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HAPPY GIRLS OF NAZARETH. 

�� 

VER nineteen hundred years ago, an angel 
. n1essenger from the bright courts of heaven, 

� # � 

,vas sent on a visit to the village of I� azareth 
to announce to a village n1aiden that to her 

had been given the honour of becoming the virgin n1other 
of Jesus the Saviour, the Jong-looked for Messiah of 
Israel. Not to one of earth's great cities, but to this 
little-known obscure place-not once n1entioned in O]d 
Testament history, did the angel messenger come.. Not 
to one of earth's great ones, but to a vi11age maiden 
,vas the heavenly tidings of a Saviour Incarnate first made 
known, and she in the simple faith of one ,vho believed 
God, sang, "My spirit hath rejoiced in God nry Sav­
iour," (Luke i. 49). Not as an object of worship her­
self, but a sinner saved by grace, confessing a person­
al Saviour is the Virgin of Nazareth introduced to us 
in the Word of God. Romish tradition has named her 
'' Queen of Heaven," to whom prayers are to b� offer­
ed, but Nlary in co1nn1on with a11 the redeemed of the 
Lord, disowns all personal n1erit, and sings the virtues 
and praises of the One ,vhom she calls "n1y Saviour. 11 

Nazareth, as ,ve approach it to-day, nineteen hun­
dred years later, is the san1e quiet village, nestling on 
the slope of one of the hills which enclose a pretty 
va11ey about a mile in length. As ,ve look up the 
picturesque village is seen on the left or ,vestern end 
of the valley, backed by lin,estone cliffs. Flowers of 
every hue grow profusely all along the valley. ·rhere. 
are convents, churches, chape1s, of varied religions, and 
traditional sites of Joseph's house and workshop, ,vhich 
we vie\v with little certainty that they are n1ore than 
conjectures. One thing is sure, here in this ren1ote 
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but lonely spot, far f ron1 the busy world, Jesus of Naz­
areth, I mn1anuel the Saviour, spent His early years. 
These n1ountains were fan1iliar to His eyes ; 1; is feet 
walked on these streets, and yonder is \vhat is said to 
be the remains of " the synagogue" ,vhere He spake the. 
Word of God. One object of special interest to us \Vas 
the Virgin's Well or Fountain with its clear and coo] flow 
of water issuing fron1 three n1ouths as it did probably 
nineteen hundred years ago. We11s and fountains are 
little altered in the East, and there is every reason to 
believe that this was the village well of the Saviour's 
tin1e. Here are a nun1ber of village maidens in their 
bright head dresses, loose flo,ving mantles and neck­
laces, bearing their pitchers gracefully on their shoul­
ders, to draw water in the evening fron1 the ·well. They 
chatter and sn1ile, but being only able to speak Arabic, 
we cannot con11nunicate ,vith the1n or ask if they know 
that One who in highest glory, bears the na1ne of u Jesus 
of Nazareth," as their Saviour. 

The girls of Nazareth marry at an early age. If 
they are to be taught their need of a Saviour and led 
to Jesus, who came to seek and save the lost, they 
must be reached in their earliest years, A band of 
earnest Christain women, chiefly from Britain and 
America, devote their ,vho]e time to this work, and not 
,vithout fruit in conversions. It was a pleasant sound 
to hear some seventy to eighty girls in this place sing, 

" Jesus loves me this I know : for the Bible tells me so." 

Yes, from that mountain village, where Jesus lived, which 
Jesus loved, from Nazareth some \vill come to join in the 
great" Hallelujah Chorus" to be sung around the Throne. 



TWICE SAVED; An Ice Adventure. 

��!IEE ho\v they go over the crisp snow. They
f car no dang·er, but fly along- as if all was 
£ecure. ·rhis snow sc�ne ren1inds us of an 
incident of our school clays n1any years ago. 

There ,vas a long ''slide" close by our playground, and 
son1e fifty or n1ore boys were on the ice. The ground 

was steep, and when 
once you set off on 
the slippery top there 
½·as no stopping half­
way; down you had 
to go to the bottom. 
A long row of boys 
had set off at the top, 
and were half,vay 
down, when a shrill 
cry from a little fellow, 
who had fall en right 
in front on the '' slide," 
was heard. His long 
yellow curls lay across 
the ice, and, before he 
could gain his feet, 
down can1e the long 

_:r line of sliders like an 
avalanche, and in a 

moment they lay in a heap on the top of that pretty 
child. Never shall I f orgc:t the look of horror depicted 
on their faces when they saw that little forn1, pale as 
death, lifted in the arms of a strong labourer, the 
golden curls clotted in blood, and carried to the nearest 
che1nist's shop. Some thought he was killed outright, and 
tre111blecl in terror: 1nany said he would ne er recover. 



But in the Lord's n1crcy to hin1 and to then,, he did, and 
it ,vas only the other night I heard thal curly-haired boy, 
no,v a bright Christian young ,nan, tell the story of his 
conversion to God ,vhile a boy of ten in the Sunday 
School. " I an1 saved, dear children," he said, "once 
f ro1n death on the ice, once and for ever. frorn sin and 
damnation." Both ,vere very real to him Is salvation 
from sin and hell real to you ?

PEGGIE'S LETTER; Or, "Safe in the Arms of Jesus." 

B
EGG IE, perched on a high chair, sits writing to her

, cousin her first letter. vVhat do you think it is
about ? Not her dog, not her doll ; both these for the 

present are forgo�ten 
111 a n1ore precious 
gift she has just re­
ceived. That gift is 
eternal life. She has 
got it through the 
Lord Jesus ; by bc­
liev i ng in 1-Iis Nan1e. 
She can1e to H i1n as 
a sinner at the chil­
dren's service held in 
theschool every Sun­
day evening, and she 
maintains she has 

h . . . been. saved. And 
S e IS writing to her cousin l\1ary the good news, and
she closes her letler with the favourite lines-

,, Safe in the arms of Jesus, ever my soul shall be." 



GOSPEL TRIUMPHS IN BECHUANALAND. 

ij� 1-1 EN Robert Moffat \vent to the Bechuanas with
the Gospel, he found that they had no idea of' 
God, or any religion whatever. If ever they 
had such a thing it had entirely disappeared, 

like the desert streams that lose themselves in the sand. 
\,Vhen he spoke to then, of the Creator, they sat in silence 
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giving no response of any kind. It \vas very disheartening, 
but he plodded on assured that the \Vorel of God must do 
its ,vork. At lengLh tears appeared on the won1en's cheeks, 
but that ,vas not much thought of by the men, as women 
in these tribes arc supposed to do all the weeping as they 
do the drudgery. 1'hcn the n1en began to tremble at the 
\Vorel a·nd soon the little meeting-place \Vas cro,vded and 
many were truly converted. It was often n1orning before 
they separated. 1'hus the vVord of God triun,phed there. 



GEMS FROM INDIA. 

1111!!,-lllQRE than a hundred years ago, vVilliam Carey, 
a humble English cobbler, landed in India. 
He had heard of its need of the Gospel, and 
although deeply conscious of his unfitness for 

such a work, he willingly offered hin1self to go forth as a 

A1'4 INl)IAN IJ01 IIIUI MIi) IMIIC-.IITRII'-, 

Gospel pioneer to 1 ndia's vast and needy field. Con­
verted in early years, he heard a godly man of these 
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tin1es, named Andrew Fuller, say, "There is a gold mine 
in India, deep as the centre of the earth. vVho will go 
down and explore it?" '' I will venture," said Carey to 
his companions, "but remember, you n1ust ho]d the 
ropes." By this he meant that they should sustain him 
by their prayers and their faith. Difficulties arose, 
friends sought to hinder, but at last William Carey 
reached Calcutta, and soon ,vas hard at work in the little 
Danish settlement of Seran1pore, on the banks of the 
Hoogly, fifteen miles above Calcutta. 

• 

For over forty years, Carey preached Christ, translated 
the Scriptures, and then, at the ripe age of seventy-three, 
,vent home to be with Christ. Among bis last recorded 
words are found the following: "I am sure that Christ 
will save all that come unto Hin1, and if I know anything 
of myself, I know that I have come to 1-1 im." On his 
tomb at Seran1pore the words are graven :-

" 0 wretched, poor, and helpless worm, 
On thy kind arms I fall, 

This was his title, and his assurance of salvation, life, 
and glory. And the seed sown by him in these busy 
years is still bearing fruit. To Dr. Duff, who visited 
him on his dying bed, he said : " When I am gone, do 
not speak of Carey, speak of Carey's Saviour." 

Sixteen hundred preachers of the· gospel and soul­
winners follow on in Carey's footsteps

J 
speaking of 

Carey's Saviour. Yonder, in an Indian village, not far 
from where Carey began his service, are a mother and 
daughters, once ,vorshippers of Siva, the god of death. 
Now all three are disciples and confessors of Christ. Is 
this Jesus yours ? I-lave you been won by His love? 



Sunday Evening Employments. 

TEXT COLOURING. 

A Sunday Evening Employment for the Little Ones. 

r.::;::::,T is a wet Sunday evening, and the boys and 
girls have just come home from Sunday 
School. Son1e of the little ones are too smaJl 
to go, and mother has been telling then1 a Bible 

story at home. But now, here they are aJI together, and 
tea is over. Ho\v are they to spend the long winter 
evening? Little fingers must have something to do, to 
keep them from mischief, 
and, of course, no games or 
toys are allo,ved on the 
Lord's-day- the day that 
God has set apart in mem­
ory of Jesus rising again 
from the dead . 

.tv!other has brought a �­packet of nice texts, "Out- :_=--:=:_:��==�z":'1;��
line Texts" she calls them, 
because they are blank and lfl
require to be filled up \Vith 
various colour$. She gives !:r.:rrE:::::::1E::=�-'------­
a text to each of the children, and a little brush. A box 
of water colours is put on the centre of the table, and the 
children all commence to colour their texts. It is a nice 
e111ployment for an hour or so, and if it is done carefully, 
the texts look very pretty. But ,vhat is better still. 
The bright eyes have been so eagerly looking at the 
various letters of the text whilst it ,vas being coloured 
that, without "trying to get it,'' it is quite fan1iliar to 
then,, and ,vhen they bring their coloured text to n1other, 
they are able Lo repeat it as a '' men1ory text'' as well. 



Blackboard Talks with the Little Ones. 

A BIBLE STORY. I will chalk the outline of its five parts on this 
Blackboard as you read it out from the Bible, just a verse or two on 
each part. Then we will sec what we can learn from it. It is in some 
respects a sad story, yet it has some fine lessons in it, and sets forth our

ruin and need as sinners, then God's grace and salvation. The first 
figure shall be a nurse with a baby. I think we may call her 
A Careless Nurse ( 2 Sam. iv. 4), for in running in her fear, she let the baby 
prince whom she carried, fall, and he was lamed by the fall for life, on 
both his feet. The baby was named 1'1ephiboseth. He ,vas the son of 
Jonathan, the grandson of Saul, and when they fell that dark day on 
Gilboa he fe)] too, and carried the results of his fall all the days of his life. 

This Cripple Prince (2 Sam. ix 3), lame on both his feet, is like 
the sinner. He too fell in the day of bis parents' fall (Rom. v. 17), 
and as the result he is "without strength" (Rom. v. 6). 

The cripple lad was afraid of David, who was now the king, and had 
gone, or allowed himself to be taken, to A Far Country (2 Sam ix. 5). 
He was living there when the king asked if any of the house of Saul 
remained to whom he might show the "kindness of God." How un­
like man ! He punishes, kills, blots out his enemies. God loves and 
shews "kindness ,, to His (Rom. v. 1 o; Titus iii. 4). The cripple lad 
was "fetched'' by another from the far country to David's presence, 
where he had A Royal Welcome (2 Sam. ix. 7) given him, and received a 
place in grace in the royal household to sit At the King's Table (2 Sam 
ix. 1 o) and eat bread as one of the king's sons. Received, restored to
royal dignity, honoured to sit with the king. All this and much more 
is given to fallen, helpless, ruined, runaway sinners, who are brought to 
God in virtue of the death of Christ, reconciled to Him, and :ictually 
become His children, able to call God II Father,'' and admitted into the 
royal circle of heirs and joint-heirs with Christ with all. 



HAPPY NELLIE; 

Or, 11 I'M GOING HOME TO DIE NO MORE." 

�fl]·�· N a country village school-room, an earnest
1•1 � Christian lady-a farmer's daughter-had a 
9-J �� class of little girls on the Lord's-day . after-• noons. She \Vas n1uch beloved by the children, 

and God had used her in leading not a few of them to the 
Saviour in their very early days. A tiny gir1, named 
Nellie, \Vas one of that little class, and she, although only 
six years old, \Vas a decided Christian. I do--not mean 
by this, that she said she was a Christian, put her happy 
look, her quiet peaceful spirit, and her Christ-like ways, 
all proved that Nellie was in reality one of the lambs of 
the Good Shepherd's flock. She ,vas a very delicate child, 
and one afternoon the tidings ,vas brought to the lady 
teacher, by another of the little girls, that Nellie was ill 
and unable to attend. For many ,veary days and nigh ts 
her illness continued, until the Lord took her away to be 
with Himself. During the ti1ne of her illness, many of 
her little companions and school-mates called to see her, 
and to every one of them she had a message. Lying on 
a couch, with her Bible by her side, she would read to them 
11 the precious verse that led her to trust in Jesus," as she 
called John iii. I 6. A little con1panion called on a Lord's­
day afternoon, on her way home from the class, and '\Vas 
sitting by her side. Stretching out her pale \vasted hand, 
Nellie tenderly said-11 Jeanie, ,vould you like to be met' 
The little girl blushed, and said-" Not if you're going to 
die, Nellie; I would'nt like to die yet." Grasping her hand, 
and ,vith a look of intense earnestness, she said-" 0, 
Jeanie, if you're afraid to die, ifs maybe because you don't 
kno\v J csus. I was once afraid to die too, but l 'm not 
now. Ever since I trusted Jesus and ,vas saved, I have 
been so happy at the thought that I might b� early 
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allo,ved to gi) home, and now, Jeanie, ' I'm _going home 
to die no n1ore.' » At this, Jeanie fairly broke down and 
cried, and the dear dying child sought to co1nf ort her, by 
pointing her to the One who passed through death and 
judgn1ent, to redeem and save her. A few more \veeks 
of happy testimony for Jesus, and dear Nellie passed 
a,vay. I-Ier last song on earth, and aln1ost her last words 
,vere, "I'm not afraid to die; I'm going hon1e to die no 
more." And thus it is with all ,vho are in Christ. They 
pass unscathed through death; to the1n it is only a "falling 
asleep." They go up to that fair paradise, \vhere there 
is no more death, but ,vhere all is life, and unfading, 
undying joy with Jesus and His ransomed saints. 

Dear boys and girls, will you be there ? Can you say, 
\Vith happy Nellie, " I'm going hon1e to die no more?" 

"I WANT TO BE SURE ABOUT IT. 11 

,.v�,-.... ? T the close of our Friday Evening's Children's• • 
Meeting last ,veek, a little boy can1e up to n1e 

��� and said-" I waat to be sure about it, sir."
"What do you ,vant to be sure about, my 

boy ? " I asked. "About my salvation, sir," he replied. 
We sat down side by side, and spoke together a long 
time about Christ, and I-I is precious blood. vVe read 
several portions of Scripture, such as John v. 24, Acts 
xiii. 38, that make all who believe sure about their salva­
tion, and at the close of our conversation, the dear little
feflow said, "I an1 sure about it now." Reader, are you
sure about your salvation ? Are you certain that, if you
,vere called into eternity no,v, you \vould go to heaven to
be \Vith Jesus ? Do -not put the question f ron1 you.
Ask yourself-" Am I sure about it ? "



THE GOSFEL AMONG INDIA
1

S MILLIONS. 



THE GOSPEL AMONG INDIA'S MILLIONS. 

U
N DIA is a land of villages, grass-thatched, 

and usually on the bank of rivers. India's 
n1illions are found there. From a mission­
house, at which an English visitor lately resided, 

over two hundred such villages can be seen from the 
house-top. To these villages the servants of Christ n1ust 
go with the Gospel, r or the natives \vill not conze to a hall 
to hear it as in this land. They have their idols, and
their religions, and with these they are perfectly content. 
They need to be aroused to a sense of their need of 
salvation before they care to hear the Gospel, just as 
people in this more favoured land. 

Our picture represents a village preaching in India. 
Under the shade of a sacred tree, to \vhich they have 
driven in their ox-cart, the three Gospellers take their 
stand and begin to sing a hymn. Slow I y the people­
men, ,vomen, and children- begin to gather round, and 
by the time the hymn is finished quite a little cro\vd has 
gathered. Then one of the English missionaries tells 
the story of Jesus and His love; a converted Indian 
follows, telling how he was saved from idolatry to become 
a follower of Christ. Some ask questions, such as "How 
am I to believe on Jesus Christ? " " vVill He forgive 
my sins if I believe on H in1 ? 71 and other questions, 
much the same as sinners ask those \V ho pf·each Christ 
in the homeland-for although different in the colour of 
their skin and in their religion, sinners are the san1e in 
heart everywhere, and need to be saved by grace exactly 
in the same way. 

In a village near to the one of our picture, there Ii ved a 
few years ago a young school teacher, \vho, \vhen a boy, 
had been converted in the n1ission school held bv a 

, 

Christian lady who lives and labours for the Lord there. 
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I-le \Vas present at a rneeting, and was asked at the close, 
if he ,vas a believer in Christ. "Yes.'' he said, '' I do 
believe on I-1 im with all n1y heart, but I am not shining 
for Him. for I have not yet confessed His Name before 
my friends." That was an honest saying. Do you 
know anyone else who is '' not shining" for Jesus ? 
Some have hid their light beneaLh a bushel, and no one 
knows that they belong to Christ. What a shame it is 
for one \vho has believed on Jesus and knows His saving 
power, to be thus ashamed of Him. 'r here is Ii ttle 
joy in such a life. The happy ones are they who 
believe on the Lord Jesus, confess His N a1ne, and 
follovv H in1. 

Very different was the testimony of a dear Indian girl 
named Anandi, who, in1mediately she was saved, con­
fessed Christ in her home. and prayed aloud in the 
presence of them all, thanking God for giving His Son, 
and for saving and keeping her and others who had come 
to l-1 im. For this testin1ony she was cast out. 

Clive and I-lastings are called the " Heroes of India,'' 
and they may be, but the greatest work done in India is 
by the devoted n1en and \\'Omen who have carried the 
glad tidings 0f salvation to its needy millions, and who 
are spending their lives in winning souls to the Saviour 
there. When the happy day comes in which the Lord 
,vill make up His Jewels. there will be many there 
from "India's coral strand,'' \vho have been saved just in 
the same way and by the same Jesus as you. But, it 
may be, you are not yet converted, not yet the Lord's. 
\Veil, you may be, for He wants to save you, and the way 
of salvation is the same to you as to 1 ndia's boys and 
girls, and here it is:-'' Believe on the Lord Jesus Christ 
and thou shalt be saved'' (Acts xvi. 31 ). 



WILLIE'S FAITH; or, Looking for Father's Boat. 

ILL IE 'S father is the captain of a coasting 
f�C stean1er, and is sometin1es away frorn hon1e 
\ijQ I for weeks at a tin,e. vVhen he sails on the

hon1e voyage, he sends a telegram to his wife, 
and for the next fe\.v days, Willie, his only son, is often 
do,vn at the seashore, looking across the bay for the red 

funnels of his father's stean1er. He believes 
his father's telegram, and of course expects to 
see his father's boat. This is faith. Faith 
believes God's vVord, and expects to see and 
receive ·what God has promised. Sometimes 
Willie's father pro1nises to bring from the 
distant port, some gift or plaything for his 
little son. Then Willie expects to get it 
when his father con1es home. That is faith. 

Faith al ways gets what Jesus promises. and ·what it 
expects. When Jesus says-" Co1ne unto l\1e, all ye that 
labour and are heavy laden, and I will give you rest'' 
( Matt. xi. 28), faith comes and gets that rest. \;\Then 
Jesus says, " I will con1e again and receive you unto 
l\1yself" (John xiv. 3), faith looks out for and expects 
Him. So you see faith is just believing \.vhat God says, 
and expecting what I-le pro1nises. Willie, the captain's 
boy, believes in Jesus, has got salvation, and is looking 
for the pron1ised glory. I-low happy he is. Are you ? 
An old favourite hyn1n v,hich I \.Vish you would con1111it 
to 1nen1ory puts its very si,nply. 

FA ITII is not whnt we (eel or see, 
It is n simple trust 

In what lhe God of Love has snid 
0( J csus, as the • • J usl." 

It looks not on the thin1;s nroun<l, 
Nor on lhc things within; 

It takes ils ni�lll to scenes nliovc, 
JJeyond the 11phcrc o( sin. 

\Vhnt Jesus is, nncl thnt alone, 
Is faith's <lclightf11l pica; 

It never den.ls with sinful self 
Nor righteous sci( in me. 

It tells me I nm II count�d demi u 
Hy Got!, in l lis own \\'ortl ; 

lt 1clls 11,c I nm '' born ngain '' 
1 n 'hr isl, my risen Lore I. 



THE PRAIRIE CHILDREN. 

ARA H and her brother Joe, lived with their 
parents in a prairie farm, far from town. They 
had no companions; their nearest neighbours 
\vere in a farm, quite three miles away, so the 

t\vo were playmates together. There \vas no school, save 
one, a number of miles a\vay, to which they were too 
young to go, so their dear mother taught them to read at 

home, while their father 
and his servants tilled the 
ground, out on the vast 

�� ... prairie. The long winter
��;c:w.i_t evenings were rather weari­

':z-:.;,.� • � -� some for the two children, 
-�-x��--�- but an unexpected event,

.s' quite changed the whole 
"�'�1�,VII(!' scene. A relative of their 

mother, a Christian from 
• Scotland, paid them a visit,

·11-."Mtl 

and after being with them
.. ,un,ATzs TocnTHaR.· for a few days, suggested

that they might have a Sunday afternoon meeting for 
boys and girls, in the farm kitchen. This was joyfully 
agreed to, and all day on Saturday was spent going round 
the farms, inviting the children to come. The afternoon 
of the Lord's-day was eagerly looked for by the two 
children. Over twenty boys and girls assen1bled, some 
walking long distances, and God began that afternoon to 
walk amongst them. For many afternoons, the story of 
Jesus and His love, was told at that prairie farm, and 
not a fe\v were saved for eternity, among the first ot 
whom were Sarah and Joe, the farmer's children. How 
happy they \Vere then, and how happy they are still, for 
Sarah and Joe are still lovers and followers of Christ. 



BESSIE'S PRAYER. 

I KE a dream of the night is the remembrance 
of my fifth birthday, celebrated by a gathering 
of playmates at our country house in the mid­
lands of England. My cousin Bessie had 

come and was to spend the night with us, sharing the 
bed in which my younger sister Peggy and I slept. We

had lots off un before
1 we got to bed, and

made our plans for 
the next day, which 
was to be a holiday. 
Before going to bed 
Bessie knelt down 
on the floor and 
prayed, thanking 
God for His good­
ness, for bringing 
her safely to our 
home, then forgiving 
Jesus to save sinners, 

1 and thanked Him for 
giving her eternal 
life. This 'vvas all 
new to us, for we
had never heard of 
such things before. 
We asked Bessie 
what having eternal 

life meant, and she to]d us it was '' the girt of God." 
Years passed on, but that night's conversation \vas never 
forgotten by me. I \Vas set a longing to get eternal life 
and was not happy or satisfied until I did get it. 'rhank
God it is mine now, and Peggy's also, and we have happy
times with Cousin Bessie when she comes to see us. 



ROBERT MOFFAT'S ALBUM. 

HE night before Robert Moffat, the pioneer 
African l'vlissionary, once a Scottish gardener 
boy, left his native land to go forth for the last 
tin1e to the great unexplored land with the 

HCJl)l:HT IIOl'VAT, TIIH \'I r•RAN AVIIICAN tllh�II.INAnV, 

Gospel's message, he was entenainecl by a few personal 
friends to a "farewell." He had spent the greater part 
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of his life in the interior of Africa, seeking to set Christ 
before the dark-skinned races, and to ,vin them to the 
Saviour. 1-lis heart was in that \York still, and, con­
strained by the love of Christ, he was going forth agairi 
to continue it in his Master's N an1e, During the even­
ing, a you!1g lady, greatly desiring to have an autograph 
of the veteran n1issionary, presented Mr. Moffat with her 
albun1 in which she asked him to inscribe his name. 
Taking his pencil, he wrote the following words:-

,, :My Album is the savage breast, 
,vhere darkness reigns and tern pests wrest, 
"'ithout one ray of light; 
To write the name of Jesus there, 
And point to worlds both bright and fair, 
To see the savage bow in prayer, 
Is my supreme delight." 

I-I is is the best kind of album. To be an epistle of 
Christ, bearing His image and character, so as that 
others, seeing them, may say, "That is a Christian." 
But you need to be converted to God, born .of the Spirit, 
and Christ formed within, before this can be. \t\Tell did 
the aged Gospeller know this regarding the l{affir and 
the Bush1nan of Africa; and, although you may be very 
differe_nt in position, education and refinement, you need 
to born again as sure I y as he, before your name is in­
scribed in the Book of Life above, or the Christ likeness 
appear in you here below. Many, \Vhose nan1es are on 
the reiister of Christian con1n1unities, Bible-classes , and
Churches of earth are yet unwritten up in heaven. fvlake 
sure above all else that yours is ,vritten there, and that 
the )if e of Christ is begotten, and the in1age of Christ is 
formed in you. This, and nothing short of it, is God's 
Christianity. 



PATTIE'S WREATH. 

r=;:";J HEN Marjory Bell died, there was general 
mourning among the school children. She 
was a favourite, and always so bright and 
cheerful. The scholars walked after the 

coffin, and amid many tears, saw it lowered into the grave. 
But amid games and lessons, l\.1arjory \Vas soon forgotten. 
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There was one little girl, 
ho\vever, who did not thus 
forget Marjory. Pattie 
was her bosom friend and 
companion, not only at 
school and play, but in a 
closer friendship. Mar­
jory had led Pattie to the 
Saviour, and they were 
thus sisters and com­
panions in Christ, on the
way to glory. Pattie 
n1issed her much, and 
while the others had all 
forgotten Marjory, she sat 
in the silent churchyard 
n1aking a floral \Vreath to 

.-ue ��� _ -� . .,. lay on l\1arjory's grave.
- ..:.- -�,_.__..,_ ' Her love for Marjory was 

.. sHs SAT 11.-.K1NG A WlU?ATH." not a passing feeling : it 
\Vas deep and real, for she o,ved her much. And thus 
it is ,vith those who are truly saved by Jesus Christ.
'fhey o,ve Him n1uch and love Him much. Others 
may be moved, as they read or hear of His sorrows and 
His sufferings, but they soon forget. But saved ones ever 
remember, and seek to manifest their love to the Lord, by 
living near Him, and doing that \vhich pleases Him. 



Gospel Talks with the Little Ones. 

THijEE CROSSES stood on "the place which is called Calvary" (Luke 
xxiv. 21-40), outside the gates of Jerusalem that day, long ago, on which,
for man, the Son of God, the Saviour, died. Let us draw near and see
what these Crosses mean, who they are who are crucified there, and for
what The middle is the Cross of Jesus; on it hangs the holy, spotless,
Son of God; not for sins or crimes that He had done, for He "knew
no sin" (2 Cor. v. 21); '' He did no sin" (1 Peter i. 22); and" in Him
is no sin '' ( 1 John iii. 1 ).

His was the cross of The Sir1less Saviour. He was crucified there for 
sins, but not His own ! Do you know for whom He died, for whose 
sins He bore the shame and the curse? rlere is the answer: " He was 
wounded for our transgressions, He was bruised for our iniquities 1' 

(Isa. liii. 5). Yes, although He had no sin in Him, God laid our sins 
upon Him; and He bore our sins in His own body on the tree'' 
( 1 Peter ii. 24), in order that we who had sin, both in us and on us, 
might be saved. Now look at this other cross on the left hand side. 
It is the cross of A Scorrtil\g Scoffer, a malefactor, a robber. A man 
who has sin in him and on him; sin in his nature, and sins in his life; 
who has lived in sin and loved sin, and now dies in sin, scoffing with 
his latest breath the sinless Saviour who hangs by his side. vVhat a 
picture of the sinner, the church-rejecter, the grace-despiser. He was 
near to J�sus, saw Him suffer, heard Him speak, yet he perished in his 
sin, and went into the eternal world as he lived, ·unpardoned, unfor­
given, unsaved, with all his sins upon his guilty soul, and with the 
secret spring of it unreached in his nature, and thus he must be for 
ever. How sad, how solemn, to die a sinner, a Christ-rejecter. Take 
care, boys and girls, you do not follow his steps. l\tiany do. Now, 
turn to the other cross. It, too, is the cross of a thief, of a wicked man, 
one, possibly, as bad as the other. But he has learned his state before 
God, he has owned his guilt, and confessed Jesus, the Sinless One, as 
his "Lord." He is a Saved Sinner. Yes, on that cross, within a few 
hours of eternity, he was, saved, and to be with Christ in paradise. He 
has no sin on him now, for God has removed it, the I .nmh of God has 
borne it, and judgment is passed upon it. The sin of his nature is still 
in him, as it is in every saved sinner, and will be till ht.! dies or till Jesus 
comes ; but the burden of his sin is gone, and his title to heaven is sure. 



GRANDFATHER'S STAR. 

�iiiiillfilITTLE Fannie sat by her old grand-father's 
fj �\ side. reading to hin1 from the old Family 
� Bible, which had been in the house ever since 

he was a boy, and bore on its fly-leaf, a 
register of three generations. After reading the usual 
chapter, Fannie ,vould say, "Shall I read you my story 
now grandpa ? " Fannie's story was the second chapter 
of fvlatthew's Gospel, where the star guided the wise 
men from the East, to the infant Saviour. '' That ,vas a 
beautiful star, wasn't it grandpa? but I'm glad ,ve don't 
have to go such a long road as they had, to find the 
Saviour,, said Fannie, ,vho, although only a child, was 
one who kne,v Jesus as her Saviour, and ever delighted 
to speak of Him to others. '' Why do you say that 
Fannie?,, asked the aged 111an. "Because He is quite
near to us now grandpa. His word says He is "nigh,"
and that ,ve have only to believe in Him in our heart, 
and confess Hin1 with our lips, in order to be saved. 
That was rny 1norning verse to-day, in Romans x. 9. 
"That if thou shalt then confess with thy n1outh the 
Lord Jesus, and shalt believe in thine heart that God 
raised I-I in, from the dead, thou shalt be saved." 

