicing city that dwelt carelessly, that said 
in her heart, I am, and there is none beside me." 
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Jottings about tfte Bible. | 

A HOUSEHOLD TREASURE. 
" The grass xithereth, the flower fadcth, but the Word of God 

shall stand for ever."—Is. xl. 8. 

IN my house I have a book of strange fascination. 
It is my father's and mother's family Bible. 

If you examined it you would hardly find a leaf 
that is not discoloured with time or tears. As long 
as I tan remember, out of that Book my father 
read every morning and night. When my 
brother died in the West Indies, where he had gone 
for his health, the night the news came, out of 
that book my father read the eternal consolations. 
When my brother David, a young man died, that 
was the Book that comforted the old people. 
There came fifteen years of sickness to my father, 
and a mighty struggle for bread as a consequence; 
out of that Book he read of the ravens that fed 
Elijah. My mother went through the dark valley 
of death: that was the lamp that shone on her 
pathway. In the hours of loneliness that followed 
my father consoled himself with that Book, reading 
of the reunion, which took place two years after
wards in heaven. 

There are only four or five pictures in the Book, 
but Dor6 never illustrated a Bible as that Book is 
illustrated to my eyes. Through it I can see into 
marriages and burials, joys and sorrows, meetings 
and partings, thanksgiving days and festivals, 
cradles and deathbeds. 

Old, old Book, speak out and tell of the sorrows 
comforted and of the dying hours irradiated! Old, 
old book, the hands that held thee are ashes, the 
eyes that perused thee are closed! What a pillow 
thou wouldst make for a dying head! I salute all 
memories of the past when I press it to my heart, 
and when I press it to my lips. 

Oh, for a family Bible! Have a whole Bible in 
large type, with the family record of marriages, and 
births, and deaths. What if the curious should 
turn over the leaves to see how old you are ? You 
are younger now than you will ever be again. The 
curious will find out from those with whom you 
played in childhood how old you are. Have a 
family Bible. It will go down from generation to 
generation full of holy memories. A hundred 
years after you are dead it will be a benediction to 
those who come after you. Other books, worn 
out or fallen apart, will be flung to the garret or 
cellar; but this will be inviolate, and it will be 
your protest for centuries against iniquity and in 
behalf of righteousness. 

Oh, when we see what family religion did for cmr 
father's household, do we not want it to come into 
the dining-room and break the bread, into the 
nursery to bless the young, into the parlour to 
purify the socialities, into the library to control the 
reading, into the bedroom to hallow the slumber, 
into the hall to watch our going out and coming 
in ? Aye, there are hundreds of voices in this 
house this morning ready to cry out: "Yes! yes! 
T H E WORD OF OUR GOD SHALL STAND FOR EVER." 

" C A N ' T H E A R A W O R D YOU SAY." 

"\\TILL you take a little book, sir?" said a 
V V friend, as he entered a cottage, where sat 

a poor, aged man. 
The old fellow looked at his visitor, then at the 

little book, but shook his head mysteriously, addiDg 
in a shrill, sharp voice, " I can't read." 

As our friend wished to reach the heart of this 
poor ignorant one, he asked him if he loved the 
Saviour, of which the little book spoke. But, 
apparently, his efforts were lost; the old man 
again mysteriously shook his head. Guessing that 
he was deaf, our zealous visitor raised his voice 
and shouted, "You love Jesus, I hope?" 

But the only response was another mysterious 
shake of the aged cranium, and the discouraging 
information—"Can't hear a word you say." 

What could be done ? Here was an immortal 
creature, deaf as an Egyptian mummy, and unable 
to read a single line of Eternal Truth. Oh, for the 
power to work a miracle, and somehow reach this 
precious soul! " Signs following " were not within 
our friend's power; yet without a miracle he might 
work " a sign " of another order. Happy thought! 
with a radiant face he pointed upward. The old 
man caught his meaning ; the mystified look 
departed as he sprang to his feet, and, with his 
shrill, sharp voice, excited to its highest pitch, 
exclaimed, " I 'LL SOON BE THERE ! JESUS ! BLESS 
H I S NAME ! H E ' S MY SAVIOUR ! " 

Grasping the hand of his visitor he poured out 
his soul in ecstasy—"Jesus! bless His name! 
He's my Saviour! " 

Who can echo the old man's words? Not 
"Jesus is the world's Saviour"; not "Jesus is a 
sinner's Saviour"; but, " JESUS ! BLESS His 
NAME ! H E IS MY SAVIOUR ! " What a blessing 
it is to say with the Apostle Paul, " I live by the 
faith of the Son of God, Who loved me, and gave 
Himself for me " (Gal. ii. 20). 

"Jesus has lov'd me—wonderful Saviour. 
Jesus has lov'd me, I cannot tell why! 

Came He to rescue sinners all worthless, 
My heart He conquer'd—for Him I would die." 

W. L. 
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THE BURDEN 
ROLLED AWAY. 

M R. L E O N A R D 
WEAVER, the 

well-known evangelist, 
recently told us of a 
wonderful instance of 
salvation. 

A lady had been 
induced in some way 
to attend the Gospel 
services in the great 
tent. She appeared to 
be deeply impressed as 
the tremendous reali
ties of ETERNITY were 
emphasised by the 
speaker. 

At the close of the 
address an opportunity 
was found to speak to 
her, and then it trans
pired that she was the 
wife of a Jew. 

Her husband was 
fearfully opposed to 
Christ, and as she left 
to attend the meeting 
he cursed her, and 
blasphemed the name 
of the Son of God. 

The anxious lady 
declared that she had 
never before had in her 
hands a complete copy 
of the Word of God; 
that is, containing the 
New Testament. 

Mr. Weaver spoke to 
her of the Lord, and 
showed from m a n y 
Scriptures that Christ 
had come; that He was 
the Son of God, and 
that He w a s " t h e 
b r i g h t n e s s of H i s 
(God's) glory, and the 

• express image of His 
Person." 

Like the lightning's 
flash the truth that 
Christ was the eternal 
Son of God broke in 
upon her soul, and in 
her own striking lan
guage she d e c l a r e d 
that the moment she 
accepted Christ as the 
SON OF GOD her burden 
rolled away, and she 
rejoiced with all her 
heart and soul. 

Oh, my reader, it 
" W H O S O E V E R shall con 

WE'LL NEVER SAY, GOOD-BYE. 
Mrs. E. W. Cbapman. J. H. Tenney. 

" We shall never say * good-bye' in heaven."—The words of a dying Christian woman. 
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1. Our friends on earth we meet with pleasure, While swift the moments fly, 
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We'll nev-er say, good-bye, in heav'n. We'll nev-er say, good-bye,— 
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For in that land of joy and song We'll nev-er say, good-bye. 
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The above beautiful Melody is No. 178 In " Songs of Victory." This splendid collection of Hymns and Solos 

can be had through any bookseller—without music, from 2d. to 55.6d.; with music, from 2s. 6d. to 10s. 6d. 

is not written in vain 1 of God, God dwelleth in him, and he in God.1 

fess that Jesus is the Son | 1 John iv. 15. 
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A BIG PALAVER ON THE CONGO 

RIVER. 

IT is delightful to read in Regions Beyond the 
following happy description of the visit of the 

young missionary, M. Boudot, of the Balolo Mis
sion, to certain villages on that wonderful river 
above Bonginda. He says:—I left Bonginda this 
morning, March 16th, at nine o'clock for itinerating 
work among the people living in the district of 
Boyeka, and arrived at my destination by three 
o'clock in the afternoon. My first visit was to a 
Belgian official, with whom I had a long chat. 
He invited me to share his home, and provided me 
with all the comfort that can be obtained in Central 
Africa. He kindly lent me one of his donkeys 
to enable me to travel in the most pleasant way 
I have ever enjoyed out here, and, thanks to him, 
I enjoyed a good bed, and food in abundance. 

I held the first meeting in his village, where 
scarcely one or two knew anything about Jesus. 

16///.—This morning, after breakfast, I left 
Boyeka to visit two villages called Bokiniola and 
Inganda. When the people saw me coming along 
riding on a donkey, they at once began running 
into the bush, but my boys shouted at once: " Do 
not run away—Englishman." After a few words 
of invitation I entered a large house crowded with 
people of all sorts and all appearances, and I began 
preaching Jesus. In the afternoon I went to 
another district called Nkoli. I was very tired 
when I got there, the heat being almost unbearable, 
and the way being long, but over 400 people soon 
crowded the largest house in the town. The 
meeting was rather noisy at first, but soon I stood 
up and told them I had come to preach the Word 
of God, and they all kept quiet. The chiefs all 
were slaves a few years ago, and easily understood 
the cruel bondage of sin. Before leaving their 
village I told them that if they liked the Gospel, 
I should come again to tell them more about the 
love of God and the joy of salvation. I had 
scarcely finished my sentence when the whole 
population rushed out of their houses and followed 
me, shouting, jumping, and blowing the horn, 
asking me to come again as often as I could and 
tell them more about Jesus. The son of the chief 
brought me a fowl to express his gratitude, and the 
whole population kept following me. I could 
hardly breathe, so dense was the crowd around me. 
I tried to step out and even to run to get out of 
them, but they ail did the same, and shouted yet 

more aloud, waving plantain leaves and native 
clothes, making a noise surpassing all that I have 
heard up to this day. I was almost out of breath 
when I got back to my house, but my heart was 
thrilling within me for all that I had seen and 
heard ! 

17/$.—This morning visited the villages of Bodji 
and Bongandanga, where I had the privilege of 
addressing new crowds entirely strangers to the 
Gospel. In the afternoon I went to Boyeka, where 
I met some interesting people. May the Lord 
of the harvest bless this new seed ! 

AN UNABLE-TO-SPEAK-IT-
OUT-JOY. 

" The people which sat in darkness saw great light; and to 
them which sat in the region and shadow 0/ death light is sprung 
up."—Matt. iv. 16. 

THE sun is sinking behind the city walls of 
Pekin, China. The bell of the little mission 

chapel summons to the evening service of prayer 
to the true God. The room soon fills, and " Jesus' 
songs " ring out praise and thanksgiving. 

