And:an H]ghway shall be there, and a way, and it shall be called The Way of Holiness:

=

The wayfaring men, though fools, shall not err therein,

Iseiah 35:8.
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Wesley on Dress.

If you could be as humble as when
you choose plain apparel (which I
flatly deny), yet you could not be as
benefieient as plenteous in good
works. Every shilling which you
save from your own apparel you may
expend in clothing the naked and
relieving the various necessities of the
poor, whom ye have always with you-
Therefore every shilling which you!
nec~dlessly spend on your apparel is;
in etfect, stolen from God and the,

Jpoor.
For what end did you buy these
ornaments? ‘To please God? No

but to please your -awn or to gain the
admiration and applanse of those that
were no wiser than yourself. If so,
what you put on yourself you are, in
effect tearing from the back of the
naked; aa the costly and delicate food
which you eat you are snathehing
from the mouth of the thungry. For|
merey, for pity, for Christ’s sake, for
the honor of His Gospel, stay your
hand! Do not throw this wmoney
away. Do not Jay out on nothing,{
yea, worse than mnothing, whatvmay
‘clothe your poor, naked, shivering
fellow creature!

Many years ago, when 1 was at |
Oxford, on a cold winter's day a
young maid (one of those we kept at
school), ealled on me. I said, “You
seem half starvd. Have you nothing
to cover you but that thin gown?
«Qir ¢his is all I have.” I put my

hand 3o my pocket, but found no
whobicy Voifs hawnn“:'wti naid awav all
I had. It struek me, will thy Master

say, “Well. done gosd and faithful
steward! Thou Iast adorned thy
wall with the money which might|
have screened this poor crea‘ure from
the cold.” O justice! O mercy! Are
pot, these pictures the blood of the
poor maid? See thy expensive appar-
el in the same light; thy gown, hat,
head-dress! Everything about thee
swhigch cost more than Christian duty |
requised thee to lay out is the blood
of the poor. Oh, be wise for the
gime to eomme! Be more mereiful,
p ‘ore faithfal to God and man, more
aby, tdantly adorned (like wep and
womer*  Professing godliness) with |
fasblod vmd works!

1ihs sta [k, staring nonsense to say,
. fford: this or that!” It

“Oh, I ean s

you have rega. vd to exuwspon sense, let

that silly word 1 eVer comé into your
Lwing can aford 4,011

i

mouth. No man |
throw away any par * of that food or

raiment into the sea w %h was lodged
with him on purpose to . ‘¢ed the hun-
gry and clothe the naked. And it is
far worse than waste to wend any
part of it in costly _,apparel. Yor this
is no less than to turn wholesom ¢ foad
into deadly poison. It 1is giving Wg«
much money to poison both yourse A
and others, as far as your example
spreads, with. pride, vanity, anger, lust
love of the world, and a thousand
foolish and hurtful desires which.
tend to “pierce them through with
many sorrows.” O God, arise and
maintain Thine own cause! Let not
men and devils any longer put out
our eyes ancl lead us blind-fold into
the pit of destruction.

{ blood that was shed for you.

| not here He s rigen,”

shay &
struct Yon of a Cantelevier

Yes it L'ears completion.
else is it 1'bat I see?
ters prlnted_ \m the I‘O&deV

are they?
Looks like F.  Yes that is F. then A.

day brings them nearer and nearer to
the great day of accounts.

Oh! sinner, backslider do you not
see where your are standing? You
are far from God and on the road to
endless death and despair, unless you
turn from your sins and toward God.

The holy spirit 1s striving with you,
and pleading, lovingly, endearingly.
Oh! Oh! ¢hild come home, eome home,

and yet you go on resisting his en-

treaties, and doing despite to God’s
will, and treading upon the precious
Driv-
ing the wnails still harder into the
hands and feet of the blessed son of

»| God, and pressing the thorny crown

still closer on the already suffering
brow.
Will you not heed the ecall; “turn
ye, turn ye for why will you die.”
Yes, I see you are turning, the mes-

sage has reached your heart, and you

{ see where you are standing. What is
the picture that presents itself to you.
There hanging on the gruel tree on
yonder hi:ltop is the blessed Jesus
you see the thorn crowned brow, the
spear pierced side.

Those hands, which, when here in
the flesh, ministered to the needs of
loved ones, now pierced by the cruel
nails his head bowed in death.

Why all this suffering? That
atonement might be made for your
sins and mine. 'Twas sin that slew
the blessed Lord, and you, brother
sinner, are dead in trespasses and in

| sin, and no hope but in Jesus.

But, say you, I canngt sge where
vhhe hope comes In 1f Jesus is dead.
Where’s the virtue in a dead man.

But see, look once more at the pic-
ture, the scene is changing. I see the
form of an angel in white. What is
that beside him? 'Why, it looks like
an open tomb. ¥es; anpd there are
others there.  What is it they are
saying? They are asking where
Jesus is who was placed in the tomb,
They are told by the angel: <“He is
and, “because
He lives we shail live alsg,” and, “He
ever liveth to make intecression for

)

us.
Well if that be the case and salva-

tion 1s assured, what have 1 to fear.