The days passed on, and Fannie still read her 
favourite story to her aged grandfather, till one day all 
his children and grand-children were hurriedly gathered 
around his bed, to receive his blessing and take farewel1, 
before he died. One after another came near, and like 
the sons of the dying patriarch Jacob, received their 
father's blessing. At last Fannie drew near, and as the 
aged n1an's hand ,vas laid upon the fair curls, he said 
wit}J deep en1otion "Good bye my darling, when I go up 
to 1ny hon,e above, I will tell my blessed Saviour to ever 
bless· my guiding star." '' \Vhy do you call me your star, 



THE F1s11ERoov's BrRLE. 

grandpa," asked Fannie in wonder. "Because like the 
star of your fa vourile story, that you so often read to me, 
you led 1ne to Jesus the Saviour. It was the light I got 
fro1n you, that showed me the way to Him, as my 
Redeen1er and n1y Saviour." Then Fannie's grand­
father closed his eyes and died. What an honour to 
be a guiding star, to lead sinners to the Saviour! But 
in order to do this, you must know Jesus as your own 
Saviour, and follow H in1 as your Lord and Master. 

THE FISHERBOY'S BIBLE. 

N days ,vhen Bibles were not so cheap or so plentiful 
as they now are, a fisherboy was very anxious to 

procure a Bible of his own. He went to a Sunday 
School, but he had no Bible at home, 
nor had he any n1oney to procure 
hi1nself one. But Pattie prayed to 
God to find him a Bible, and God 
heard his prayer. One day while he 
was wading in the sea, gathering bait 
for his father's fishing lines, he saw a 

=-==�-��- book floating on the water. On 
picking it up, he found it vvas a Bible, 

which had evidently been lost from a passing ship. Pattie 
rejoiced in being the possessor of God's blessed Book, 
and read it eagerly. 1-Ie was saved, and became a true 
follower of Christ, and in his own native village, he tells 
to boys and girls in the village Sunday School, the story 
of Jesus and His love. What a grand thing it is to be 
saved, and a lover of the Book of God in life's bright 
morning. This is the only way to a holy, happy and 
useful life, and there is no other road to Heaven and God. 



THE STORY OF A SECOND BIRTHDAY. 
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TI-IE STORY OF A SECOND BIRTHDAY. 

BIRTHDAY present for Bessie," was the 
inscription, written by her 1nother's own 
hand, on a pretty book, full of Bible pictures 
and stories, and laid in the early morning 

on the table close by Bessie's bed, on that March 
day. When the child opened her eyes and sa ·w the 
pretty book, she jumped from her bed in eager haste and 
raising the book in her arn1s, wakened her two younger 
sisters by her shouts of delight over her pretty birth­
day present. And there were many kisses for mother 
first, and then for all the rest on that eventful morning, 
Bessie's seventh birthday. 

After all her friends and playmates had seen and 
admired the pretty book, with its pictures of Noah and 
the Ark, Abraham and Isaac, Joseph and his brothers, 
David and Goliath and many more, she went over to 
spend the evening with her little sisters, in the cottage 
of '' Granny Macrae," an aged neigh hour who had 
known Bessie's mother frorn her girlhood, upon whom 
the children looked as a familiar friend, often spending 
the evening with her. 

When Bessie and her sisters went to Granny's cottage 
on the evening of her birthday, she took the book with 
her, to show it, and as she was now at school and 
able to read a little, she read SOff\e of its true stories 
to the aged widow, whose eyesight was so far failed 
that she ,vas unable to read much herself. 

The pretty book was n1uch admired, and after Bessie 
had read several stories f ron1 it, and Granny n1uch enjoy­
ed then1, she said, " I will tell 111y three little girls a story 
of n1y birthday if they are not too sleepy." 

To this there was a general cry of ' 1 Yes, tell us Gr,(nny: 
wr. like to hear your stories, they are all of so long ago.'' 
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'' Well my dears, I 'II be as simple and short as I can, 
for I know its close upon bedtin1e. I have two birth­
days every year you know, one in March like you, ·when I 
was born a sinner in to this world, and another in Septem­
ber, when I was ' born again' into the fan1ily of God. I 
was born first in this village, and in this very house ·where 
we now are, and I was born again twenty one years after, 
sitting by the fireside, just where you are now Bessie, 
while my father, long ago gone to heaven, was speaking 
to me about Jesus and telling 1ne of His precious blood 
that cleanse th from all sin. I just believed on Him, gave 
myself over to 1; im, and He took rne in and gave me rest. 
I was born of the Spirit of God, a child into God's family, 
and I have known God as n1y own Father for over fifty 
five years. 1\1:y father was in the habit of writing our 
names down on a leaf in the big Fa,nily Bible when we 
were born into his family, and that night after I believed 
on Jesus and was born again, he got pen and ink and 
wrote over against my name" Born again, Septen1ber 7th 
1845. '' That was a memorable d�y to me which I shall 
never forget. I hope a11 my three la�sies will know what 
it is to have a second birthday, and to get as I did that 
day the gift of eternal life and a title to glory.''" The 
girls \Vere all greatly interested in Granny's story and 
asked her many questions about her second birthday. 
When they got home, they told their mother all that they 
had heard, and she pressed hon1e the truth on each 
of them. 

The three sisters never forgot Granny's story. I ts plain, 
simple, matter of fact statement is remen1bered till this 
day, and now I an1 glad to tell you that Bessie and her 
sisters have all been born again and can praise God like 
Granny lvlacrae for a second birthday. 



THE GOLDEN CURL. 

,;�;'I HEN I was a little child, just four years old, I 
had curly locks, \vhich in sunshine and in 
sho,ver hung do\vn uncovered over my cheek. 
My father was cutting a log of wood one day 

near the house, and I \Vas with him. I stood by his side 
watching the strokes of the axe, and picking up splinters 
as they fell around my feet. I stooped to pick up one, 
and in the act of picking it up, I stumbled forward and 
fell. My head lighted on the log of wood just as my 

. _ father's axe was uplifted
to strike. It was too late 
to stop the blow. I

screamed with terror, and 
mv father fell to the 

., 

ground unconscious. He 
thought he had kil1ed his 
child. We soon recovered, 
I from my f a1l, and he 
from his terror. He caught 
me up in his arms, and 
looked at me from head to 
foot, expecting to find 

some fatal wound, but not a scar or scratch was there. 
He kneeled down on the grass with me beside him, and 
thanked the Lord with tears of joy, for the merciful and 
miraculous deliverance that God had wrought. As ,ve 
rose, he turned to look at the log of wood, and there lay 
a curl of my hair, which had been cut off by the stroke 
of the axe. With renewed thanks to God upon his lips, 
he took up the curl, then raised me in his arms, and 
carried me home rejoicing. He kept that lock of hair as 
a memorial of God's love and care, and on his dying 
pillow he gave it to me. It tells me of a God of love; 



THE GOLDEN CURL. 

n1)' father's God and n1ine. It bids me trust in Him with 
all my heart, and as I look on it, time after time, it stiHs 
my fears, and strengthens my faith in that faithful God. 

l¥1y dear boys and girls; this touching story of child­
hood's days has its lessons for you as well as it had for 
me. Do you ,vonder that my curl of golden hair is 
prized ? It tells of the love and care of God in deliver­
ing from death. But the Cross of Calvary n1anifests the 
love of God with greater pov,er. 'There, the only Son of 
God, whom He dearly loved, died on a cross for His 
enemies, to save them from the righteous punishment of 
their sins. He spared not His Son. Was there ever 
love like His? Trust Him in your early days. Receive 
Him as your Saviour. He \.vill save and befriend you 
for ever. 

otr TflE LlITTllE SfiIP IN Tf-{E STO�m. i� 
---�)-c::::>-¢,0-( ---

n LITTLE ship was on the se:1.,

m h was a pretty sight; 
It sailed along so plcas3nlly, 

And all was calm :i.nd bright. 
The sun was sinking in the west, 

The shore w:u ne:1.r :i.t h:in<l, 
And those on board, with hearts o.t rest, 

Thought soon to reach the land. 
\Vhen, lo I a storm began lo rise, 

The wind grew loud and strong ; 
It blew the clouds across the skies, 

It blew the waves along. 
And all but One were sore :i.fraid 

Of sinking in the deep; 
His he:,.d was on a pillow laid, 

And He was fast asleep. 

" J\foster, we perish! Master, so.ve ! " 
They cried ; their �foster heard ; 

He rose, rebuked the wind nnd wave, 
And stilled them with a word. 

He lo the storm said," Pe:ice, be still I" 
The raging billows cease ; 

The mii;:hty winds obey His will, 
And all arc hushed to peace. 

They greatly wondered ; so may we, 
And ask, as well as ther, 

\Vho could this i;:lorious person be, 
\\'hom winds :iod seas obey? 

Ili_s Name is Jesus Christ the Loni, 
Of sfnners still the Frien<l, 

\Vhosc love fur all who trust His \\'ord, 
\Viii oevet, never end I 



ALFRED'S PRIZE BIBLE. 

NY years ago, when Bible searching was less 
known than now, a family of four-three girls 
and a boy-set themselves to search the 
\Vord. So pleased was a Christian nobleman 

,vith the answers sent to his questions, that he made a 
gift of a Bible to Alfred, whose paper was the best. It 

was a great joy 
to him, and on 
the fly leaf was 
written under his 
name, 2 Tin,. iii. 
16. Alfred read
in that I3ible and
his heart gladly
opened toreceive
its truths. He
was made \vise
unto salvation,
and as a youth
of eighteen, can,e
boldly out on
the Lord's side.
For many years
he has been tell­

ing the story of redeeming Jove in a far-off land, and 
that prize Bible is still his daily delight. 

How good it is to be acquainted with the Book of 
God in early years, and best of all to kno1vv Christ of 
,vhom it speaks. Do you kno,v I-I in, as your personal 
Saviour? If you do, then take the \,Vord of God as your 
daily guide and counsellor, and use it day by day. Christ 
in the heart and the 'vVord of God in the hand are 
the secrets of a happy life. 



,, 

MARY'S CONVERSION. 

DO not like n1eetings ; I hate the Sunday 
School, and I'm not going to learn any 
n1ore texts or verses." The \vords were 
uttered in anger, and l\1ary, although only 

a child of seven years, turned away her head and mani­
fested an opposition to the Gospel which astonished her 

,, •1.JU1v IN ANGKn, TUIINRI) AWAY IIPR IICAO.. 

Christian mother. Caln1ly but firmly the mother said­
" Then my little girl chooses to be a Christ-rejecter and 



TnE \VoRo oF PEACI!. 

to perish in her sins, does she" ? There was no �nswcr, 
and i\lary 1s 1nother left her alone with God, inwardly 
praying that I-I e would convict and save her �ayward 
child. Half-an-hour later, i\1ary crept into the room, her 
eyes red with weeping. and said-'· Mother, I am a 
sinner, and would like to be saved." This was good 
ne,vs indeed, and Mary's n1other took the Word of God 
an<l read to her ho,v Christ died for sinners and lives in 
heaven to save all who believe on H i1n. That night 
i\Iary was saved, and still lives to prove her conversion 
real. That manifestation of opposition to God sho\,\,·ed 
her what ,vas in her heart, and how she needed to be 
saved. She probably thought that because she ·was the 
child of Christian parents her heart was not so black, her 
nature so sinful, as children of the world. But that 
outburst of passion, that n1anifested hatred of God's 
\Vord showed her what was in her heart, and proved to 
her that she needed to be born again before she could 
either see or enter God 1s kingdon1. Have you .. learned 
this first great lesson? You need to learn it before you see 
your need of Christ, or prove the Gospel's power to save. 

THE WORD OF PEACE. 

�}:,iH EN I was anxious about n1y soul and seeking 
�Y)Y/,? for peace iui/!tz·n, that word in Col. i. 20 \Vas 

sent me as a pretty 'f ext (3rd, " I-laving 
made peace, through the blood of His 
Cross," with the picture of the dove of 

� peace bearing an olive leaf. 'f hat ,vas to 
me the word of peace. I saw that peace 

,vas already made, that Christ had finished that \\'Ork 
on the Cross. I looked to I-I i,n an<l peace was n1ine. 



LITTLE GARDENERS AND THEIR WORK. 

�!!B!�ERE you hav e a group of l i ttle gardeners pre­
pa ring their Ao,ver beds for t he con1ing season. 
'rhey \vork in pairs, a boy and gir l in each plot 
and find t h e  work b oth pleasant and useful. 

They buy a sh illing box of twelve penny packets of flower 
seeds1 so selected that they h ave b loo1ns fron1 May till 

Novemb er, 
and then a 
few crocuses, 
snowdrop s, 
\Vall Ao \Ver s , 
daisies, and 
other p retty  
fl ow e rs and 
plan ts give 
posies for most 
of th e year. 
These, gather­
ed twice a 
we ek, and tied 
,vi th a nice

Gospel Text 
Card are taken

b y  the children

to sick boys 

and girls in
Hospitals, Or-

LITTLE PLOIIER CROWERS rREl'ARINC THEIR oo:os. phan Homes, 
and i nvalid c hildren known to them. The pretty flowers 
c heer and please while they ren,ind the1n of a kind Creator 
God, and the text ,vhich they learn and repeat, tel ls of a 
God of Lo ve who gave I-I is Son to die. This would be a 
pleasant and useful en1ployment for 1nany boys and girls. 



Picture Talks on Bible Animals ,vith the .. Little Ones." 

I once saw a book called "Noah's Menagerie." It had a lot of 
pictures, and gave a short lesson of all the animals mentioned in the 
Bible. \Ve shall not attempt to go over them all, but will select five of 
those best known. Here you have their pictures. 

1 THE UNCLEAN ASS (Exod. xiii .. r 3). It had to be redeemed with 
a lamb, else its neck must be broken-redemption or judgment. The 

Bible tells us that we are all as an unclean thing (Psa. 
lxiv. 6): born like a wild ass' colt (Job xi 12), and
must be redeemed and regenerated, before any can see

...,.;.'UM�-.ez God's kingdom. The first-born boy, his parent's joy
and pride, and the firstling of an unclean ass, put on a 

level Either the blood of the lamb, or the judgment of God. What a 
humbling and solemn thing. 

2. A CUNNING FOX (Song ii. 15). This shews how little sins allowed

� 

and indu_lged, lea� to ruin. The little foxes
� burrow 1n the night, under the earth, and 
....-� · spoil the roots of the vines. So do secret
� z 75: � sins, but soon shew themselves in the lives 

of those who commit them. In Christians, 
they represent pride, envy, jealousy, and other sins of the heart,-these 
cunning devices of Satan which spoil fruitfulness and testimony for Christ. 

3. THE MIGHTY LION (Prov. xxx. 30), to which Satan is likened (1 Pet.
-- ���, v. 8), ever seeking whom he may devour. There

• � ... • ;!_:��" -��� is no lion in God's way (Isa, xxxv. 9), but when
• � � \\\�\ we wander off the path, we expose ourselves to

'.� . his power. The " Lion of the tribe of Judah "
� • " has prevailed over the lion of hell, and not one 

•-...,z � of His loved ones shall ever perish (John x. 28). 
He will deliver them from his mouth ( 2 Tim. iv. 1 7 ). 

THE PATIENT OX (Prov. xiv. 14). Diligent and patient in labour, 
it treadeth out the corn (Deut. xxv. 4). Not a swift runner like the 

horse, but accepted by Go<l for service and sacrifice. 
This shews us that Go<l loves the patient service, and the 
love-constrained sacrifices of all who are His. But ever 
remember that you must be saved first, before you can serve. 

THE CENTLE LAMB (Acts viii. 32). An emblem of Jesus, the Lamb of 
����� God (John i. -29), who was led to the slaughter (Isa. liii. 7), 

who died for His enemies {Rom. v. 10), whose precious 
blood redeems to God ( I Pet. 1 19 ), and cleanses from all 

q�"'-' sfn (r John i. 7). Can you say, the Lamb of God is my 
Redeemer and my Shepherd? 



KATIE, THE CAPTAIN'S DAUGHTER. 

l\tIONG my con,panions of ear1y years, was a 
, l bright and happy girl nan1ed l{atie. Her

father was a ship's captain, and went long 
voyages; so that, he was not much at hon1e. 

\\Then he did return, it was always a happy time with 
I{atie, and I ,vas often up at the house sharing her joy. 
Her n1other died when she was five years old, and the 
house was kept by an aunt; so that, l{atie had little 
company at ·ordinary ti1nes,, and was glad to have me 
\vith her as often as I could go. • It was one bright 
summer afternoon-I ren1ember the day so \vell-that 
l(atie, her father and I were on a holiday, in the city of 
Edinburgh. The captain took us to II the Castle/' with 
its strong ran1parts and walls; to Holyrood Palace where 
Mary Queen of Scots spent her chequered life; to the 
house ·where John l{nox, the fearless preacher; lived ; 
and to the covenanters' prison where n1any of God's 
noble witnesses \Vere confined for the truth's sake. A 
remark n,ade by I{atie's father, \vhile ·we stood amid the 
ruins of 1-1 ol) rood, I shall never forget. It was this­
" Thank God, the royal palace to \vhich I am going, \vi11 
never be in ruins, and the g1ory of the kingdom to \vhich 
I belong, ,\vill never pass away." I do not think he meant 
l(atie and I to hear it, for he spoke the words in a low 
tone, and his face bean1ed with delight, as if he found 
great enjoyment in the thought. I-le \Vas a Christian 
n1an, I kne,v that-but never heard any one speak like 
that before. 

Katie's Father sailed for Australia a ·week later, and 
just about the time that his first letter was expected, the 
sad ne,vs reached her, that his vessel had been wrecked, 
and aJI hands lost. She ,vas standing watching for the 
postman that morning, and when he handed her the 



l(ATIE, THE CAPTAIN'S DAUGHTER. 

letter in a strange hand-writing, she burst it open, and 
having read it, fainted. 

For days, poor l(atie could see no one. I was the 
first she saw, and after having fallen on n1y neck, in a 
burst of crying, she said-" 0 Annie, this has been a sad, 
sad ,veek to me, but I can say now, what my dear father 
said that day in Holyrood Palace, for Jesus is 1ny Saviour. 
In my distress1 I can1e to Hin1 as a sinner, and He has 
received me, and filled my sorrowing heart with peace. 
0 Annie dear, will you come to H in1 too, then \Ve shall 
be companions in Christ, and we shall meet my father 
in glory." 

I did not just then decide to be the Lord's. I did not 
see my need of a Saviour as l(atie did then, but as I read 
my Bible, and listened to l(atie's testin1ony, I sa�, my 
o,vn sinfulness and Jesus' willingness to save. Blessed 
be I-I is Name ! He received n1e as I was, and saved n1e. 
Now l(atie and I are sisters and companions in Christ, 
and have n1any happy hours together in His service, and 
I know when earthly life is past, we shall spend the glad 
eternity together for ever with the Lord. To you, my 
dear young friends, I comn1end with all my heart, the 
Lord Jesus. I can testify to His saving power, and to 
the blessedness of being saved in early years. t-\nd what 
is all that the world can give, con1pared with a present 
salvation, a precious Christ, and a sure prospect of eternal 
glory beyond ? 

YOUR ELEVENTH HOUR MAY BE PAST. 

"THERE is mercy at the eleventh hour," was the answer 
J received from a school-boy to whom I had been speak­
ing about the uncertainty of life, and the need of being 
saved. "Your eleventh hour may be past, for aught you 
know, my lad," I said. How grand it is to be ready I 
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MABEL, THE MISSIONARY'S DAUGHTER; 
OR, ONE SAVIOUR FOR BLACK AND WHITE. 

'l!lll'l'.fliiiii!ilABEL'S parents \Vere missionaries to the heath­
en. For n1an y years they had served the Lord 
in a far off part of Africa where the natives 
\vere very dark and ignorant of God, but by 

n,eans of II the old, old story, of Jesus and His love," 
told out day by day in sin1ple, loving words, some \Vere 
won to the Saviour and lived to adorn His doctrine among 
their country1nen. Mabel was born in that African village, 
and two little brothers and a baby sister were added to 
the family, who, with their black attendant spent some 
very happy youthful years in the far off land. By and by 
tv'Iabel was sent hon1e to her grandparents to attend school, 
and grew up a tall good-looking girl. But she was not a 
Christian, not born again. You n1ay wonder, but the 
reason is not far to seek. Although she had heard from 
her earliest years of Jesus, she had not received Him as 
her personal Saviour, and apart fron1 this there is no sal­
vation, no Christianity. One may be the child of Christian 
parents, able to tell others the way of salvation, yet with­
out Christ and unfit for heaven. When l\1abel was 
sixteen, her parents came to their homeland on a visit, 
and brought with them an African lad who had been their 
servant for a num her of years. He had \Vatched over the 
children in their early years and l\1abel was glad to see 
l{anji once again. During the tin1e of Mabel's absence 
from Africa he had been saved, and this he told her with 
great joy when he met her. But Mabel was too proud 
and highn1inded to pay n1uch attention to the African 
lad's story. Probably she thought he, a heathen, needed 
to be converted, but that she, a missionary's daughter, 
so much superior to the dark-skinned heathen, would get 
to heaven without the great change. Or, n1aybe she 
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thought she had always been a Christian, because she was 
the child of believing parents. Never was a greater 
n1istake n1ade than this, although it is a very common one. 
There is only one door through which a sinner, black or 
\vhite, heathen or child of Christian parents can enter the 
family and kingdom of God, and that is by being born 
again. Mabel had not learned this, and others like· lier, 
have yet to learn it. 

I{anji moved from place to place with his master, who 
told of what the Lord was doing in his field of service, 
to gatherings of Christians in many parts, and people were 
interested in the African lad, whose happy face was a 
good witness to the Gospel's saving power. Mabel was 
present at one of these meetings and at the close, while 
she stood conversing with some friends, one who was a 
watcher for souls asked her the plain and pointed question, 
"Are you happy as that African lad is in the knowledge 
that Christ is your Saviour?" She could not answer, but 
angrily turned away. Yet that question troubled her, 
and God pressed it home upon her conscience. Too proud 
to tell her parents of her soul trouble, or to ask help from 
any ,vho could give it, she kept her convictions to her­
self until she could stand it no longer. One day she 
asked l(anji how he was saved and how he knew it, arid 
the happy lad joyfully told the story of his conversion. 
God used his testimony to shew Mabel the way of life, 
and she was saved by coming to Jesus as a sinner and 
believing in Him as her Saviour. For a time she tried 
to hide it, but the new life was there and it could not be 
hid. She ca1ne out brightly on the Lord's side and is 
now an earnest worker in the vineyard. There is one 
way of salvation, just one, the san1e for heathen African 
and nominal Christian. It is through Christ. 



BAD BARGAINS. 

r.;;�HE lesson for the day was, "Esau's Bargain," 
when he sold his birthright to Jacob. \Ve 
had some very sole1nn truths before us that 
day. I asked the children, "Can you tell me 

of any other bad bargains of which \\'e read in the 
Scriptures." "Judas Iscariot's," said one. Yes, that 
,vas a very bad bargain. He sold God's Son, and his 
0\Vn soul too, for thirty pieces of silver. ''Well, any 

GAIN. more?" One 
little fello'v said, 
"Whoever gains 
the whole world 
and loses his own 
soul ; it is a bad 
bargain, s ir." 
That was a true 
a n s w e r. H e
would have a bad 

LOSS. 

SOUL.

bargain
,. 

who gained the whole world and lost his soul. 
Ho\v about the boy or girl who only gains a little sinful 
pleasure, and for this barters heaven ? Surely this is a 
bad bargain. Are you making such a bargain, reader? 
Are you missing salvation, everlasting life, and heaven; 
all for the pleasures of sin, which are only for a season ? 
It is easily done. You have only to glide along accord­
ing to the course of the world, "like other folk," as the 
people say, and the bargain will be made for eternity. 
You have only to go on neglecting God's great salvation; 
putting off His offered mercy; despising His loving invi­
tation ; rejecting His beloved Son, and you will make a 
bad bargain, as sure as Esau and Judas did. Think of 
the Lord's solemn question, "What shall it profit a man 
if he shall gain the whole world and lose his O\vn soul ?'' 



IN DARK PLACES OF THE EARTH. IIN a recent journey through the wilds of I(affirland
where n1any of the natives are in the most de­
graded condition, sights such as are represen­

. . ted in our �icture were frequent. Men utterly 
1nd1ff�rent to_ everything, lazy, filthy, living like the brute
creatio�, the1_r only conc_e:n being to get as much as keep
them alive without requiring to work. Children grow up 
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the same, and thus generation after generation live and 
die. Saddt:st of all they have no knowlec.1ge of God. no 
Christ, no salvation. Their minds are a blank regarding 
eternal things. Their only hope is in the Gospel, nothing 
else will ever raise them fron1 their low estate. And that 
Gospel is the power of God, it never fails. l...et those who 
know its saving power send it forth, everywhere and 
al ways, to sinners near and those afar. It is the only 
remedy for human sin and woe, for you if still unsaved. 



A SCHOOL IN CAPE COLONY. 

PEACEFUL scene it is. vVhere not long since 
the sounds of war were heard, and the fright­
ened natives were Aeeing for their lives, peace 
no,v reigns. Our photograph represents a 

native school of l(affir boys and girls. They hear the 
same Gospel, sing the same hymns and are told of the 
san1e Jesus as boys and girls in the homeland. And it is 

pleasing to learn that a,vay on the veldts of South Africa, 
the Gospel wins its way to hearts and turns them to the 
Lord Jesus, as it does all the world over. Under the shade 
of a tree, this little school is taught by a native, and there 
are some earnest f ace5 there. In one such school the 
teacher tells of several bright conversions amongst the 
boys, whom he hopes, ·will one day go forth as heralds 
of the Cross to their countrymen further north, ,vho have 
not yet heard the Saviour's Name. It may be so with the 
reader of these pages. But always re1nen1ber you nee<l 
Christ yourself first. Yes, you must be born again before 
you can lead others to the Saviour. 



MADGE THE FLOWER SELLER. 

ORN ING by morning all the year round, Madge 
stood by the ,vayside offering her (lowers for 
sale to the business gentlemen and others who 
travelled to the city, and knowing, as most of 

then1 did, that 1\1 adge was n,otherless and her father a 
day labourer, they pur­
chased from her rather 
than from others. 

, When Madge was 
thirteen, she engaged 
to a flower-grower in 
the village and was 
en,ployed in his gar­
den. There, a young 
Christian girl taught 
her to read, and took 
her to a meeting of 
,vorking girls held in 
a school-room, where 
she heard the Gospel 
and was converted. 
\Vhat a change then 
in the poor Ao,ver 
girl! She ,vas a bright 
witness for Christ in 
that village for many 
years, and now in a 
distant land she tells 
to dark-skinned girls 
the same sweet storv 
of Jesus and Hi's 
love, that won her 

long ago when a motherless flower girl in that Surrey 
village. You too may be saved and become a soul-winner. 



THE INDIAN MOTHER AND HER CHILD. 

N the forks of the Delaware, a tribe of Indians were 
brought under the Gospel's sound, and many of 

them ,vere converted. Their greatest enemies were the 
French soldiers, who at that time held part of the 
country, and very cruelly treated the Indians ,vho had 
professed to become Christians. An Indian Christian, 

with his wife 
and only child, 
were tra veiling 
from one can1p 

-. '\ .... • • to another, 
,·i , h h ,�st .;- w e n t e y 

• i' _-�...:;:,_-� were met by a 
'� . ..:::i.'/ ._'IJ,h_";;.� ;.-,;: c o  m p a n y o f 

�----_, French sol-' 
diers, \vho began at once to 
torture the harmless pair, and 
at last shot the husband. The 
squaw of the murdered man, 
fearing lest they should do 
the same to her, or so dis­
able her that she would be 
unable to care for or protect 
her child, lled, while they 
were hiding her husband's 
body, barefoot, th rough the 

uow AN ,,.,o,AN MOTHER cAR1t1as nz1t cH1Lo. forest, in which ,vere great 
thorns, which tore her feet until the blood flo,ved from 
them, reddening the track. Exhausted from loss of 
blood and lack of food, she arrived at the camp of a 
friendly tribe on the following day. After seeing her 
dying child fed and put to rest, she fell down, unconscious. 
Every effort was made to restore the noble mother, but 
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the sands of life ebbed away, and she died. That 
Indian boy o,ved his life to his mother-she died that he 
might live. Did he forget her? Nay. \,Vhen in after 
years he became chief of his people, he caused a 
memorial to be erected on his mother's grave in token of 
his remembrance of her dying love. Have you ever 
ackno,vledged the love of Jesus in dying for you ? He 
asks not for gold or silver crosses, but He seeks your 
trust, your heart, yourself. If you believe His love to 
you, you will trust Him and love Him in return. 

A ROYAL PROCLAMATION. 

��'frH EN a proclamation is made by the Sovereign to 
� the Scottish people, a herald, dressed in a peculiar 
uniform, with a trumpet in his hand, stands up at the 

11 Mercat Cross" of ·Edinburgh, and reads 
the proclamation, in the ears of all who 
care to listen. Whether they listen or 
not, the herald delivers his n1essage from 
the Sovereign, and it becomes law. Those 
,vho neglect or reject it, are punished. 
This is all plain and nobody finds fault. 
Yet, strange to say, a Royal Proclamation 
has been sent f ron1 heaven, with which 

a great many cavil, and which thousands of old and 
young neglect. It is a proclamation of pardon, too, 
which one would think would be ·welcomed by those to 
,vhom it comes. I-Iere are its terms :-" Be it kno,vn 
unto )'Ott, therefore, that through this lVIan (Christ Jesus) 
is preached unto you the forgiveness of sins." And the 
herald of heaven adds-Cl And by H in1 ALL that believe 
are justified from ALL things" (Acts xiii. 38, 39). How 
plain! How simple I Have you believed it? 