Hearts have been touched by the new, strange 
truths, and seeking ones are deeply anxious. Prayers 
are offered ; words of guidance are spoken. 
Presently a number of Chinese sing softly, with 
quivering voices that tell of deep and joyful 
emotion: 

M Just as I am, Thy love unknown, 
Hath broken every barrier down ; 
Now to be Thine, yea, Thine alone, 

O Lamb of God, I come, I come! " 

After which they rise and leave. One alone 
remains. The poor man, the servant of the 
missionaries, is transacting business for eternity. 
The struggle is long. At last the "something" he 
longs for comes to the poor coolie's heart. His 
yellow, wrinkled face beams with joy. 

The next morning he says to the missionary, 
" Look at me, shepherd. I am nothing but a poor, 
stupid coolie. I have no learning, no rank, no 
silver, but in my heart's centre I have an unable-
to-speak-it-out-joy. No mandarin in this Middle 
Kingdom, not even the emperor, is so rich as I 
this morning." 

Of this man, his teacher, Miss Cushing writes : 
" The busy days slip by. I watch our coolie's 

every-day life, and rejoice. His faith and love, his 
gentle, kindly deeds, and earnest service, so full of 
Christ, are an inspiration to us. Again and again 
he comes with the good news, 'Miss Cushing, I've 
got another man ! ' " And thus the work goes on. 
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H O W C R A N M E R D I E D . 
A Chapter from Engl ish History.—II. 

IT was intended that Cranmer should be taken 
direct from the prison to the stake, and a sermon 

preached'over him ; but the morning being wet and 
stormy he was conducted to an elevated place in 
St. Mary's Church, opposite the pulpit, and in 
sight of a crowded audience. Dr. Cole was the 
appointed preacher, and after exhorting his con
gregation to fear God and tremble, remembering 
the inability of all human things, turning to the 
martyr, said:—" This venerable man, once a peer, 
a privy councillor, an archbishop, and the second 
person in the realm, renounced his faith, and is 
now fallen below the lowest." It was a bitter time 
and sorrowful to Cranmer. He was a veritable image 
of sorrow. His eyes were now raised to Heaven 
in hope, now cast down to earth with shame, while 
frequent gushes of tears streamed over his face. 

The preacher asked for silent prayers on behalf 
of the unhappy man before them. A solemn 
stillness ensued; and in the stillness the martyr, 
who had also fallen upon his knees, arose and 
began to speak. " I had, myself, intended to have 
desired your prayers ; to your prayers for me let 
me add my own "; and then, with intense fervour 
and devotion, he began to pray for succour, for 
mercy, ending with the plea, "Have mercy upon 
me, O God ! whose property is always to have 
mercy. My sins are great; but Thy mercy is still 
greater. O Lord, for Christ's sake, hear me; hear 
me, most gracious God." 

Having concluded his prayer he drew a paper 
from his bosom and went on to say, " It is now, 
my brethren, no time to dissemble. I stand on 
the verge of life—a vast eternity is before me. 
What my fears are, or what my hopes, it matters 
not here to unfold. For one action of my life, 
at least, I am accountable to the world—my late 
shameful subscription to opinions which are wholly 
opposite to my real sentiments. Before this con
gregation, I solemnly declare that the fear of death 
alone induced me to this ignominious action ; that 
it hath cost me many bitter tears ; that, in my heart, 
I totally reject the Pope and the doctrines of the 
Church of Rome, and that "; but here the whole 
assembly was in an uproar. Lord Williams cried 
aloud : " Stop the audacious heretic." Priests and 
friars rushed from different parts of the church, 
seized Cranmer, pulled him from his place, dragged 
him from the church, and with indecent haste 

hurried him to the stake, which was already pre
pared. The executioners secured him with a chain, 
and piled the faggots around him. The crowd 
taunted, reviled, execrated, but he maintained a 
calm demeanour. It seemed as though, having 
relieved his conscience, his mind had grown 
lighter. The marks of shame had passed from his 
face, and he looked round him with eyes full of 
sweetness and benignity, as if at peace with all the 
world. The torch was applied and a burst of 
smoke and flame enveloped him; but from the 
windward side he was distinctly seen to thrust his 
right hand into the fire, and to hold it there with 
firmness, crying out: " This hand hath offended! 
This hand hath offended!" after which he never 
stirred nor cried till life was gone; and the heroic 
old servant of the Lord entered into rest eternal 
and glorious. 

"GOD W A S W I T H HIM." 

J OSEPH was a man who walked in fellowship 
with God. His brethen tried to get rid of 

him; Satan attempted to put him down ; but they 
could not, although he lay so long in the Egyptian 
prison. The sceptical and unbelieving of that day 
might have sa id : " Look at that man; he serves 
the God of his fathers, the God of Abraham, and 
Isaac, and Jacob; he will not turn aside a hair's-
breadth from the worship of the unknown God; 
yet see how his God serves him! He is in prison!" 

But wait God's time. It is better to be in prison 
with God than in a palace without Him. It is said 
that he was in prison, but—and I like that expression 
—"God was with him." If a man is in communion 
with God, He will not leave him. God never 
deserts His children in their hour of need; and, in 
due time, Joseph came off victorious; exchanged the 
prison for a throne; and was made ruler over all 
Egypt. What a power he was in Egypt when God 
had taken him from prison and put him in his 
proper place! 

" I AM CALLED BY T H Y N A M E . " 
(JER. xv. 16.) 

IN the early days of Christianity a converted 
pagan, at his baptism, would take a ttetv 

name, the former one being deemed profane. 
And the new name reminded him that he was a 
child of God, and that his name was entered in the 
great register of Heaven. He had to live hence
forward a life in harmony with his new profession 
of faith in Christ, or "his remembrance shall 
perish from the earth," says Job (xviii. 17), "and 
he shall have no name in the street." 



174 THE SPRINGING W E L L ; 

% OUR YOUNG PEOPLE'S PAGES. J 
#*W #*W #T# #T# •*• •?• •*• •?• •*• •*• •*• #T# •*• •*• •*• •*• #f+ #fW +f# #f# #£* 

THE HEAVENLY ROAD. 

TH E R E is nothing which has given us more 
thankfulness since we began the issue of 

" T H E SPRINGING WELL," than the fact that so many 
young friends have written to assure us that they 
have truly started upon the blessed pathway, and 
that they desire, above all things, to be true and 
loving followers of the Lord Jesus Christ. 

Now, we want to know all these dear friends 
better, and we have been trying to think of some 
way by which we may become acquainted with 
each other, and be able to help one another as 
we walk "the narrow pathway that leads to the 
golden gate." 

We have on another page of this number made 
some suggestions that may lead to this, for we 
are certain, through the letters we have received, 
that a great number of young people are interested 
in this paper, and we want to make it quite plain 
that we are deeply and truly interested in them 
also, and in all that concerns their eternal welfare; 
but the first necessity is to know for a certainty 
that we are on the right road, that is, the heavenly 
road. If through God's mercy we can say from our 
hearts that we are, then we love prayer, and we 
delight in the Word of God, and we rejoice in the 
opportunity to serve Christ in any humble way. 

Now we shall speak about all these things, and 
we are sure that thousands of young readers will 
follow with pleasure what we have to suggest; but we 
are anxious about those who are not sure whether 
they are travelling the right road, and therefore to 
these we would say that we should like them all 
to remember the words of the Saviour, who said, 
" I AM THE WAY, AND THE TRUTH, AND THE 
LIFE." 

We knew a young girl who felt she would like to 
find the " heavenly road." One night she was 
much troubled: she had not learned that Jesus is 
" the Way." 

Her anxiety was so great that she could not 
sleep. 

She called her father, but he could not help her 
—as he did not know " the way " himself. After 
several hours of anxiety, she remembered that she 
had heard at Sunday School that she had only to 
come just as she was. She then wondered which 
was the right way to go. If Jesus were only on 
earth, it would be easy, she thought. Ah ! she 
forgot that it is more easy to go to the Lord Jesus 
now than it was when He was upon earth. 

At length she sat up in bed and said, " Here I 
am, Lord Jesus ; take me just as I am." All her 
trouble was gone, her tears of sorrow were changed 
to tears of joy, and she was from that moment 
saved. She found Jesus not only as " the Way," 
but also "the Truth," and "the Life." 

" Do any ask the heavenly road, 
T h e shining way that leads to God ? 
Then hear the blessed Jesus say, 
* Believe on Me, I am the Way* 

Do any wish the t ru th to learn, 
The good from evil to discern; 
To shun the tempter in their youth ? 
The Saviour says, ' I am the Truth..' 

Do any feel the plague of sin, 
Satan and death at work within.? 
Jesus can quell the mortal strife, 
For Jesus says, • I am the Life.' " 

H E B E C A M E P R E S I D E N T . 

GEORGE WASHINGTON, when quite young, 
was about to go to sea as a midshipman. 

Everything was in readiness; his trunk had been 
taken on board the boat; and he went to bid his 
mother farewell, when he saw tears filling her eyes. 
Seeing her distress, he turned to the servant, and said: 

" Go and tell them to fetch my trunk back. I 
will not go away to break my mother's heart." 

His mother, struck with his decision, said to him, 
" George, God has promised to bless the children 
that honour their parents; and I believe He will 
bless you." And he became President! 

We are sure to be richly blessed of God when we 
obey His commands. 

ADVICE TO YOUNG CONVERTS. 

I F young converts want to have an influence on 
the world and be used of God, they must feed 

on His Word. Their experience may be very good 
and very profitable at the outset, and they may help 
others by telling it, but if they keep on doing nothing 
but telling their experience, it will soon become stale 
and unprofitable, and people will weary of hearing 
the same thing over and over again. But when they 
have told how they have been converted, the next 
thing is to feed on the Word. We are not fountains 
ourselves; but the Word of God is the true fountain. 
And so when we feed on the Word it is easy to 
speak to others, and we are growing in grace and 
influence all the while. 

T H E Christians in Corea have a very pretty 
custom of putting out little white flags on the 
Lord's Day over their houses. These banners 
show just where there are Christians living, and 
they show the world that it is a holy day. 
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MURMURING STREAM MURMURING 
STREAM! 

