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Sunday Reading. 
VISITATIUNS FROM GOD. 

When the Lord Visits His People It Is to 

Save and Not Destroy. 

Rev. C. M. Addison, of Fitchburg, 

Mass., speaks as follows on this topic: 

And there came a great fear on all; and 

they glorifiad God, saying that a great pro- 

phet is risen up among us, and that God 

hath visited his people. —Luke vii., 16° 

When sorrow and trouble come to us 

ought we to say of each that it is a visita- 

tion from God ? That is the common phrase 

for such things; they are called ‘‘wisita- 

ions.” 

In the verse I have chosen we find this 

same word ; and in the story in which it 

occurs we bave a ¢hance to see whether 

Christ would have us agree with the popular 

idea or not. 

The story tells of the bringing to life 

again of the son of the widow of Nain. 

Just outside the gate of the city, between 

the walls and the cemetery, Jesus was met 

by the funeral train. A poor mother—a 

widow—-who had heen left with an only son 

had been ‘‘visited by God,” as her neigh 

bors said. The son bad been taken away 

from her: she was utterly alone. It was 

one of the saddest of funerals, and clearly 

“*a visitation ;” any pious neighbor could 
see that. 

What will Christ, the son of God, say 
about it? Will he go to the widowed 

mother and say: ‘This is a visitation 

from God ; he has pumshed you severely. 

You must hear the punishment without 

questioning, because it is God's will?” 

No? “When the Lord saw her he had 

compassion on her, and said unto her: 

Weep not. And he came nigh and touched 
the bier, and the bearers stood still. And 

he said: Young man, I say unto thee, 

Arise. And be that was Jead sat up and 
began to speak.” Then it was that a 
strange fear, a holy awe, fell on the crowd 

of mourners, and they glorified God and 

said that God had visited his p:ople. 
Here was a strange reversal of their 

thought. That death which they had been 

saying was God’s visitation and God’s will 

was found to be opposite to his will, and 

the visitation—by the miracle ot Christ— 

was fouud to be in the raising from the 

dead, instead of in the killinz. It was not 

God's will that the mother should lose her 

son, and so, when he visited her in Christ, 

he gave him back to her again. 
It is true that, in the Old Testament, a 

visitation from God was always a calamity ; 

God interfered to punish. But in the New 

Testarent the word *‘visitation” is never 

used, except to denote the love and good- 
ness of (xod. His coming to save is his 

only visitation. Those opening words of 

the hymn *‘Benedictus,” in St. Luke, ex- 

press the whole teaching of the gospels and 
epistles : ‘God hath visited and redeemed 
his people.” He visits to redeem. And so 
Christ comes to the widow of Nain and says, 

as clearly as acts can speak ; This death of 

a young man, a boy 1n the flower of his 

youth, 1s all wrong ; it is a terrible evil ; let 

me show you how God would visit you ; let 

me show ycu what God thinks of death and 

sorrow and pain. This 1s what he says by 

touching the coffin ; by turning the mother’s 

griet to joy. It is just the opposite of what 
they had thought. Evil had visited them 

before; now (od has visited them. 

Therefore, I say that to try to comfort 

the mourner with the statement that Goa 

sends trouble is to offer a medicine that is 

really a poison ; is to give an explanation, 

at any rate, that does not explain. It isa 

false humility that will claim every ill as a 

deserved punishment ; it is a foolish soph- 

istry to make believe that evil is a good 

thing for us, and it is a stultification of our 
human nature to say we are ignorant, and 

do not know a thing is evil when we see it. 

Good may come out of it afterward, but 

that will depend entirely upon how we use 
't. 

No. Let us believe that God is good. 
If he is, this superficial mystery is solved 

by being done away with altogether. I.et 
us be sure that, when God visits his people, 

it is tosave, not to destroy; it is to give 
healthjand peace and joy, not pain and 
worry and tears. 

But somebody will say: Are you not 
saving God's goodness at the expense of 

bis power ? If he is so goed as not to send 
evil, why, being all powerful, does he per- 

"Wit it to come ? Way does he not wipe it 
out altogether? A man throws himself 
over a precipice and is dashed to pieces; 

un ocean steamer dashes on the rocks in a 

storm and her passengers are drowned ; an 
epidemic breaks out and destroys thou- 

sands of innocent people. Are not all these 
in accordance with what we call the law 
of nature? Did wot gravitation kill the 
man, drowning the passengers, and dis- 
ease the children? I say no. The laws of 
God —that is, the way God works in 
nature—are perfect and beneficial; we 
only suffer when we disobey these. 
The drunkard says: ‘This burning dis- 

ease, this excruciating agony is God's 
will,” when he is only paying the penalty 
of disobeying God's law. The mother 

hter to a dance lightly clad 
ht, and, when she dies of 
anders bow God could so 

| 
flict the pumshment. 