Black.board 'I'alks on "Peace" with tne Little Ones. 

PEACE. ,vhat a blessed word I How sweet to be at peace with God ; 
to know Him as a Father and a Friend, "The God of Peace" is His 
Name. Let me tell you of jive things said in the Bible about Peace. 

1. PEACE PURCHASED-(Col. 1. 20). At the Cross. Sin had made
war, and brought a cloud between us and God, \Vho is holy. There is 
no peace to the wicked: nothing but unrest, trouble, sorrow and wrath. 
Jesus, the sinless One, took sin upon Him, and suffered for it. "The 
chastisment of our peace was upon Him." He made peace: you cannot. 

2. PEACE PROCLAIMED-(Acts x. 36). In the Gospel. The word
"Gospel'' in the Irish language means "The Story of Peace.'' The angels 
sang-" Peac,e on earth." God is proclaiming peace : His justice is 
satisfied : He tells of peace through Jesus Christ. I remember when 
peace was proclaimed after the Franco-Prussian war. \Vhat a joyful 
sound it was! How the people rejoiced! Have you heard and believed? 

3. PEACE POSSESSED-(Rom. v. 1). By faith. "JusLified by faith, we
kave peace." "Filled with all joy and peace in believing." It is when 
we believe God; when we take Him at Hjs ,vord, believing He has 
forgiven us, that we have peace. Only believers have it. How grand to 
have peace with God. To be able to say-u I have a peace with God.'1 

4. PEACE PURSUED-( Heb. xii. 14). By the Saint. Feet shod with it :
walking in it: carrying it wherever we go: preaching peace to unsaved ones: 
kept in perfect peace ourselves: seeking to walk in peace with others. 
5. PEACE PRACTISED-(Rom. xii 18). Among others. Not a strife

maker, but seeking to live at peace with friends and foes ; to win unsaved 
brothers, sisters, companions, schoolmates, by shewing them a Christlike 
soirit, and living in peace. 



HERO'S RESCUE; or, Bought with a Price. 

11 NE afternoon as we were coming from school,
many years ago, we saw a boy sitting on the 

: . river bank with a little dog on his knee. As
• ....... • ,ve can1e up to where the boy sat, we noticed 

that• he had a string round the dog's neck, and at the 
other end a big stone tied with the cord. The little 
f ello\v was crying bitterly, and every now and again, he 
gave the little dog a hug to his bosom. Several of the 
school-boys stood, but no one liked to ask what was the 
matter \Vith the weeping boy. At last a gentleman came 
walking along the river bank, and when he came opposite 
to where the boy sat with the dog, he stood, and in a 
kind, syn1pathizing tone, enquired, ·' What are you going 
to do with the dog, my boy ?" Bursting a-fresh into 
tears, the boy said, " My master sent me to drown it, sir, 
but I never drowned a dog in my life, or killed any of 
God's creatures, and I cannot do it?'' "Why does he 
,vant the dog drowned ? " asked the gentleman. " I 
think it's because he has no need for it, and nobody 
would buy it, sir," replied the lad, half hoping that the 
gentJeman would in some way, relieve him of the unwel­
con1e job he had got. '' Come along with me to your 
master, and we'll hear what he says. I am in want of a 
dog, and if he will sell him to me, I will save you the 
unpleasant work of drowning him" said the gentleman. 
The boy wiped his tears away, cut the big stone from the 
cord, and in a minute was on the way to his master's 
house ; the gentleman walking by his side, and we all 
follo\ving to see the end. The boy's master \Vas very 
glad to sell the dog, the mon�y was paid, and 1-lero-for 
that was the name his new owner gave him--was rescued 
from death, and passed over to the new master, who had 
redec1ned him. I-I e grew up to be a fine useful animal, and 
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for many years was the faithful watch-dog of his master's 
property. Oft as I think of this simple incident of early 
days, does the picture rise before me of a greater deliver­
ance, and a redemption at higher cost. We ,vere 
condemned to die the sinner's death, and from that just 
and well-deserved doom, we could not deliver ourselves! 

But there is One ,vho could. His name is Jesus. He 
saw our ruin : He knew we had '' nothing to pay." Then 
it was, that He Himself paid our ransom price, and the 
price was " His own blood." All who have believed on 
H in1 have been set free, to enter His service and to own 
His claims as Lord and Master. Surely ,ve ought to 
serve the One who bought us at such a price-faithfully. 

Dear boys and girls, are you an1ong the rescued, or 
are you still under condemnation ? 

THE SING ING CHILD; or, "'Cause I'm Happy." 

� LITTLE girl, who lived with her n1other in a 
� country hamlet, was in the habit of singing to 
herself, all the time her brother was away at school. She 

had no companions or playmate? 
during the day, and I wondered 

� .. ..-M..47 how she could spend day after day 
�.., -� ... �...., singing as she did. I got her alone 

-�
l,,
,; one day and asked her, what made 

her si:ig. "'Cause I'm happy," ,vas 
the simple reply. This is exactly 

., �� why the Christian sings. God has
,.,�f": saved hin1, and he is happy. Are 

..... � you happy,. my dear young friend, 
because Jesus has saved J'OU? Can you sing 'With truth, 
"Happy day, when Jesus washed my sins away ? " 



NELLI E'S PRIMROSES. 
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NELLIE'S PRIMROSES ; 

Or, LOST IN THE FIELD AND FOUND BY THE LORD. 

-··-_�ELL I E'S father ,vas a commercial; often away
fron1 home and exposed to temptation in hotels 
and clubs, where his business led him, and­
as n1any have found in similar circumstances 

-easily led into habits which in his heart he hated and
knew to be wrong. It was a great grief to his young
�vif e, ,vho had left a happy home for his sake, to see her
husband become a drunkard and lose all interest in his
home, for the company of gamblers and theatre-goers,
\Vith ,vhon1 most of his evenings were spent. It was the
pain and the sorrow of this that led her in the day of her
distress to the Lord Jesus, to find in Hin1 salvation and
peac�. Since the day of her conversion she had meekly
borne the sorro,v of her position, and daily prayed that
God ,vould reach and save her husband.

They had a ljttJe daughter whose name was Nellie, 
and she was a great co1nf ort to her mother. The dear 
child had learned at Sunday School to sing many of the 
precious Gospel hymns with which we are all familiar, 
and she sang then1 in the house to cheer her lonely 
mother in the evenings. The day of the Sunday School 
trip came round, and Nellie was in the country with the 
rest enjoying a day in the fields and woods. vVandering 
from the rest while gathering primroses, the dear child 
became lost in the wood, and when the hour for return­
ing home had come she could not be found. When they 
arrived in town and told of Nellie being lost, the mother 
\Vas frantic with grief, and the father, indifferent as he 
was, became ashy pale. Four of the n1ale teachers volun­
teered to accon1pany hin1 to search for the lost child, and 
after several hours they found her asleep in a corner of 
the field, grasping in her hand a bunch of prin1roses. 
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\\Then he sa,v the sleeping child he burst into tears, and 
the four Christian n1en, seeing the favourable opportunity 
of pressing ho1nc upon him his own lost condition and 
bringing him into the presence of God, said, " Let us 
kneel do,vn and thank God for finding Nellie safe and 
sound." He could not de1nur-indeed he had no desire 
to do so, for God had spoken to hin1 that day, and he was 
in deep, soul trouble. When they had finished praying, 
Nellie's father ,vas still in tears, and seeing their chance 
they pressed home upon hiin the claims of God and his 
need of conversion. Willingly did he listen to the truth, 
and told then1 how ashamed he was of his conduct toward 
his wife, and of his sin before God. It n1ust have been 
there sitting on the green sward that he yielded himself 
to Christ and ,vas saved by grace. When Nellie opened 
her eyes and saw her father she hugged him round the 
neck, and he covered the bright cheek with kisses, saying, 
" Daddy is saved and going with Nellie now." Lifting 
the child in his arn1s he carried her hon1e with the bunch 
of primroses in her hand, which in her simplicity she 
handed to her mother as they entered the house, saying, 
'' Daddy is saved now, Mamma," which tin1e has proved 
he truly was that day. Never does he see a primrose by 
the wayside but it reminds him of that day on ,vhich 
N eliie was lost in the field and he was found of the 
Saviour. It is a very real thing to be saved. I wonder 
if you know it yourself personally, reader? You need to 
be, as surely as Nellie's father, although you 1nay not 
have gone so far into open sin as he did. You are a 
sinner all the san1e, with a sinful nature, and the only 
remedy is to be born again and set on the way to heaven. 
This you will be when, like Nellie's father, you cast 
yourself upon 1-Iim wholly Who. is "Mighty to save." 



BRAVE EDDIE; or, "A Little Child shall Lead them." 

1•� DDIE came to our children's meetings when he was, 
four years old, and, at that early age, I believe the 

Lord opened his heart to the Gospel. He lived some 
distance fron1 the town, and had often to tramp along the 

• 

dark road all alone after the meet-
ing, sometimes carrying a heavy 
basket with n1essages for his 
mother. But the brave little fellow 
never feared, nor even on the 
darkest night, did we ever miss 
him from the meeting. His parents 
vvere careless and indifferent to 
the Gospel, but always listened to 
Eddie while he told them vvhat he 
heard at the meetings, and his 
mother read very eagerly the 
magazines and prizes he brought 
hon1e. I believe God used the 
dear boy's testimony, simple as it 
\Vas, backed up by his consistent 
I ife, to turn the parents' hearts 
towards eternal things, and to 
make them wish to know Eddie's 

$>..,.. �-- 7 

Saviour. It was a grand triumph 

� for Eddie to get his father and-- .. 
mother to con,e to the "Annual 

Tea," to which parents, as well as children, were welcome. 
His face shone as he led them into a seat in the hall that 
night. But the best part of my story has yet to be told. 
Eddie's father and mother became anxious about their 
salvation, and we had the joy of going out to their home, 
and telling then, more simply the ·way of life. Both are 
now saved and happy in the Lord. Eddie is a bright 
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Christian lad, a true witness for Christ, and n1uch beloved 
by his parents. So well he n1ay, for it was by his means 
that they ,vere led to the Saviour. How grand it is to 
be saved in !if e's early day! What a joy to yourself, and 
,vhat a blessing to your friends it ,vould be, if you were 
really saved and witnessing for Jesus, as did brave Eddie. 

"JESUS." 

;!lfrl TH breaking heart, a fond mother is pacing the 
� room, seeking to soothe the patient little sufferer 

she holds in her arms, a
lovely boy of five sun1mers. 

As she gazes into the dear 
face, she longs to hear from 
those sweet lips the Name of 
Hin1 who is soon to fold His 
tender lamb to His own 
loving bosom. 

"Who loves my darling 
better than mother ? " she 
softly asked. 

The tired lips slowly open, 
"'. and clearly utter one word­
, "JESUS." The one precious 

Name, which is above every 
nan1e. 

Do you know, dear chil­
dren, the power of that saving 

Name ? You are .not too young to be saved. 
A little child of seven, 

Or even three or four, 
May learn the way to heaven, 

Through Christ the open Door. 



THE ROBBED NEST. 

Al\1 thinking of a Sunday afternoon, forty 
years ago, ,vhen as a boy of ten I robbed a 
robin's nest and \vent off to Sunday School 
with the eggs in my pocket. I was very 

unhappy, for I knew I had done wrong. The teacher 
spoke that afternoon about Achan, who hid the piece 
of stolen gold in his tent, and then he made us all repeat 

the text-'' Be sure 
your sin wil I find 

" I you out. was 
very miserable, and 
all the following 
night I woke up in 
starts, imagining I 
was being pursued 
by an angel with 
a drawn sword in 
his hand. That 
sleepless night, 
haunted by the re­
n1embrance of my 
sin, was as a fore­
taste of hell to 1ne. 
I never forgot it, 
nor could I ever 
rest again until I 

was converted to the Lord, which I was at the age of 
twelve. What it must be to bear the pangs of an accus­
ing conscience for ever, with the remembrance of sine; 
and their remorse in hell, only the lost kno1vv, but I had 
what I believe to be a foretaste of it that night long ago. 
Sins are often sweet to the taste when committed, but 
Oh, the bitter, bitter end. Christ died to save you from 
their doom, and to deliver you from their practice. 



PERCY THE MESSAGE BOY. 

ER.CY was a grocer's n1essage boy. Always 
punctual and obliging, his n1aster's custon1ers 
respected the lad, and gave him n1any little 
tokens of their approval in the way of presents. 

At Christmas, a lady at vvhose house he called dai-ly on 
business presented hin1 vvith a pretty book full of pictures 
and true Gospel stories as a token of her love for the lad. 

11 HIS fl'AVOURITE SEAT UNDllR Tllll TREES." 

'' Will you prornise to read through, Percy, and teJl me 
what you think of it? I will not tell you where it is, but 



PERCY THE MESSAGE Bov. 

you ,vill find in that book, the story of my conversion, 
,vhen I was a girl of seventeen. That ,vas a great day 
in my history, Percy, and I arn so glad that I was saved 
when I ,vas youn�. I can assure you, it is the happiest
and the safest path to be a Christian, to be saved and to 
have God for your Father, and hca ven your home. 
Good morning, Percy, and be sure you tell me \vhat you 
think of the book.

,
, Percy lifted his cap respect[ ully, 

and ,vith a hearty "Thank you, ma'am," ,vas gone, ,vith 
his present. He had not many books, so it was indeed 
a prize.. No sooner had he got dinner, than he ran a)ong 
the garden ,valk to his favourite seat, under the shade of 
two old elm trees, and began to turn over the leaves of 
his book. It ,vas full of picture stories, just the kind of 
a book that a boy loves to read. But Percy did not then 
begin' to read them. He had only about half-an-hour to 
spare, and it was scarce ,vorth while beginning. And 
then he ,vas so anxious to find the story that the Jady 
had referred to, the narrative of her conversion. Page 
after page he eagerly scanned, and quite near the end he 
came upon what he felt sure would be the story, for it 
told the part of the country where a young girl lived, ,vho 
was saved through a con1panion speaking to her, an<l that 
was how she had been converted. At night he read the 
story over and over again, not that he ,vas n1uch con­
cerned about knowing ho,v a sinner could be saved, but 
he wanted to be able to tell the lady he had read and 
understood the story. A few days later he told how 
much he had "enjoyed the book." '' And do you see 
the need of being converted yourself Percy," asked the 
lady. Percy hung his head. As a matter of fact he did 
not then, but not long after he ,vas truly aroused to think, 
and best of all. he was soon after that truly converted. 



BUDS AND BLOSSOMS FROM MANY LANDS. 

A Scotch Boy's Conversion. 

"I \VAS saved this year on the 
first week of January, while 
sitting in my class in the Sun­
day School. For a good vrhile 
I had been troubled, and when 
our teacher was telling us of 
how the Israelites put the blood 
on their doors and were by it 
made safe, I saw that by trust­
ing the precious blood of Christ, 
I too would be saved from wrath 
to come. I did and I am happy 
in the knowledge that my 
salvation is sure. CHARLIE S. 

How an English Cirl found Rest 

" I WAS brought to Jesus about 
six months ago, by means of 
the words in Matthew xi. 28, 
spoken by the Saviour to weary 
and burdened sinners of which 
I knew and felt 111yself to be 
one. I had before that tried 
to get rest by praying and be­
ing good, but I found it by 
coming to Jesus as I was. I 
can sing truly now-

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

AMELIA R 

A Young Canadian's Testimony. 

"I PASSED from death to life 
walking on the road on my 
way home from a Gospel meet­
ing, held in a place four 1niles 
from my home. I went there 
in sore trouble, and coming 
along I was accompanied by a 
Christian who spoke to me and 
pointed me to the Saviour. 
The words of Rom. iii. 20 were 
quoted, and from them I saw 
that I could be saved apart 
from my own works, by what 
Christ had done. So I believed 
in Him and was saved there. 

Parry Sound. VICTORIA D. 

A New Zealander's Story. 

11 I GOT a book as a prize in 
the Sunday School, and was at 
first disappointed with it be­
cause it was not a 'story' of war 
or adventures. But I am glad 
now it was something better, 
for it told of how girls of my 
own age were saved. I read it 
again and again and it taught 
me the way of salvation.'' 

MINA L. 



A BIBLE STORY FOR THE LITTLE ONES. 

TH£Rlt :ire no stories so true, so interesting, or so (ult of meaning, as

those \te find in the Dible-the Book o( God. Stories o( ttoldicrs, 
princes, pilgrims, and of young men nnd maidens, who tru!>ted, loved 

and served the 
Lord, and who 
now dwell with 
Him in heaven. 
A noble com­
pany indeed. 

The story I

am to tell you 
now is about 
A LITTLE MAID 

OF THE LAND 

OF ISRAEL 

You will find 
it in the Second 
Book of Kings, 
chapter v. 

There had 
been w:ir near 
to her child­
hood's l and, 
and an armed 

band of soldiers had stolen her from her home. How sad her heart 
must have been as she took a last look at the old hon,e:;tead, and was 
hurried away, possibly chained to some others as a captive, to be A

SLAVE. In the goodness of God to this little girl, she was taken to be 
a servant in the house of one of Syria's greatest soldiers-Captain 
Naaman, lo wait upon his wife. The Name of Jehovah, the God of 
Israel, was unknown there, for in the land to which she was carried a 
captive, idols were worshipped. Day by day, as she waited on her 
mistress, she saw that a great sorrow hung over her life; her husband, 
great and valiant man though he was, was a leper, and must soon die. 
\Vhen the little maid heard of this, she remembered that there was a 
prophet in her own land, who, in the Name of His God. was able to 
cure that dire disease, and she TOLD HER MISTRESS THE SECRET. And 
what do you think happened? Her great master, on the simple word of 
a little maid, took a long journey to the prophet of Israel to learn God's 
way, and was both CLEANSED from his leprosy, and CONVERTED to God. 
How glad the little maid would be when he returned cleansed and 
cured, to confess Jehovah as his God, and to worship Him. 



BRAVE FREDDY; or, A Good Confession. 

� REDDY went for n three 1nonths' holiday to his
� m��1 aunt's pretty country house, \vhich was sur-

� rounded by pretty green fields. A charming 
=- stream of clear ·water in which there were lots 

of fine spotted trout, flowed through the grounds, and 
Freddy's delight \Vas to stand on the wooden bridge 
,vatching the trout leaping in the sunshine. But what I 
,vant specially to tell you about Freddy is, that he was a 
c6nverted boy, and he ,vas not as some little boys known 
to me are, ashan1ed to confess Christ as his Saviour. 
His aunt ,vas very kind, and so were his cousins; but 
there ,vas no daily reading of God's vVord or prayer in 
their home, and Freddy \Vas much surprised at this. On 
the first Lord's Day morning that Freddy ,vas· at his 
aunt's, she asked him to have a \valk with her by the 
riverside; but when she asked if he would like to look for 
nests among the shubbery, the little fello,v replied, ' 1 Not 
on the Lord's Day auntie." At breakfast there ,vas no 
thanksgiving before food, but Freddy bowed his head and 
gave thanks. There \Vas no evening prayer, but the 
dear boy bent his knees by his bedside before lying 
do,vn. All this began to have a ,vonderful effect in that 
,vorldly hoane, and I believe was used of God to shew his 
aunt and her household, that there was a reality in 
Christianity to ,vhich they were strangers. 

An incident happened one day which gave the dear 
boy's testin1ony favour in the eyes of the \Vhole household. 
Playing in the meadow \Vith his little cousins one bright 
day, his aunt being only a few yards off. Cissy a little girl 
of five years fell into the \Vater. The current was pretty 
strong, and she was quickly borne along. Freddy heard 
the cry and ran to the ,vater edge. 'rhere he saw Cissy 
being carried down by the current. Quick as thought, 
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the brave boy ran to the wooden bridgt!, lay down flat on 
the spars, and stretching down his right hand caught 
Cissy's pinafore as she passed. He ,vas unable to pulJ 
her up, but a loud cry brought her rnother to his aid, and 
in a fe,v n1inutes Cissy was drawn out of the ,vater. 
Freddy \\'as kissed all round that night. When he \Vas

saying good-night to his aunt, he \vhispered, "Jesus 
helped 111e· to save Cissy. I cried to Him to do it." 

'fhat ,vord was never forgotten. No doubt it ,vas 
true, and it proved the reality of his simple trust in Christ. 
Years have passed, and Freddy is no longer a little boy. 
In one of the busy cities of the United States he carries 
on a large business, and his delight is still to speak \veil 
of Jesus ,vho saved hirn in very early days. His aunt 
and her household are all saved and on the ,va y to glory, 
and she gladly ackno,vledges that Freddy's clear testin1ony 
to the Lord Jesus first turned her thoughts Christ,vard. 
How grand it is to be saved in early days, and to be the 
means of pointing others to the Saviour. 

11 DANGER'' AND "CLEAR" SIGNALS. 

mRAVE LLI NG by rail, you
�1! notice signals along the line,
so1ne standing at "danger," others 
at "clear. 11 When a signal is at 
.. danger," it ,vould be madness 
for the driver to go for\vard. 
But when it stands at "clear'' he 
goes forward ,vithout fear. There 
nre signals of "danger" and "clear" 
along the line of life. God has 
erected the1n for our guidance. 



THE YOUNG ANGLERS. 

'1 Pl)lllM, Tll& LONC SVllllEI! DAV,• 



THE YOUNG ANGLERS. 

llll!Sl�!fO\V pretty the counLry looks this fine summer 
; morning I And a happy con,pany of school­
I boys with ho1ne-n1ade fishing rods, cut from 

��ill trees, are on the ,vay for a day's angling in 
the country, laughing and shouting as they go, planning 
what they will do ,vith their fish before they catch them, 
as some older people do ,vith other things of more value 
than a few small trout fished from the tiny stream. 

I happened to be out that ,vay in the evening and 
met the row of young anglers looking tired and feeling 
do,vncast, for, like some fishermen of ,vhom we read in 
the Bible, they had "taken nothing." It ,vas amusing 
to hear the various reasons for the ,vant of success. 
One had the ' 1 wrong kind of bait," another had ., too 
short a line," a third had pierced his hand with a hook, 
caught himself instead of the fish, while a fourth most 
confidently affirmed there ,vas "not a trout in the 
stream." But t,vo little fellows ,vho had been quietly 
fishing only a short ,vay further up had a string of fine 
spotted trout out of the same strean, all the same. The 
young anglers, success[ ul and other,vise, have their 
lessons for us all in greater things, the things of Eternity 
and of the soul. 
. . . 

Napoleon thought he could conquer Europe, tried it, 
and was disappointed. 1-le ,vas conquered himself, 
banished fron, the land he though� to rule, and died an 
exile in St. H clena. l·I e failed to catch his fish. 

Tom Paine, a noted infidel, ,vho denied the existence 
of a God, and wrote a book called 11 The Age of Reason,'' 
said in his last hours, 11 I ,vould give worlds, if I had 
them, that it had never been published," and cried out, 
"J fever the devil had an agent 1 have been that one." 



THE y OUNG ANGLERS. 

1-1 e expected to catch the \vorld for Satan and infidelity,
but the hook caught himself and ruined hin1 for ti1ne and
eternity. Voltaire, seated in his house in Geneva, said
there ,vould 11 not be a Bible in Europe within a hundred
years,

,
. but that very house, ,vhich \Vas acquired by one

of the Bible Societies, was filled with Bibles from floor
to ceiling, and hundreds of thousands n1ore have been
circulated from it in all Europe. The great sceptic was
disappointed, he had the ,vrong bait, but the vVord of
God gre\v.

Cecil Rhodes dreamed of a united South Africa \Vith 
himself at its head, but he was cut off before his drean1 
was realised, and lies buried on the top of one of its 
mountains, av,aiting the resurrection hour and the judg­
ment, when he will give an account to God. 

All these, and thousands 111ore, \vent forth in the 
n1orning of life to make then1selves a na1ne in the \Vorld, 
but they all \Vere disappointed, they all died before the 
object of their life ,vas attained. They failed like the 
young anglers. 

The only one who con1es back in triu1nph, bringing 
,vith him the fruit of his labour is the Christian, the one 
,vho knows Jesus Christ and lives for H in1, not serving 
to be saved, but saved by grace to begin with, he goes 
forth to serve. None who truly live for Christ and 
serve 1-1 im are disappointed. 

Robert Cleaver Chapman, an aged pilgri1n, who \Vent 
to be with· Christ in his hundredth year, said, " I spell 
'disappointment,' by changing the 'd' to an • H '; then 
1t reads ' His appointn1ent.'" He knew no disappoint­
n1ents, because a loving Father ordered all his path. 
So He will yours, if you are one of 1-lis children, 
born again. 



LULU'S CONVERSION; or, Letting it be seen. 

LU and her little cousin often played to­
gether, and in their play they someti n1es 
quarrelled, and said naughty \.vords to each 
other. f\t a ery early age, Lulu's heart 

,vas opened to recei,·e the Lord Jesus, as her Saviour 
and she rejoiced in the kno\vledge of His salvc1tion. 

u You must tell Carrie, <lcar, that Jesus has saved 
you" said her mother, '' and seek to lead her also to 
the Saviour." 

"Yes mother dear, but I \vould like to let her see

it as ,vell," said the dear child . 
.. Yes Lulu, that's right. \,Ve are expected to live 

so as to let or hers see that \Ye belong to Jesus, and 
that commends the ,vords we speak to them.'' 

Lulu prayed that she n1ight be able so to act to,vard 
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her little cousin that she 111ight see, as \veil as hear, that 
she had been saved and becon1e a lamb of the Good 
Shepherd's flock. 

This is ho,v it ought to be with all ,vho are saved. 
Others ought to see by their changed lives and actions, 
as ,vell as hear fron1 their lips, that they have becon1c 
follo,vers of Christ. Is it so ,vith you, n1y young reader ? 

WRECKED WITHIN SIGHT OF HOME. 

BOAT was returning hon1e�fro1n the season's 
fishing, and was ,vithin sight of ho1ne, when 
a sudden squall upset it, throwing the five 
fishern1en an<l two boys who were in it into 

the sea. 1"hree of the 1ncn clung to the boat and were 
rescued, but the other two, and the two boys, ,vere 
drowned. And so near to the harLour and to home! 
All their bright hopes of meeting friends and loved ones 
suddenly overturne<l, by sudc.len destruction coining upon 
them. And thus son1e will be lost within sight of 
heaven, ,vho hoped to get there and 111ect ,vith loved 
ones gone bcf ore. They were aln1ost saved, yet alto­
gether lost. Do you know why ? Just because they 
had no Christ. See to it that you have 1--Iim as your 
Saviour and Lord. Without 11 i1n you will perish. Sad 
to think of son1c ,vho ,vcre once near to the kingclun1, 
yet they perished, because the!)' hac.l no Christ. 



THE HIDING PLACE IN THE ROCK. 

6� HEN I was a child, I spent my summer holi­
days in the country at my uncle's farm, and 
had happy tin1es with my two little cousins. 
One day we \\·ere out in the fields, when we 

heard a snort, and looking across the field, we saw a \Vild 
bull con1ing straight toward us. 'fhere was no house or 

--:�..,.19,-..,,.. .... � help near, and I
remember crying 
out in fear. My 
elder cousin kept 
very quiet and I 
noticed her Ii ps 
n1oved. Turning 
round she said, 
" F o 11 o ,v n1 e I " 
and ,ve crept up 
the side of a rock 
into a crevice, 
f ron1 ,vh ich ,ve 
heard the ,vild 
anin1al rush past 
and ,v here ,ve 
ren1ained for a 
long ,vhile, till 
danger was over. 
\V hen we got to 
our little roon1 
l asked cousin

Annie ,vhat she was saying \vhen the wild bull was coining 
along. "I ,vas repeating a text I learned last Sunday, 
'Thou art my hiding place,' and I had no sooner done 
so than I ren1c1nbere<l the hole in the rock behind us." 
l'hat I thought a 1niracle ; I never forget it. 



SAVED ON DOUGLAS SANDS. 

PEN DI NG their sun1111er holidnys at Douglas, 
in the beautiful Isle of l\t1an, were two little 
girls fro,n Cheshire. Attracted by the sound 
of singing on the sands, they went along and 

found a Children's Service being held, with quite a large 
circle of boys and girls of all ages, and an outer circle of 
older people gathered around. A banner with white 

IIOLIDAV TUlll ON OOllCLAS SANOS 

letters told the object of the gathering, the novelty of 
which caused thetn to stand and listen. 'fhey had never 
seen such a gathering, perhaps never heard the Gospel 
of salvation proclai111ed so simply before. Next day 
they were there again, and every day after for a \\·eek. 
Then the two girls were absent, and some of the \\·orkers 
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carrying on the meetings n1issed them, and wondered 
what had becon1e of the t,vo earnest listeners. As it 
afterwards came out, their mother, a very proud won1an 
of the world, having learned that her daughters had 
been seen at the Children's Service on the sands, pro­
hibited them fron1 going, saying these gatherings were 
for the '' con1n1on people" and not for young ladies in 
their position. It so happened that the daughters of an 
English peer ,vere among the most earnest workers in 
these services, and the girls n1ade this known to their 
mother, who confessed herself" astonished that they had 
so far forgotten their position as to patronize such things." 

The girls were much cast down at being prohibited 
fron1 going again to the sands at the hour of the 
Children's. Service, and one of the workers hearing of 
thern mentioned the n1atter and sent a request for prayer 
on their behalf. No doubt God heard His people's err, 
and put it into the father's heart to remonstrate \-vith his 
,vife against prohibiting their daughters from attendi·ng­
the meetings if they desired to go, for, said he, '• I ,vent 
to similar gatherings when I ,vas a boy, and I ,vish I had 
what son1e of these people have." To the great delight 
of the girls they got their n1other's pern1ission under 
certain restrictions to attend the meetings, and God 
spoke to their hearts through His Word. 1'here is a 
wonderful power in the Gospel, especially on those who 
have never known it in its siinplicity , or heard the testi­
mony of those who know and own its saving power. 
Day by day the girls heard and talked together of the 
great salvation proclain1ed on the sands, and before they 
left Douglas for their Cheshire hon1e both were saved and 
confessed the Lord Jesus. They had many ten1ptations

1

but the grace that saved the1n on Douglas sands kept then1. 