DO W N from the mountains a gay little stream, 
Leaping along, leaping along, 

Sang a sweet tune to the sun's merry beam, 
Leaping along, along. 

M u r m u r i n g 
s t r e a m, 
murmuring 
stream, 

Flow to the 
r o l l i n g 
sea; 

M u r m u r i n g 
s t r e a m , 
m urmuring 
stream, 

Singing of 
purity. 

Cooling the grass in the long summer hours, 
Smiling along, smiling along ; 

Giving a drink to the birds and the flowers, 
Smiling along, along. 

Wider and wider as onward you flow, 
Rippling along, rippling along ; 

Carry a blessing wherever you go, 
Rippling along, along. 

Bright little streamlets we children may be, 
Singing along, singing along ; 

Loving and helpful, pure-hearted and free, 
Singing along, along. 

Murmuring stream, murmuring stream, 
Flow to the rolling sea ; 

Murmuring stream, murmuring stream, 
Singing of purity. 

A "SPRINGING WELL" TEXT. 
" '~PHE Lord shall guide thee continually . . . 

•*• and thou shalt be like a watered garden, 
and like a spring of water, whose waters fail not" 
(Isa. Iviii. n ) . 

TO OUR YOUNG READERS. 
OUR PRIZE COMPETITIONS, ETC. 

AS we have mentioned before in this number, we 
recognise the great interest taken by very many 
young friends in our various Prize Competitions. 

The Sewing competition for girls proved how much 
practical good may be wrought by those whose young 
hearts have been touched by true love to the Lord. Only 
such can do Him real service. Then the several Scripture 
competitions have shown how earnestly many of our 
readers search the Scriptures, and find pleasure and 
delight in so doing. And again, in helping with the 
Leper Fund, the Free Distribution Fund, the Fund for 
Armenian Orphans, the Hop-pickers' Mission, and other 
good objects encouraged through the medium of " T H E 
SPRINGING W E L L " — a l l these things assure us that it is 
not only from kindness of heart, but because the love of 
Christ constrains them, that so many have manifested such 
sympathy. The letters also we have received from hun
dreds of young people fill us with thankfulness to God 
that they know the Lord Jesus Christ, and are resolved, 
God helping them, to serve Him. 

Now this leads us to wonder whether we can arrange 
A " SPRINGING W E L L " BIBLE-READING AND PRAYER CLASS, 
to be carried on in the pages of the paper from month to 
month. We wish, however, to ascertain first how many 
will join it, and then we will announce how the class 
will be conducted. 

We therefore ask all who desire to be members to write 
to say so during the month of November. If we find the 
proposal to be acceptable, we will have a suitable card 
prepared to denote the objects, and all the members the 
wide world over will be entered as a band of Scripture 
Readers. Now this is simply a preliminary notice just 
to discover how many friends we may enrol, and we ask all 
who approve of this proposal to send a post card or letter 
addressed to \ H 

c/o T H E EDITOR, 
" T H E SPRINGING W E L L . " 

14, Paternoster Row, 
London. 

Those residing abroad can reply up to the end of the 
year, and the card referred to above, with the number, 
name, and address of the member, will be sent as soon as 
it is ready We ask you to pray for God's blessing on 
this class, if it be His will that it should be formed. 

OUR PRIZE COMPETITIONS. 
T H E COMING OF THE LORD. 

WE very much regret to say the papers sent were 
not generally satisfactory. We fear this impor

tant subject has not been much considered by many of 
our young friends, or, perhaps, the way in which we 
arranged the competition was not quite clear to some. 
Although we prefer to award prizes to those who have 
not obtained them previously, the judges in this instance 
can only give two in each section, and these are gained 
by those who have succeeded on other occasions, as their 
papers were by far the best. 

Senior I. Miss E. Dix, 3, Burlington Gardens, 
Acton, W. 

„ I I . Miss J. A. Horsfield, i, College Street, 
Rotherham. 

Junior I. Miss Maggie Moir Chrystal, 36^, Spital, 
Aberdeen. 

„ II. Master Henry L. Pontis, The Broom, 
Rotherham. 
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THE TOUCH OF CHRIST. 
T H I S competition has given us much encouragement, 

especially with regard to those papers sent by our sick 
friends, for it is sweet to know that although these dear 
ones are afflicted while on their earthly pilgrimage, yet 
they know that " underneath are the everlasting arms." 

T h e result is as follows :— 

Special Prizes for Invalids, etc. 
(1) Mr. H . E. Farmer, 131, Wyndham Road, Bourne

mouth. 
(2) Miss E . A. Hewitt , Hillfield Lodge, Granby Hill, 

Clifton, Bristol. 
(3) Mr. H . Barnard, 19, Delaford Road, South Ber-

mondsey. 
General Prizes. 

(1) Miss K. Argles, Hermon Lodge, Wanstead, Essex. 
(2) Miss E . Molden, 52, Maxey Road, Plumstead, Kent. 
(3) Miss F . V. Watson, Church Street, Dromore, Co. 

Down, Ireland. 

A LETTER FROM AUNT ALICE. 
M Y D E A R N I E C E S , 

I had hoped before now to have given you another 
Sewing Competition, but last month I could not find 
leisure to write you a letter. I know you will all be sorry 
to hear that I have been going through a very anxious and 
tiring time, through the serious illness of a lady who came 
for a short visit to my house. My whole time and strength 
have been fully occupied, and every other interest and occu
pation had to be laid aside—even letters to my nieces ! 

Well, it has been a great comfort to me to remember that 
nothing comes as a surprise to God, that H e knows " the end 
from the beginning" (Isa. xlvi. 10), so that H e is always 
ready to give us just the needed courage and grace, strength 
and patience, that the sudden emergency makes us need. 

And I have thought very often of that verse in 1 Eph . 
which tells us that H e " worketh all things after the 
counsel of His own will," so that there is no accident and 
no chance in our l ives; and then H e c leers our hearts by 
that bright word in Rom. viii., "All things work together 
for good to them that love God." Indeed, you cannot 
think how many lovely verses there are about these " all 
things." I advise you to look them up. I have found 
over 100 ! I will give you just a few to start with : " He is 
able even to subdue all things unto Himse l f" ; " T h e 
Fa the r had given all things into His hands " ; " I can do 
all things through Christ, which strengtheneth me," 
etc., etc. And so we can go along life's journey very 
peacefully, praising " for all that is past, and trusting for 
all that 's to come," for God, in all His strength and in all 
His love, is " fo r u s " (Rom. viii. 31). 1 will tell you of 
one who in great trouble honoured God. It has often 
helped me to remember her words. The dear old woman 
had, with awful suddenness, lost her beloved and only child. 
H e was a fine lad, and she might fairly have reckoned on 
his being the support and comfort of her old age. But 
one morning he had not long left the cottage to go to his 
daily work, when he was carried back into it a corpse I 
H e had dropped down dead on the road. The poor mother 
sat with bowed head in silent grief, until a neighbour in 
sympathy said, " A bad j o b ! aye, it 's a. bad j o b ! " Then 
she raised her head, and answered in gentle rebuke, 
" Nay, don't say a bad job, neighbour; God has done it." 

I saw, the other day, a letter from a father who was in 
'.errible agony of anxiety over a loved and only little 
daughter, who lay at the point of death. He wrote : " It 
has been the greatest trial of my life to see my dear little 
one so afflicted, but we must be content to leave the 

future, whatever it may be, in the hands of Him who is 
above all things most kind." Is it not well when we know 
God, so fs to be able thus to trust Him at all times? 
And, dear girls, none of you are too young thus to know Him. 

Ever your loving 
AUNT ALICE. 

• 

OUR LEPER FUND. 
W E ask the many generous friends who are interested 

in this work amongst the Lepers to accept our heartfelt 
thanks for their continued prayers and help. God is 
greatly blessing the work, of which, as soon as we possibly 
can, we shall have much to tell. W e tender sincere 
thanks to the donors of the following amounts :— 

Friends at Sunday School Mission £ s. d. 
House, Cootham, per Mr. F . Mustow, 

Superintendent o 2 9 
From Believers at Odiham, per Mr. 

Terry 1 10 o 
From Two Friends, Clapham o 15 o 
Anon., Scarboro' 0 2 0 

_ A. P . C , Mansfield-Woodhouse ... o 5 o 

FREE DISTRIBUTION FUND. 
W E should be very grateful if friends were able to help 

us more with this Fund for the free distribution of the 
magazine. W e ourselves give all the copies we can, but 
the requests are far greater than we can meet personally. 
W e think, perhaps, our readers are unwilling to send 
small sums ; but we venture to ask TOO friends to send 1/-
each during this month, when we will undertake to send 
100 packets of the paper, free, to as many hospitals or 
infirmaries for distribution. W e thank those who have 
contributed as under :— 

£ s. d. 
G. F . E., Canada 0 4 0 
" A.," Kent 1 10 o 

THE WORCESTER 
OUR friend Mr. Luff is 

this kind help:— 

HOP-PICKERS' 
very 

M. E. W., Haverfordwest 

thankful for 
MISSION. 
/ 
1 

5. d. 

0 0 

ARMENIAN WIDOWS AND ORPHANS. 
W E are sincerely grateful to the twc friends who have 

so generously thought of these poor sufferers. May God 
bless them! 

£ s. d. 
Per Mr. G. F . Quinton, Newport . . . 2 2 0 

THE "SPRINGING W E L I / ' T L M A N A C 
Is now ready. It is a large Gospel sheet, with splendid 
il lustrations and prominent texts of Scripture. The price 
is One Penny , post free 2d., or is. 3^. for 12 copies. 

OUR SECONDT VOLUME. 
This will be ready as soon as the next issue is printed, 

but it would encourage us exceedingly if those who desire 
a copy or copies would order the same at once. This 
enables us to form an estimate of the number required. 
It will be published in cloth, semi-limp, is. 6d.; cloth 
boards, 2s.; cloth, bevelled gilt edges, zs. 6d. T h e first 
volume can still be had at the same prices, and will be 
sent post free. 

W e are sure it will form an acceptable gift, and we hope 
prove a blessing to many. 

liar" A L L communications for the Editor to be addressed 
to the care of Mr. A L F R E D H O L N E S S , 14, Paternoster Row, 
London. 