' man is killed. 

In a certaln true sense, whatever befalls 

us is acco-ding to law. God made the 

law and to break it is to suffer. But God 
does not come down and deliberately in- 

The broken law 

avenges itself ; just as when a man reck- 
lessly entangles himself in a moving belt 
in a shop, and gets torn limb from limb. 
There is no direct intervention of God, no 

visitation from him to punish the man ; the 

engine relentlessly moves on, and the 
We not only cannot blame 

God for the accident—we cannot really 

say that God did it; the law that a man 
cannot be ground about a shaft with im- 

punity is a good one; ifa man is killed, it 
is his doing, and not God's. 

I think these things are true. I think it 

will be a help to our knowledge of God and 

to our love for him to consider that, if a 

brakeman is crushed between two cars, it 

may be his fault and it may be the fault of 

the management of the railroad company ; 

but that it can’t, in justice, be called a visit- 
ation from God. And when we have stop- 

ped putting off the blame on God, we may 
go on to put it where it does belong, and 
so help the world to be saved from the con- 

sequences of recklessness and cupidity. 

But there is one more point to be consid- 
ered. Here we are; here are evil and suf- 
fering right in our midst, and we must be- 
lieve that God 1s here, too, right in our 
midst. Lay the blame where we will, we 
know that death and disaster will come for 
many a yesr, It God does not will it, if 
he pities us under it, if he is omnipotent 
and able to stop it, why does he leave us 
to suffer? 
“The sting of death is sin,” i. e., the 

cause of all the suffering of the world, trom 
Adam to us, lies in the sin of all the world, 
from Adam’s s’n to yours and mine. And 
God is no more the author of sin than he 
is of suffering. He made us with free wills, 
capable of doing right and not suffering, 
but capable also—alas? how well we ought 
to know ft— capable, also, of doing wrong 
and suffering. It is here, ingrained in our 
lives—both are here. We are nearly over- 
whelmed. We cry out to God; but God 
cannot take back that which he has given 
us—our freedom to choose. Freely we 
sinned, freely we must come back to him. 
Here he is to help; he has sent his Son, 
that we may know how intimately he is re- 
lated to us: Immanuel — God with us and 
io us. He has visited us, he is our Saviour, 
for he pities us, and wants us, aad will 
have us. 
When we see this it is uot so hard. Sin 

and sorrow are here, close to us; but God 
is nearer. God 1s fighting on our side 
against these two, the one cause, and the 
other effect. And the strange, the divine, 
thing about 1t all is that, while he cannot— 
or he would stultify himself—make all right 
by a word, he is turning sin’s weapons 
against sin, making the very caption ot our 
salvation perfect through suffering; using 
that very thing we dread and he hates as the 
means by which we overcome sin and come 
to him. 
The way of the cross, my dear friends, is 

God's way of salvation—not the way he 
would choose, but the way our sins have 
made bim choose—until, as we look at our 
Saviour, Christ, we see how inevitable it is. 
Christ, hanging on the cross, because our 
sins have brought him there, and crying to 
us, as the captain breaks through the en- 
emies’ lines to conquer a way for us. There 
is no way but this—the way at the cross; 
take it up and follow me, and wringa vic- 
tory out of deteat. Beat sin with its own 
weapons ; b2come perfect like me, through 
suffering. But believe that God and I 
shrink trom it, even more than you do; 
even as the child’s pain hurts the mother, 
standing over it, more than it hurts the 
child. Bear your suffering patiently, then; 
not because God sends it, but because he 
svmpathizes with you in your hatred ot it, 
and means, by his love, that, if you use it 
rightly, you may climb to him by it. 
The miracle of the widow's son applies 

to all our sorrows. If you will hold fast to 
God—you who sorrow, you who, perhaps, 
like the widow, have lost some one whom 
you loved much-—bear your sorrow proud- 
ly, because some day, when the kingdom 
ot heaven comes upon earth, you will see 
this same Jesus coming to you and laying 
his hand upon the coffia where your sorrow 
lies buried still, and will say to you: God 
did not do this. and he has saved your son 
alive tor you. Young man, I say unto thee, 
arise ; and so shall all our losses be made 
good, all our pains healed, even all our 
dead be raised, because God must conquer. 
Oh how hard we ought to work with him 
against our sin and the sin ot the world, 
that the glorious victory may come soon ! 