CONNIE'S HYMN; or, ''Jesus paid it all." 

O
T was during the early days of Moody and San­

key's first visit to Great Britain, and the nevv 
hyn1ns ,vere n1uch sung in every place to which 
the evangelists \vent. In N e,vcastle the child­

ren on the streets n1arched in bands singing. "I an1 so glad 
that Jesus loves 1ne," and ''Jesus paid it all," until even 

ungodly n1en in the ship­
yards on Tyneside were 
heard humming them 
while at work. 

Connie and her sister 
May \\·ere at son1e of the 
children's meetings and 
picked up the words and 
tune of the popular 
hyn1n the chorus of 
w·hich is "Jesus paid it 
all: all to f-Iim I o,ve." 
They sang it at hon1e, in 

the house and at play until their 1nother became 
so· interested that she asked Connie one day "vVhat 
did Jesus pay?" Connie, although the elder of the t,vo 
girls could not answer, but her sister lVIay, three years 
younger, quietly said, "l-I is own precious blood.'' That 
she had learned at the meetings, and I think it had been 
received into her heart by faith. When the two girls 
were alone, Connie told May how n1uch she desired to be 
saved and her younger sister told her how Jesus had "paid 
it all,'' and there was '' nothing to do, but just believe on 
Him.'' Connie believed, was saved. I-Ier n1other \vent 
with her to the meetings and was saved, and before long 
her father also was converted. Now they all delight to 
sing "Jesus paid it all," and call it 1

' Connie's I-I y111n.,. 



Pictorial Lessons on .. 6ible Doves." 

How beautiful are the doves as they "coo" among the trees, or fly in 
the summer sunshine. I think we might learn some simple lessons 
from some "Bible Doves'' of which we read. First we are told of-

SILLY DOVES (Hosea vii. 11). Expos­
ing !hemselves to danger, putting 
themselves in places where they may 
be caught, snared and made captive. 
Just like boys and girls with sin and 
Satin: exposed to death and judgment 
unsaved. Doves have no power of 
self-defence, their safety is in flight lo 
a place of securily. µ 

DOVES IN THE ROCK (Jer. xlviii. 23). Their 
. nest is in the cleft of the rock. No hawk or snare 

.: ., • can harm the dovelet there. This is like 
the sinner who flees to Christ, the Rock of 
Ages, cleft to hide and shelter from coming 
wrath. How safe the feeble dove is in that 
strong rock ! How secure the believing boy or 
girl is in Christ ! 

THE DOVE. IN THE ARK (Gen viii. 8). She found 
in the watery waste. She had to go back to _ -
the ark and be received there agc1in. No : ���

-===--
,I

true believer can ever find a home or a � -
portion amid the sins and pollutions of this 

home. no rest 

world. In Chrisl alone is his rest and peace. � 
Read iiatthew xi. 28, 29: John xvi. 23. ; 
Are you safe in Him? 

,-;...;... __ 

HARMLESS DOVES (1'latth. x. 16 • The dove 
has no claws or stinc•. She never fights. Gentle-

�-� ness is her nalur�: so the little Christian.
� � � ( "Blameless and harmless" (Phil. ii. 12). Gentle 

� j unto all, like Chri!>t: easily known in school and 
� home. Not faultless, but seeking ever to do 

1.1,� ,\'hat pleases Gou. Exposed-Saved-Satisfied 
Transformed. TVillloul Christ-In Christ-1i·;11, 
Christ-Like Christ. Ask yourselves- 11 \Vhere 
am I?" In these four pictures of the do\·e, you 
will find what and where you are. 



BOB'S ANCHORAGE; 

Or, WHAT I LEARNT AT OUR ANNUAL TREAT 

f!"- ,.� 1-1 IS is the night of our Annual Tea and distn-
"" " ' bution of Prizes, and I an1 re1nembering it was
. ��I on an evening such as this, that I ,vas brought

to the Lord Jesus. Shall I tell you how ?
The little school I attended in the country was not often 
favoured ,vith visitors, but at our Annual Tea Meeting 
there ,vere several strangers to address us, and son1e lads 
who had been converted in a neighbouring school, can1e 
to give their testi111ony. One of then1 ,vas Bob the baker 
boy ,vho called at our house every morning with the 
"rolls," I ,vondered what he ,vould say. \tVell Bob told 
us how he ,vas saved by believing in Jesus, and that 
John iii. 16 ,vas his ''anchorage." I did not understand 
,vhat "anchorage" 1neant, but as I was acquainted with 
Bob, I asked hin1 ,vhen he came out of the school. He 
stood in the 1noonlight with his Bible in his hand and told 
me "it ,vas there in that grand verse, I cast 111y anchor 
and found rest." I-le explained to n1e that God loved nie

gave His Son for 1ne; and that if I, as one of the "whoso­
evers," believed in I-I im, that is, trusted n1yself to 1-1 im as 
n1y only Saviour, I would not perish; but have everlasting 
life. I ren1<.�n1 her, I went along the road with n1 y brother 
and sisters, saying over and over to n1yself-

" I will believe, I do beli�ve that Jesus died for me, 
That on the Cross He shed His blood, from sin to set me free." 

And I have no doubt that it was on that snowy road in 
the n1oonlight, that I passed fron1 death to life. But I 
did not tell any of the others about it till next day, when 
I suppose they saw I was happy, and asked the cause. 
'( Oh," l said," I an1 saved, just like Bob the baker, for I 
have trusted n1yself to Jesus, and He says I shall not 
perish." Years have cu1ne and gone, and n,any changes 
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have occured since then, but my anchorage in John iii. 16 
is as firm and sure as ever, and so is my salvation. You 
need not fear to rest your sou] upon it, for it \vill not 
deceive you. I \Vas anxious to be saved many a time 
before that night, but someho\.v I ahvays looked within 
my own heart for rest and peace. That \Vas very foolish, 
for you know a ship's anchor is always cast out, to fix its 
hold on something outside of itself altogether. That \Vas 
what Bob the baker had done, and what he showed me 
the way to do that night. If you would have rest amid 

• the storm? of life, peace amid its troubles, and a home in
glory beyond it all, cast your anchor on John iii. 16 and
claim the Lord Jesus as your own personal Saviour.

THE CURLING POND. 

�OT far from our school there is a large pond, on 
tfJ: ,vhich a great many were curling and skating last 

week. Some of our schoolboys \vent on 
the ice and were enjoying themselves, 
when lo! the ice gave \vay and a number 

- fell in. There was a loud cry for help, and
manv of the curlers ran to the rescue of

.,

the dro\vning schoolchildren. There \Vere
many narro\v escapes, and one lad \vas drowned. Poor 
little fello,v ! l-e started with his skates, as bright and 
happy as the others that morning, and \vas carried home 
to his mother dead in the evening. So you see in the 
midst of pleasure, death is hovering near. We kno\v not 
when it may cut us down How needful to be ready; 
and the on]y way to be ready is to be saved to have 
Christ, and in Him salvation : then come life or death all 
is well. 



JESSIE OF STRATHYRE. 

CALLANDE� BRIDGE 

ANll BE l.E.1>1---

TII• n1va• fllTll WITH Tllll II IIILI 0� Cf'O" , .. TIii n,� T \1\-c&. 



JESSIE OF STRATHY RE; 
Or, u WILL HE TAKE ME JUST AS I AM?" 

1!1-=��•RIGI-ITLY the sum111er sun pours its golden 
bean1s on the sparkling waters of the 'f eith, 
at Callander, where happy children paddle and 

!!!ii�!!ll' play the long summer day. Coaches laden 
,vith tourists pass along the road leading to Loch Katrine 
and the Trossachs. Yonder in the distance is Ben Ledi, 
,vhich means "The Hill of God,'' raising its lofty head 
2875 feet above the lowly strath which it has guarded 
like a sentinel for ages. In these grand solitudes, God 
the Creator's mighty power is strikingly brought to mind, 
,vhile the story I am about to tell you bears witness to 
His abounding grace. 

"Take the cows out to the grass, Jessie, it's far past 
their time, lassie," said a middle-aged woman, busy pre­
paring her husband's dinner, to her daughter, a blithe 
lass of sweet seventeen, who usually needed no such 
reminder of her duties, for she was a diligent ,vorker, 
her mother's chief helper on the little farm with its ten 
co,vs, which had been their home since Jessie's baby­
hood, on the slopes of the pretty strath, within sight of 
Ben Ledi. Jessie's slowness that n1orning was not due 
to sickness, nor unwillingness to work, but to distress of 
mind. She ,vas to be a young communicant at the 
half-yearly sacrament for the first time, and by means 
of the faithful words spoken to her the previous Sunday 
at the Bible Class which she attended, she had found out 
that she was not converted, and therefore not a fit subject 
to sit down at the Table as one of the friends and 
followers of Christ. All night she had been kept a,vake 
thinking on the subject, and all through the n1orning she 
had been snatching moments now and again to read her 
Bible, which only seemed to increase her distress. Do 
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you wonder at this ? You need not ; for the Word 
of Goel ,vhen it con1es in power to the conscience of a 
sinnt::r unsaved, has always the effect of causing un­
easiness, by bringing God and eternal realities near, and 
causing sin long forgotten to be remembered. 

Jessie led the cows to the pasture, and for hours was 
n1issing. Her tnother searched all about the farm to find 
her, but in vain, until at last, unable to rest in the house, 
she put on her dress and ,vent along the footpath leading 
to,vard the village. I n1agine her surprise to see her 
daughter coining along the footpath in her working dress, 
barefoot, skipping like a schoolgirl and singing as she 
hastened along. When she saw her mother she broke 
into a run, and reaching out her arn1s, she thre\v them 
round her mother's neck, as through her tears of joy, 
she cried, '' 0, mother, l 'n1 saved, Jesus has taken n1e

just as I an1." lier n1other was astonished beyond 
measure, but being herself a Christian, she clasped her 
daughter to her boson1, saying--" Thank God for that, 
my lassie." ,.fhe story was soon told, as they ,valked 
together along to\vard the little farn1. Jessie had tried 
to hide her trouble, but when alone in the field it became 
unbearable. She knew of one aged godly man, her Bible 
Class teacher, who would willingly help her, and just as

she was, in her simple country garb, she hastened along 
to his dwelling and told hin1 her errand, excusing herself 
for coming in her working clothes. I-le willingly, gladly 
told her the way of life, and prayed that God would open 
her eyes to see it. '' But l 'm nae good enough. 11 

" Never mind that, lassie, Christ will tak' you as you are,·

said the aged soul-winner, and as he told n1e when 
relating the story, "The light then da,vned on her and 
she exclaimed, ' I see it a' noo; l-Ie'll take me as I am."' 



PATTY'S INVITATION; Or, COME TO JESUS. 

N a pretty little village in Aberdeenshire, there 
lived t•vvo little school-boys, close companions 
and playn1ates. They travelled the san1e road 

--....wi;· ...;;.a· to school every n1orning, and returned together 
at night. Patty, the younger of the t\vo, ,vas the child 
of Christian parents, ,vho longed and prayed for his con­
version to God, for you n1ust know, my dear boys and 
girls, that none of you can ever go to heaven on the credit 
of your parents' faith. "Ye must be born again" is a word 
as true concerning you as the child of the idolater. You 
need to be converted before you can be a Christian on 

' 

earth, or go to heaven after. Patty 
went to a series of Children's Ieet­
ings held in the village ,vhere he lived 
by a stranger, who can1e there on a 
visit, and on the second or third night 
he, along with several other boys, 
received the Lord Jesus as his o,vn 
Saviour. I-I e believed o'n H in1 and 

,\.� 
� 

received "life"-just as \Ve read-" He 
fa_ that believeth on the Son hatlt ever­

lasting life" (John iii. 36). There \Vas much joy in Patty's 
home that night, when he returned fron1 the meeting and 
told of his salvation. Next morning he met his companion 
Willie as usual, and told him the good news. Was vVillie 
glad? No indeed, he laughed at him, and said he was 
going mad. But Patty assured hin1 he was perfectly sane, 
and very happy. "Just you come to Jesus yourself \,Villie, 
and you'll see it's all true I'm saying," said the dear boy. 
This earnest invitation left Willie without a \Vord to say. 
That night he sat in the meeting by Patty's side, and 
before the week ended he vvas saved also. The two boys 
were now companions in Christ and workers for Him. 



HOLIDAY TESTIMONIES FROM FAR AND NEAR. 

A BLACK Boy's CONVERSION.

"Here in tbe \Vest Indies we hear of Jesus, \Vbo is able to save. 
I heard of' Christ died for the ungodly,' in a tent, and believing, He 
saved me. I love His \Vord, it is sweet and precious,,, J. r . 

A CANADIAN GIRL1S TESTDIONY. 
11 I send you a Bible Clock filled in with texts on Tile Lo ve of God. 

It is the first I have ever tried. I am tweh•e years old, and I believe in 
that great love of God to me. Jesus died that I might li\'e, and I now 
know that I have everlasting life, that it is rnine. 11 

\VARlllNSTER. C.AB.
FRO�I FAR NEW ZEALAND. 

"I love to read Our Lillle Ones' Trtas11rJ', which I get from my 
teacher in the Sunday Srhool, and it was from him that I learned how 
God, for Christ's sake, forgives sin and saves sinners. It is three years 
since I 'came to Jesus as I was,' and I can truly say that 'He has 
made me glad.1 I am happy to s:iy my sister is also saved.'1 

L. J.B.
A TROPHY FRO�l AFRIC.\.

'' I was brought to the Saviour after we came back to Natal from 
Scotland. I did not want to hear of eternity when in my Sunday 
School there, but when I came here then I 1.,egan to think of what I

had heard and was very anxious to be saved. !\Iy teacher gave me a 
book for a present, and I read in it the way to be saved, and of boys 
and girls who are happy in the Lord. I trusted myself to Jesus and I 
aru saved and happy now. 11 \V1LL1E S. 

A ScvTCH G1RL1s SO!\G. 
11 I live in the large city of Glasgow: I ,ras born there, and now 

I can say I have been born again there also. It was on New Year 
week, while listening to the Gospel, that I saw myself a sinner and 
Jesus as my Redeemer." ANNIE G. 



A TALK WITH VILLAGE CHILDREN. 

EA 1� ED on the village green are four rows of 
bright children, all clad in summer garb. 
They have come toaquickly-arranged children's 
service to be held by a band of young men on 

..------ - theirholidays.
Bright pic­
torial leaflets 
dis t r ibut ed 
through the 
houses, \Vith 
an invitation, 
bring quite a 
I arge com­
pany. They 
I is ten atten­
tively to "the 
old,old story" 
and then in 
order to press 
it home the 
speaker holds 
up a pretty 
book, full of 
pictures, say­
ing, ''\Vho will 
receive this 

book as a free 
__________________ ___, gift.'' iVIany 
hands were raised, and voices cried out, '' Me, n1e." 
'\' et strange to say, no one ,vent to clain1 the gift, and 
the speaker said, '' This is exactly ho,v you treat 'the gift 
of God, which is eternal life' (Ron1. vi. 23). You say 
you ,vill receive it, but how fe,v really do so." 



THE SONG ON THE STEAMER. 

��• R. SING the Atlantic on a large mail steamer 
a fc,v years ago, ,vas a little girl with her par­
ents on a visit to Canada. Concerts ,vere held 
an,ong the saloon passengers and the pretty 

child ,vas asked to sing. To this the parents \·\'Ould not 

I\ 51:RVICL O:i IIOAIID AN OCBAN STfA.)111!:K, 

give their consent, for they were Christians and did not 
allow their little daughter to sing the world's songs or 
mingle in company where they ,vere sung. One evening 
she disappeared, and much to her parents' surprise she 
returned with the story that she had been in,·ited by a 
lady to accompany her to the concert where she had sung, 
The parents at first ,vere grieved, but when they learned 



So TnE SoNG ON THE STEAMER. 

that she had sung " I am so glad that Jesus loves me," 
which ,vas entirely new then, they thanked God for the 
courage given to their child. and prayed that 1-J e would 
bless the message to those \Vho heard it. Imagine their 
surprise, ,vhen after the service held on deck the following 
Sunday, several ladies can1e along and asked the little 
singer to sing them "another s,veet hymn,'' to which she 
gladly consented, singing this time, 

"Nothing either great or small, nothing sinner, no, 
Jesus did it, did it all: long, long ago." 

l\Iany of the passengers attracted by the sweet voice, 
gathered around, and before the hyn1n, so full of simple, 
precious Gospel truth ,vas finished, many a handkerchief 
,vas used to wipe tears f ron1 the eyes of the wondering 
listeners, to some of whon1 at least, that ,vas the first sim­
ple Gospel message that had ever come. Eternity ,viii 
tell the full result, but it ,vas kno\vn before the voyage 
ended, that one heart was for the Saviour, one soul saved 
by the glad tidings thus simply set forth by that child of 
heaven. The Gospel has a wondrous po,ver, there is 
nothing in the whole world like it. It convicts of sin, 
it converts to God : it brings pardon to the guilty, peace 
to the troubled, joy to the sad. It tells of present salva­
tion for the lost, and eternal glory for the saved. It brings 
the believing sinner to God, to Christ, to be a son, a saint, 
a servant of God. Have you been converted by its po,ver 
reader, if not, ,vhy not ? You will never hear a. better 
story, never know a grander theme. If you neglect or 
despise it, you will perish eternally, and your deepest 
lament \Viii be your own folly in not believing the Gospel 
of God. If you do believe it and have been saved by it, 
then II tell it out" to others as did tha� saved child on the 
deep sea long ago. 



THE BIBLE IN MINIATURE. 

A STORY OF JOHN III. 16 . 

:• .. :_ in his lonely roon1, reading part of the New 
.
•

. • . • ORE than three hundred years ago, a monk sat 

. ==· .:::;.· •. Testament. It ,vas "the Gospel according to 
• • • • • • • John," and he had reached the third chapter.

Verse after verse down the chapter was read, until he 

m, �:d• � 
0

1:v� t�� �o:I� •,ha:�.::�� l Only begotten n Son, that whosoever believeth in Him Perish, but have [should not Everlasting Life.-JOHN iii. 16.

came to the sixteenth, 
'' For God so loved
the world that He 
gave His only be­
gotten Son, that who­
soever believeth in 
H in1 should not 
perish, but have ever-
lasting life." He laid 

down the Book, and seemed lost in thought. That 
wonderful verse had opened up to his soul son1e 
of the wonders of redeeming love. That monk ,vas 
Martin Luther, ,vho after,vards translated the Bible, 
and preached so boldly the truth of "justification by 
faith in Christ alone.'' He afterwards wrote, concern­
ing the \Vords of John iii. 16 :-" This is the Bible z'n
M£n£ature, or the story of the Gospel told in a f e,v 
words." 

Dear reader, has this wondrous verse, the precious 
words of which have been used of God to lead so many 
precious souls to know, believe, and receive the love of 
God, \Von your heart to Jesus ? Have you become a 
possessor of that everlasting life of ·which it speaks ? If 
not, why not? It is for whosoever; and that sweet word 
means 1 1ou. The verse may be simply divided, thus:-

" God LOVED," and "God GAVE." 
I believe, and I have everlasting life. 



Emblematic Lessons for the Little Ones. 

11EMBLEMATIC''- 11 \Vh�t's that," says some little girl. "I know," says 
a little chap, "something that's /ike. 11 A very good answer indeed. 
"Something that's Iii..·,." Yes, that's an Emblem. \Veil, we are going 
to h:we a little tnlk on four of these things that a.re '' like." Here is 
number one . \Vhat a strange looking thing this is. Can any of you 
tell me what it is? 

A WEAVER'S SHUTTLE (Job vii. 6). Yes. And will some one repeat 
from memory a verse from the Bible telling us what this weaver's shuttle 

is the emblem of. " I\1y days are swifter than a 
weaver's shuttle." How quickly the shuttle flies from 
one side to the other, carrying the thread along with 
it! You can hardly see it, but there it is, and that is 
just how your days fly. Babyhood, childhood, man­
hood : spring, summer, winter : life, death, eternity. 

Days of youth, privilege and grace speeding on, like the quickly flying 
shuttle, carrying on the thread of life with them. \.Vhat kind of lives­
Christia111 or Christless: saved or lost. And where will the end be­
Heaven or Hell? 

THE SPIDER'S WEB (Job viii. r 4). A very slender house to live in,
isn't it? Quickly built, but easily pulled down. You have seen the 
spider make his web in the window, busy weaving and spreading 
it out yesterday ; all finished and he inside thinking himself safe, 
watching for his prey to-day, and to-morrow up goes the brush, 
and down comes spider, web and all. \Vhat does God say this 
is like? Can any boy give me a text about it? "The 
hypocrite's hope shall perish. ,vhose hope shall be cut off, and 
whose trust shall be as the spider's web'' or " as a spider's 
house" (margin) . \Vhat a foolish thing to be a hypocrite, a professor 
but not a possessor of Christ. 

A HOUSE ON THE SANDS (i\f atthew vii. 26). Here is a strong 
house now, no spider's web this. See how strong it looks I How grand 

the surroundings ! How beauti­
ful the doors :ind windows I 
Everything just splendid. But 
see where it stands ; down in 
a hollow on the sands. \\

T

hat if 
a storm should rise ? \Vhere 
would it be then? A total ruin. 
God has told us, repeat the words 
11 The floods came, and the winds 



BRINGING HOME THE YULE LOG. 

_N great glee, Harry and Wil1ie Morgan, sons 
v��1· of the gan1ekeeper, ·who dwelt in the neat 

three-cornered lodge on the edge of the 
- - common, sallied out into the wood unknown

to their parents, to bring hon1e ' 1 The Yule Log."
They had invited a nun1ber of their schooln1ates to 

come up in the evening, and they expected to have a 
surprise awaiting their parents vvhen they would carry in 
the stock of a great tree, which they had prepared some 
time • before, and hid away an1ong the brushwood for 
"the yule log." 

But as with n1any a fair expedition, the t\vo boys found 
the1nselves overtaken by a snow-storm, when only out­
ward bound for their prize. What was to be done ? To 
return home would be the wiser and safer plan ; but then, 
"the yule log" ,vould be lost for the evening's fun. 
So on they hurried through the snow, which got deeper 
as they further proceeded along the wood. They seen1ed 
to have forgotten that the Dece,nber day is short, and 
that darkness comes quickly down. 

At length they reached the clump of brushwood, under 
which the 1

' log" was securely hid, and after awhile of 
hard work in turning up the snow-covered branches, they 
secured the object of their visit. A piece of rope \Vas 
tied around the heavy tree, and a start made on the 
return Journey. 

But this· \Vas found to be more difficult by far than they 
had thought of. The soft sno,v, now eighteen incht!s 
deep, was difficult to walk through, and then the heavy 
"log" had to be pulled along behind them. Stealthily 
the darkness was coming clown : the boys ,vere quite 
tired out, and fully half of the hon1cward road had still to 
be travelled. Half an hour more, and they both sat 
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do,vn exhausted on the "log," and so heavily had the 
sno,v been falling, that they could not move it when they 
made their next start. 

There ,vas nothing for it but leave the "log," with all 
the bright hopes they had built upon it, in the deep sno,v, 
and find their way home as best they could ,vithout it. 
But this was no easy job. The path was lost in the deep 
snow, and the boys knew not \vhether they ,vere going 
hon1e, or further a\vay. They were lost, and they could 
not find their way home. :t\Ieanwhile their parents be­
came alarmed, and about a dozen of men with lanterns 
set out to seek them. After a long search, Harry and 
\:Villie \Vere found, half-frozen, locked in each other's 
arms, under the shelter of a great tree. Strong and 
willing hands ]if ted the tvvo boys, and soon they \Vere 
safe at home. But the adventure of that night has not 
been forgotten. It ·was often ref erred to by the boys' 
parents to set before then1 their state as lost and perishing 
sinners, and the ,vork of Christ in coming to seek and save. 

* * * * * * * * * 

T,venty years have passed since that storn1y yule night. 
In a village school-room to-night, a large co1npany of 
boys and girls have gathered for the annual tea, and 
distribution of prizes. 'Two young men, earnest Christian 
,vorkers, and soul ,vinners, are there to address the 
children after tea is over. One of them tells to eager 
listeners the story of "the yule log," and laying his hand 
on the shoulder of his brother, says, '' this is \,Villie, and 
I am Harry. We have never forgotten that night ,vhen 
\Ve were lost in the sno\v, and sought, and found, much 
less another night some years after, \vhen both of us ,vere 
found by· the Lord Jesus, and saved by His grace for 
Eternity.'' 



CAUGHT IN THE Tl DE. 

"Ill& ITOOD OH TII& IOCIC, Tlllt WAV&I OIJIIING AftOVNU. • 



CAUGHT IN THE TIDE; 
Or, THE RESCUE OF COUSIN MARTY. 

, ,. ��� LA YING on the pebbly beach of a North
� {r,1,.4 Devon watering place, ,vatching the limpid
•· � � ·waves con1e against the rocks and break in
� white foam, three pretty children spent the
long sun,mer afternoon. Two were sisters and the third, 
·a bright-eyed boy, their cousin.

l\1arty, the younger girl, ,vas only a child of six, but 
.more venturesome and full of glee than her sister. 
While the children played, the tide, unnoticed by them, 
,vas rising and gradually surrounding the rocks on which 
they had climbed. A cry f ron1 the older girl caused their 
cousin to run for the shore, which he reached through 
deep water, but Marty was too much occupied with her 
house of sand, studded with bright shells and pebbles, to 
hear or heed her sister's cry. Frantic ,vith fear for his 
little cousin, the boy ran to a group of lads standing on 
the green, within a short distance of the shore, and in 
broken accents begged them to '' Con1e and save cousin 
Mary from being drowned," adding in his schoolboy 
fashion " l '11 give you a shilling if you do." The boys 
smiled, but seeing he was in earnest they did not stop to 
discuss the bargain, but ran off toward the shore. There, 
standing on a rock almost covered by the flowing tide 
and wholly surrounded, stood Marty, in her white pina­
fore, her golden hair flying in the \Vind. vVhile three 
went to get a boat, one lad dashed in through the water, 
afraid the child n1ight drop throuo-h fear, or be washed 
f ron1 her perilous foothold before ti1ey reached her. He 
almost failed, for the tide was strong, but climbing up on 
the rock, now al,nost covered, he seized Marty in his 
arms and held her there until both were lifted by strong 
and willing arn1s into the boat and conveyed to the shore, 
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amid the cheers and thanksgivings of a crowd who had 
gathered there. Marty was warmly welcon1ed and 
tenderly cared for by her parents, and Bob, her cousin, 
faithful to his promise, had gone home for his shilling­
it ,vas all that he possessed-and handed it to Marty's 
brave rescuer, ,vho declined receiving it, with a "Thank 
you all the same, but I did not go for that, but from love 
to your little friend," which brought a gush of tears down 
Bob's cheeks and a "Thank you for saving Marty,'' which 
was worth more than a shilling to the brave boy. Next 
day Marty came with a pretty thank-offering in her hand 
-not a reward or payn1ent for the deed of love, but a
token of her regard for the one who risked his life to
rescue her-and as she held it out in. her ,vhite-gloved
hand, she said in her sweet simplicity, " I love you very
much for saving me." How sitnply and sweetly this
story of seaside n1emory illustrates the sinner's position,
the Saviour's love, and the way of salvation. Like the
helpless child you cannot save yourself, but Jesus went
forth in love to "rescue the perishing." To H in1 it was
death and suffering untold, but He shrunk not back from
the Cross. He alone did the work, and He alone is
"mighty to save." You can do nothing. You do not
need; only trust Him. He asks no price, He takes no
fee. But all who know His saving power delight to say,
as did that rescued child-" vVe love Him, because He
first loved us" (1 John iv. 19). It is not to love Christ
in order to make H in1 love us, but because He has loved
and died for us. Do you love Him so ? Believe His
love to you, then you will love Him and yield your heart
to Him as a thankoffering of love. And your days ,vill
be spent in I-I is joyful service, seeking to bring others to
Him, to be saved by Him and love Him too.



ROBBIE'S RESCUE; or, I was saved by Another.

��•EL LING the story of his conversion at our 
Children's Service the other night, a bright 
Christian lad said : - " I was very nearly 
dro,vned when I was a child of four years, 

and I never forgot the warning I got then of how uncer­
tain life is. Playing w ith some other little boys, catching 
n1innows on the edge of a loch, I fell in, and ,vould most 
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likely have been 
drowned but for a 
faithful dog who 
a l wa ys a c c o m­
panied me as a 
child. Immediately 
• Prince' heard my
scream he plunged
i nt o  the water,
caught n1e by the
dress, and held n1y

head above water until a boat was put out and I was 
saved by another, who was both able and willing. That 
incident of my childhood may illustrate to you, dear boys 
and girls, your state and ho,v you 111ay be saved. I \.Vas

per ishing and I could not save or help to save rnyself. 
Prince, like the mercy and providence of God, kept n1e 
alive, but he was of hi1nself unable to bring n1e to a 
place of safety. It needed a Saviour, able and willing, 
to come to n1e where I was and to put forth His strong 
arm and lift me out of my perishing condition. That 
Saviour is Jesus, and He is brought near to you all in 
the Gospel. Jesus died that you inight live. He can1e 
forth to seek and save the lost, and nov.r in Heaven I-le 
waits to put forth I-I is saving po"ver to save all who 
believe in Him. Can you sav I-le has rescued you? 



A SUNDAY-SCHOOL EXCURSION AT LAKE GENEVA. 

Some of the1n have trusted the Lord J csus, and 1�110\v

Him as their personal Saviour. One of the n1ochers 
seated on the left, was aroused to thin!� about her soul, 
and arterwards converted to Goel, through re;iding an 
article in one of our magazines, which her own child 
carried home rron, the Sunday School. Is not this an 
encouragen1ent to all who are the same to you as to her? 
-saved to sow the good seed, and circulate the Gospel.



ON GIRVAN SEABEACH. 