R.IMINGWELL 
Waters that foil not. 

THE STORY 
OF AN 

EVENTFUL 
DAY. 

GOD IS LOVE. 
His ways and 

works p roc la im 
this blessed fact. 
People of every class 
and clime partici
pate in the benefits 
of His wonderful 
mercy and grace. 

It is written truly, 
" that not many 
mighty, not many 
noble are called ;" 
but, thanks to His 
g rea t and holy 
Name, some ARE 
thus "CALLED"— 
for His Gospel goes 
e v e r y w h e r e ; it 
enters the palace 
and the pine-log 
hut ; it speaks alike 
to the prince and 
the peasant, to the 
rich and the poor, 
to the learned and 
the very simple; it 
enters the home 
of the greatest of 
the earth, and brings 
peace and blessing 
to the humblest cot. 

W e l l m i g h t 
Israel's sweet singer 
of old say, "Oh 
that men would 
praise the Lord for His goodness, and for His had it been "not any," she would have been 
wonderful works to the children of men ! For He 
satisfieth the longing soul, and filleth the hungry 
soul with goodness" (Ps. cvii. 8, 9). 

excluded. The one letter " M " to her mind 
made all the difference. Very often in this 
paper have we told of God's salvation reaching men 

Lady Huntingdon used to say she thanked God I and women in the ordinary circles of life; but we 
it was written, "not many noble are called," for ! can also speak of others occupying higher and 

s.w. A A 
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more influential positions in the land, to whom 
the Gospel has come with the same blessed 
peace-giving power; and, through the kindness of 
one of the persons concerned, we are able to tell 
of the way in which the Gospel reached the heart 
and influenced the life of a lady bearing a very 
high and honoured name. 

At a splendid West End mansion not long ago 
a large and fashionable meeting was held. The 
place was filled to its utmost capacity, for the 
object was good and the speakers well known, 
earnest, eloquent, and popular. It is a fact that 
whenever in our land practical help is required for 
any worthy purpose, it is forthcoming, and in this 
instance crowds of generous people attended, and 
the response was exceedingly liberal. 

Amongst those who accepted the invitation were 
two ladies, a mother and her married daughter. 
The former was a true christian woman, whose 
benevolent labours amongst the poor in the East 
End and other parts of London are proverbial. 
The younger lady, although trained under most 
gentle and careful auspices, had never really 
indicated much concern about her eternal welfare. 
Reared, as from the circumstances were to be anti
cipated, amidst everything luxurious and beautiful, 
the great personal needs of her soul had not 
apparently been definitely brought home to her. 
She was very kind and amiable; she attended 
the quiet regular ministrations of the old priory 
church when at home, or the more elaborate 
ritual services when in London. It did not matter 
much to her whether it was "high" or "low." 
It was religious, that was all she knew. The 
ceremonial gave some satisfaction to her natural 
mind, and the sensuous influence of the more ornate 
celebrations produced a measure of undefined rest 
to her conscience. 

But this afternoon one of the speakers not 
only told the story of the deep need for which he 
sought the assistance of the opulent, but he power
fully brought home to the hearts of his hearers 
THE SOLEMN ISSUES OF ETERNITY. H e Urged 
them all not to rest satisfied until they knew for 
an absolute certainty that their faith was resting 
upon Jesus Christ the Son of God, and upon the 
redemption work which He accomplished upon 
the cross. 

He, moreover, startled his hearers by telling 
them that all good works, to be acceptable with 
God, must come after, and could not precede, their 
conversion. He spoke of the judgment-seat of 
Christ, and pointed out most clearly that all 
believers will have to appear before it, " that every 
one may receive the things done in his body, 

according to that he hath done, whether it be good 
or bad " (2 Cor. v. 10). He explained, too, how at 
that solemn time the motives which had prompted 
every action will be rightly assessed; and the 
contrast between the time and place of this event, 
and the final judgment recorded in Rev. xx. 12, 
were also spoken of, in which " the dead, small and 
great, stand before God." The impressive words 
of the good man (although some considered them 
to be " out of place ") made most of those present 
ask themselves whether it was really the constraining 
love of Christ that actuated them in their generosity 
that afternoon. 

We know not how or why it was, but anyway 
the words of the speaker came with power to the 
heart of the younger lady, and made her feel that 
her own life had been an utter blank and failure. 

She became deeply anxious, and expressed to 
her parent extreme concern about her eternal 
destiny. She declared that she felt herself to be 
a sinner in the sight of God, and acknowledged 
her total unpreparedness to stand the light of the 
judgment-seat. As they drove home, her mother 
told her of the love of God. She was pointed to 
Christ, who alone could satisfy the newly-awakened 
longings of her heart, and before the evening of 
that eventful day had closed, she was, through the 
boundless grace of God, enabled to rest in simple 
trust upon the Saviour, and peace—wonderful 
peace — and joy—unspeakable joy — completely 
filled her heart. 

# * -:f -?f * 

True it is that the devil always tries to divert 
the affections of the new-born soul from Christ. 
He very often whispers doubt into the ears of one 
who has but just turned to God, or he holds before 
the eyes the alluring influences of the world, so as 
to keep the mind from the more excellent things. 
The conflict is sure to come. Sometimes it is 
passed through at once, sometimes it is deferred 
for a time; but it is blessed when whole-hearted 
surrender to Christ and confidence in God's Holy 
Spirit and in His Word give the soul the victory. 

We remember how the evil one came to Luther 
of old, and told him he was too great a sinner 
to be saved. It is a matter of history how he 
resisted the adversary, and so believed in his 
personality that he hurled the inkpot at him, and 
quoted 1 John i. 7, " The blood of Jesus Christ 
(His Son) cleanseth us from all sin," to drive the 
devil away. He is the same enemy of God's 
children in this age, and the high-born follower of 
the Lord was no more impervious to his assaults 
than the humblest convert in the kingdom. 

It must have been about a month after the 
drawing-room meeting was held that another lady 
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called at the residence of this new disciple of the 
Saviour, and, after a few kindly inquiries, the invita
tion was given to join their party at Ascot races 
on the Cup day. She declared that it was a most 
brilliant function, and, to add to the interest, a very 
distinguished company would meet them at lunch. 
To all these representations a firm but polite refusal 
was returned. " I am a christian woman now," 
she said, "and I cannot conscientiously ever visit 
such scenes again; besides, I desire to follow in 
the footsteps of my Lord, and to live such a life 
before my husband that it may, through God's 
mercy, lead him not to care for such pleasures." 
" Why, I am astonished to hear you speak like 
this,"' said the lady visitor. " Of course you are 
a christian! We are all christians! You have 
been brought up in the Church, and have been 
christened and confirmed and have taken the 
sacrament, and I do not understand what more 
can be wanted. Besides, you have attended 
church far more regularly than I, and so if you 
have not always been a christia?i I do not know 
who has." "Let me say once for all," replied the 
friend with courage; " like you, I once thought 
that true Christianity consisted only in the observ
ance of these external things; but now I know it I 
is the fact of having a new nature implanted by 
God's Spirit, and new desires and new hopes 
awakened in the soul, filling the heart with joy; and 
it is because of the reality of these things I cannot 
join in the old pleasures with any satisfaction as I 
once did, and therefore I am obliged to refuse to 
meet you at Ascot." Just at this juncture the 
husband entered, and very soon ascertained the 
subject under discussion. To the dismay of his 
wife, he immediately accepted the invitation on 
her behalf, and promised that they would drive 
through Windsor Park to the race-course on the 
morrow. There was a momentary assurance that 
it was impossible, that arrangements had already 
been made for that day to visit some poor mothers 
in Spitalfields; but it was ail of no use. Sorrow
fully indeed, but without absolute resistance, the 
lady obeyed her husband, and the plans were 
made to start at an early hour in the morning. 
We do not speak* of all the exercise of soul 
through which this lady passed that night, 
Thousands have done just the same. The struggle 
between the loving, gentle spirit of acquiescence 
in the will and wish of her husband and that 
which she felt her new-found faith demanded of 
her, was absolutely terrible; but finally the devil 
whispered it would only be oncei and with this 
she quieted the stirrings within. 

* -* * -::- -:t 

In the morning of the following day the mother | 

felt impelled to call upon her daughter at an 
unusually early hour. Just as she reached the 
mansion, to her exceeding surprise, her son-in-law 
and daughter were just driving from the door in 
their carriage. There was a brief exchange of 
information between them and their mother; but 
an order to the coachman closed the interview, 
and the disappointed parent turned homewards 
again, with such intense grief in her heart as she 
had not known for years. She had often heard of 
the visits of her children to such places, but then 
they were more or less in the whirl of society, and 
regret it though she did, yet their minds had not 
then been set on higher and better things; but 
now this daughter had professed to be truly con-

| verted to God, and had declared she desired to live 
for God's glory; she professed to have passed 
from death into life, and was therefore a new 
creature in Christ Jesus; and so the mother 
marvelled why she should desire to thus visit 
the world's pleasure scenes, and her heart was 
sad. Moreover, she had anticipated the joy of 
taking her daughter that very day into the midst 
of some poor women, in order that she might 
speak a word of comfort and blessing to these 
lowly, suffering people, who, poor though they be, 
know how to appreciate the care and kindness of 
those who desire to do them good; but now all her 
hopes were frustrated. As they rapidly drove away 
her heart was heavily burdened, but full of earnest 
prayer for the loved ones who had been attracted 
by such fascinating influences. 

* * * * * 
But God reigns. If there is the true grace of 

God in the hearts of those who profess to love 
Him, He oftentimes overrules even failure, for 
His own glory. The communion of God's children 
with Himself may be dimmed through unfaithful
ness, but, blessed be His Name, this does not touch 
the soul's salvation. If a child of God act in 
such a way as to grieve God's Spirit, the com
munion of the soul with the Father and the Son 
is interrupted, but if believers confess their sins, 
God is " faithful and just to forgive " and to cleanse 
them "from all unrighteousness" (1 John i. 9), 
and how often does He, by strange means, bring 
the wanderer back to the fold ? It was very 
quickly so in this instance. We draw a veil over 
all that transpired that day : on the one hand, the 
beautiful country, the fine company, the splendid 
music, the enthusiasm, the loyal expressions of the 
vast mass of the people when the Prince appeared ; 
and on the other, the vice, the open sin, the 
blaspheming crowd, the drink, the shame and 
the awful sorrow of it all; but the time came to 
leave, and the carriage turned towards London. 