FREELY YE HAVE RECEIVED. 

The Story of two old Fashioned Folks and 

the Debts of the Boards. 

‘We're plain, old-fashioned folks, my 

husband and me, and we're getting along 
into years. Ezra is past seventy, and I'm 

so near it there ain’t any fun in it—but 
we're ccnsiderable smart and independent 
yet, and so we live on in our snug little 
home instead of breaking up and going to 

live with the children as some folks would. 
“There is more than a fifty-yard lot in 

tbe place and plenty of fruit trees and 

vines, and my roses and geraniums are 

famous, if Ido say it, and Ezra keeps 
things up in good shape outdoors and me 
the same indoors, which is the natural 
scriptural way according to my thinking. 

I never did like women doing men’s 

work. nor men women’s tor that matter. 
Ezra does offer to wipe the dishes often, 
but somehow I can’t stand it to see him 
with one of my big gingham aprons on, 

and he'd get all spotted up it he didn’t put 
it on, which I'd hate to see even worse, and 

so, there it is. The children are all 
married and settled, making a fight tor a 
Jiving just as we used to do, and they're all 
steady, go-to-meeting folks. I'm thankful 

to say, and prosperous enough, I guess. 
Once I was going to have the boys all 

presidents, and the girls riding in coaches, 

but now I,m thankful to have them good 
plain, honest folks. There's nothing like 

seventy years to take nonsense out of a 

body ! 

‘Yes; we're fixed so that we don't need 

to worry if we're keerful, and don’t go in- 

to no extravagancies, like keeping two fires 

or having afit of sickness. We're used to 
saving and wearing our clothes forever (I've 
worn my black straw bonnet ten years, just 

having Miss Armstrong touch it up now 

and then, and Ezra—I couldn’t tell with- 

out reckening when he had his best Sun- 

day cost), but we always pay our pew rent 

and help support the causes—that’s the 

way we were brought up. But goodness 
me, how the causes do grow and multiply ' 
Once there was only foreign missions and 
home missions and the Bible Society and 

the Tract Society, but now there's the 

women’s boards too, and the freedmen and 

the old ministers and church extension and 
the Sunday-school and Y. M.C. A. and 

W. C.T. U., and the land knows what. 

Well, of course, we couldn't give only a 

mite to the old boards, and the only way 
we can do anything for all these new causes 

is to keep crowding on a little more load 

every time—same asthe man that got so 

he could carry an ox just by beginning 

with itas a calf. KEzra’s a tailor, you 

know, and he always made a {air sort of 

living in old times, but with great stores 

full of ready-made clothes and such lots of 

machinery, it got so that all he could do 
was to repair and fix over things, and he’s 

a master hand at it, if I do say it. It's 

something I could help about, and every 

time there way a new cause I'd say, ‘Now, 

I can earn a dollar for that, I guess,” and 

many’s the day I've cleaned and patched 
| and pressed till my back was pretty well 

used up. Somehow, we've always man- 

aged to do something for every single one 

of the causes. I never could sit in church 

ard have a contribution box shoved 

right before me and not have a nicke 

to drop in it. Ezra’s the same way, only 

more so. I do belicve he'd feel like go- 
ng right through the floor if he couldn't 
put something in it. Maybe it’s habit; it 

itis, it's a good one, ever so much better 

than smoking, isn’t it? May>e it's pride ; 
I wouldn't wonder a bit itit was in my case, 

but I ain’t going to make myself miserable 

with what my good old mother used to call 
*self-examination'” It took her a week tc 

get real cheerful after one of those spells 
of raking herselt over the coals, yet she 

thought it was her bounden duty to do it. 
at least once mn two months. I'm glad we 

don’t have time for it nowadays, for I 
shouldnt get over it nowhere as quick as 
mother did! Well, whatever the motive 
may be, that’s the way Ezra and I feel 
about the causes. 

‘But what I start to tell you was not 

about any of these little regular affairs. 

It's something a great deal bigger. It". 
how we helped about the debts—foreign 

and home. We always treat the boards 
just alike, same as we do the children. 

We den’t believe in debts ; that’s habit and 
pride too, mavbe—but we don't. 