\VAS saved at Girvan, on the seashore, with 
the waves of the Firth of Clyde washing up 
on the sands at 1ny feet, Ailsa Craig in its lone 
majesty in mid ocean right in front, and the 

rugged isle of Arran across the bay yonder. I visit the 
spot often, never without praising God for the grace that 

111 e t me 
there that 
day long 
ago, and 
pard oned 
all my sin. 
That ,vas 
the best 
and happi­
est day of 
1ny life, for 
I ,vas born 
a child of 

t.111LoREN l'LA\'ING oN cmvAx s1101<P- God, and 
enlisted a soldier of Jesus Christ then anc.l there. I had 
been in deep anxiety for n1on ths, for I sa ,v I ,vas a 
sinner in need of a Saviour. I ,vent do,vn to have 
a quiet day at Girvan, hoping I n1ight get an hour or 
two to read and think, away fron1 the bustle of life. I

took my Testan1ent an<l a little book \vhich I had got 
from a friend, and sat do,vn to read. I had only read 
a little when the ·words, "Christ died for the ungodly'' 
(Rom. v. 6), ca1ne under my eye. I had never seen that 
text before; at any rate not as I sa,v it then. I jun1ped 
on my feet and said-'' That's for me." I saw then 
that Christ was n1ine, and I have praised I-I im ever since 
for saving a sinner like me. 



THE CHINAMAN AND HIS NEW TESTAMENT. 

CH IN ESE town is very different from what 
you are accusto1ned to in these lands. 'rhe 
houses are different, and so are the people, but 
in many respects, they are just the san1e as we 

are in regard to the lo,·e of sin, and the desire for pleasure 

A STIUUtT SC&Slt I� Clll:-IA. 

and folly. Our picture shows a street scene in a Chinese 
town, ,vith a cro\vd of people round a street theatre, 
\Vhere natives clad in various costumes entertain the 
people, much as they do at fairs and markets in our own 
country. In the front of the photograph stands an Eng­
lish missionary, ,vho, rim id such a scene, seeks to testily
the Gospel and distribute the \\T ord of God. By this 
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means many of the Chinese have been reached and 
brought in contact with the truth of the Gospel. 

It was at one of these fairs that a man named Chu 
received a copy of the Gospel of Mark in the Chinese 
language, and took it to his home in a neighbouring 
village. He read it, and conceiving it to be a book from, 
heaven, something different from anything he had ever 
read, he began to worship the book. • This continued for 
two years, Chu still reading and evidently being interested 
in the doctrines of the Gospel. He had occasion to yisit 
Wu-cheng, and stayed in an inn over night. To his 
astonishment, he found the innkeeper had a larger book, 
in which the same teachings were found. It ,vas a 
con1plete New Testament, and Chu bargained with the 
innkeeper for it, and carried it a\vay to his village home, 
reading it every day. A Buddhist priest heard from Chu 
of his wonderful book. and came to his house, where they 
read it secretly together, and became deeply impressed 
with the truths it taught; but they had no one to point 
them to Jesus, as Philip did the Ethiopian eunuch, who 
read the Book of Isaiah in his chariot. At length, Chu, 
,vho was a man of some education, had to go to the city 
of Ping-yang, to pass a government examination, and 
there he met with a missionary, \vho finding him a seeking 
soul, took him to his house and taught him f ron1 the V\T ord 
of God the way of salvation through faith in Christ; 
and he gladly believed and received the glad tidings. 
Chu returned to his hon1e a converted man, and his first 
,vork was to tell the Buddhist priest what he had learned, 
and lead him to the Saviour. He too was converted, 
and the two have been used in preaching the Gospel and 
leading others to the Saviour. Thus the Gospel finds 
its way and does its ,vork. 



ELSIE'S MISSIONARY HENS. 

[I ITTLE ELSIE loved the Lord who had saved
her, in her very early days. She lived with her 
parents in a country farm-house far from to,vn 

and village, so that she had very few opportunities of 
being at such n1eetings as boys and girls who live in 
to,vns and cities are privileged to attend. 

A servant of Christ
1 

who had 
laboured in the Gospel in a far 
off land, came to spend the night 
with Elsie's parents. In the 
evening he gave a short account 
of what the Gospel had wrought 
there, to a little company of 
believers who had gathered in 
the farm kitchen to here of 
the Lord's work there. Elsie's 
young heart was stirred, and 

-4 she ·wondered what she could do 
' l ,  
.... • 

7/- to help on the Gospel, among the 
� dark and ignorant boys and girls

11 IH& r&O TH& !'OWLS." of that idolatrous land. The 
happy thought flashed across her mind, that she had six 
hens of her own, she could keep the money that she got 
for, their eggs, and send it to help the Missionaries there. 
So she began at once. She fed the fowls carefully, and 
asked God to make them lay. Then she sent her eggs 
to the market on Fridays, and laid the money in a 
corner all by itself. It was the Lord's money, not hers. 
Elsie's hens became known as ·' Missionary I-lens," and 
sure enough, there were no better fowls in the parish. 
God used little Elsie to supply His servant's wants in 
that heathen land, and to spread His Gospel there. 
Saved children may do great work for God. 



• 

• 

Blackboard Talks with the Children. 

alvation. 

helter. 

trength. 

ervice 

• 

OuT in the farm-yard yonder, you will often see a brooding hen with 
her chickens. They run about through the day, but as night comes on 
she "cackles," and they run for refuge to the covert of her wings, where 

warmth during the cold night, and 
safety from the prowling fox are 
both provided there. It was such 
a sight as this that was in the 
Saviour's mind, and possibly be­
fore His eyes, when He uttered 
the n1ournful words to the people 
of Jerusalem-'' How often would 

I have gathered thy children together, even as a hen gathereth her 
chickens under her wings, and ye would not" (Matt. xxiii. 37). They 
would not come under His WINGS OF SALVATION, and so they perished. 
How different it was with one who belonged to an alien race, a daughter 
of Moab, but who when she had heard of the God of Israel, came to 
Him, and was welcomed and blessed by Him, under whose WAYS OF 
SHELTER she had come to trust (Ruth ii. 12 ). She was safe and happy there. 

How safe, how well shielded are all who put their trust in the 
shadow of these wings, which are not only wings of shelter to cover, but 
W1NCS OF STRENCTH, that bear up, and keep from falling those who 

are saved. As the eagle stretches out her m·ighty wings, 
and bears upon them her young, before they are able to 
fly, so the Lord (Deut. xxxii. 2) does for all who are His. 
And thus saved, sheltered and borne along in the strength 
of the Lord, they are freed from fear and made swift to 
serve the One who has served them. The WINCS OF 

SERVICE (Isa. vi. 2) of the heavenly host, come last, for salvation and 
strength must precede service for the Lord. You cannot serve until

you are saved, but all who trust in Jesus are saved to serve Him. 



PEARCE, THE SHOEBLACK. 

�!!e!'�EARCE knelt in true shoeblack fashion near 
the passenger entrance to a raihvay station in 
London, waiting for customers from the morn­
ing ' 1 Express." Bright as Pearce usually was, 

his heart overflo,ved that morning, and he sang in the joy 
of his soul-

" I can1e to Jesus as I was, weary and worn and sad, 
I found in Him a resting-place, and •He has made me glad." 

The stream of passengers pushed past the humble 
shoeblack, and it seemed as if his services ,vere not to 
be required that morning, but this did not discourage 
Pearce, nor cause his song of praise to cease. 

At last a gentleman, carrying a hand-bag came up, and 
asked Pearce to "shine" his boots, remarking as he 
placed his foot on Pearce's box, '' you seem happy this 
morning, lad, I think I heard you singing." 

"Yes, Sir," was the prompt reply, '' I was singing my 
favourite hymn, the one I like best of all." 

The traveller's curiosity was aroused. Here ,vas a 
humble shoeblack, with few of this world's con1forts, yet 
happy, while he possessed of wealth carried on his mind 
a constant load of care. 

" Can you let n1e hear a line or t,vo of it," asked the 
traveller, and Pearce struck up, in a sweet low tone,-his 
brushes keeping time to the melody-

" I heard the voice of Jesus say-' 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 quenched, my soul revived, and now I live in Hirn." 

Dropping a sixpence into the lad's hand, the stranger 
hurried along, but the words he had heard from Pearce's 



PEARCE, THE SHOEBLACK. 

lips, had entered his soul, there to speak for many days 
to come. 

Here I may say-as you will already have guessed­
Pearce was a converted boy. Christ ,vas his Saviour; to 
Him he had con1e as a sinner, and found rest, and in his 
own humble sphere he longed to tell others of that 
glorious resting-place for the weary sinner. 

* * 

At the close of a crowded service in a large hall, ,vhere 
a gifted evangelist had been preaching Christ, a middle­
aged n1an, \valked up to the speaker, and in a voice 
choked by emotion said, '' Thank God I have con,e to 
Hin,, and He has given me rest. It has been a long 
struggle, for I ,vas unwilling to give up all my own 
efforts, but He has stripped me at last, and brought me 
to Himself." The speaker was the traveller ,vho heard 
Pearce sing, and although he had journeyed through 
Europe, and America since that day, he had never for­
gotten . the lad's words. N o,v he had found his soul's 
rest in Christ, and his first work the follo,ving morning 
,vas to go to the railway station and greet the faithful 
shoeblack, whose simple testimony \Vas used of God to 
first arouse him to think of God and Eternity. 

It was a great joy to Pearce, and the beginning of a 
ne,v career, for he soon found himself an honoured 
servant in the en1ployment of his new-found friend, with 
whom, as a brother beloved, he spent many happy days 
in the work of winning others to the Saviour. 

1-Io,v grand it is to know the Lord Jesus, and to tell
of His worth t(? others? Do you know anything of it, 
reader? Can you sing as Pearce, the shoeblack, that 
Christ has made you glad ? 



l N THE JOYFUL HARVEST Tlfl\E.

HINGING KOM& Tlta LAST LOAD. 
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IN THE JOYFUL HARVEST TIME. 

Afvl sitting under the shade of a. great elm tree,
near to the farmhouse in \vhich I was born, and
around ,vhich n1y childhood's years ,vere spent. 
Yonder are the same hills on which my brothers 

and I scan1pered as boys, chasing rabbits and searching 
for nests : belo,v in the valley the same strean1 threading 
its ,vay through the rocky bed in which we caught min­
nows and bathed. I can see the reapers in the field 
cutting do,vn and binding into sheaves the golden grain, 
just as 1ny father and his harvesters did thirty years ago: 
all goes on much the san1e in the· valley, but there are 
changes great and n1any an1ong its dwellers. �Another 
generation has con1e on the scene; the farms are wrought 
by other hands, the houses filled with other d,vellers. 
Companions and schooln1ates of early years are here no 
longer. rviany have died. their graves lie in the church­
yard beneath the hill. Some have gone to other lands, and 
some are in the city. Pleasant it is to n1eet ,vith a fe\v

1

who like myself have come to spend their holidays in the 
old valley, to visit the scenes of their childhood. to look 
on the graves of their fa the rs and to breathe their native 
air. Thrice happy it is to join ,vith one or t,vo compan­
ions of my boyhood, in visiting the sin1ple country folk 
,vith the Gospel message, and testifying for the Lord 
Jesus whose love we know, and ,vhose saving grace and 
po,ver ,ve have proved in our own souls. 1'his above all 
else gives tis joy, and brings us to the home of our youth 
year after year to tell the story of redeen1ing love. 

It \Vas at an open air gathering on the green hill side 
on the Sunday evening, that one of the co1npany told the 
story of his conversion the sun1 of \vhich is as follo,\'S :­

,. It \Vas the han'est time, and as son1e of you may re­
member there \Vas a spiritual ingathering in progress in 



IN THE JOYFUL HARVEST Tll\lE. 

this parish at the ti1ne. Many ,vere being saved and 
there v1ere scoffers at the work of God. I had been busy 
at the harvest as a lad along with others, and \Ve ,vere 
anxious to finish-the II leading" of the corn that ,veek. It 
took us hard work, but we finished on the Saturday. I 
remember the bringing home of the last load, and ho,v 
happy we were. On the Sunday there ,vas a preaching in 
my father's barn, and the speaker took for his text "The 
harvest is past, the summer is ended and we are not saved''

(Jer. viii. 20). It was a terribly solemn meeting and I 
sat in a corner trembling with fear. "Yon fie�ds,, said 
the preacher, "on ,vhich the busy harvesters wrought 
last ,veek, and out of which the last loads ,vere brought 
only yesterday, will soon be s,vcpt with the stormy blast 
of winter. And so will this place which to-day is the 
scene of God's saving power. The harvest will pass, 
sooner than you think, and-after this the judgn1ent." 
It seen1ed as if n1y last day of grace had come. I sa\v 
that I was " not saved,'' and one on ,vhom wrath n1ust 
come. I do not think I was a co,vard in the sense in 
,vhich ,ve use that ,vord, but when God shows a sinner 
his need, his danger and his doom, he is brought like a 
culprit to the bar and pleads guilty before God. So did 
I that day, and I am happy to be able to add that day 
" I came to Jesus as I was'' and He saved me. It v;as 
indeed a happy harvest end to me, and the joy I got the 
first sip of that day increases as the years go by." God 
blessed that simple testimony to son1e who ha<l never 
heard God's Gospel put so plain before, and the day of 
Christ \vill tell the full result of that open air meeting in 
our native glen. We all came home rejoicing in the Lord. 

The harvest tin1e of grace is still with us, but ,ve do not 
know how soon it may end. Do not trifle it away. 



FRANK'S FIRST BIBLE STORY. 

T ,vas not in a happy hon1e at a fond mother's 
knee, for little Frank was a n1otherless boy. 
His father had taken to drink, and \Vhen the 
poor little f ellovv becan1e sick he had no one 

to care for him. A f e,v ,veeks in a comfortable cot in 
the Children's 1-Iospital wrought a wonderful change on 

Frank, and it was there from 
a kind, Christian nurse, that 
he heard his first Bible story, 
and was taught to repeat the 
children's favourite hymn, 
" Yes, Jesus loves n1e." When 
Frank left the hospital, a 

1 Christian farmer took him for
a few weeks to his country 
home, and there the pale-faced 
boy became ruddy and strong, 
and so much had he endeared 
himself by his gentle and 
winning ways, that the farn1er 
and his wife adopted him as 
their son ,vith his father's con­

sent. The Bible was no strange book to Frank then ; 
it was daily read in the farmer's home. vVhen Frank 
was twelve, he was converted, truly saved by believing 
in the Lord Jesus, and he boldly confessed Him and 
took his stand among companions as a Christian. l-1 is 
Bible then became his daily companion, and before he 
,vas seventeen he was preaching Christ. lVlany have 
heard the Gospel fron1 Frank's lips, and he has been 
much used in leading sinners to the Saviour. How 
grand it is to be saved in youth, and then to take the 
Word of God as your daily guide and counsellor! 



A SCHOOLBOY'S MOTTO. 

��--ESIGN ED, drawn and coloured by one of our 
little 8ible Searchers, very pretty and well 
worth framing, a happy and useful employ­
ment for a spare evening. 1'he words of the 

text carry us back to the days of the Royal singer, Israel's 
psalmist king, when in the day of his distress he cried to 
the Lord to deliver hin1 fronlJ the wicked that oppressed 
him, and this was his desire and request,'' l-lide me under 

HIDE 
MEtJNDER 

THE SHADOW 
orTHY 
WINGS. 

the s hado,v of 
rr h y \V i n gs  ! 

,
, 

How safe, how 
,-vel I sheltered 
are all those 
who flee to this 
h i cl i n g p I ace. 
But you remem­
ber when the 
Lord Jesus was 
on earth He 
had to lament 
-•' How often 
,vould I have 
gathered thy 

children together, even as a hen gathereth her chickens 
under her wings, and ye iuvu.ld uot" ( Matt. xxiii. 37). 
Alas, for their folly, for in a very short tin1e the Ron1an 
armies came upon then,, and the storn1 of judgment 
because of sin and Christ-rejection broke upon their 
uncovered, undefended heads, in all its fury. So surely 
must the wrath of God con1e upon all "the children of 
disobedience," who now refuse the shelter provided by 
God and proclaimed to all, in the Gospel of I-I is Son. 
Let all our young Text Colourers remember this. 



''TRIP SATURDAY", 
Or, THE TESTIMONY IN THE FIELD. 

rftl�l."'l{J R Sunday School trip has been on the first 
Saturday of July for n1any years. Scholars, 
teachers, parents, and also friends all gather, 
and we go for a day's outing to the country. 

These have been happy Saturdays, and some of us ·who 
began Sunday School life in the Infant Class and well 
remember going off carrying our '' 1nugs" and dressed 
in white pinafores, are still part of the happy company 

�- although now 
much older. 
'' Trip Satur­
day" has many 
n1emories, but 
one stands out 
prominently. 
All who have 
bee n  saved 
duringtheyear 
and taken their 
stand as be­
lievers in the 

RRAL>V ro STMCT P"OR TIii! cou�rnv. Lord J es us 
''testified" and told how they were saved. Some who 
could not do this publicly, wrote out the recor<l of their 
conversion and one of the teachers read it to the whole 
company seated on the grass. It ,vas al ways a tin1e of 
deep searching of hearts with those who were still out 
of Christ, and I have no doubt was used in making n1any 
of us think of the need of our own conversion. I well 
remember that '' Trip Saturday" when I was for the first 
time able to tell what the Lord had done for n1y soul in 
saving me. 1·hat was a memorable day to me. 



A SUMMER VACATION. 

V brother and 1, in our schoolclays, spent the 
sun1111er vacation at a pretty farn1-house in 
Shropshire where son1e of the happiest and 
brightest days of our youth were passed. 

11 wa TALICWO OP' IT ,..., TIC& IIAllVl8T ,r1?1,o" 

It was there we first learned the way of salvation, life 
anc.l peace, and began to tread the way to glory. 



A SU!\11\IER VACATION. 

Not far from the farm-house where \Ve lived there is an 
old mill and we often drove there with the farm carts. 
The miller was a fine old Christian man, and had a word 
for everbody. He spoke very kindly to my brother and 
I. and told us ho"v happy he was in the kno,vledge of his
salvation. It was n1ost uncommon to hear people speak
in that ,vay, and so we thought it strange at first. He
addressed a meeting every Sunday night in a cottage near
the mill and my brother and I determined to go and hear
him. It ,vas the busy harvest time and very \Vaqn. A
larger nun1 ber than usual can1e that afternoon, so the meet­
ing ,vas held in the farn1-yard, the con1pany sitting on
planks and whatever could be got to use as seats. He
spoke of the "sufferings of Christ" and tears ran down
his cheeks as he tol<l ho,v the I-Ioly One was bruised for
our transgressions. I had heard n,any a learnt:!d discourse,
in cathedral, church and chapel, but never anything like
that open air discourse in the farm-yard by the aged n1ill­
er. Conviction of sin and uneasiness f0llowed, n1y brpther
and I used to go out to the fields helping with the har\'t:St
and there speak of the subject that ·was no\v occupying
our attention. \Vhat \Ve ,vould have given for some one
to tell us more about it, and lead us to the Saviour. No
doubt the aged miller ,vould have done so, but we ,vere
too shy, possibly too proud to tell hirn our difficulties. I
often 'wish ,ve had, for much distress of 1nind ,vould have
been saved us, and sooner than we did, 1night ,ve have
known the saving grace of God. That summer and au­
tumn ended and we had to return to school unsaved. 
The miller died and we never heard his voice again, but 
in mercy a Christian young man came to the mill ivho 
carried on the meetings, and it ,vas through him next 
harvest that both of us came to Christ. Praise His Name. 



THE FOOLISH WANDERING SHEEP. 

7�i� HEN I was a child, my father bought a nun1ber
!I( of sheep, and my sisters and I after we came

\. 
1 
-- ' hon1e from school, had. to go to the field i:.nd

look after then,. 
It happened that one of these sheep was always 

amissing, having ,vandered away from the 
·-.'' ,, , ._, - , � rest, to join another lot up in a field with
-� ) • ., \, ·.) 1 very little grass in it. It looked so thin

and ill-fed con1pared with the rest, and we 
got tired chasing it back to its pasture. 

Once ,ve caught it and tried to get it away from its 
strange company, anq pushed it along to our o,vn field, 
but ,ve found this a very difficult job. While we ,vere 
doing our best, father can1e up, and seeing our difficulty 
he took off his muffler, put it round the wanderer's neck, 
and led it gently back to the flock. When ,ve reached 
the field, father took some corn in his hand and held it 
to,vards this unruly, unworthy sheep. It began at once 
to eat out of father's hand. Then he said to us gently­
" Did you ever try this way with it"? 

That straying sheep is just like what ,ve all are as 
sinners, for it is written '' All we like sheep have gone 
a?tray.'' By nature we love the world, and the company 
of the ungodly. How does God sever us fron1 it ? By 
holding up Jesus, and the joys which He has to give. 
By this He seeks to ,vin the sinner's heart from the 
follies of the world ,vhich do not satisfy. Oh, it is so 
grand to have Christ ; to be saved, and feeding in the 
green pastures of His Word, in the company of Christ's 
sheep, who are fed and led by His hand. My dear boy 
or girl, are you one of His blood-bought flock ? If so, 
then you are able to sing in truth-

cc Jesus is my Shepherd, well I kno\\ His voice, 
How its gentlest whisper makes my heart rejoice." 



Sunday Afternoon Talks on" Bible Boys." 

FOUR pnirs o( boys-brothers-whose life stories God haa told u,, are in 
the Book of Genesis. From each of lhem, you mny learn something. 
First, we hn"e CAIN AND ABEL (Gen. iv. 2 ), the first boys who ever lived. 
No bnd companions to lead them nstrny, yet one of them became a proud 

formalist, an angry man, a 
murderer. Cain began by 
going to offer a sacrifice with­
out blood, denying his sinful­
ness, and ended by going out 
from the presence of the Lord. 
Auel brought a lamb to the 
altar, shed its blood, and stood 
by its side, confessing himself 
a sinner, and, by faith, looking 
to Christ. Cain was of "the 
wicked one" ( 1 John iii. I 2 ), 
the first formalist, persecuter, 
world-reformer, murderer. Ab­
el, the first to be saved through 
sacrifice, and reckoned "right­
eous" through faith. ISHMAEL 
AND ISAAC (Gen. xxi. 8-9), 
both sons of a godly father, 
both brought up in the same 
home, yet how different. Isaac 
was an obedient boy,a beloved 
son, a man of faith, of whom 
God was not ashamed-" I am 

the God of Isaac." Ishmael, fourteen years older, mocked his brother, 
persecuted him, chose the life of an archer (verse 21 ), and became a wild 
man of the desert. ESAU AND JACOB (Gen. xxvii. 30), brothers again, 
but, Oh, how different the choice, the lives, the destiny. Esau sold his 
birthright for "a morsel of meat" (Heb. xii. 16). Jacob, although a
supplanter. He was not saved or called because he had a title. He was 
saved by grace. EPHRAIM AND MANASSEH (Gen. xlviii. ! 3), Joseph's 
two sons, born in Egypt, but blessed by their aged grandfather, Jacob. 
"Bless the lads I let my name be named upon them l" was the pntrinrch's 
prayer. \\1bat better portion can any lad have than that. To be saved 
and blessed, to be God's child, able to call 1-Iim "Abba, Fnther," is 
surely the best of all blessin9s, worth far more than lands nnd wealth. To
lJe saved, blessed, and serving God in early days, is the only happy life. 



A BRAVE SAILOR BOY. 

PARTY of Sunday School Children, with 
their teachers, were at the seaside spending 
a su111n1er afternoon. The children romped 
and played along the beach, enjoying them-

selves, and for hours all ,vent on well. Some of the 
bigger boys thought they could row a small boat out to 
the rocks, "vhere there was a lot of crabs, but not being 
accustomed to the sea, they leCt their boat ,vhere it soon 
drifted cl"\vay with the tide. The boys ,vere so busily 
engaged.in their sport, that they did not observe the 'tide 
coming in, until a shout fron1 the shore aroused them. 
\Vhen they looked up, they found their boat had drifted 
t,venty or thirty yards away, and the rocks were more 
than half-covered by the rising tide. 'f hey cried out 
for help, but there was no boat by which any of their 
teachers could reach them. A brave sailor boy, \Vhose 
father's vessel lay at anchor, heard the cry from the 
rocks, and seeing the lads being surrounded by the rising 
tide, he got hold of a coil of rope lying on deck, thre,v 
it into the boat floating behind the ship, and in a very 
few minutes, he had c]in1bed over the ship's side and,vas 
in the boat, rowing as hard as he could to reach the boys 
on the rocks. A great cro\.vd had by this tin1e gathered 
on the shore, and as they saw the brave boy reach the 
rocks, and one after another of the school boys step into 
the boat, they gave a ringing cheer. A very short tin1e 
brought them all safe to shore, and you may guess, the 
brave young rescuer received a well merited re,vard. 
The boys on the rocks could not save themselves, they 
must have perished, had not that brave boy gone forth 
,vhere they ,vere, and saved then,. And every sinner is 
in a more dangerous position still, with the dark ,vaves 
of death and judgment gradually dra,ving nearer and 



JAMIE, 'fHE CRo\v Bov. 

nearer. But Jesus, the Son of God, mighty to save, 
has gone forth to seek and save the lost. You have 
only to trust yourself, as the lads did to their brave 
young deliverer, and you shall be saved for ever, and 
brought safe to the eternal shore. 

JAMIE, THE CROW BOY. 

�JD" AM IE was an orphan boy, and 
�t when he was only ten years 

old, he had to leave school, 
and go to a farmer as his crow boy. 
All the day long, from early morning, 
he ·went among the fields, shouting, 
and soundingashrill horn, to frighten 
the crows frorn among the potatoes. 
It was a weary sort of life, and poor 
Jamie had no companions. A 

� 
'i/ farmer's son, not far from where 

J an1ie served, had a Sunday school 
for boys and girls, in his father's kitchen, and he asked 
the farmer to allow Jamie to go. It was a pleasant change 
for the poor lad, to meet with boys of his own age, and 
to spend that happy hour hearing the Gospel. At 
Christmas, a tea was given, and prizes. Jamie was 
delighted, and 1nore so ,vhen the farmer's son told him, 
that he n1ight be con1ing to assist hin1 about the farm, 
after the New-Year. Jamie's evenings were spent reading 
books, lent him by his young master, and before he was 
there six months, he had been converted. For many 
days, Jamie served his Christian master, and testified for 
Christ, and now he is a bright Christian worker, and has 
a class of boys, whom he tells of Jesus and His love. 



How JOSEY AND I WERE SAVED. 

11 COMIHQ liOMK l'ROH TH& l'ISIIINQ.''



HOW JOSEY AND I WERE SAVED. 

��- OSEY is my brother. We spent our early years 
in a village by the sea, under the roof of our 
grandfather vvho was a fisherman. Our father 
was the captain of a ship and went long voy­

ages, so that our mother and us were often months without 
seeing him. It was ahvays a happy time for Josey and I 
,vhen father came home, he had always so many wonder­
ful stories to tell of lands beyond the sea, and of the strange 
people he met with there. He always brought home 
some amusing thing to help to keep us from wearying in 
the long winter evenings. Grandfather was a fine old 
Christian n1an and read the Bible to us every night, and 
on the Sundays there was a meeting of fishern1en in the 
house. When father came ho1ne he preached on the sea­
shore and all the village folks came out to hear. the 
''Captain" as they called him. Grandfather was a very 
happy old man and nearly ahvays singing. He taught n1e 
to sing '' I feel like singing all the time"-" Jesus loves 
me this I know," and other hyn1ns "'·hen I was a very little 
girl, and when Josey and I used to go to meet him com­
ing home from the fishing, the three of us would sing all 
the way up to the house. I am sure our dear grandfather 
is in heaven, for he knev, and loved the Lord ,veil ,vhen 
on earth and delighted to tell others of I-1 is saving power. 
One day he came home sick, was laid on his bed and never 
rose again. Josey and I wept sore when grandfather's 
coffin was carried frorn the rose-clad cottage by the sea, 
and laid in the churchyard on the hill-side. We soon re­
moved f ron1 there to the busy to\vn and I fear both of us 
forgot much that our dear grandfather taught us of Jesus 
and His love. But the Lord had his eye upon us, and I 
have no doubt kept us f ron1 n1any an evil way in answer 
to the prayers that had so often asc(;!nded fo the thcon-e 



HO\V JOSEY AND I WERE SAVED. I I J 

on our behalf. When father returned from one of his 
voyages he brought \Vith him to our home a m1ss1onary 
who labours for the Lord in a distant )and, and whom he 
had often n1et and preached with there. He had meetings 
telling about the natives and their idols, and told us some 
touching stories about boys and girls who had been con­
verted there. One evening he got me alone and asked 
me if I had been '' born again." I hardly knew \vhat to 
say. We had been taught the way of salvation from our 
youth, and were very religious and moral in our lives, but 
I could not say I was a child of God and .sure of being in 
heaven. Indeed I never liked to hear people speaking 
too much about these subjects. But he pressed me hard, 
remarking, " It is very easy for such as Josey and you to 
forget that you need to be saved just in the same way as 
the boys and girls of Old Calabar. Although your parents 
and grandparents are Christians, you need to be born 
again all the same. He had said something of the same 
to Josey, and the result was, that we \Vere in bed before 
father, mother and he returned from the meeting at night, 
as we were determined not to hear any more of it. But 
we were unable to sleep. The Spirit of God was troubling 
us, and although neither of us said anything, we were 
both anxious to be saved. Well we kne\V that saved 
people had "the best of it," as our aged grandfather often 
said. We heard the door open, and father, mother, and 
the missionary enter. They were very happy, and \Vere 
speaking of one and another who had been "saved" that 
night. They sang a hymn about the Lord's con1ing again 
and retired for the night. I lay awake thinking \vhat 
would happen if Jesus came. I knew I was not ready to 
meet -Him and would not go to heaven. The n1oonlight 
shone into my room, and the night was almost like day. 
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I arose in deep distress, knelt by n1y bedside and told 
God how great a sinner I felt myself to be and how anx­
ious I ,vas to be saved. I knew it was not by praying 
or repenting, but by trusting 1nyself to Jesus. Just then 
a verse often sung at the fishermen's meetings came to 
mind. It was this-

" I will believe, I do believe, that Jesus died for me, 
That on the Cross He shed His blood, from sin to set me free." 