A A 2 



i8o THE SPRINGING WELL ; 

At that moment there was a temporary halt, and 
a strange group of men began to sing a hymn on 
the race-course, and these were the words :— 

" The Lord is coming by-and-by, 
Be ready when He comes. 

He comes from His fair home on high, 
Be ready when He comes. 

* * * * -x-
Behold ! He comes to one and all, 

Be ready when He comes. 
And soon we'll hear the trumpet call, 

Be ready when He comes. 
To judgment called at His command, 
From ev'ry clime, from ev'ry land, 
Before His throne we all must stand, 

Be ready when He comes." 

They went like lightning to the heart of one 
occupant of the carriage, and made her feel acutely 
her want of steadfastness to Christ, and so overcome 
was she with the sense of the dishonour done to 
her Lord that she wept bitterly. Her husband 
saw this, but he felt too pained to chide her. 
However, in a moment they moved on a little, 
and were just leaving the course when a man 
approached the carriage and said, as he handed 
a small folded text card, " Will you please accept 
this ? " 

The gentleman took it, and read the words 
printed thereon: 

" W E MUST ALL APPEAR BEFORE THE 
JUDGMENT SEAT OF CHRIST; THAT EVERY 
ONE MAY RECEIVE THE THINGS DONE IN 
HIS BODY, ACCORDING TO THAT HE HATH 
DONE, W H E T H E R IT BE GOOD OR BAD." 

(2 Cor. v. 10.) 

He repeated them aloud to his wife, who imme
diately said, "That is a message from God to me and 
to you. It is a message to me telling of my sinful
ness in coming here at all, and it is a message to 
you to prepare to meet God. Do you know," she 
added, " that very verse first brought me to know 
my need as a sinner, and I am sure God will make 
it a blessing to you." It was a remarkable journey 
home. The young wife earnestly directed her 
husband to Christ, and before they arrived in 
town he found Him, " Whom to know is life 
eternal." One look of the Lord's loving coun
tenance brought repentance to Peter's heart in 
days of old, and one word from the Master 
Himself brought restoration of heart and peace of 
mind to this dear lady. The two rejoiced together, 
and the Saviour rejoiced too, we are assured. OH, 
H I S LOVE IS WONDERFUL. I T IS PASSING STRANGE 
AND MARVELLOUS. The mother also soon came 
and heard the happy news, and rejoiced with them. 

* * * * # 
It was not so very long after these events that a 

number of needy sinners assembled in the saddest 
part of London's great East End. The gentleman 
to whom we have referred was there, and provided 
the means to cheer for a little time these weary 
outcasts. He told, to the delight of those so dear 
to him, the story of his definite salvation, and how 
since he had known the Saviour he had experienced 
far greater joy than he had ever had in the world ; 
and he urged his hearers to decide for Christ at 
once, that they also might know the Lord Himself 
as a never-failing Friend, " JESUS CHRIST, THE SAME 
YESTERDAY, AND TO-DAY, AND FOR EVER " ! 

We were present at that meeting, and heard 
from the lips of the lady herself the story of the 
singular way in which God had led her, and 
we verily believe that, although she is of noble 
lineage and bears a name esteemed by myriads of 
our countrymen and women, yet if she were able to 
speak to you all, to every reader of " T H E SPRINGING 
WELL," she would say to each and all of you, 
" THERE IS NONE LIKE CHRIST : He is worthy 
of your heart, of all your affections, of all your 
love; He is the 'chiefest among ten thousand'; 
'He is altogether lovely'" : and she would urge you 
(remembering her own temporary failure) to cleave 
to Him at all costs, faithfully, prayerfully, fervently, 
and she would assure you that He will at all times 
and everywhere, PERFECTLY SATISFY YOUR HEARTS 
AND MINDS. Just as another year is passing away 
for ever, and the year 1900—with all its unknown 
future—is about to open the Lord grant we may 
each be able to say :— 

" Speak, O blessed Master, 
In this quiet hour ; 

Let me see Thy Face, Lord, 
Feel Thy touch of power. 

Satiate my being, 
With Thy fulness fill; 

As the dew descending, 
Let Thy speech distil. 

Fill me with the knowledge 
Of Thy glorious will; 

All Thine own good pleasure 
In my life fulfil." G. A. 

"ON HIS HOMEWARD WAY." 
" H p H E Y shall come to Zion'with songs." The 

J- believer has a song that cheers him on his 
homeward way. It is a song about Jesus—Jesus 
the Redeemer, Saviour, and Friend of His people ; 
and happy is the people whose God is the Lord. 
There may be difficulties and trials met with on 
the way, and reproach for Christ is sure to be 
encountered ; but " if ye be reproached for the 
Name of Christ, happy are ye." In the pathway 
of simple trust there is abiding gladness, for 
" Whoso trusteth in the Lord, happy is he." 
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H I N T S ON " T H E GOSPEL OF 
GOD." 

BY H. FORBES WITHERBY. 
VII.—JUSTIFICATION. 

" Now to Abraham and his seed were the promises made."— 
Gal. iii. 16. 

" Where is boasting then ? It is excluded. By what law? 
of works ? Nay : but by the law of faith."—Rom. iii. 27. 

THE faithful, before Christ came, believed God's 
promise, and looked forward to the Coming 

One; the faithful, since Christ's coming, believe 
God's fulfilled promise, and rejoice in the work that 
He who has-come has accomplished. On the other 
hand, religious man, both before and after Christ's 
advent, has looked to his own efforts and to the 
assistance of his own religion to obtain justification. 
Such being the case, let us strengthen ourselves 
against human pretension and our own natural 
self-confidence by setting out some few words of 
Scripture on the matter. 

First, let us take the words of God upon that 
which is 

Not the W a y of Peace . 
" By grace are ye saved, through faith ; and 

that not of yourselves, it is the gift of God : NOT 
OF WORKS, lest any man should boast " (Eph. ii. 
8, 9). " NOT BY WORKS of righteousness WHICH 
WE HAVE DONE, but according to His mercy He 
saved us " (Titus iii. 5). By such declarations God 
shuts up the road of works; He digs a deep trench 
across it, and if, in spite of this, man will attempt to 
reach God thereby, he does so in defiance of God. 

Now let us take the words of God upon that 
which is 

The W a y of Peace (ch. iii. 7). 
" T o him that worketh not, but believeth on 

Him that justifieth the ungodly, his faith is counted 
for righteousness " (ch. iv. 5). 

Perhaps a general assent may be offered to the 
two broad statements here made, and a sort of 
agreement—at least in letter—may be made respect
ing them, while in fact the attempt of the soul will 
be to combine both; that is to do one's best, and 
also to trust in what Christ has done for justifica
tion. God meets this most common evil. He 
plainly tells us that there is 
N o combining the W a y of Peace with 

that wh ich is Not the W a y of Peace, 
for " if by grace, then it is no more of works: 
otherwise grace is no more grace " (ch. xi. 6); also 
" The law is not of faith : but the man that doeth 
them shall live in them " (Gal. iii. 10). 

We have before us " The way of peace," which 
is faith in God, and "The way of works," which is 
faith in man—two ways, and the Divine state-
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ment that it is impossible to make the two 
roads one. 

God gives us one reason why we are prone to take 
" The way of works." It is our natural pride of 
heart, and such as are "going about to establish their 
own righteousness have not submitted themselves 
unto the righteousness of God " (Rom. x. 3). 

Those who shall stand justified before God, will 
for ever boast in Christ and God's grace, for " of 
Him are ye in Christ Jesus, who of God is made 
unto us wisdom and righteousness, and sanctifica-
tion and redemption, that, according as it is written, 
He that glorieth, let him glory in the Lord" 
(1 Cor. i. 30, 31). 9 

FAITH A N D WORKS. 

IT is the natural thought of our hearts that to 
gain anything of consequence we must earnestly 

strive for it The greater the object upon which 
the heart is set, the greater must be the effort put 
forth to obtain it. This is so, with few exceptions, 
in matters pertaining to this life. The old Roman 
adage, " Let him who has won it bear the palm," 
is truly right in its sentiment. It is only justice 
that they who have borne the brunt of the conflict 
should be duly rewarded. 

Not so, however, when it is a question of the 
salvation of our souls. Every one who feels the 
necessity of being saved at all must admit that 
salvation is a priceless boon; and so the thought 
is natural, that they must pay a certain price for it. 
Though they realise, in a measure, that Jesus died 
on the cross to save sinners, still they think there 
is a work for them to do as well. "Christ has 
done His part; we must do ours," they say. If 
such be your thoughts, dear reader, I pray you to 
consider it in the light of Scripture; for where else 
is the way of life shown ? Take the oft-mentioned 
case of the Phiiippian jailer. When in terror of 
mind he asked, " What must I do to be saved ?" 
what was the Apostle's answer ? " Believe on the 
Lord Jesus Christ." Not a word about " doing " 
in this ; not a single sentence about "turning over 
a new leaf," or any other of the things the 
inquiring soul is often told to do. And re
member, he was a heathen, and, unlike you, had 
probably never heard of the true God. It is true 
that good works have their value to God, but 
never in connection with the unsaved. Theirs are 
"dead works" in His sight, however worthy the 
works may be in themselves. 

God cannot accept anything except faith for 
salvation when Christ has paid the entire debt we 
owed to the uttermost farthing; but He can now "be 
just, and the Justifier of him which BELIEVETH in 
Jesus " (Rom. iii. 26). 
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U N D E R N E A T H A R E T H E E V E R - ; 
L A S T I N G A R M S . 

"Even from everlasting to everlasting,Thou art God."—Psalm 
xc. 2. 

•"' Whose goings forth have been from of old, from everlasting" 
—Micah v. 2. 

" And God Himself shall be with them, and be their God."— 
Rev. xxi. 3. 