But brother, you have not seen all
the picture. [Logk with me again,
What is there between you and that
scene? Do you not see that awful
gulf seperating you from that beau-
tiful scene? And as we look into that
rock walled gorge are those awful
words in letteps of fire, Lost! Lost!!
Lost!!!

We put our haunds over our face tc
hide the secene, but we cannot blot it

out, Lost! Lost! .
But look brother, do mnot despair.

There 1s something more.

What is it I see? There is some-
thing building on the farther side; yes,
and from this side too. |

What isit? What is it?

Let us draw nearer. It is taking
A bridge? Like
bridge.
And whait
‘Lihoks like let-
What

T can scarce mske out.

- F—A. And ‘,here 1s a letter on this
“Thou shalt call his name Jesus |40 H, F—A——~—H. What ean
for he shall save his people from their| 1.+ pe.

sins.” - Matt. 1:21.

Men today as in the days of Jesus
are unwilling to accept God’s plan of
salvation. = They parley over the
why’s and wherefore’s and iritter
away there precious lives, while every

The bridge is most complete.
the two parts meet &t ]aqf
18 completed

faxthl.

But see, other letters dte forming.
Yes

The Work

But the letters, F—A—I—T H
Faith

in the all

the eon- |

a.tonmg.

|

| for the lost,

blood of a crucified but risen Lord

Is not the light dawning upon your
beclouded vision? Do you not see
the day breaking over the hilltops of
your _soul,

This 18 all for your brother. The
atonement complete. Your saivation
is assured, if you but forsake your
sinful ways and steps out on this
bridge of faith. Your past sins will
roll from your back into that bottom-
less gorge, where they will be seen no
more.

And on the other side the blessed
saviour stands with open arms to re-
eive you, Will you not now accept
the terms of the Gospel. Simple
faith in God to save, through the mer-
itorious sacrifice of His blessed Son.

Launch out on the boundless ocean
of God’s love and find a complete and
perfect rest in the haven of his mer.
cies.

S. B. CHARLTON,

Fort Fairfield, Me., Dec. 25, 1908.
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The Deputy’s Tear.

For twenty years I was the chap
lain of a state penitentiary. Many
hard cases came before my eyes, but
none harder than that of “Billy,” as
he was called. ' Years passed away.
One day I was waiting in a railway
station, when a spry and cheerful-
' *hel in hand,

agolute

ta

looking man came in, s
moving with tha’
galt that besr

ble and >

Wi

loo

sal(

e,

™Why ..
up there?’

This was a eup. ich
the conviet hid the past. “ An  pres-
sive ' gestyre, gave emphasis to his
words. . His face and story came
fresh to my mind, and I asked him
what bad wrought the change. He
said that he had married, was in suc-

cessful business, and better than all, al

happy Christian. When questioned
further, he said: “You remember the
deputy, how I used to trouble him?
Well, I acted so bad one time that
he said he must lock me up in solitary
confinement. He marched me off to
the dark cell. As he walked along
he said, ‘Billy. I hate to lock you up
there.” It seemed but acasual remark,
and had lLittle effect on me. As he un-
locked the cell he repeated it still
more earnestly, ‘I hate to lock you in
here, for I believe there is yet a man
in you!” As I turned to look at him
a tear coursed down the deputy’s
cheek, that told the depth of his feel-
ing. It touched my soul. All night
long I paced the floor of that narrow
cell; saw, as it were, shapes of dark-
ness about me, and heard still ringing
in my ear, ‘I believe there is yet a
man in you’ When the morniag
broke, it found me on my knees pray-
ing, “O God, if there be a man in me,
help me to bring it out’ God heard
that prayer, and set me free from sin.”

Thus was Billy brought to himself
and to his Saviour. The deputy had
spoken just the right word, in the
right way, and at the right time. But
the silent influence of that tear of
yearning sympathy, of Christlike love
won a heart that had
long been steeled against everything
good. He went forth weeping, but
came again rejoicing, for he had
“gaved a soul from death and hid a
multitude of sing,’—“B.” in the Safe-
guard, '

- | told her that the fault was

A VWife’s Temper.

In a church I was working in, in
Manchester, I frequently received re-
quests for prayer for the conversion
of husband, children, and friends from
one Woman. She was a Christian,
but she had one besetting sin, which
handlca,pped her. She used to bring
request after request, “Please pray for
my husband.”

Well, we got him along, and when
we got him nearly in, that woman
would upset the whole thing. What
do you think it was? It was her
temper; and when she did let go—
whew!—everybody in the house knew;
and her husband used to say, “Well,
Mary, if tha,t is religion, I don’t want
it.”