I repeated it aloud to God in the silent moonlight. It was 
the language of my heart, and I knew that God, as His 
\Vord says, saves then1 that believe. I believe I entereq 
the kingdon1 that n1on1ent, and a new peace filled my 
heart, the peace that comes through believing (Rom. v. 1.

xv. 13). I could not contain myself or wait till mo�ning;
so I knocked at 1ny parents' bedroo1n door and hastened
to tell" them of my conversion. A few days after, Josey
,vas saved at one of the n1eetings held by the missionary,
and ,ve ,vere a happy household then. Time has \Vrought
its changes; loved ones have gone fro:n us to their home
above, but Josey and I still rejoice in the One we trusted
in our early years, and delight to go every summer to the
village by the sea, where we first heard His Name, to tell
the fisher-folk the story of His love.

"IT HAS LOST ITS STING." 

}tKfrl-I EN I was a schooboy; a wasp entered our class­
� room and stung a boy in my class. We were all 

afraid and ran about the room. "Yoq 
need not be afraid boys,, said the teach­
er "it has lost its sting and can do you 

, no harm." I feared death once, no,v I 
fear it no more. Jesus took its sting. 



"HALFERS." 

H EV \Vere orphan iboys, one a shoe black, the 
other a ne,vsboy, and often found it hard to 
earn as much as pay their humble lodging 
and buy then1selves a twopenny loaf of coarse 

bread. But they made it a la"v, that whatever one earned 
the other got half of it, and they stuck loyally to their 
arrangement. " Halfers '' was their trade mark, and 

they never dishon­
oured it. The great 
God who loves and 
cares for all, led one 
of His servants in 
the great city, who 
spends his time and 
strength in seeking 
out such as they, 
to take an interest 
in the orphan lads, 
and through his 
earnest and faithful 
\vords they were 
both led to the 
Saviour. What joy 

filled their hearts then. By diligence and honesty they 
rose from the streets to have a business of their own 
in which they were still ,: Half ers ''-and when the profits 
were divided at the year's end, before either took his 
share, the Lord got His portion, and it was " Halfers JJ 

too. He had given them His all, given Himself to save 
them. He had blessed them abundantly, and they 
rightly regarded Him as the '' chief partner 

11 in their 
business, who was entitled to be " Halfers '' \Vith them 
in their increase. Theirs was a truly happy life. 



.------------------------

MATTY'S SONG. 

A TTY ca,ne to our Children's Meeting and 
there learned the hymn, which was new then: 
'' A ruler once came to Jesus by night." She 
sang it day after day in the nursery, and even

when at play in front of the house, seated on her brother's 
.. barrow, you 

might have 
hear d the 
sweet voice 
singing the 
chorus: 

"Ye must be 

born again: 
Ye m ust be 

born again; 
I verily, verily 

say unto you: 
Ye must be 

born again." 

Her father, 
who vvas a 
wo rldly 
man, told a 
gentleman 
in the train 
one daythat 
h e  c oul d 
hear noth­
ing in  h is 
house but 

11 &111t WAS A PRETTY PICTURE." 11 Ye must 
be born again.'' One of the servants heard the child's 
chorus, and was awakened to think. She was led to hear 
the Gospel, and was saved. Matty still sings her song. 



THE YOUNG BRAMBLE GATHERERS; 
or, A REFUGE FROM THE STORM. 

RIGI-ITLY shone the September morning sun 
on the Arran hills, as two happy children 
carrying baskets on their arms started off for 
Glen Easdale to gather bran,bles and spend 

their Saturday holiday amid the rugged beauties of the 
fe� 

11 PICICINC IIRAMBL&S DV THE HILLSID!t-

glen. All went happily for a time : their baskets were 
well filled, and so busy had they been, picking the ripe 
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berries and chatting as only schoolgirls can, that they 
failed to see the gathering clouds above their heads that 
too plainly told of a coming storm, such as often visits 
these glens with little \Varning. A violent thunderstorm 
burst, accompanied by a downpour of rain, which the two 
children vainly sought to shelter themselves from, by 
creeping under an overhanging rock ; but so loud \Vas the 
thunder and so terrific was the lightning, that they 
imagined at every peal the rock was rending above them. 
They were in great fear, and the darkness of night ,vas 
coming on. What were they to do ? Where were they to 
flee •for shelter? They were miles from their home and 
could not possibly reach it, the downpouring rain had 
caused the streams to greatly swell and bar their\vay. They 
,vere at "their wit's end " as the Psalmist says (Psa. cvii. 
27). They had both been taught the \vay of life, and they 
had seen in their Christian home, their parents· turn to 
God in the time of their distress in pray�. Ir uccurred 
to them both that in their perilous condif;-o_n, with no one 
near to appeal to for hefp, they might pray to God to 
come to their aid and send deliverance. It ts sometimes 
a difficulty with Christian parents wheth€ they should 
teach their children to '' say their pray� ," or whether 
they ought to be taught the need of being- '' born again" 
before God will hear then1. One thing is sure, when 
either old or young are in need, whe� they cannot help 
themselves, when they are shut up to God, they do cry to 
Him, ,and their cry involves a confession of their helpless­
ness, an expression of their confidence in His power. The 
girls prayed under the rock. It was a simple cry to their 
parents' God to send deliverance, and they expected it 
\vould come. More peaceful than before they waited on, 
the elder repeating to her sister verses of hymns that 
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can1e to her mind and even texts bearing on the situation. 
Before an hour, a cry ,vas heard resounding through the 
glen. It \Vas their father with the farmer at whose house 
they were living, who had come to seek them. It was a 
joyful meeting ,vhen the lassies ran from the crevice of 
the rock into their father's anns. Safely housed and 
\varmed they told around the fire that night their experi­
ence UNDER the rock, and Effie the elder girl added " It 
·was God who sent father to the place \vhere we ,vere, 
ans,ver to our prayer.'' Like others known to us 
professed to '' believe in Jesus" before that day, but 
\vas little manifestation of life in them, but ever after, 
two girls clave to the Lord and followed Hin,, and 
of that day, as the time when they like Moses made 
"choice" to be the Lord's fully, although they 1nay 
been sa,•ed before. It is a great n1atter to be cast 
on God, to be brought to prove how good and great a 
He is, mighty to save, able to deliver all who trust 

Cl PROUD AS A PEACOCK." 

mERTHA, dressed in her summer outfit, looking the 
� picture of health and beauty, and evidently think­

herself very pretty, tripped along the garden walk 
to where an aged gentleman sat on the 
seat reading. "Tell n1e a story, grand­
papa," said the little girl; and tenderly he 
drew the child to his knee, read a few verses 
from Rom. iii., which he said was "God's 

photograph of Bertha," ,vhich did not at a11 please. She 
walked away i1l pleased, "proud as a peacock," as her 
grandfather said. There is pride in the heart that resents 
God's true description of sinners, and tries to deny His 
Word. It is true all the sa.me, as one day all will find. 



THE STORY OF JOSEPH AND HIS BROTHERS. 

THE large coloured picture hung on the wall before you illustrates an 
incident in Lhe life of Joseph. A very sad one, too, for it shows him 
being sold as a slave by his own brothers. Can you imagine anything 

more heart­
less, more 
cruel than 
that? I only 
know of one 
event that 
excels it in 
wickedness. 
Can any of 
you tell me 
what that is? 
JESUS CRU­
CIFIED. Per­
fectly right. 
J o�ep h  i s  
but a type, 
a picture of 
Jesus, and 
as such, I 
will tell you 
t h e  s tory 
briefly. J os­
eph was the 

beloved son of his father, but HIS BRETHREN ENVIED and hated him 
(Gen. xx.xvii 4). So Jesus was beloved of the Father (John iii. 35 ), but 
despised by His own people (John i. 11). Joseph was SOLD AS A SLAVE 
(Gen. xxxvii. 28), and so Jesus was delivered to His enemies by one, 
too, who professed to be His friend, His disciple. \Vhat cruel hatred 
He endured, and the Cross was the crowning point of it all. Joseph 
was put INTO PRISON (Gen. xxxix. 20) not for crime, but for righteous­
ness. Even there God was with him, and used him to bring one who 
was justly condemned, from that place of condemnation, to liberty and 
a place in his master's presence in the royal palace. So Jesus, when on 
the Cross, saved a malefactor banging by His side, and took him that 
day to paradise with Him. \1/as ever love like His ? From the prison, 
Joseph was raised to the palace, and became RULER over all Egypt 
(Gen. xliii 6). So now Jesus is Lord of all-seated on the throne­
" �1ighty to save.'' If you would be saved, go to Jesus. He will wel­
come, save, satisfy, and soon take you to glory 



DICK'S HIDING-PLACE; 
Or, 11 BE SURE YOUR SIN WILL FIND YOU OUT." 

1
�11 CK lived with an uncle on a small farm in the 

1 lake district of Cumberland. He ,vas a bright, 

� � intelligent boy, and, from his early childhood,
had been a joy and a comfort to his Christian 

aunt, who had adopted him as her son ·when his mother 
died, leaving her baby boy three days old. 

" Dickie," as he was called, was a general favourite 
among his school-mates, and never failed to secure the 
chief prize in his class. A godly farmer kept a Sunday­
school not far from where Dick lived, and from the day 
th�t he entered it when five years old, he never missed 
being present, or failed to have his "Memory Text" and 
'' Bible Answers"-which in these days were the principal 
items of Sunday-school instruction-entirely to his 
teacher's satisfaction. "The story of Achan," ,vho stole 
the gold and the garment, and hid them in his tent iri' 
Israel (Joshua, chapter vii.}, was the lesson one afternoon, 
and the Memory Text was-" Be sure your sin will find. 
you out" (N um. xxxii. 23). The earnest teacher pressed 
home upon his class of boys the solemn fact, that sin, 
however- well hid from the eyes of men, was ever before 
the Lord, whose eyes like a flame of fire, searcheth all 
hearts, and, sooner or later, will bring tlie hidden deeds of 
all to light. Dick felt the po,ver of the Word, and, no 
doubt, the Spirit of God carried it home to his conscience. 
There was no special sin that he had been guilty of, such 
as Achan's, yet the light of God shining upon his con­
science, reminded him of much that he had done, w·hich 
he knew and felt was only sin in the sight of a holy God. 
That afternoon, Dick ·was very near the kingdon1, but, 
alas I his convictions passed away, and left him less con­
cerned about his state before God than he had been before. 



D1cK's HIDING-PLACE. 

Years passed by, and Dick "vas now a lad of sixteen. 
He assisted his uncle on the farm, and during the summer 
months, \Vhen part of the house was let to visitors, he 
attended to them boating on the lake, or driving among 
the hills. A Liverpool n1erchant and his family were 
in the house one summer, and on Sunday evenings, the 
city merchant, being an earnest Christian, preached the 
Gospel in the school. God blessed the Word, and several 
\Vere truly converted. Dick was again awakened, and 
one of the Christian merchant's daughters several times 
spoke to him personally and faithfully about his soul. 

Dick became very uneasy. He saw that he must either 
yield to Christ and be saved, or cease to go to the 
meetings. In fact, it came to this, that he would not go 
out boating with certain of the merchant's family, lest he 
should be spoken to about his soul. 0 ne afternoon, he 
disappeared, and could not be found when the party 
wanted to go for a sail. Hid among the trees, on the 
side of the lake, he could see all their rrioven1ents, without 
being observed, and when night fell, Dick kept his 
hiding-place. He was in great misery of soul. All his 
sins seemed to pass before his mind, and again and again 
the text shot like an arrow through his n1emory-'' Be 
sure your sin will find you out." Unable to endure it 
longer, he left his hiding-place, crept up to the door of 
the house. while his uncle was conducting the evening 
reading of the Word. Dick listened outside the door 
with more eagerness to the chapter read, than he had ever 
done. It was the story of Zaccheus in Luke xix., ending 
with the text-" The Son of man is come to seek and to 
save that which was lost." That just met Dick's need. 
He believed it, and, with the tears gushing do,vn his 
cheeks, entered, confessing he was saved. 



"Ir HAD LIFE IN Ir." 

"ll'f TIIII ,ARMYAICO AMONC TUii Cllll.SIL" 



'
1 IT HAD LIFE IN IT."

l]y earliest recollections are of a large China S\van 
being given me as a toy, which I carried into 
the farn1yard, followed by geese, turkeys and 

hens, all eager to get into touch with their painted 
"brother." But it had no life ; pretty as it \Vas it was 
dead and could not answer then1. 

When I \Vas a schoolboy I remember seeing the ,vax 
figure of a great soldier, life-size, dressed in all the 
uniform of a General. It was very pretty, and they said 
11 life-like;" but it ·was dead. It could not speak, hear or 
see. It had all the parts and outward rese1nblances of the 
great warrior but it lacked the life. 

Later in life, I visited a fine cathedral in which their 
\vas a most imposing service being conducted. Music, 
choristers, and gorgeously robed priests ,vere there, and 
the whole progran1me was carried through without a 
hitch or jar. It was simply magnificent and the people 
said "in1pressive,'' but the "effect" passed a·way at the 
door and there ,vas no more of it. It appealed to the 
senses, but never reached the conscience or the heart. 
There was no spiritual life or po,ver in it. It was 
religion but not a living Christ. 

In a humble dwelling inhabited by a single won1an, 
grey-haired and old, I rested on a summer day. She 
gave me a hearty \Velcon1e, brought me a drink of cold 
spring water and said as she handed it, " It is free 
and refreshing as the water of life." I heard fron1 her 
lips the story of her conversion as a girl, happy life as a 
\vorking 1nan's wife, and peaceful evening of life as a ,vido\-v, 
Her story \Vent to my heart; there \Vas life in it. It 
came from the heart. The living ,vitness herself ,vas 
there. It was that simple, living testmony to the po,ver 
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of Christ to save, to sustain and to satisfy, that convinced 
me of the reality of Christianity, and became the turning 
point of my life. I had been brought up religiously, 
taught to read and revere the Scriptures, keep the Sab­
bath and go to church, but I do not remen1 ber hearing of 
the need of being "born again," of having life implanted 
in me fron1 a living Christ. The \vords of that aged 
Christian turned n1y thoughts into a new channel, I was 
convinced of the reality of a living Christianity and I de'" 
termined not to rest until I had a personal knowledge of 
it in my soul, until I was converted. ·rhat happened 
three months after, while listening to an address on" Christ 
the Life-giver" fron1 John v. 24. I learned then ho,v to 
get that life, not by ,vorks or efforts of mine, but by look­
ing to Jesus the uplifted Saviour, by hearing His Word 
and believing on Him. I came to Him as I was, gave 
up all hope of saving myself, and simply trusted myself 
to Him, to 1-Iimself only, and I received life. Yes, the 
V\T ord often read, became true in n1e-"He that hath the 
Son hath life'' ( I John v. 9 ). I received Christ and life 
was begotten in me. I have life in Christ now, a living 
Christ as my salvation, not a dead profession as once I 
had, but a living loving Friend, beside me, in me, for me, 
awaiting me in glory. 

'fhe dead swan ,vas pretty but lifeless; the imposing 
service entrancing but ineffectual; but the living strean1 
that flowed from that aged Christ-filled heart, carried 
conviction of sin to me. The Gospel presents a living 
Saviour: One to save, to keep, to satisfy. Open your 
heart to Him. Receive Him, and you will prove His 
love and His po\ver. There is all the difference in the 
\vorld between a dead religion, a lifeless profession, and 
a living Christ. Make sure you have Christ. 



THE SHEPHERD AND HIS SHEEP. 

Pictorial T.alks with the Little Ones on Sunday Afternoons. 

�1� NE of the sweetest titles given to the Lord Jesus
by Himself in the New Testament, is " The

� � Good Shepherd" (John x. 11.) In Palestine, the
shepherd has to guard his flock against wild 

beasts and robbers, and often risks his life while watching 
over his sheep and lambs. You remember how David 
had to meet the lion and the bear, and fight with both, to 
deliver his father's lamb from their grasp. But the love 
of Jesus, " The Good Shepherd," far exceeds that of 
David. He gave His life for the sheep: died to deliver 
all of us, who as sinners, were in the grasp of Satan. Ho\v 
s,veet to be able to say, '' The Lord is n1y Shepherd," and 
to know that He has redeemed me, saved me, anc.l is 
leading me safely home to glory. Another name that the 
Lord gives to Himself in the same chapter, is-

"The Door of the Sheep" (John x. 8). This tells us that 
there is no way of entrance into the flock of God, but 
through Him. Only one door-" The door." But then 
see how wide it is-" By Me if anJ' man enter in, he shall 
be saved." No boy or girl ever came to Jesus and was 
cast out. His own promise is, "Him that cometh to Me, 
I will in no wise cast out." 1'hen what does He give to 
His sheep? Where does He lead them ? Let one \vho 
knew it tell us. " He leadeth me In Green Pastures"
(Psa. xxiii. 2 ). I have met with children who thought that 
if they were converted, and becan1e followers of Jesus, they 
would have a very joyless and hard life. But this is very 
far fron1 being true. None are so happy as those ,vho 
are Christ's. The Bible is full of ' 1 green pastures," 
precious pron,ises, pure and lasting pleasures. But all 
are not the sheep of Christ. I-I e tel ls us of-

,, Sheep and Goats" (Matth. xxv. 32). Only those ,vho 
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enter through the Door are I-I is sheep, all others are goats, 
and will have no place in heaven. Two boys n1ay be in one 
fan1ily, sit at one table, sleep in one bed, yet one is a goat, 
another a sheep, simply because one has believed on Jesus, 
and the other has not. It changes everything when a 
sinner comes to the Lord Jesus, and accepting Him as 
-

AN £ASTERN s111tr11nRD TII.NOlt-:G HIS FLOCK. 

the Saviour and Shepherd, passes for ever out from the 
herd of the world's goats,-,vho will all perish-through 
the Door, and becomes one of I-I is sheep. Ask yourselves 
one by one -A1n I a sheep of the Good Shepherd's flock? 
Do not rest until you can joyfully say, "Jesus is rny

Saviour." "The Lord is nzy Shepherd." 
"I am Jesus little lamb. happy all day long I am, 

Ile will keep me safe froru hanu, shield me by 1-Iis :Mighty Arm." 



THE YOUNG ZULU TEACHER. 

l!IIIIIR'll�A NY years �go when the first heralds ot the 
Cross ,vent to Zululand with the message of 
salvation they found the natives very dark and 
ignorant. Dingaan, their chief, sometimes 

can1e to the missionary's kraal to listen to the preaching, 
and when what was said did not please hin1 he spoke out 
against it or sought to keep the people f ron1 listening to 
it. The resurrection of the dead in particular troubled 

h i m, a n d
cause'd h im 
to ask such 
questions as: 
"Will all the 
chiefs I have 
killed arise a­
gain,.? \,Vhen 
he was told 
they would, 
he went a,vay 
in ang�r, his 
co n s cie nc e 
evidently be-

A c,<ouP ov vouNc zuLus. j n g reached 
and convicted of sin. For many a weary month the 
missionary could only gather the Zulu children to his hut, 
which the chief had caused to be built on a hill, so that 
he might see all that was being done, and there teach 
them the truths of the Gospel. It was slow and trying 
work, yet not without its fruit. A young Zulu girl 
believed on the Saviour and was manifestly converted. 
The missionary sent her to a school in Cape Town, 
\\·here she became a bright witness for Christ, and ,vas 
used in leading n1any of her people to the Saviour. 



ETTA, THE WAIF. 

HIVE RING in the cold of a November after­
noon, ,vith only a fe,v rags to cover her, a 
girl of ten years stood with a baby in her 
arn1s uuder a raihvay arch in east London. 

Her father ,vas in jail, and her mother had long been ill 

"JN A CHILDREN'S HO)IE, HAPPY .t.ND WELL CARl!:D FOR. 

through neglect, and at last died in the garret ,vhere 
they lived. The two children v-rere cast upon the cold 
world, homeless and penniless, to beg as they could, or 
die of want. Sad it is to think there are hundreds so, 
in a land which bears the Christian nan1e, and ,vithin 
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sight and reach of thousands rolling in luxury and wealth, 
,vho profess to be the lovers and followers of Christ. 

A rioble Christian youth, who spent his evenings 
seeking out the poor and needy and seeking to help 
the� in soul and body, came upon the shivering girl and 
her little charge and heard their sad story. He took 
them to a shelter where temporary relief was given, and 
,vith the help of several Christian women, who gave 
then1selves to such service, got the girls admitted to 
a hon1e for destitute children, where they were well cared 
for and taught the way of life. Etta, the elder girl, ,vas 
converted there, and when sixteen ,vent out as a domestic 
servant to Canada, leaving Bertha,, her younger sister, 
in England. In her new home Etta shone as a light for 
Christ, and testified the Gospel to those around her. 
Two of her fellow-servants were by her means led to 
the Saviour, and soon a Sunday School was begun, of 
which she became the principal teacher. Bertha joined 
her four years later, and was converted before long. 
Hand in hand the two girls trod the way of life, and 
served the Lord who loved them for many years in 
Canada, and their service has been blessed to many a 
weary soul. They do not forget the need of those who 
are as they once were, but out of their slender store set 
aside every month a su1n, which is faithfully sent to aid 
the " Home" where first they heard the Saviour's N an1e, 
and were taught the way of life. It is good to remem­
ber that the God ,vho loves the poor and the needy, 
and gave His Son to die for the lost, has His 
messengers of mercy going out after such. And when 
the great congregation of the saved of every land 
is complete, it will be found that many of then1 are 
from the highways and hedges, like Etta, the ,vaif. 



ALFIE'S BIRTHDAY TEXT CARD. 

a] I-IE postman's knock brought Mary quickly to
the door, for it was her brother Alfie's birth­
day, and she was sure there would be letters ., • •
and parcels with presents that morning for 

Alfie. She ,vas not disappointed, for the postman had 
quite a number. One after another \11/as opened, reveal­
ing gifts and good \Vishes, then last of all, a plain en­

velope in a boy's hand writ­
ing. "Who's this from, I 
wonder ? " said Alfie, as he 
opened the letter. A sheet 
of grey notepaper, folded 
round a pretty Text Card 
which the words, " Christ 
/esus came z"ntq the world to 
save sinners" were beauti­
fully printed, and on the 
sheet of paper there was 
neatly written-" Witlz the 
earnest prayer that you may 
believe on, and receive Jesus 
Christ as your own personal 
Saviour, f ron1 your old class­

mate Willie B-." "See this Mary," said Alfie, as he 
held up the card with the accompanying paper to his 
sister. "vVhat a strange thing to send" said Mary. 
'' I wonder what he n1eans by it." When school was 
resumed, the meaning was clear. Willie had been con­
verted during the holidays, and he had sent the words 
that God had used to lead him to the Saviour, to Alfie 
his companion, as his birthday text. Not long after, Alfie 
did believe on Jesus as his II own personal Saviour," and 
the boys were then companions and brothers in the Lord. 



Black.board Talk.s on Bible ., Jirk.s." 

Noah's -Salvation.

Moses' Preserva t Jon.

The Oolden �Resurrection. 

0 
The Temple -0/ory.

0 

\,Ye are going to talk a little this month about Bible "Arks,'' of 
which there are FOUR. I will ask you some questions as we proceed 
The first Ark that we read of in the Bible is NOAH'S ARK, or the Ark of 
Salvatio11 (Genesis vi.-viii.) In this Ark, Noa� and his family were 
safely carried through the judgment of waters, to a new world. Can 
you tell me of what the Ark is a type? The Church. 0 dear no : 
anyone else? Of Clzrist. Yes, that's it. Christ (not the Church) is the 
Saviour. All who entered in by the door were carried safely through. 
Not one died on the voyage. So, all who come as sinners to Christ, 
and trust themselves to Him, have eternal life, and will be safely 
brought to heaven. The second Ark is MOSES' ARK, or the Ark 
among the Bulrushes (Exod. ii.) Jn this wonderful, though fragile 
cradle, smeared with pitch within and without, to keep out the waters 
of the Nile, the babe Moses was laid, and from it he was drawn as in 
resurrection, to serve the God who preserved his life. \Ve will call 
this the Ark of Preservation. He was in, yet out of the water, and out 
from it little 1'1oses was lifted to the royal palace. Do you know that all 
who are in Christ, of whom this is a figure, are saved now, and will 
be lifted up to God's own throne in glory? I know many who will be 
there. The third Ark is the Ark in Jordan (Josh. iii. 12 ), the 
COLDEN ARK, which was carried on the shoulders of priests, and 
which remained in the river bed, until all the Israel of God had 
"clean passed over Jordan." Of whom is lhis a type? Of Chnsl. 
Yes, you are right this time. But of Christ in what character? 
Our Surety. Perfectly right. He stood for us in Death's dark river, 
and He will see the last one who trusts in Him "clean passed over" 
to the other side. Then the Ark was lifted up out of the river bed, 
and the Jordan ·rolled down in flood. \Ve call this the Ark of 
Resurrection. There will be no salvation, no passage to heaven, 
after Christ ceases to be the Saviour and Surety. Nothing but 
judgment then. The last Ark is the ARK IN THE TEMPLE (1 Kings viii. 1), 
resting on its golden floor, its wanderings over, its staves drawn out. 
This is Glory. \Vil) you be there? Only those who have known Christ as 
their Saviour, Preserver, Resurrection and Life, will ever see His glory. 



MEENATCHIE, A Little Witness for Christ. 

,miii!ilFT ER three months longer at school, which 
461 lvleenatchie spent very happily with her 

Christian <:On1panion, she went home to her 
parents during the vacation. The Christian 

teacher earnestly exhorted all the converted school girls 
to cleave close to Christ during their absence, and to 
attend the n1eetings in their village hon1es 0n the Lord's­

day \Vith their parents. 
1\1 eenatchie's parents being 

Hindoos, she did not expect 
that she would be able to 
do this, as there is a very 
strong prejudice in general 
among Hindoos against the 
Gospel of Christ. Meenatchie 
took her Testament and 
Hymn Book with her, and 
the first evening after her 
arrival at her island home, 
when the family had finished 
their evening meal of rice 
and curry, and were quietly 
resting in the verandah, she 
said•-" When I was at 
school I learned to sing son1e 
sweet songs. l\tlay I sing 

one of then, now ? 1

' The 'Tamil people are general1y 
very fond of singing, so they all answered," Yes. 1

1 Then 
Meenatchie raised her sweet voice and sang one of her 
beautiful Gospel hyn1ns. vVhen she had finished, she 
said, " In the school, I read son1e good stories out of a 
book. May I read one of them to you now. To this 
they all readily assented, and Meenatchie lighting her 
little la1np-which is a s1nall earthen vessel full of oil, 



MEENATCHIE, A LITTLE WITNESS FOR CHRIST. 

,vith a bit of twisted cloth for a wick-took her Testa­
ment, and read to them the story of the birth of Christ. 
When she had finished reading, she said, " When I was 
at school I learned to pray to the true God : n1ay I pray 
to Him no,v ?" There was dead silence for a few 
minutes; not oae of the circle ventured to speak. All of 
the1n ,vere idol worshippers, yet deep do\vn in their 
hearts they n1ust have felt that Meenatchie was right, 
and possibly they ,vere very anxious to hear her prayer, 
only they dare not say so. But no one saying anything 
against it, the dear girl took their silence to mean consent, 
and kneeling do\vn, she prayed aloud in the presence of 
all her heathen friends, a si1nple child-like prayer to the 
God of heaven, such as had never before been heard in 
that heathen home, asking God to bless her dear fat her, 
1nother, sisters and brothers, and to teach them to know 
and to trust the Lord Jesus. What a sight to heavenly 
beings around the throne on high, and to principalities 
and po,vers above, it must have been, to look do,vn on 
that dear Tamil child, only a few ,veeks saved fron1 
idolatry herself, thus testifying for Christ, and seeking to 
lead her kindred to the Saviour. How it magnifies 
the po,,•er of the Gospel of Christ ! vVhat power on 
earth could have effected such a transformation, and 
produced such fruit? None but Christ. Is He yours, 
reader? Has His love won your heart? If so, do you 
keep it all to yourself, or do you seek to bring your 
friends and kindred to the san1e Saviour ? 

Tell the guilty of their danger, 
While they wnndcr for from' God, 
Wl1ile they live lo Christ llS strangers, 

Aod reject llis precious blood. 

Tell lhcm how He died to bring them 
From the curse nnd power of sin ; 

llow Ile waits lo-dny lo save them, 
And their hearts for he:weo to win. 



DA1sv·s SONG . 

......... 

E 0, 6NOW COVBRED TIIE CROVND, • 11 A MANTL 



DAISY'S SONG; 
OR, ccwHITER THAN SNOW. 11 

NO\tVFLAI(ES falling everywhere, carpeting 
���1 the ground in spotless white, resting on the 

boughs of leafless trees and glittering in the 
moonlight of the December night. Not a 

night for many little folks to be out of doors, yet one little 
form under a large fur-lined cloak, is speeding along in 
the snow from the village to her home in the country, 

Daisy-for such is the little traveller's name-has 
been on an errand of mercy to a ppor wee sick child, 
living on the outskirts of the yillage, Vw'ho has few com­
forts and no companions. Daisy, out of her own little 
store, had purchased a few toys and taken them to the 
little sufferer, and with them left her a pretty Text Card 
to learn, with the words upon it-" Come now and let us 
reason, said the Lord, though your sins be as scarlet 
they shall be white as snow" ( Isa. i. 18). Daisy has 
delivered her message, and is returning home happy, 
because she has been able to make a lonely one glad, 
and to bring the glad tidings of salvation to a little sad 
heart, which may yet be opened to receive it and know 
what it is to be "white as sno\v." Daisy herself has 
kno,vn that joy for three years. She was cleansed by 
the blood of the Lamb fron1 all her sins and made" white 
as snow" when a tiny girl of seven, and ever since, she 
has sought to make others happy by telling then1 of Jesus 
and denying herself little luxuries in order to be able to 
gladden others who do not often share such things. 
Even the robins and sparro,vs are her care in the winter, 
she rises early in the stormy n1ornings to feed them . 

. 

"Will the little lady sing my sick bairn a hyn1n ? 
One she likes best is about being 'whiter than sno\-v.' 



DA1sv's SoNG. 1 35 

She has been speaking about it ever since you left her 
the card with the text on it, which she has been repeat­
ing every day since.'' Daisy had gone to see her little 
friend again, and this was the request made by the sick 
child's mother. Softly and sweetly she sang the favour­
ite hymn, the sick child joining in the chorus-

" ,vash me in the Blood of the Lamb, 
And I shall be whiter than snow." 