THE believer's heart is stayed upon God. When 
everything else fails, this sustains him. The 

sweet words of the Scripture come rolling in upon 
his soul: " Thou wilt keep him in perfect peace, 
whose mind is stayed on Thee; BECAUSE HE 
TRUSTETH IN THEE " (Isa. XXVL 3). 

There is no time perhaps like the end of the 
year when the reality of God's care and goodness 
is more vividly brought home to our minds. He 
has spread His almighty power about and over us 
during the months that have passed away, and He 
has given us abundant cause to realise that 

U n d e r n e a t h a re t h e E v e r l a s t i n g A r m s . 

Surely this is as it should be, for if "the very 
hairs of your head are all numbered," if one tiny 
sparrow does " not fall on the ground without your 
Father," certainly the confidence of every true 
child of God ought to be in Him 

W h o from eve r l a s t i ng to eve r l a s t ing 
is God. 

How much anxiety we should be saved, how 
much sorrow, if we were able at all times absolutely 
to believe in God. We know something of His 
love, something of His tenderness and grace; and 
yet how often we act as if we did not absolutely 
believe in Him. Do we not sometimes sing ?— 

•* He everywhere hath sway, 
And all things serve His might 

His every act pure blessing is, 
His path unsullied light." 

But do we believe this ? If so, let our hearts rest 
in it in all the calmness of unquestioning faith. 

The end of the year is the moment when our 
souls ought to take a retrospect of God's many 
mercies; when we ought to try to count our 
blessings over one by one; and the very fact of His 
care in the days that are gone should lead us to 
trust Him for the untried path we have yet to 
tread. " T R U S T YE IN THE LORD FOR EVER, FOR 
IN THE LORD JEHOVAH IS EVERLASTINC; STRENGTH." 
Our first text tells us of God's existence from 
everlasting to everlasting (God's past); our second 

text tells us of His "goings forth . . . from of 
old/' all through the wonderful ages down to the 
present dispensation (His present); and the third 
Scripture speaks of the time when " God shall wipe 
away all tears from their eyes, and there shall be 
no more death, neither sorrow, nor crying, neither 
shall there be any more pain," WHEN " G O D 
HIMSELF SHALL BE WITH THEM, AND BE THEIR GOD" 
(God's future). So therefore, dear christian reader, 
before time began, and all through the ages of this 
world, and on into the eternity beyond, God is 
present, controlling, directing, upholding, sustaining, 
and blessing. Surely we can count upon His love, 
and praise Him for the days that are past, and 
trust Him for those yet to come, whether they 
bring calm or storm ! 

" We leave it to Himself 
To choose and to command, 

With wonder filled we soon shall see 
How wise, how strong, His hand. 

We comprehend Him not, 
Yet earth and heaven tell; 

God sits as Sovereign on the throne, 
And ruleth all things well." 

A. H . 

T H E G R E A T H E A L - A L L FOR 
T H E W O R L D ' S N E E D . 

THAT God loves the world is a story that is worth 
telling. There is no wound that this love 

cannot heal, no life that it cannot purify. It is the 
great heal-all for the world's need, and missionaries 
with the love of God shed abroad in their hearts may 
well "cross the waves " to tell China's populous cities 
and Afric's wilds the gladsome and inspiring news. 

Into the little world of your life and experience 
has the love of God yet come? It is precious, 
unspeakably precious, to be able to say, " We have 
known and believed the love that God hath to us " 
(1 John iv. 16). Can you say so ? 

A R E M A R K A B L E C O N V E R S I O N . 

SAUL'S was a remarkable conversion. Since the 
day of Stephen's martyrdom, when Saul of 

Tarsus "consented to his death, and kept the 
raiment of them that slew him," a wondrous change 
had taken place. His heart was full of enmity 
against the people of God; but on the road to 
Damascus, Jesus Christ met him and saved him, 
and the whole tenor of his life from that moment 
was altered. He had met with Jesus Christ. It 
is impossible for a greater event to happen in any 
man's life. To be truly converted to God is the 
most important crisis in the career of any human 
being. Has such a crisis occurred in your life? 
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THE LAND OF THE ASSYRIAN; 
or, The Cradle of the Nations.—XII. 

THE next king of whom we have at present any 
actual records connected with the Bible is 

Tiglath Pileser I I . or Pal, which of these two, 
however, does not seem to be clearly ascertained. 
He appears to have rebuilt or added to the Centre 
Palace at Nimroud. 

This king has been identified through a discovery 
made by Dr. Hincks. In an inscription on a bas-
relief, that gentleman has detected the name of 
Menahem, the King of Israel, amongst those of 
other tributaries to the Assyrian king, who must 
consequently be either Pul or Tiglath Pileser, the 
former being mentioned in 2 Kings xv. as receiving 
tribute of Menahem, and the latter as carrying away 
the Israelites into captivity, in the reign of Petrah, 
between whose reign and that of Menahem only 
two years elapsed. 

^ ^ ^ ^ Among his eunuchs and officers, 
clad in his royal robes and girded 

for the 
battle, we 
see him in 
his chariot 
the fore-
mostinthe 
fight, send
ing winged 
m e s s e n -

gers of death in ail directions from his terrible bow, 
and we can almost hear the clash of arms, the 
rattle of the chariot wheels, and the tramping of 
hoofs and feet, as, followed by his victorious 
troop, he sweeps across the corpse-strewn plain. 

We witness the siege and capture of fenced 
cities, the monarch ever present with his drawn 
bow, attended by his generals. Darts fly—shields 
are battered—the walls are scaled—the gates are 
forced, whilst on every hand men are falling pierced 
with arrows, and captives are being led out and 
executed by the remorseless victors. And then, 
from these scenes of carnage we see the hero return
ing, spoil-laden and triumphant, to his palace-home, 
welcomed by jubilant bands of men and women 
"singing and dancing with instruments of music." 

But whilst we are shown all the martial array, 
indicative of the state and spirit of Assyrian 
civilization at this early age, we are also favoured 
with pictures that reveal to us much of the private 
and peaceful life of the great king. We see him 
out walking, attended by his ministers and eunuchs 
—engaged in the chase of wild beasts—in the act 
of worship, or carousing at the banquet; we are 
initiated into the mysteries of the kichen, and can 
see the cooks busy at the culinary art, and can 

enter the very stables of the monarch where the 
grooms are currying the royal steeds. 

The Palace of Kouyunjik, close to Mosul, was 
built early in the 8th century, B.C, by Sennacherib, 
the son of Sargon, and far exceeded in size and mag
nificence that of any preceding king. Presumably 
it contained some 100 chambers and halls on the 
ground floor, about seventy of which have been 
explored, some being 150 feet in length and 50 in 
width, the whole covering an area of nearly 100 acres. 

The palace was erected on an artificial mound 
or terrace about thirty feet high, and was approached 
from the city and the river that glided by its walls, 
by grand flights of marble steps and inclined ways 
embellished with sculpture and painting, and 
shaded, perchance, by many a leafy shrub and 
many a goodly palm. Picture the building in its 
glory, when it presented its wrought and blazoned 
front to the clear light of an eastern sun, and when 
the princely and the noble thronged its spacious 
courts and filled its painted halls with sounds of 
revelry. Picture those courts open to the heaven's 
blue, yet lying in shadow, cool and welcome— 
resonant with the plashing of crystal fountains, and 
fragrant with flowers. Picture those stately halls, 
shaded from the sun-glare by " rich hangings, fastened 
with cords of purple to silver rings and pillars of 
marble " (Esther i.); the walls and ceilings eloquent 
with sculpture and gorgeous with colour, rendering 
the polished floors iridescent with their reflections 
—frowning portals on either hand with their 
colossal guardians, richly coloured, or overlaid, like 
the temple Cherubim, with gold, and beyond, seen 
in long perspective 'twixt their ^ . -^ -^ 
folded wings, the dimly revealed "" '~ 
splendours of other halls and 
chambers, radiant with sunlight, 
or dusky with shade. Such was 
the Palace ere the Destroyer had 
marred its beauty—ere oblivion 
had covered it with its sable pall, 
and even now, although so little 
remains: 
" There survives a tinge of glory yet, 

Which, though the lustre of its 
day has set, 

Tells of the joy and splendour 
that hath been." 

[We have other most interesting T H E BLACK 
papers on " T h e Land of the Assyrian," OBELISK. 
and although we hope to insert them 
in future issues, yet they will probably not appear con
secutively, as hitherto. There is very much of exceeding 
interest to the Bible student connected with recent dis
coveries in this remarkable land, and we hope to tell how 
marvellously God has permitted much to be brought to 
light in recent years, as if in vindication of the truth of 
His Word.] 
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A TYPICAL CON
VERSION. 

SENOR ALBERTO 
J. DIAZ, the de

voted Cuban servant of 
the Lord, gives a re
markable example of 
God's saving grace to a 
Spaniard. He says:— 

" One night a Spaniard 
named Fernandez came 
into the church so drunk 
that he could hardly 
walk. After the service 
was over, he came up 
to the pulpit and asked 
me, 4 Does that Man 
love me ?' 'What man ?' 
I asked. * That Man 
whom you spoke about 
and read about in the 
Book. Does He love a 
drunken man like me ? ' 
I told him, ' Yes, Jesus 
loves you, and wants 
you to come to Him 
and be saved.' And I 
gave him a Bible, and 
told him to read it. 

" The next Sunday 
he came, well dressed, 
with the New Testa
ment in his hand, and 
was so changed that I 
did not recognise him. 
He continued to come 
regularly after that, 
u n t i l he p r o f e s s e d 
Christ, and was bap
tized. When I called 
on him, I found him at 
work in his bakery, and 
he had his Testament 
fastened to the wall, so 
that he could read it 
while working. While 
he was called away by 
wife: 

GLORY TO JESUS. 
J. Wakefield Macgill. 

•Q-

Har. by Caroline Wichern and Ella Macgill. 
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The above beautiful Melody is No. 472 in " Songs of Victory.' This splendid collection of Hymns and Solos 
can be had through any bookseller—without music, from 2rf.to 5s. 6U.; with music, from 2s. 6d. to ios.6d. 

a customer, I asked his 

"' Mrs. Fernandez, how do you like your husband 
being a christian and reading the Bible ?' She said : 
* He is a very good man now; but before he used 
to come home at two o'clock in the morning, and 
beat and abuse me and the children. Now it is all 
changed ; he comes home early, reads his Book, and 
gives me all I need.'" 