She knew she was wrong, and she
was sorry afterwards, and would ask
hig forgiveness. He did forgive her,
but, all the sawme, it hindered him.

Oné day I made up my mind that,
when she brought another request, I
would talk with her and be very hon-
est with her. She and T
hers, and
that she must overcome her temper—
that the Lord could give her grace to
enable her to curb her temper. She
took the matter to the Lord and com-
mitted it to Him, and He gave her
the victory.

The time for spring cleaning came
around, and she trusted the T,ord.
ShETEEESYT % a new landp hung up

and a new carpet;
“irrying home

did ecome,

and
carrying
‘Weshoaldsey e ~qid
‘ng about the lamp—
a surprise—and he
; round, and down

wue lal.p, and there was a clat- |

ver:ng and a row, and a breaking up
of things; and he waited for another
row—he expected it in the natural
order. of things, He waited, and

presently a quiet woman looked over

the stairs down at him, and said
gently:
“Never mind, husband! It is all

right; we can get another lamp.” And
he looked up and said:

“Mary, what's the matter.”

“O, my dear,” shesaid, “I have
trusted Jesus to cure me of temper.”

“Well,” said John, “if He has cured
you, come right down and pray for
me, for that’s what I want. If there’s
enough 1n religion to cure vour tem-
per, I want the same religion.”

John was convertedi that day,—
Gypsy Smith,

-

Pierce’s Poems.

After repeated requests from many
of God’s dear people, for several years,
the Associate KEditor of BEULAH
CHRISTIAN, Rev. D. Rand Pierce,
has at last decided to colleet the cream
of his poetical writings, covering a
period of more than twenty years,
and publish them in a tasty, cloth-
bound volume some time during 1909,
Probably August or September.

The tirst will be an “Author’s Edi-
tion,” containing a portrait of the
author and other illustrations, and
will be sold by him personally for at
least ope dollar per copy. It is the
author’s desire to receive at an early
date the names of those who wish a
copy, as he needs to secure several
hundred advance orders before the
date of publication. Orders are al-
ready reaching him. Drop him a
eard .to Fitchburg, Mass. 1if you wish
to be enrolled. The books are not to
be paid for until delivery,

rising and falling,

Steward’s Advice to the Pas-
sengers.

e o s

A worker, speaking at a Christian
institute said: “When I was once going
from Scotland to Awmerica, and we
had got to the south of Ireland, a
number of the passengers, myself
among them, were very seasick; and
as we sat looking at the great waves
we became worse
and worse, until the steward eame
along and shut the door, bidding us
look the other way. We did so, and
as our eyes had no longer the sea be-
fore them, we gradually recovered. I
thought—that is just the W}Ly with
many of us. We keep looking at our
waves of trouble, and the wmore we
fret about them, the worse we be-

come; whereas, if we had simply look-

ed away from them to Jesus we
should have got on much more
smoothly. If Christians would just

let the Liord keep their troubles, they
would find him a greater Savior and

Keeper than they have any idea of.”—
Selected.

@

God Answers Prayer.

Jehovah, the loving God, distinetly
promises to answer the prayers of his
children. He that gave parents a
love for their ehildren, will he not lis-
ten to the eries of his own sons and
daughters? He bas wonders in store
for them. What they never heard of
never saw or dreamed of, he will do
for them. He wili invent new bless-
ings, if needful. He will ransack sea
and land to feed them; he will send
every angel out of heaven to sueccor
them, if their distress requires it. He
will astound them with his grace, and
make them feel that it was never be-
fore done in this fashion. All he asks
of them is that they ecall upon hin.—
Spurgeon,

A Piea?ar Purity.

Albert Barness the vommentator
wrote the following plea for purity-:
Are angels my ‘attendants? Then I
should walk worthy of my compan-
tonship. Am Iso soon to go and
dwell with angles? Then I should be
Are thebe feet so soon to
tread the courts of Heaven? Is this
tongue soon to unite with heavenly
beings praising God?

pure.

Are these eyes
of mine 8o soon to look on the throne
of oternal glory; and on the ascended
Redeemer? Then these feet, and eyes’
and lips, should be pure and holy,
and | should be dead tothe world
and live for Heaven.

-

Money is being hoarded for future
imaginary benevolence, which ungod-
ly relatives will get hold of, and God’s
cause be defrauded, because the owner
has not wisdom to use it. It is amaz-
ing how few professors of holiness
there are that use money for God, and
when dead, the world, the flesh or the
devil, carry off the spoils. This is rank
fanaticism for present stinginess to be

The

same waste applies to one’s mind, or

dreaming of future benevolence.

influence, or gifts, refusing to use the
present opportunity, planning for a
shadow.—Living Words,

s

If you doubt the existence of de-
pravity, notice the bitterness with
which some people oppose the kind of
holiness preaching that calls for de-
struction of depravity.—Ex.,

love i1s a sacred flower
which in its early bub is happiness,
and 1n it's full bloom is heaven.—

Hervey,

Divine