The \Vords of that Gospel song, together with the text 
,vhich she had learned and had been repeating over and 
over, were the words of life to that sad little heart, and 
she was led to Him whose precious blood cleanses the 
soul f ron1 sin and n1akes it" white as sno,v.'' Before the 
ne\v year da\vned, the saved and happy child had the joy 
of hearing her mother confess that she too had come to 
know the po\ver of Jesus' cleansing blood, and that al­
though in herself a sinner, whose sins were glaring as the 
scarlet, yet by the blood that cleanseth, in which she 
trusted, she was " \vhite as snow." Nor does the story 
of grace end here, for around that saved one's couch, and 
under the roof of that humble dwelling, more than one 
scarlet sinner learned the way to be made white as 
snow by trusting in the cleansing blood of Jesus. 

Many a Christmas week has passed since I first n1et 
the little soul-winner and heard her sing. But her Gos­
pel message, the words which she gave to that sick child 
are still with us. She has long since joined the con1pany 
of the blood-washed in heaven, and some who were led 
to Jesus by her testimony have followed her there. And 
son1e are still on earth, and able to sing-

u Yes, at once, and that completely, 
Through the blood of Christ I know, 
All my sins, though red like crimson, 
}lave been cleansed as white as snow.'' 



BE.BE SARASTE, THE INDIAN GIRL. 

HE is a wee brown Indian lassie, seated in our 
photograph in front, ,vith an older girl on 
either side. She is at school near l{othi, and 
dearly loves her English teacher, \vhom she 

addresses as" Miss Sahib." She is a very attentive little 
scholar, and has learned n1ore than reading. What do 

you think ? She knows 
clearly the way of salvation. 
If you were to ask her how 
a sinner can be saved, she 
would reply in her O'wvn 
language-" Believe on the 
Lord Jesus Christ, and thou 
shalt be saved." \,Vhen her 
teacher ,vas a,vay on a 
holiday, she vvrote her a 
very nice letter, beginning, 
"Peace from Bebe Saraste! 
Here all is well, and \Ve 
pray for your happiness to 
Jesus Christ." Is not that 
very sweet from a little 
Hindu? The girl sitting 

next to her, \Vith the gold ring in her nose, has been 
married, but it will be a year or t\\'O before she goes to 
her husband's house. Meantin1e she comes daily to 
school, and her Christian teacher thinks she is a true 
believer in the Lord Jesus. When she leaves, she will 
take with her the New Testament, and if she is 
enabled to take her stand as a disciple of Christ in 
her new hon1e, no doubt she will know ,vhat is meant 
by suffering for l-l is sake, for her I-iindu parents will 
disown her, and she may be driven a way as an outcast 



A HOLIDAY GROUP IN HONG KONG. 

LL saved by grace, belonging to n1any nation-
I alities, of varied occupations, yet all lovers of 

the san,e Lord, able to sing the same glad new 
song and treading the same royal road to 

heaven. There are sailors from merchGnt vessels, 
gunners from \varships, bluejackets fron1 H.M. fleet, 
missionaries and friends in the group. They have got 

a holiday and gone out to a quiet place, \vhere they have 
son1e singing, reading of God's Word and a happy tin,e 
together as follo\vers of the Lord. All around is the 
great heathen world with its idol ten,ples; and son1e who 
''profess" Christianity, but do not" possess II Christ, are 
about as far from God as these idolaters. It is good for 
those v,ho know ancl love the Lord to keep together, and 
try to help each other along the heavenly road, as those 
believers in the far-off land seek to do. 



THE SHEEP AND THE STORM. 

ROVvSING on the hillside, ,vith the sun shining 
overhead, they are scattered far from each 
other, but as the dark clouds gather and the 
storn1 begins to burst forth, they hurry along 

towards the shelter, but are overtaken before they reach 

it. See how they huddle together as if they fear to face 
the bitter blast alone! How the picture speaks to us of 
that day of coining wrath, when sinners who have delay­
ed and halted on the ,vay to the God-provided shelter, 
the cleft of the Rock of Ages, will fear and tren1 ble as 
they see the long predicted storm of wrath bursting in all 
its fury. They will be in a hurry then, but too late. 



MY FIRST SLIDE; or, How to Trust. 

SEE a nun1ber of boys and girls on the ice 
sliding and skating. One little fellow, afraid 
to venture out on the lake alone, is held by 
his two sisters, one on either side, while he 

has his first slide. I-I e seen1ed very much afraid to place 

his whole ·weight on the ice at first; perhaps he thought it 
would not bear him, but as he was led on and felt it firn1 
beneath his feet, and saw bigger and heavier boys flying 
across it fearlessly, he gained confidence, so that before 
half. an-hour, he was as far from fear and as full of confi­
dence as any there. 

As I walked along from that frozen pond I remen1-



IVI V FIRST SLIDE. 

bered ho,v, when a lad, I was just like that Jittle fellow 
on the ice, in regard to n1y faith in Christ and in I-Iis 
power to save. I ,vas awakened to see myself a sinner 
in need of a Saviour at the age of nine, during a season 
of awakening, when many old and young were saved. I 
,vanted to be saved, but was afraid I would "fall away" 
and return to my sinful ways and companions. Others 
of my schoolmates had trusted in Christ and were happy, 
two of them especially, who had been my playmates, and 
they were very earnest in seeking n1y salvation. On a 
Sunday afternoon as we all walked along fro1n Sunday 
School, these two boys, Jim and Willie, got hold of me 
and spoke to me about Christ. '' I believe that I-le died 
for n1e, but I am not saved. I do not have the right kind 
of faith," I said in reply. "Just trust yourself to Him, 
Jack," said Willie, '' It's the easiest thing in the ,vorld. 
You just let go a1l else and give yourself over to I-I in1.'' 
That simple explanation of '' believing," or "trusting,'' 
was used to bring the light of the Gospel into n1y heart. 
"Give yourself over to Hin1,'' like as the child trusts 
himself on the ice, and the lad learning to swim comn1its 
himself to the ,vater. Yes, that ,vas \Vhat she\ved n1e 
the real meaning of faith, which had so puzzled and 
perplexed n1e before. I did trust myself to Christ, ,vho 
is " l\tl igh ty to save," that afternoon, and He saved n1e 
as I-I e promised, for it is written in the Word of God, 
'' \,Vhoso putteth his trust in the Lord shall be safe'' 
(Prov. xxix. 25). I have used the same sin1ple illustra­
tion, in speaking to boys and girls about the great 
salvation many a time since then, and it has been used 
to shew many what faith is, and how simple it is to '' give 
themselves over to Christ." I-I ave you so trusted, or do 
you fear to '' give yourself over" ? 



THE LOST DRUMMER BOY. 

nuRING one of Napoleon's cruel ,vars, he ordered one 
� of his officers, nan1ed Macdonald, to cross the 
SplUgen with fifteen thousand soldiers, during a severe 
sno,vstorn1. As they 1narched along the rugged road, an 

avalanche of snow rolled down the 
n1ountain side,and swept a drummer 
boy into the valley below. A cry 
burst out from the ranks, and many 
a brave soldier wiped the tear from 
his eye. As they listened, they 
heard a drum beat below, and they 
knew the drummer boy was alive. 
Marshal Macdonald threw off his 
cloak, tied a rope around his waist, 

��- and ordered his men to let him 
do,vn into the deep ravine. He 
found the drummer boy buried in 
the snow, and, tearing off his sash, 

he bound him firn1ly to his own body, and gave the signal 
to dra,v up. Those on the height at once began to raise 
their commander, who had left then1, and gone down at 
the risk of his life, to rescue the lost drummer. Up from 
the depths beneath, slowly the rescuer and the rescued 
were dra,vn. There was a shout of great gladness among 
the soldiers ,vhen the brave n1arshal and the lost drummer 
were safely landed together. 

That lost drummer represents the lost sinner. Jesus 
the Son of God came down to seek and save the lost, 
and all who know Hin1 as their Saviour, are bound up in 
life with Hin1, and shall reach the same glory. Have 
you been reached and saved by the Son of God? Are 
you lost in the depths of sin beneath, or saved and 
risen with Christ above? 



Bible Stories for the Little Ones. 

The story of the man who went on n journey from J erusnlem to 
J cricho, his fall nmong robbers, nnd the kind deed of the man of 
Snmo.rin, who saved nnd cnrcd for him, is a simple and beautiful tale of 
Gospel grnce to sinners. The story is told in Luke x. 30-35. FROM 
JERUSALEM TO JERICHO (ver. 30). J crusalcm, the city of peace, the 
place of blessing, where Jehovah had placed His Name, where Ilis 

temple stood, and where 
His people assembled, 
down to Jericho, the 
city of the curse (Joshua 
vi. 2 6 ). This is like the 
sinner's path, who turns 
his back on God and 
heaven, to tread the 
down ward road to death 
and hell. FALLEN A­
MONC THIEVES (ver. 30) 
-who stripped and
wounded him, leaving
him helpless to perish.
Just what sin, the ,vodd
and Satan do, to those
who turn their back on
God. They find them­
selves robbed of peace,
of happiness, left with­
out God, having no hope,
to perish. Truly, "the
way of transgressors is
hard.'' THE COOO SAM­
ARITAN (ver. 33). Neither

priest nor Levite, the representatives of law and ordinances, could help 
the needy man, no more can works or religion save a sinner. But the 
good Samaritan-who is like Jesus- "came where he was," bound up 
his wounds, pouring in oil and wine, raising him up and seating him in 
his own place. How like what Jesus does for sinners. He saves (Acts 
xvi. 31), Ile heals (Psa. ciii. 3), He gives His Spirit (Eph. i. 13), His
joy (l'sa. iv. 7), and raises up the sinner to association with Himself in
life and glory tEph. ii. 1-6). RAISED UP AND CARED FOR (ver. 35).
There to be upheld by His hand (Isa. xli. 10), and kept by His power
(Pet. i. 1-5) unto the day of full salvation when Jesus comes ngain.



THE COLONEL'S STORY; 

Or, THE MIRAGE OF THE DESERT. 

'' •
•

·· :. : ·: ELL us a story of the war," was a very common 
�L •• •••. ) request of the colonel's grandchildren, as they
• .... <.;.) climbed upon his knees, and stroked his long
• � · • ., • grey beard. He had been in many dangers,

and had proved the Lord's delivering hand, even in his 
unconverted days, when as a dashing young officer, he 
delighted in the roars of the cannon, and the clash of 
swords. After God saved him, he saw things in a new 
light, and sought to spread abroad the name of Jesus 
·while serving his country.

" I'll tell you a short story to-night, my boys, which I
would like you to remember, and in order to keep it in
your minds, I want you first to learn and repeat a nice
text from God's own Word. You will see the connection
when you hear my story. The text is this, "Whosoever
will, let him take the \Vater of life freely." Now for my
story. When I was out in foreign service, we were on
a long march through the desert. Our supply of water
was con1pletely finished, and we were all very thirsty.
Some of the soldiers were actually sucking the sand,
wherever they sa\v a little moisture, in hope of finding
water. Day after day passed, and ,ve began to fear that
1nany would die for want of water. We had been told
of certain" pools" somewhere about the line of our march,
and we hoped every hour to reach them. At last one of
the officers gave the cheering signal of water \Vithin sight,
and we strained our eyes to catch the first glimpse of it.
We thought it would be the ''pools," but to our amazen1ent
a beautiful lake appeared in the distance, ,vith palm trees
growing luxuriantly around its edge. The thirsty soldiers
could not restrain their delight, but burst into a song.
But alas, the lake turned out to be a mirage of the desert.



THE COLONEL'S STORY. 

A n1irage is a picture thro\vn upon the desert from the 
clouds above it. It has all the appearance of real water, 
but it is only a shado\v. How disappointed we were. 
Our tongues seemed to cleave to our mouths, as we found 
that the n1irage had deceived us. I learned a lesson that 
day, my dear boys, that I shall never forget. Fair 
appearances often deceive. The world's pleasures, its 
honours, its wealth, are like that mirage in the desert. 
They pron1ise much, but give nothing to satisfy. Just 
as \Ve ,vere preparing to camp for the night, ,vithout any 
appearance or display whatever, we suddenly came upon 
a river of beautiful clear ,vater. 0 joyful sight I And 
all free, ,vithout money and without price. Never before 
did I en joy a drink of water as I did that evening. The 
men knelt down and drank their fill. and our camp 
that night was a scene of gladness. We valued the water 
because we were thirsty. And now, my dear boys, for 
the lesson. We are all in a thirstv desert. This world 

,, 

has nothing to satisfy. I ts fair promises are like the 
n1irage. But the blessed Gospel flows like a river, giving 
life and joy and peace. Best of all, it is free, and the 
invitation of God is, " Ho every one that thirsteth, come 
ye to the ,vaters." ' 1 vVhosoever wi'll, let hin1 take the 
,vater of life freely." 

The boys listened attentively to their grandfather's 
story, and they \Viii not soon forget the meaning of that 
"mirage of the desert." Dear boys and girls, there is 
nothing to satisfy in the world. You must come to Jesus, 
and receive 1-Iim, in order to have life and peace. 

ALL FOR JESUS. 

Two little t-)'u, to look to God 
Two liule 1arz, to bear His ,vord, 
l'wo little ./ul, to walk ln His w:iys, 
Two l1andl to work for Hlm all my day■• 

One little l,mru,, to spe:ik His truth, 
One liule luarl, (or Him now iri my :routb, 
Take chem Lord Je.sus, ll.lld let them be, 
Always obedieat and true to Thee. 



GIFT and REWARD BOOKS for Old and Young. 
ALL S ENT POST FREE TO ANY ADDRESS IN THE WORLD. 

2 6 each; Cilt Edges, 3/-
TYPEs OF THE TABERNACLE. 

lllu,trut� h)' Six Coloured Plates. Full of the 
Glorious Person of <.:hrisl. Uy Thos. Newberry, 

TYPES OF THE OFFERINGS. 
Whh Two Chromo Plate.-. in Six Colours. Setting 

fonh the Perfect Sacrifice of Chrast. Thos. 
Newberry. 

2 ,_ each ; Cilt Edges, 2/6. 
WHAT LITTLE HANDS CAN DO; 

Or, Brirls.t Bihle Ston'u told lo tire Cl,ildnn. 
By Mrs. M. C. Ow-11:N. lllustrated, 

A Splendid Rook for the Hou.-.ehold, and for. 
Mothers tLDd Teachers reading to their children. 

YOUNC WATCHMAN DOUBLE VOLUME. 

Full of True Go ... pel Incident._, Well Illustrated. 
A Fine Gift Book for Youni;: Folks. 

ALWAYS ABOUNDING, 
Tiu Life and Work o/ George Bna./ey. 

1 /6 each ; Cilt Edges, 2/· 

CLARI E'S LITTLE CHARGE; 
Or, "It was Sinnen jes,u Came to Sav,." 
The story of an Orphan Girl who was found in a 

hospital, engaged as nurse to an invalid child, from 
whom she learned the Way of Life. 

LEFT AT HOME; 
Or II Tiu Heart's True Restinr Pl11ee." 

The story of a Schoolboy whose parents went to 
India; bis struggles, temptations. companions. 

WANDERING MAY; 
Or, "Come ,11,to Me, arul I will Give y,n, Rest,'' 

The Story of a Youn� Servant Girl. 
WILLIE, THE ORPHAN i 

Or," Tiu Htaf>/>Y Larsd and the Way lo it." 
The Touching Story of an Orphan Lad. 

WHEN THE BLACKBIRD SINGS i 
Or, "Alone;,. llce Slonn alld Tide." 

The story of two Little Girls who were rescued 
from the sea. 

ONLY A FLOWER GIRL. 
A touchini: Stury or lowly life in the grc:at City 

of LonJon. 
NEDDIE GARDNER and hie FRIENDS; 

Or, "Tlr, OU Ho11se arul its Lilt/, Inmates." 
The 11tory of a Sailor's Wire and her little Boy. 

Full of Go,-;pcl Truth told in a plensing Sl)·le. 

1/- each; Cilt Edges, 1/6. 
All Tastefully Bound In Cloth Boards. Well 

Illustrated, and Distinctly E.vanirellcal. 

, GREENLAND'S ICY MOUNTAINS. 
Peeps at Greenlnnd ond iu People, with tbe 

Story or how the Gospel first reached them. 
AMONG THE RED INDIANS. 

A True S1ory of the Gospel's Triumphs in tbe 
land of the Wigwam and the Tom'lhawk. 

SCENES IN MAORI LAND. 
The story of bow the Glad Tidin1s was carried 

to the Aborigines of New Zealand. 
IN THE KRAALS OF SOUTH AFRICA. 

A True Story of Devoted Service in the Dark 
Continent. 
SILVERY SOUNDS OF SAVINQ GRACE. 

For Boys and Girls of every land. 
OPENING BUDS FOR CHILDHOOD. 

Bright Stories and Pictures for the Little Ones. 

9d each; Cilt Titles, 1/-
LONELY LILY i Or, "Tiu S/,e,-/urd's Call."

The tou�hing s1ory or an Orphan Girl left alone. 
HAZEL CLEN j o�, 11 Ida's P11f11'/1." 

The story or a Failhful Voung Worker for ChrisL 
STORIES OF THE BRAVE AND TRUE1 

Who Fought and Won 1he Good 1-'igbL 
WOOD COTTAGEi O,, "Shelterd at Last."

The Story of two Homeless London Children. 
YOUNQ HEROES AND HEROINES, 

Who Served and Suffered for the Lord Jesu1. 
DAISY AND HER FRIENDS. 

The story of a Lonely Orphan Girl. 
YOUNQ STANDARD-BEARERS, 

Who unfurled the Uanner amid Friends and Foes. 
THE GOLDEN DAYS OF YOUTH. 

How they may be won and used for Jesus CbrisL 
THE GIFT AND THE GIVER. 

How the Gifl was Received and the liiver Loved. 
YOUNQ WORKERS AND WARRIORS, 

Who early entered the King's Royal Service. 

9d. COSPEL VOLUMES. Cilt, 1/• 
Bound ln Cloth Boards. Well Illustrated. 

All Containing Stirring Gospel Narratives. 

MIGHTY TO SAVE; 
Or, 11The Gos;et1 Powe,;,. tlu Salvalio11t1/ Mtva. • 

REST FOR THE WEARY; 
Or," How Sad Htarts art Made to Si11r," 

THE WRECK AND THE RESCUE; 
Or, " Tlirtnu out Ilse Li/e Line,''

HOMEWARD BOUND; 
Or, "Tiu Wa, lo tlie Go/,u11 Sun." 

CW' Teachers, Schools and Libraries supplied at WHOLESALE Prices. -.. 
Complete List of 1260 GIFT and REWARD BOOKS of all Sizes, FREE, Crom 

JOHN RITCHIE, Publisher, KILMARNOCK. Scotland. 



Oift and Reward Books for Old and Young. 
41/ Bound, H,althg R,adlng. Tru, Narratluea. D/1tlnctl11 Oo,p,I. Fu/111 l/luJtrat,d. N,at/11 Bound. 

Th• 11 Qo1pel Clrt Book" aeries.

Tn11G#sfel N.,.,.olit111, ll/11slrol1d, Cl#lla Boord, 
Great Redemption j or the Captive set free. 
Mi1hty to Save; or the Power or the Gospel. 
Rest for the Weary: a Book or true narratives. 
The Wreck and Rescue; how the Lost arc Saved. 
Homeward Bound to the Golden Shore. 
The Royal Road that leads to the King's Palace. 
A Look into Eternity; or the World beyond. 

9d 1a.cla, , B6olu ,/8, 8 Boolu SI· potl /n,. 
Our II Young Folkl II Sorloa 

Of Terse and True Stories, Purely Go!ipel, Fully 
Illustrated, N catly Bound in Cloth Boards. 

Stories of the Brave and True, who fouitht the fight 
Youn, Standard-Bearers, who Unfurled the Banner 
Young Workers and Warriors in the King's service 
Golden Days of Youth; or Early Days for Jesus 
Heroes and Heroines, who Served and Suffered 
Living Waters, for the Thirsty and Weary. 
The Gift and the Giver ; or Free Grace for All 
Bright Stories (or the Young ; with m.any Pictures 
Golden Bells for Bof? and Girls 
Shinin, Stars to Guide ,eeking Souls to Christ 
Lonely Lily. The Story o( an Orphan Girl 
May Beaufort. The Story of a Hymn 
Wood Cottag e j or Sheltered from the Stonn 
Daisy and Her Friends. Story of a Lonely Girl 
Hazel Glen; or Ida and her Pupils 

9" ,ads, 6/x,o/u/qrlJ, r,Jqr7/6j,J1lfr,e. 
The II Royal Diadem " Serlu. 

For Yo11nr ond Old. N1ally Bt1Und in Cloth. 
/u1I Pul,/islud. Pro/iu1/y /l/u,lrated. Brirnl 

and Trut w1J1l Nar,alivu. 
The Royal W elcomc ; or ' Whosoever Will.' 
The Springini Fountain; or 'Stoop Down.' 
The Royal Diadem j or 'Jesus takes the Hi�hcst' 
Garlands o( Grace; or 'Crowns that'never Fade' 
The Sheltering Rock j or 'Safe from the Blast' 
The Royal Passport; or ' Robes m:i.dc White' 
Precious Gems. Stories of Happy .Children
Golden Suobcams for Childhoods Years 

&J 111&/s, 8 "°'1/ufar SI, ufa, 7/· />flslfru. 
11 Prloeleas Pearl 11 8erlee. 

0/ lll"1lral�d Coste/ Bqo/u /or Old a,u/ Yflu1tr, 
Slirri"r Narr4Jwu, Bo11nd ;,. Clo/I, Boa,d,. 

Saved and Satisfied ; or Pleasures that never Fade 
Rays of Grace : from the Cross of Calvary 
Priceless Pearls of Peace and Pardon 
Salvation for the Perishing ; how the lost arc found 
Rills from the Rock for all who arc Thirsty 
Grace and Glory : Good Tidings from the Throne 
Bright Stan to 1uide Youo, Feet 
Buels of Promise for Boys and Girls 
Children or Heathen Lands; Peeps at Lands afar 
Grace for the Guilty j or None need Perish 
The Gospel MCS5Cnger Annual; Pointed Stories 
The Wreck and the Rescue. Lea1hcrette Bindini: 
The Royal Road to the I(jncs Palace do. 

6d tods, 6 6'olu 3/(}, II, SI· po1//r11 

u Herooe of the Oro•• " lerlee.
Just Published. A series of Real Life Stories 

for Old and Young. Purely Go11pel. Bound in Cloth 
with Coloured Titles. Well Illustrated. 

"Detter than fiction because ab,olutely true. Show, 
in,: the grand realities of the Gospel and tho 
Christi:l.n Life by living witnesses in many �nJs" 

David Livingstone, Factory Roy and Mis.,ionary. 
David Brainerd, Mis!lionary to the Red Indians 
Samuel Marsden: Life among the Savages
Hans Egcde, Heroic Missionary or Greenland 
Robert Moffat, Missionary Hero o( Kuruman 
The Moravians, their Toils amid Arctic Snows

� 11Ula, 6 600/u 1110, u /JqqJcs ,J/6, Josi /r11. 
11 Peepa at Many Lande " Serlee. 

Fully Illustrated with Engnvings and Original 
Photos from lire. All distinctly Gospel. 

" Iloys and Girls1 and Young Men and .MaidenJ
will read these l>Ooks; and being Lrimfol of the 
Gospel, they cannot fail to benefit them.'' 

Peeps at the Eslcimos-tbeir Homes and Habits
Among the Mohicans-a Story of Prairie Life 
Peeps at South Africa-the Kaflir and the Kra:i.1 
Among the .Maoris- Peeps at the Land or the Pah 
l'eeps at the lndians.-thc1r Wigwams & Reli"ions 
In Wild New Zealand-Life among the Abori1mics 

� tarli, 6 6ooks 1/10 potl/rte, r, lx,ollS ,iltJ. 
Quantities for Distribution in Sunday Schools at 

a Reduction 
The II Creat Salvatlon ° Serlea 

Of Go�pel Books for Distribution among all Classes 
Each book contains 32 pages of pointed Gospel 
Narrative_s1 Papers for Anxious Inquirers, and 
Original verses. Bound in Leatherette, with 
Gilt Title and Frontispiece. 

Great Salvation : or ' Sinners Jesus will receive.' 
Wondcnul Love; or 'The Old, Old Story.' 
Strong Defence; or 'Abundantly able to Save.· 
Sure Anchors ; or ' Fixed upon the Rock.' 
Glory Crowned ; or ' Safe within the Pearly Gate.· 
Perfect Peace; or' Washed in the Blood.' 

� ead,, any ,J, I/, 0 /x,o/u1 1/(} jo1lfr11, 
The u Young Hero and Heroine" Serlee

Of Illustrated Books for Boys and Girls. All in 
Fancy Leatherette Covers, with Coloured Front• 
ispiecc, and Silver Title. Well Illustrated. 

Eric the Slave Hero of the School 
Stories of Grace Story o( Mary Jones 
M:iry o( Argyle Brave and Bright 
Pearce, the Shoeblack Saved and Happy 
Mac, the Musician Happy Chinese Girls 
Badicon, the Brave The Dublin Arab 
Faithful unto Death Younr Martyn 
Links of Love Mary"• Victory 
Brii;ht Stories Tlllie the Orphan 
Heroes of Mission Field Dick the Slave 
Gruc:e tbc Foundling Suin o( Peace 

3d ttUla, n /'w z/6, ,,/or 1/6. 

1260 aa,l,tle, a/ 01ft and Reward Boob at Ol1count P,1.,,. LJ,t Fr,,. Order direct front 

JOHN RITCHIE. PUBLISHER, KILMARNOCK, SCOTLAND. 



NEW TRACTS AND CARD LETS. 
FOR DROADCAST CIRCULATION AMONG ALL Cussss. 

SAVING WORDS. 

A Nrw Series or Minaturc Gospel Cardlct1, uch 
containing a striking Tezt from God's Word, in 
neat design, with a .. hort, pointed, penonal word 
to the reader. On stout c11rd, in colourc,I inks. 

Packet I. contains 'too- Pa�kct j I. containi 100. 
God's Love Etcmity-Whcrc'I 
Man'• Sin Rest for the Weary 
God's Free Gift Eternal Life 
Come unto Me Trust in Mc 

3d per 100. 2/3 per ,ooo, singly or assorted. 
With Intimations neatly printed on Backs for 

distribution at Meetings, 
500, 3/3: 1000, 5/•; JOOO, 12/6; sooo, 18/. 

POINTED MESSAGES 

0/ • Prnent, Pru 4,u/ 'F"II S•lvlllti1111. 
A New Sc.rics or Pointed Gospel Messages, printed 

on stout cards in coloured inks, prepared for 
broadcast distribution. E:ich tract 1s beaded 
b7 an orieinal Tcirt Block in attractive style1'1"'ing prominence to God's own Word, followea
by pen;onal and pointed Gospel appeals, warn• 
in1ts, and invitation�. 16 kinds. 

P .. cket I. contains 100. Packet II. conlains 100. 
A Solemn Fact A Personal Experience 
A Pointed Question A Gracious Messa,:e 
A Matchless Love A Present Possession 
A Wonderful Work A Red Letter Day 

Packet 111. contains roo. 
A WaminrCrr 
A Great Sight 
A Faithful Promise 
A Grand Reality 

Packet IV. contains roo. 
A Plain Declaration 
A Great Necessity. 
A Glorious Statement 
A Wci&hty Word 

6d per Packet ; 4 Plcu.. 1/9; Gummeti. 8,1 per roo 
6d per 100; 4/• pc" 1000, singly or assoned. 

In quantities, :1000, 7/•; 5000, as/•; 10,000, :asJ. 
With Rold Intimations printed on Backs, 

1000, 6/6; 3000. 1:t/•; 5000, :t:t/• i 10,000, JO/• 

lust Pu6/isk�d. A notli#r Editlt1,. 11/ • Milli"t111, 
POPULAR DELUSIONS. 

A New Style of Arresting Tracts, specially pre­
pared for Sceptics1 lnfidel1, and the tens of
thousands who arc bcinf. deluded and deceived 
by " Downgr.ade" and • Hiihcr Critic" preach­
ers. CJbloni: 11hape, with bold titles. Atu-a.ctivcly 
printed on '""d paper. Tbcse are accepted by 
many who refu-c ordinary tracts. 

Packet I. contains, Packet JI. contain.s, 
h there a Hell T What come1 nut 7 
Docs Death end all T Docs God tell lie1 T 
la there· a God T Do Men uiAt for everT 
h the Bible truer Hell CJ1plained away. 

4d r:r 100; J/.• per 1000. 3 Packets, 1/, post free 
o Quanutics-:1000, rr,/6; .3000

L. 
8{ i 5000, 11/:

10,000, :ao/, Carr1ai:e t'a1a. 

TRUE SAYINGS. 
An E,clir,ly Nrw S�ri11 t1I Pt1i"t"/ o:nd Art1"1i,cr 

TrMts. Dt1ld, Stn'klnr, Title Po:r,s. Twt1 
Par11 "/ R�o:dinr. Bo:clu Bllll11k. 

Familiar proverbs and adages turned to use in 
pressing home the gre&t realities of etemitr. and 
the necessity or conversion to God. Their 
striking titles, short and pointed mes.sai:ca, will 
cause them to be received and read by many. 
Packet 1. contains, Packet II. contains, 

"h'1 as sure as Death." "Honcst:,1Bcst Policy.-
" All is not GolJ that "A Leap 10 the Dark."

Glitters." "Makinit the Hut of 
"Gone to the Majority.• Both Worlds." 
"A Time and Place "Where there's a Will 

for Everythinc." there's a Way." 
4d per 100; 3/• per 1000. 3 Assorted Packeta, t/• 

With Bold Intimations printed on Backs, 
1000, 6/·; 2000, ro/• ; .JOOO, 1J/•; 5000, 21/. 

ILLUSTRATED COSPEL ECHOES. 
A Series of Two-page Laree Tinted Tracts, con• 

taining clear and pointed Gospel Narratives. 
Records of true conversion and plain words to 
the unconverted. Each tract is illustrated by 
11n Original Engraving. 