" T H E A W F U L REALITY OF ETERNITY." 
" TIT TERN ITY " is mentioned once only in the 

HJ Scriptures, though there are many words 
that are equivalent to it—that is, which mean the 
same thing — such as " eternal," " everlasting," 
44 which was, which is, and which is to come," " the 
ages of ages," and so forth. 

In Isaiah Ivii. 15 we find the word—" For thus 

saith the high and lofty One that inhabiteth eternity, 
whose name is Holy." Here is the eternity and 
holiness of God's being presented. He inhabits 
eternity; His name is Holy. Such is God, and such 
is the God and Father of the Lord Jesus Christ, and 
of all who believe in Him. 

Beloved reader, do you know this God, the God 
of the Bible, as your God ? 

" Time is short," and our life is but " a vapour," 
" a tale that is old," when past; and yet in this life 
our eternal whereabouts is determined. Tremendous 
are the issues of our life. Mad folly that would trifle 
with the awful reality of eternity. 

"On trifles light as air " are men feeding, when it 
is written for their instruction, " What shall it profit 
a man, if he shall gain the whole world and lose his 
own soul ? Or what shall a man give in exchange 
for his soul ?" (Mark viii. 36, 37.) 
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• Jottings about the Bible. I 

T H E T R U T H S OF T H E B I B L E . 
T h e T e n C o m m a n d m e n t s . 

IT is related of a clever infidel that he sought an 
acquaintance with the truths of the Bible, and 

began to read at the books of Moses. He had 
been in the habit of sneering at the Bible, and, in 
order to be able to refute arguments brought by 
christian men, he made up his mind, as he knew 
but little about it, to read the Bible and get some 
idea of its contents. After he had reached the 
Ten Commandments, he said to a friend:— 

"The first commandment directs us to make 
the Creator the object of our supreme love and 
reverence. That is right. If He be our Creator, 
Preserver, and Supreme Benefactor, we ought to 
treat Him, and none other, as such. The second 
forbids idolatry. That certainly is right. The 
third forbids profanity. The fourth fixes a time 
for religious worship. If there' be a God, He 
ought surely to be worshipped. It is suitable that 
there should be an outward homage significant of 
our inward regard. 

"The fifth commandment defines the peculiar 
duties arising from family relations. Injuries to 
our neighbour are then classified by the moral law. 
They are divided into offences against life, chastity, 
property, and character; and I notice that the 
greatest offence in each class is expressly forbidden. 
Thus the greatest injury to life is murder; to 
chastity, adultery; to property, theft; to character, 
perjiiry. Now the greatest offence must include 
the least of the same kind. Murder must include 
every injury to life; adultery every injury to purity; 
and so of the rest. And the moral code is closed 
and perfected by a command forbidding every 
improper desire in regard to our neighbours. 

" I have been thinking, Where did Moses get 
that law ? I have read history. The Egyptians 
and the adjacent nations were idolaters; so were 
the Greeks and Romans; and the wisest or best 
Greeks or Romans never gave a code of morals 
like this. Where did Moses obtain that law, which 
surpasses the wisdom and philosophy of the most 
enlightened ages ? He lived at a period com
paratively barbarous ; but he has given a law in 
which the learning and sagacity of all subsequent 
time can detect no flaw. I am satisfied where 
he obtained it. It came from God. It has con
vinced me of the truth of the religion of the Bible." 
The infidel became a firm believer in Christ, in 
the Word of God, and in the truth of Christianity. 

THE LEPER WORK IN INDIA. 

WE are thankful to notice by recent reports 
how encouragingly the work is progressing 

amongst the poor lepers in the different Asylums; 
not only the physical suffering of the patients being 
greatly alleviated through the kind attention of 
the physicians and attendants, but, best of all, the 
spiritual welfare of many of the inmates is most 
earnestly regarded ; and God has blessed the efforts 
of His servants so greatly, that very many have 
confessed Christ and been baptized. The readers 
of this paper have always taken the deepest interest 
in this work, and will read with interest the follow
ing extract from a report of the resident medical 
missionary at Calcicut Asylum:— 

"A week or more ago we admitted a very sad case. 
Two of the leper women were gathering fuel outside 
the compound, when their attention was directed 
to a woman calling in the distance, ' Is this the 
Leper Home ?' It appears from her account that 
her mother and sister had brought her in a cart 
from the city five miles off, and when near the little 
brook that borders the leper village, had put her out 
of the cart saying, ' Now go into the Asylum and 
live or die!' She herself was afraid to come inside 
the gates, and for hours wandered about outside. 

" She was in a state too dreadful to describe, and 
being clad in only a few rags she revealed what 
suffering and misery lepers have to endure outside 
the Asylums—it is a wonder how they exist at all. 
She was so happy to receive a warm welcome and 
be escorted into the compound by the two women. 
A week has made a great change in her. Good 
food, clean clothing, a warm and well-ventilated 
house, and kind attention, work a great revolution 
in the life of such a sufferer. The next morning 
she came to our Hindustani service and made an 
attempt to join in the singing and prayers. May 
this poor creature soon find the Saviour! You 
cannot think how my heart rejoices over the privi
lege of being able to receive such an one ! 

"This poor destitute creature is only one of 
thousands in India, to whom to be received into 
the Asylums is the greatest earthly boon that can 
be conferred on them. The cost of the entire 
support of this poor woman will be only some ^ 6 
per year, while ^ 4 suffices to rescue a child of 
leprous parents from the terrible surroundings of a 
leper village or encampment, and will clothe, feed, 
and educate it in the christian faith. 

" God has certainly blessed this work far more 
than I had faith to believe. I do not think it will 
be long before all in the Asylum will be baptized. 
The fact that so many of them are from neighbouring 
villages makes their influence in that region very 
important." 
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A MISSION SERVICE AT MAFEKING. 

WE have read with very great interest of the 
visit of Mr. R. Nixon, of the Railway 

Mission, to Mafeking and other places on the 
route to Bulawayo. His letter is only dated 
August 24th, and does it not therefore seem 
passing strange that a place like this, where only 
so recently the Gospel of Peace was proclaimed, 
should now be the scene of death and dreadful 
desolation ? 

The very fact that the natives could attend such 
a service, and manifest so much interest and con
cern about their souls, is proof enough surely that 
God " hath made of one blood all nations of men, 
for to dwell on all the face of the earth," and that, 
apart from men's passions and political ambitions, 
there is no necessity whatever for the sad and 
fearful arbitrament of war. 

Mr. Nixon, describing a service at Mafeking, 
says :— 

"Mr. Briscoe had arranged for me to speak to the 
natives in the Wesleyan church in their location on 
Sunday morning. When we arrived, the Sunday 
school was still going on, attended by men, women 
and children. The church, which held about 500, 
was crowded, and numbers sat in the aisles and 
round the Communion table. It was a picturesque 
audience. The people were for the most part 
well-dressed, and many of the women wore a head
dress of bright colour, red, yellow, green, etc. The 
singing was very hearty, and, though the native 
words were strange to me, the tunes were familiar. 
I was greatly pleased to see that almost every 
person in the congregation had a Bible and used 
it. It was a pleasing contrast to the absence of 
Bibles so often in our home congregations in 
England. The people were most attentive and 
quiet. After prayer at the close of the address, I 
heard a strange, weird noise, which I was told 
meant that some were weeping and anxious. We 
had an after-meeting, which I shall never forget. 
About thirty men and women threw themselves 
prostrate on the floor weeping, and others had to 
be helped up the aisle. We had a time of prayer, 
and I look forward with great joy to meeting in 
glory some of those who were deeply convicted of 
sin. I was glad to hear from one of the native 
leaders that most of those who came out had never 
done so before, and were new converts. May God 
keep them true and faithful to Him ! 

"The afternoon service was led by a christian 

native named Li Kojo, who is a brother to the 
chief of the tribe. After the service Li Kojo took 
us to see the chief, who is not a christian. He 
received us kindly as he sat in a room surrounded 
by his head men. He asked me, through an 
interpreter, to give him the news of the world, 
which was rather a large order to begin with. I told 
him that we had been telling his people in the 
church about the Lord Jesus Christ and His 
salvation, and that it was a good thing to serve 
God. After some further conversation we took 
our departure, trusting God will soon lead Chief 
Wessels to know and love Him. We also took 
the evening service, when a good number of men, 
including railway men, were present. Early on 
Monday morning we left Mafeking for Bulawayo, 
which we reached on Tuesday night, after a journey 
of thirty-nine hours. 

" The country north of Mafeking is different to 
that farther south, as trees abound, but the soli
tude is the same; no human habitation, except 
a ganger's cottage here and there, and the railway 
sidings and little stations at long intervals. I 
could not help feeling intensely for the men living 
at these lonely spots, sometimes one man, some
times two, and their abode a railway truck. What 
a privilege it is to take or send to them the Gospel 
of Jesus, which tells of One who will be their 
constant companion and friend." 

TO OUR HELPERS AND READERS-
E cannot complete the present Volume of " T H E 

SPRINGING W E L L " without giving expression to our 
thankfulness to God for enabling us to carry on this 
service during another year. T h e publication of the paper 
has evoked the utmost sympathy and generous support 
from thousands of helpers and readers, for which we 
desire to tender our unfeigned grati tude. 

W e are sure that many have realized that the issue of 
this magazine is the outcome of a sincere effort to make the 
Gospel known amongst the people. There are myriads 
of serials which abound with useful and necessary infor
mation. W e are thankful for these when the matter is 
elevating and instructive; but there is also, a las! an 
enormous quantity of literature circulated the influence of 
which is only of a demoralizing and degrading character. 
There are not, however, many papers published the pre
dominant feature of which is to bring before our fellow-
men and women, and the young people of our land, the 
great truths of the Scripture, and to tell of God's great 
love in the gift of His Beloved Son. 

It has been our one desire in these pages to tell out the 
Gospel in a bright and interesting way, and yet in all its 
sweet and blessed fulness, so that many might find a 
pleasure in reading it, and possibly, through the grace of 
God, be attracted thereby to the W O N D E R F U L PERSON OF 
OUR LORD AND SAVIOUR. 