Packet l. contains 100. Packet IL contains 100. 
The Happy Shepherd The Clown at the Fair 
A New .Fla� Flying The Student's Testimony 
Sandy the Fisherman Loch Katrine \Vater 
"I know the Spot • Saved al the Comer 
Packet III. contains 100. Packet IV. contains 100, 
The Rock of Bressay A Daughter of India 
The Crofter's Sheep Mike the Midshipman 
The Silent Mill Wheel Franklin and the Bible 
The Holyhead Scaman On the Way to Siberia 

6d per 100, sinily or assorted ; 4/6 per 1000. 
In quaDtitics, 2000, 8/6; 3000, u/•; 5000, 16/•; 

TIDINGS OF PEACE. 
A New Series of Lari:c Single Page Tracts, printed 

on Fine Tinted Paper. Each Tract contains a 
Stirring Gospel Message, and is illustrated by a 
Neat Landsc:ipc Headlwid. Local News or 
Notices or Meetings, l"ent Services, with Illus• 
tratlon of Gospel Tents, may be printed on Backs. 

Packet I. contains 100. Packet II. contains 100. 
Sandy M 'Gregor's P&alm The Ploughman and 
" One w:u out on the Student 

Hills" £40,000 for the Days of 
Martin Luther's Assur- Youth 

ance A Gambler's Convemon 
The Harvest Past The Unhappy Caliph 
Packet 11 I. contains 100. Packet IV. contain" 100. 
The Pedlar of the From the Battlefield to

Grampi:uis ·Heaven 
The Tu& and the Wreck Sam. Leary's Barn. 
Annie Lee's New Song The F11rmcr's Arrest 
A Visit to the Tower Saved in Buto 

4d per 100 j 3/ per 1000; .$_000, 12/6. 
With Full Page Bold lotlmallons on Backs, 

1000, 6/6; :1000, 10/6: .3000, 13'6; 5000, n/. 

JOHN RITCHIE, Publisher, Kilmarnock, Scotland. 



SOMETHING FRESH FOR THE SOWERS. 
Open-Air Proachors, VI/Iago Workers, and Tract Distributing Banda. 

" Victoria" Cospel Cems. 
p,,,.,,.,.nl Tu1i1110Nits "' tlu /at, Quu,. Virtorla,

lt1 tlu Cosµfs Sar, n,: l'ow,ran,I liltssN /lore. 
ll'ltle lnrul,nts ln Ji1r Lit, ill11sl1atinr tlu 
G•au ti/ CDJ lo"'"'· 
E:ach Tmct consists of Four Pa1:es of clenr 

type, printeJ in Ruyal Purple Ink on Fine Toned 
Pnpcr1 lllustr:ued L_y neat H end l,ands with 1\1 edal­
lion PhotoL?r:iphs of Queen Victoria on ea\:b, All 
bearing II clear and definite Go,pel 1\les,ii:e, with 
pointed and re�onal application. These sho:.ild 
be c irculated m tens of thousands throughout the 
liriti'11 Empire. 

Pacl,:1/ I. ro,s/t6ins-100 A.c.sorted. 
The Queen's Confeaalon; or, "The All-availing 

Bloo<l or J e.,ui.." 
The Quoen and the Cospol; ,or, Christ II Per• 

som,_1 S.iv1our. 
In Her Majesty's Namo; or, The Royal P�,s· 

porl 10 1 he Pal.ace. 
The Queen's Testimony; or, All Settled and 

Sure for E1emily. 
Packet / I. ronlain.s-100 Assorted. 

Queen Victoria's Hope; or, "With Thee in 
Chris, ,.hall I arii,,c." 

Royal Crace; or, A Free Pardon for the Guilty. 
Seeing tho Queen; or, The Two Young Men 

from Skye. 
The Queen and the Bible: A Boole for tbe

Palace anJ the Coll.age. 
6d. per µacket; the two packets, 1/-: 6 packets, 

2/6, p,>SI lrce. 6d per 100; 4/6 per 10')0; 2000, 
8/3; 3000, 11/6; 5000, 17/6, carriage paid. 

Tract Bands, U1strict Visitors, Villal!e Workers, 
&c., supplied wilb Large Quantities at Special 
Rates. Specimen 1tnd Prices on Application. 

Cospel Pebbles. 
A New Sryle o( Folding Gospel Tract!>, Printed 

on Fine Duplex Paper. Art Shades. Each Traci 
conuilns Two Pages of Pointed Gospel m:iu.er-not 
n:irrative -attractive Title, with last pa.:e blank, 
for Printing or Stamping Intimations. 
Packet I. ctmlalru-100 Pkt. II. contains-100. 
Hard Work: Bad Wages A Personal Invitation. 
A Love Gift. Something for Nothing. 
Your Name&Character Your Photograph. 
Wb:uaboutTo,morrow? Are You Insured? 
Pkt. II I. oon ai,.$-100 Pkt. I Y. contai11z-100. 
An Absolute Cer�nty. The Coming Kini;. 
The Ver<licL What h Your Opinion! 
A Great Sight. What Is Your Choice? 
"Hu, ry Up I" The D11y Appointed. 
6d. per 100 ; 4/6 per 1000, singly or a��rtcd 

2000, 8/.; 3000, 11/-; 5000, 18/-. With ln:ima• 
tions Printed on Last Page, 1000, 7/-; 2500, 17/•: 
,5000, 25/•, 

"Caledonia" Photo Tracts. 
A New Series of Telling Go,pcl �lc .. 1111J!H, 

Printed on Fiue Art l'npcr, lllu irau:d h)• Cuµy• 
ri1,tht Photoi:rnphi- o( S\:u1ti,-h View .. anJ Scrnery, 
showi11,.: the l'l.,ces where the lnc1Jcm,- oc.cu,rcJ, 
or where the l'eople lived, mnk n� ahem arti,-1ic 
and ncceµtable f\l e,,.aJ,!c:.,, l,curing I he l.ireal Tru1hs 
ol the l,;osµel, plainl)• and pointedly stated, 1tnd 
personally applicJ to all. 

Pad,.·et I. ro,claln.s-100. 
Tho Man of St. Helena; or, \'ou Need to be 

Con\'crtc:d Yourself. With Photo �f Ma.:ket Cross, 
Ahc:nleen. 

Tho Doeslde Farmer; or, I'm Seekin, it Eam­
es1ly. Wi1h Phu10 of Urig o' llalg,1w11ic. 

The Scorner's Doom; or •· Anu1her O:i.nce 
Before I Uie." \Vit11 l'lu.uo of Hal111-,1 al Ca,-tle. 

The Ba,.or•s Lo0lo; or, Waiuug for Eafcctual 
Callin�. 

Pndul I I. conlalns-100. 
A "O.A." of King's College; or, The Student's 

Testimony. With Photo 01 King's Colleie, Aber­
deen. 

Tho Perthshire Farmer; or, "Honest Doubt, 
bu, making God a liar." Wuh Photo of Loeb Ard, 
Perth,-hirc. 

The Edinburgh Lady; or, Not Evidences. but 
Lhe Word. With Photo uf the City of Edinburgh 

The Deacon's Creed; or, "Waiting for God'1 
time." With Phutu ol the Hill of He�chie. 

Packet I I/. ron/ain.f--100. 
Tho Clasgow Water; or, "Nothing to do but 

to Drink iL" With Photo of Silver Strand, Loch 
Katrine. 

Tho Hlghland Crofter; or, " Nobody Knows 
till the Last Day." With Photo of Cro1ter's Cot• 
tai:e, A berfoylc. 

A Co'rlgrogatlon of One; or, "The Gospel all 
to J\I yi,,df" With Pho10 01 the Village of lfanchory. 

Saved for All Eternity j or, The Lord is worth 
Believing. With Photo of Brig o' Feugh. 

PIKht JV. con/ain.s-100. 
The Flahorman•e Asauranco; or, "\Vbat God 

says He will do." With Photo of the Town of 
Montrose. 

Tho Earl's Testimony• or, "Nothin� can 
Cleanse but the Blood." \Vilh Photo of Keith• 
hall House. 

Tho Footdeo PIiot; or
{ 

Christ is Able to mue
me stand. With Photo o River Dec IUld Granite 
City. 

A Ploughman's Conversion ; or, " Christ Died, 
and l go 1''ree." With Photo of the River Ury. 
6d. per packet ; the 4 packets, 2/•, post free to any 

address. 416 per 1000; 2000, 8/-; 3000, 11/•; 5000. 
17/6: 10,0001 321,, carriage pnid. 

-- Complete Lill of Plain and Polnted Gospel Tracts, Cards and Leaflets for District 
Vi•lt.atloo, and all kinds of agg-rcsslve ,Evaogellstlc Work, post free, from 

JOHN RITCHIE, Publlshor, Kilmarnock, SCOTLAND.
ABERDEEN I Goapol Book Depot• 4G Upi,orldrkgat.o. 



HELPFUL BOOKS for YOUNG BELIEVERS. 

upookot Helps" for Young Believers. 
Sixpence Each. 0 Booh /or 2JfJ, Po,t FretJ. 

Handy Size, Hc:lprul Mnucr, Good for readin& in 
Meal Hours nnd St,.Mre Momcnu. 

The Taborr,aclo In the Wlldomo,e, 1 llu.•Hrated. 
Ten Lecture:. by Juhn l<iu:lue. 

The Expected Ono. Christ's Cominc /or and 
wit It Hi:. ..aims. Thu,.._ N cwllc:rry. 

Coming Clortos. Unfolding i:rcat events in 
heaven and on earth. Walter Scutt. 

Egypt to Canaan with Coloured Chart. Our 
Redemvlio11, Walk and Warfare. J. Ritchie. 

Resurrection of the Dead. Its Facts and Teach• 
ings. Uy Henry Uycr. 

Future Events. Many Questions answered, and 
Uiffi1.ulLie> solved. \\'aher ScolL 

The Feasts of Jehovah. Hri,:ht i,•oresh:adowings 
of Grace and Glury, ,vith Uiagram. J. Ritchie. 

Perfections of Scripture. Shewing that the 
liook is Pure and Pcrrect. Thos. Newl,erry. 

Foundation Truths of the Cospel. Twdve 
liil,le Readings for Voung Uc:licvers. J. Ritchie 

The Course of Time. From the Creation to the 
Eternal State. Wo.her Scott. 

The Second Advent of the Lord Jesus, with 
Coloured Chart. Jobu Ritchie. 

The Two Trees; or God's Sovcreiitnty and Alan's 
Re,.,punsil,ility. Walter ::icotL 

Jerusalem and Babylon. Their Rise, Fall, and 
Future. Henry Uycr. 

Truthe for Children of Cod, Doctrinal and 
Practical. Henry Cummins. 

Uneoarchable Riches. The Sweet Meditations 
or a SufferinJ.t Saint. John Ui..:l..ic. 

The &unday so►ool: its Work and Worker,. 
For Voung Uclievers. John Ritchie 

Cospel Work and Revlval Times. A Stiniog 
Nanative. By Samuel Blow. 

Qreen Pastures, for the Flock of God. Precious 
Papers. Henry Oyer. 

Quiet Wat ere or Rest and Refreshing for God ·s 
People. Henry Heath. 

Paths of Righteousness, for Pil1;rims Heaven• 
ward. Henry Groves .. 

Typos In Conosls. By Dr. W. P. Mackay, 
Author or "Gr.ice a.nd Truth." 

Prlmltlvo Christianity Shewing what God in• 
stituted, and wh,hes lo be observed. 

The Hol,' Scriptures. Their External Form. 
Character and Contents. W. Scott. 

Slzpenc• each: 2 Boob, Poat Fr«e, 1/. Anv 
12 Bo /ta for 6/- Poat Fr«e. 

Tho u Young Bollever's" Library 

of lnstruollve and Praotlcal Dook1, 
SIXPENCI:. EACH. Poat Free to any Addr,11. 

Crace and Clory, The Fulness of the voapeL 
J IJe11h.1111 Smith, clC. 

Counsel and Cheer, for Vouni: Relievel'll, Plnin 
u11J Pr.a..:uca( l'ui,crs. Uy Juhn l<hi:hie. 

The Creal Salvation, or Life, Lii:ht, anJ Lib• 
ert)' m Chn,-1. Juhn l<i1d1ie. 

The Call and Portion or the Bride, or Union 
and Cu111m1111iu11 with C.:hn,.t. Jvhn l{itd1ie. 

Bondage to Rost. The Path from the Cro.,.,. to 
the lilury. T. Shuldham Henry. 

Songs of Faith, Hope, and Lovo. Originill 
Hymns, foll of l.hn,.1. John U11:kie. 

Crapes of Eschol. for the Rcfn:shnient of the 
Lord s l'il1,;rim Peovlc. 

Sweet Sploes. Select l'apen by departed Ser• 
van,, vi Chrisl. 

Tho Centlle Powers. Lecture" oo Prophecy. 
C. U. Urown,

The Cloud, the Ark, the Feasta. Three Bible 
:::i1udics for Uelicve� 

u Aids" to Young Believers
In the Croat Truths of CJd's Holy Word, 

Fourpence tach. Post Free. 
Llfo, Death, Hades, Paradise. With Coloured 

Chan. A V:.ilu.ilale Hook. C. J. Baker. 
Resurrection of the Doad. Its Bcarin& on the 

Saved and Un,:i.veJ. H. Uyer. 
Primitive Christianity. A� unfolcicd in the 

WurJ or God. C E. Stuart 
The Two Dostlnle�!. and the Two Roadi; that

lead to lllem. wi1h Chart. C. J. Haker. 
Our Croat High Prl ·st. A."lron a Type of 

the LurJ Jesus Chr1sL Wm. Lincoln. 

Threepence Each; 2 CoplH fJd; Post Free. 
Paradise. The present abode of the Departed 

Saints. Henry Dyer. 
Jehovah's Name. An Exposition of all the 

Jehovah Tides. Henry Oyer. 
From Ago to Age. An Outline of Prophecy. 
The Church, the Bride. Alex Anderson. 
Throe Dible Studies, on the Believer's Guidance, 

Communion, Wur..hip. 
Tho Call of tho Brldo. Hy John Ritchie. 
Counsel and Cheer. By John Ritchie. 

Twopenct1 Each. 3 Coples fJd, Poat Fru. 
Whose Faith Follow. A Brier Memoir. 
The Sooond Coming of Christ. With Coloured 

Oia�r:1111 and Key. 
From Age to Ago. An outline of Prophetic 

EvenL-.. R. J. Mah,,ney. 

Complete List of Believers' Books Helps to Blble Studv, Conoordanoes, &o., 

From JOHN RITCHIE, Publisher, Kilmarnock. 



GIIT AND REW ARD BOOKS FOR THE YOUNG. 

Fourpence Ea.ch. 
Neat Ooth Boards. Illustrated. 
E.cla BH/f ""l•i,u Sim)/1 a,u/ 

l•ln-e1/i,cr w1jel Na,-,•lir,11 
/,r tlu y.,.,"l'• 

The Young Cricketer. 
Frank Westen's Anchor. 
Chrissy's Glad NeYn. 
The Princess in I.be Castle. 
The Password, and other Stories. 
The Father's Promise, 11 

Nellie's Dream, " 
Ragged Charlie, " 
The Little Over(X)mer, " 
The Old Negro, " 
Little Willie, 11 

Nellie's Dream, " 
The Lijthlhouse, 11 

Shinine for Jesus, 
Johnny Leary, 
Little Bobbie 
The Shepherd BoJ, 
Victor Doyle, 
The Mother's Love, 
The Little Sbepherdes.s, 
The Ferryman, 

O,,uad, o/ dtn,1, 6/6,Jotlfrtt. 

Threepence Each. 
Cloth Conrs. Illustrated. 

Johnnie Allan, and other Stories. 
".rbe Ceylon School Girl, " 
Ma&gie and Rovu, " 
The lnciian Sahya, " 
Pleasant Tales for I.be YoW1g. 
True Stories for I.be Little Ones. 
TIii Si.z B""lu /or 1/6, ,Ost /rte. 

Twopence l:ach. 
The Story or William Carey. 
J oho Williams in the Soulh Seas. 
"rbe Moravian■ in Greenland. 
Story of Allan Gardiner. 
Brainerd among I.be Red Indians. 
Vandcrkcmp and Mo[at in Africa. 

Tiu Siz BtJOlu, 1/, �st fru.

The Be1t Gilt, and other Stories. 
Hother Jack, the Slave 11 

Duncan Matheson, " 
Tho Fi.sherm&0'1 Story, " 
A. Beal Hero, " 
Bhow YoUJ' Coloun, " 
The Old llan'• Swry, " 
The lnfldel & Little Boy, " 
Tho Two Offloen, " 
The Station-muter'■ Story, " 
Gn.oo OD the Seu, " 
The Vlll&&"e Blaclt1mltb, " 

The Storm, and other Storie&. 
Frances Ridley Havergal, 11 

God'■ Little Messengers " 
Something about the DlhJe, " 
Story of Ma.rtln Luther, " 
The King In the Cave, " 
Oood N ewe In a Far Country," 
Show Your Coloun, " 
Tbo Ark and the Don, 11 

Poor Matt., " 
Gospel Narratives First 8erie11. 
Oospol Narrativea Second t3erica. 
O,ct E�h o/ /Ju UM11, Tw1nt7• 

fowr B""ks, /or 4/, post fru. 

one Penny Each. 
Twenty-Four kind,. w,11 lllu,­

trated. Each Book containing true 
and /ntereatlng Storie, of a df,. 
tlnctly Goapel character. Ve

�
t 

,ultable for Sundag School (JI 
and Reward Booha, and for O ,.

tr/but/on among the Young. 
Boy1 and Girls of Bea.then Lands. 
Boys & Girla on the way to Heaven. 
Stories of Converted School l:$oys. 
Storiea of Converted School Girl8. 
Lizzie's Two Christmas Weeka. 
Stories of the Martyn. 
Scri1,>ture Stories in VerN. 
Jamie's Tract, and other Storiee. 
The Young Nurse, " 
The Dying Heiress, 11 

Murdoch Macleod, 11 

Willie and James, 11 

Gospel Stories in Verae. 
Bible Truths and Stories. 
The GoodShepherda.nd HJ1 Flock. 
D. Livingstone, the Factory Boy.
John Knox, the Galley Slave. 
John Bunyan, tbeBedford Tinker. 
Martin Luther, the Reformer. 
Motlat, th• African Miaslonuy. 
John Wesley: his Lile & Labours. 
Kitty's Early Daya. 
The Story of Daniel Mann. 
Friendly Talks on Gospel Truths. 

Q1Ml Penny each. 1/ per doun. 
Tiu t4 Boou, !/-1)01t /ru.

Halfpenny Each. 
First Ser/ea. 11/uatratttd with 

Woodcut,. In Pictorial Couttra. 
Each Book contain, aeuttral Polnt­
,d Ooapttl Narratluu, apttcla/111 
written for the Young. 
Bertie's None; or, We Love Him. 
lln.ggie'a Love Letter. 
Jamie'■ Tempto.tlon. 
Dot'■ Ooapel Alphabet. 

Jobnn1 Ll■ter, and other 8torfea. 
lfa,we & Bolla; or1 White u Snow
Edltli'1 Thank11l?lvtng. 
llother'■ Bible Storie■. 

On, HaVpenny. 6d per doun. 
8/6 per 100. I .d.1iorud Pacltet, 
o/14 Boob, 1/-pon/ru.

Second 8,rl.a. l/luatd. In Flne/1 
Coloured lithographed Cou,r,. 

The Young Emigrant. 
Georgie'a Hymn. 
Tbe Indian Prince•. 
Sin Blotted Out. 
What Millie Wanted. 
The Little Girl'11 CooYenloo. 
The South Sea ls.landen. 
The Italian Soldier. 
Ra.,,rgcd Charlie. 
The Ship on Fire. 
Story of Little WllU.. 
A Saviour for me. 
The Drinking FountabL 
"Hold my Hand." 
Coming of the King of 1lory. 
Saved by Another. 
Story of Old Peter. 
The Dublin Arab Boy. 
The Old Negro. 
0 I plead for Mercy." 
Two Storle11 abou, PraJer. 
The .Mother'a Love. 
Little Nelly and her Motbw. 
A Young Hero. 
Last Strand of the Rope. 

• Saved and set Free.
Lost In the Fored.
The Prairie Fire.
Victor Doyle.
"Mako It Pia.in."
The \Varoing Bell.
•• It la Wonderful."
What I waa and am.
The Slave Mother.

The ttoeloe, 6/6, pon fru. 
Third Ser/ea. C<,/oured Co111r• 

The Story of Yeddle. 
The Nuree'a Conversion. 
Mary's Question. 
The Doctor'■ Daui,hter. 
" I'll eee Hla face. ' 
Escape for thy Lite. 
Tbe Queen ILnd the lfothM. 
Wlll the Ropo bold T 
Sowing and Reaping. 
Salv.&iou by Grace· 
WhaU1 BellevlngT 
Saved, and what. a SavioW'. 

Om Har.tp.n"IJI. &J per douA.
8/6 fW1' 100-JJM,_/r�. U ..tuorud 
Pc,cb�, 6d each.

complete Lilt or am Dlld Reward Book■ tor Old and Young, poat tree, on appllcat.lon. 
lSunda118ohool1 and UbrarlH 1uppll1d on Special T,rm,. All Order, and R,mlttance, to b• 11nt to 

JOHN RITCHIE, "The Ybung Watchman" omce. 'Kilmarnock. Scotland. 



fiem Tiraets and heaflets fotr l>isttri bation. 
IOWffHINQ NEW FOIi TIIADT DIITIIIBUTOIL 

'Cternol 'Oeolitie4. 
■aw DHlgna. Attraotlve ltyle. �

lW' Pointed Matter. artght Dolours.

A Nn11 Scriei1 of Al'Tutinr and Pointed Gospel
and Warning Messages. printed In bri1ht rainbow 
tinL', on fine thick white paper, for broadC:Lst dis• 
tribution. The unique appearance or these Leaf. 
lets will cause them to be readily received ud 
read. 

Paclcet I. Cootalna­
Wbat t:)ink ye of Christ T 
Whosoever means me. 
Wanted I your S1i:0at•re. 
Great Realities. 

Packet 11. CoaWa.­
Christ Died for us. 
Excursion to the Celestial City. 
Nothinr between. 
A Personal Question. 

Packet 111. Cont&ln.1-
V e must be Born A pill. 
Wonderful Love. 
What is your Name T 
If 1 die to-night, 

Packet IV. Cootalos-
Tbe Greatest Wonder in the World. 
By Grace ye arc Saved. 
A Gn:at Question. 
Arc you thinry T 

Paclcet V. Coota.los­
Gre.at Discoveries. 
To-day and To-mono,r, 
Don't read this. 
Counterfeits. 

Packet VI. Cont.alna-
Do you believe the Bible T 
Time llfld Eternity. 
White-washed i,. Washed Wblu. 
Profit and Loss. 

Packet VII. Conta.los­
A Warning. 
Your Photograph. 
Two Roads and TravellerL 
You may be Saved to-day. 

P&clcet VIII. Cont&iu­
Pause and thinlc.. 
A Royal Proclamation. 
To-N 1ght when 1 close my eye&. 
Friend, arc you rea.dyT 

Assorted Packets containing 1001 
#1 e'""-

I'he above Eight Packets, z/6, ,Ost /ru. Sin1ly 
or Assorted, #1 /1r 100 ; 3/ per 1000. 
In qrantitics for free distribution :-

J$OO, 6/0; JOOO, U/6: 10,0001 n/, ,•mare /•id. 
With Advertisement or Mectioi1 on back : 
'""· #16: ,ooo, s/6: z.soo, 11/; SH,, MJ/,

'$o4pel U'torl(§At4. 
A New Series of Miniature Le.afiets, contai:!��abort, abarp and siroplc Gospel Meuares. 

Leaflet is lll111U"ated by a neat head-band, and 
printed on fine ticucd pa�. Io BirM assorted 
packets. There are 3:11 luods. They may be had 
singly or in Assorted Packcu, each containioc 100. 

Advcrtisemcou may be printed oa back. 
Packet I. Conta.lo• 100. 

" I'm coing I don't know whCR.• 
The right kind of Faith. 
Two Roads to Glascow. 
The Devil's Ca.staW11yL 

Packet II. Cont&ln• 100. 
The Infidel and the TuL 
" I know the Plan.• 
Religion never Saved anybody. 
A Great Si1ht. 

Paclcet III. Conta.lo• ,-. 
" Dip it up." 
A Rich Hod-Canier. 
The Draw-Bridce Keer,er'1 s�
" I've missed it at lasL ' 

Packet IV. Conta.los 100. 
11 I (cas not the Waye.• 
Stifled Convictiona.. 
"The Plank Bean.• 
Good Anchora1e. 

Paclcet V. Contala■ 1-. 

II Let gO the Twif, • 
A Rare Gift. 
Will He take IU u I am r 
Nobody ever told me. 

Packet VI. Contain• 100. 
The Bridge of NiacarL 
Nothinc lefi for you to do. 
The Pip and the Beam. 
Hia Last Bet. 

Packet VII. Conta.lo■ •­
A Month To-nicbt. 
The NoblemaD't Daurhter. 
" If that be true I'm Sand.• 
A Leap for Life. 

Packet VIII. Contains 100. 
The Indian and the Worm. 
A Rclition of Four Letten. 
To-nicht or Never. 
A Terrible Calamity. 

Jd ;,r 100: z/.] Jn- 1000, ;.,1 fe1. 
The Eight Assorted Packets, 1/9, j,sl /rw1. 

lo quantities for wide distribution :­
zsoo, sl: SOutJ, 9/; 10,000, 16/, ,.,.,,.;.,, ,stna.

Eternal Realttlea on Cummed Paptr, 

For poatinc b7 the waysidc1 a.nd fastcninc letten. 
6d Jn- IH, i• A11orl1tt Plld#I,, jolt/�. 

JOHN RITCHIE, ,.The Vouna Watohman Office," KILMARNOCK. 
LoWDew : w AL TD G. Wmi.aa. s• Patamaatw llew, K.C.



!Jlluslrofei) irocfs & £eollels lor the Toung. 

@osia�l ��s¢1'uds f�• l�� Yetb),. 
A Series of Neat Tinted Leaflets, each 

containing a Gospel Narrative for the 
young, illustrated by a neat woorlcut. 

Gospel Rosebuds. Packet 1, contains 
The Little Japanese Girl. 
Bertie,s Nur:-e; or We Love Him.
Lottie's Marked Bible. 
The Best Watchword. 
Gospel Rosebuds. Packet II. contains

Ida's Cot ; or, Going to Jesus. 
Little Neddie; or, A Child,s Testimony.
Jamie Jeffrey ; or, What a Saviour, 
Lizzie's Text ; or, Come unto Me. 

Gospel Rosebuds. Packet III. contains. 
Carrie, the Little Italian Girl, 
Annie's Text. 
Jessie's Bible. 
The Story of the Flags. 

Gospel Rosebuds. Packet 1 V. cont.a.Ins. 
Bob, the Schoolboy's Rescue. 
The Zulu Boy. 
A Ride in the Snow. 
Thoms iri the Pillow.

Eadi Packet eonlains 50 Assorted, 4,11
post fr«; 8d per 100; 6/- per 1000, 
separately or a.ssorted. 

Ilh1stPC21ted S�riu f�• tlj¢ Y �WJS. 
A N cw Series of Illustrated Tracts of a 

Jistinctly Gospel character. Each Tract 
contains one or two shon stories, illustrated 
by a neat woodcut. 

Illustrated Stories. Packet I. contains 
MiU\e, the Sexton's Child; or, A Home on 
The Scoffing Boy. [the other side. 
Net tie's Service ; or, 'What a little girl can 
The Children's Treat. [do. 

Illustrated Stories. Packet II. contains 

Little l-olina ; or, I was one of them. 
" Steer Stra1ghL" 
Fanny and her Brother. 
The Little Missionary Girl 
EacJ, P�lut ((mtains 100 Assorted, 6:1,

post /ru; 6d per 100; 4/6 per 1000, 
uparale/y "1' assorted, 

J�fnl }3e,_..,s fer �13ys � @fp)s. 
A New Series of Large Pictorial LeaOets. 

with clear and poinled Gospel Narratives, 
Suitable for Uist ribut1on at Children'■ 
Meetings, Treats, Sunday Schools, etc. 

Joyful News. Pac.ket 1. contalu 
Eddie's First Letter. 
Ida's Trust; or, A Visit to the Sea. 
The Irish Girl and the Doclor. 
The Apprentice Boys. 

Joyful News. Packet II, contalos 
Georgie's H ymo. 
Amy and Rosie. 
The School Treat. [from God. 
l\lay's Pinafore; or, Sin separates 

Each Packet eontain.r 50 Ass"1'ted, 6d; 1/ />"
JOO; 8/9 per I 000, uparale/y or assorted.

�ieft:u.e SJZQile.s pP �03s g, @il"ls. 
A New Series of Illuslrated Tracts for the 

young. Each Tract contains a distinctly 
Gospel Story, illustrated by a neat wood­
cut j very suitable for broadcast distribution. 

Picture Tales. Packet I. contains

Ell:\'s Grief; or, How a little girl trusted 
"There's no If, Tommy." LJesus. 
Little Janet; or, The Flitting Time. 
Annie's Prize. 

Picture Tales. !>acket JI. contains 
Hughie's Verse; or, Safe in the aims of 
The Shipwrecked Sailor Boy. LJesus. 
Left Behind; or, The Little Girl's Dream. 
Teenie's Text ; or, I will Trust. 

Picture Tales. Packet 111. cootalos 
A Young Sai1or's Love. 
Angus, the Shetland Boy. 
The Hnppy Christian Boy. 
The Little School Girl's Texts. 
Picture Tales, Packet IV. contains 

Sissy in Heaven. 
Kind Bobby ; or, Because I love Him. 
The Seed and the Flower; or, How the 
The Redeemed Rabbit. [ dead rise. 

E�J, Packet eontai,u 100 Assorted, 6J,
post free; 6d per 100 ; 4/6 per 10001 

separately or assorted, 

All orders sent promptly by post at published pric88. Order direct from 

JOHN RITOHIE, 11 The Young Watchman" Office, Kilmarnock, Scotland. 
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