Now, however inadequately this has been accomplished, 
we can truly say that far beyond our limited faith and expec
tations have our hopes been fulfilled. Friends of whom we 
had never before heard, and to whom we are now by name 
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entire strangers, have cheered us by writing from many 
lands, telling of the happy reception accorded to our Maga
zine, and of blessing received through the perusal of some 
article in it. I t is quite impossible to mention all the 
places on the face of the earth from which such letters 
have come; but from every quarter of the globe, and from 
many of the distant islands of the Southern Seas, we 
have received tidings of very definite blessing. One friend 
living far in the Bush in Australia receives and circulates 
quite a quantity of the paper every month, and has 
written with the deepest interest telling how gladly the 
numbers are received and read by the Bushmen. 

To all these kind friends we tender our earnest thanks, 
and we pray that the Lord may reward them for their 
words of encouragement and for their practical help. 

"When we began this service, we asked that christian 
men and women might be led to write and send us suitable 
articles. God has graciously heard our prayers, for very 
many esteemed contributors have sent us most acceptable 
papers, for which we here tender our warmest thanks. 
W e could not continue the Magazine at all unless we were 
assisted in this way, and therefore we are deeply indebted 
to each christian friend who sends narratives of true 
conversions to God, the stories of the lives of good and 
great men, incidents in Gospel work, and any other 
material likely to be used. We still ask all who can to 
aid in this way. It is wonderful how God may take up 
and use for the glory of His Name some simple illustra
tion, written it may be by one unaccustomed to contribute 
to even a serial like " T H E SPRINGING W E L L . " One 
young friend who had never written before, sent us a 
lovely paper, which appears in this volume, entitled " A 
Remarkable Contrast." 

W e must also express our gratitude to those who have 
so largely assisted to render the paper a means of useful
ness. Very many have taken the greatest interest in the 
Leper Fund, the Free Distribution Fund, the Widows and 
Orphans Fund, the Hop-Pickers' Mission Fund, the Open 
Air Mission, and other accredited christian agencies. We 
are sincerely grateful to all these friends, and especially 
tender our thanks to the teachers and young people in 
various schools who have so freely given as they were 
able. Our thanks are likewise due to "Aunt Alice" for 
arranging the Sewing Competition, and to others who 
have managed the different Scripture Competitions. We 
are sure that God will not let this service for the Master 
pass unrequited. 

Let us say, in conclusion, that we do not forget those 
who have helped to secure subscribers for our paper. We 
try to prepare the Magazine in a pleasing form. We have 
spared no expense to have the illustrations such as may 
fitly be employed in an illustrated scriptural periodical. 
Our printers take the utmost pains in the general pro
duction and printing of the magazine—indeed, their work 
is splendidly done, as scores of our readers testify. We also 
have the best paper that can be procured for the purpose 
But all this means a large outlay, and it is only by obtain
ing a very considerable circulation that the cost can be 
covered. Our friends have helped us nobly during the 
year, but we want them to do yet more. It is not too 
much to ask that 10,000 single subscriptions of is. Oil. 
each might be sent by ten thousand friends. If this were 
done our success would be assured, for while weare thankful 
to those who have circulated the periodical freely, so 
that really between twenty and thirty thousand have been 
printed each month, yet it is to the large constituency of 
regular subscribers that we have principally to look, and it 
is to these we confidently appeal to help us by taking the 
paper themselves and by recommending it to their friends. 
Wi th vigorous effort we believe our circulation would soon 

reach fifty thousand copies monthly. May the Lord lead 
those who are free to do so to further this end, for, after 
all, that number is small compared to the myriads around 
us who need the Gospel. 

The Volume also for the year will form an attractive 
gift book, and will, we are sure, be purchased by those 
friends who wish to give a readable present. It can be 
obtained of our Publishers at the advertised prices, and 
will we trust be ordered freely. 

We venture finally to ask for your prayers, dear 
christian friends, wherever you may be, and we will 
remember YOU. Let us all be zealous in our Master's 
cause, faithful to His Name, and full of trust in His 
tenderness and love. The day is not far distant when 
we shall see Him. Away on the hills are streaks of light 
telling of the dawn of a bright day, when we shall be with 
our Lord, and like Him, and SEE H I M AS H E IS. That H e 
may help us all to be waiting and watching for His 
return, and fill our hearts with joyful anticipation of it, 
is the heart desire of Y o u r F r i e n d ( 

— • THE EDITOR. 
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% OUR YOUNG PEOPLE'S PAGES. % 

" W H A T S O E V E R THY H A N D 
F I N D E T H TO DO." 

THERE are certain verses of Scripture that we 
can adopt as mottoes for our lives, and 

very often they prove to be a great blessing to us 
in all circumstances. Perhaps no words have 

been a greater blessing to the writer than those in 
Eccles. ix. 10 : " Whatsoever thy hand findeth to do, 
do it with thy might," He remembers well when 
he first saw this motto. He had been fortunate 
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enough to win a prize, and from many beautiful 
things displayed, he was permitted to make a 
choice. As he approached the table several good 
books looked very tempting; but the nicely-framed 
text seemed to speak right into his heart, and he 
decided to take that. It was a happy decision, 
and a memorable day when he hastened home to 
show his treasure. The motto has always been 
most prominent in his mind. Only a few days 
after the simple prize was received, the text was 
again most deeply impressed upon his young mind, 
for he had to take a letter to a gentleman, who 
spoke to him most kindly, and encouraged him 
to strive for everything that was true and honourable. 
He spoke about Christ, and said that every little 
service, even such as bringing a note, might be done 
to the glory of God, and after a few more loving 
words he said, " Remember, my lad, that it will be 
a blessing to you always through life, if 'Whatsoever 
thy hand findeth to do,' you ' do it with thy might.'" 
The fact that the old christian gentleman quoted 
" my text" made the writer more than ever resolved 
to make it his motto through life. 

The word "whatsoever" makes it plain that it 
concerns everything done. It is quite clear, too, 
that it means industry and effort, for it says, " What
soever thy hand faideth to doP It must be hunted 
up, and then there is no mistake about the way 
in which it is to be done—viz., "with thy might? 
The christian man or woman, or boy or girl, can 
say also, " I can do all things through Christ\ which 
strengtheneth me" (Phil. iv. 13); and again, "What
soever ye do, do it heartily, as to the Lord, and not 
unto men " (Col. iii. 23). 

Therefore, whatever your hand finds to do, do 
it with all your might. Be whole-hearted over 
your work; keep your soul in it. Whether it be 
work or play, do what you do right earnestly. Do 
not be an indifferent, sleepy sort of boy or girl, for 
life is too valuable to be lived, save with a purpose. 

And this " with-all-your-might" way of doing 
things is most important to the christian boy and 
girl. A half-hearted christian never gets on. God 
is not to be served acceptably with anything less 
than a whole heart. Depend upon it, the reason 
so many young people fail in their christian 
career, and turn back for a season into the world, 
is that they are not heart and soul given up to 
Christ and His work. When indifference to Him 
begins to creep into the heart, it is the time to 
tremble, and to pray for His strength that there may 
be true earnest purpose for Him. 

W E regret that through want of space this month, we 
cannot insert our usual paper entitled "True Stories of 
God's Servants." 

OVR B O O K C O I , t J M m 

GLORIOUS THEMES FOR SAINTS AND 
SINNERS.* 

THIS is a beautiful book. The Gospel in all its rare 
simplicity runs, like a lovely golden thread, right 

through the volume. We have here just the sweet story 
as the master-preacher told it out, and we are quite sure 
the message will prove a blessing wherever it goes. The 
very titles of some of the addresses just embody the sum 
and substance of the Gospel. The type is a marvel! It 
will be a treasure on this score to those whose sight is 
dim. We should like to know that those who value the 
work of the author have placed a copy of it in every 
public place where it could be generally read by the 
people. We are sure God would use it. It has over 310 
8vo pages, and the price is 3s. 6d. 

* "Glorious Themes for Saints and Sinners." By C. H.SPURGEON. 

OUR DAILY HOMILY.* 
THIS delightful set of books will be a treasure to every 

devout student of the Word. The tender exposition of 
successive chapters in the Scripture, from Genesis to 
Revelation, is accomplished with wonderful perspicuity 
and skill, and, above all, the pages throughout are just 
fragrant with Christ, and as we read we feel indeed that 
it was of Him " Of whom Moses in the law and the 
prophets did write." As helps to private meditation and 
to the general acquaintance with the Word of God and 
the trend of Scripture, we do very heartily commend this 
series of volumes. They are mainly suggestive, but we 
are sure that many a believer will receive fresh thoughts 
of the love of God, and a deeper sense of the presence and 
nearness of Christ, if the author's reverent unfoldings of 
the Word be prayerfully considered. The books would 
form a charming gift to any christian friend. They can 
be purchased in cases from 5s. to 10s. 6^. 

* "Our Daily Homily." Complete In five Vols., in Case. By F. B. 
MEYKR, B.A. .,. m 

STORY OF MY WANDERINGS IN THE LAND 
OF MY FATHERS.* 

THIS volume, which has already passed through two 
editions, is now re-issued. It is a book of thrilling interest. 
The writer's life is so unique, and the description of his 
travels in the Land of his Fathers so remarkable, that we 
do not wonder there is still a large demand for it. We 
wish it God-speed once more. 

* " Story of My Wanderings in the Land of My Fathers." By ISAAC 
LKVINSOHN, a Christian Jew. 8vo, is. Gr/.; gilt edges, 25. 

SPECIAL ANNOUNCEMENTS. 
W E are obliged to defer the announcement of the 

answers in the Combination Text Competition, as we are 
glad to say very many friends have competed, involving 
much time in the examination of the papers. 

The definite statement as to the Bible Reading and 
Prayer Class is also postponed for a month. 

This number has had to be printed much earlier than 
usual. Our ordinary list of donations is therefore unavoid
ably held over until January, 1900. May God's grace be 
with every friend. The Lord bless you. 
fcssr" ALL communications for the Editor to be addressed 
to the care of Mr. ALFRED HOLNESS, 14, Paternoster Row, 
London. 