‘Ezra’s a great reader; I ain't, I couldn't 
ever seem to get the time when I was 
young, and now my eyes have given out 
considerable, and I shall have to wait till 
kingdom come Ltefore I am a scholar, but 
Ezra’d rather read than eat any day. It's 
oeen amazing convenient for me when he 
had to wait a bit for his dinner or supper. 
Catch bim hnrrying or fussing if he could 
get hold of a bock or paper! So, of 
course, we've got no end ot books, histor- 
ies, and such. Somebody's always giving 
them to Ezra—old Elder Harris willed him 
his books, you know, and when any of our 
church folks moves away we're sure to get 
a fresh stock. We take the ‘Church,’ and 
the ‘Home Missionary.” and ‘Women's 
Work,” and Ezra’s sister always sends us 
the New York ‘Observer.’ I read ot them 
what [ can, but Ezra, he just devours them, 
and so he is what I call a scholar, and when 
he talks in prayer meeting tolks like to 
hear bim, it I do say it, and he can give 
illustrations better than lots of ministers. 
Ezra prays well to, at meeting and at 
home, and lives all the same as he prays. 
It be didn’t I wouldn't mention the praying. 

*Well, we were thinking and talking a 
great deal about the debts of the boards, 
three years ago this summer, and casting 
about to see what we could do. Ot! course, 
I've always had missionary eggs; every 
filth egg, 1s my rule. If the old Jew gave 
a tenth, pity it the Christians can’t give a 
fifth! And there's my cherry and apricot 
trees. Some years they've helped me out 
ever so much; and there’s the reat of our 
spare room, 1 always set aside part of that ; 
but what was it all among the causes when 
each wantec an extra effort, and deserved 
it, too? It's the extras that make the 
trouble always. What was left for the 
debts? On our mite box it says, ‘Freely 
vou have received,” and I hope I'm not a 
stock or a stone not to know that I've had 
mercies enough! Just to be well and 
breathe, in California, 1s a pretty big bless- 
ing, Ezra says, when he reads about the 
cyclones and the sunstrokes and the bliz- 
zards back east. But it's when he goes to 
talking about history that Ezra gets real 
eloquent. Why, he'll go on by the hour 
about what the ear.y christians went through, 
just to spread the gospel, and the way they 
crept here and there with their little rolls 
ot Scripture, even across the sea, into 
Eogland, among the awtullest heathen that 
ever was, if they were our ancestor; and 
about the Waldenses and the Huguenots 
and the Covenanters. I declare for it, 
when Ezra gets to telling these stories, I 
teel so worked up, I'm sshamed to think 
I've had my bonnet done over at all. 
What do I know about self-denial anyway? 
‘But to go back about those debts. We 

haven't had a bit of new furniture for thirty 
years. - Everytbing’s just what we got 
when we first came to California. Oh, yes, 
I did get a new rocking-chair for the fron 

room after Elizy was married, and I want- 
ed tv rent the room. Then, when mother 
came to live with us, she brought from the 
old home in Maine the things her mother 
gave her when she was married—an old 
cherry deskand an eight-day clock, and a 
spinning-wheel, it you believe it, a little 
old-fashioned flax-wheel, spindle, distaff 
and all. We thought that was a big jcke, 
but you'll see. We put the wheel up in the 
loft, and the children used to play with it, 
though grandma kept a pretty sharp watch 
to see that they didn't break it. I think 
she always hoped it would come in fashion 
to spin our own linen again. After mother 
died the young folks used to get it down 
for tableaux and New England kitchens 
and such things, and once Cora Gillete, the 
banker,s daughter, asked my Eliza if we 
would sell it, which, of course, Eliza 
"wouldnt lis‘'enfto—sell grandma's wheel, 
indeed ! 

‘Talking about the debts— ‘if we had 
romething we could sell.” said Ezra, and I 
just laughed, but he fell to telling about 
the early Christians living under ground 
and starving to death tll I was sober 
enough to cry. I always lie awake nights 
when anything troubles me-—foolishest 
thing in the world to do !—and I was lying 
awake that night, and all at once I thought 
of the wheel. Of course, I hated to part 
with it, but what was that to be thinking 
about such a time as this! So in the 
morning after Ezra went to the shop I got 
down the wheel and cleaned i: end oiled it 
and rubbed it till it shone, and then I put 
on my bonnet and went over to Mrs. Gil- 
lette’s, who is such a genuine lady that no- 
body is afraid ot her, so I just told her 
I'd like to sell mother’s wheel. Miss Gil- 
lette was in the room and she joined right 
in. ‘Of course, we want it, mamma,” says 
she, ‘‘do send the man right over for it,” 

¢ “I think I'll step over to Mrs. John- 
son's and look at it myself,” says her 
mother, and so she came home with me, 
and when she came in she sat down, and 
we had a nice visit, She said right away 
that she'd take the wheel, and would give 
me ten dollars for it, which I thought a 
real good price. Then she says, in her s oft 
beautiful way : ‘Dear Mrs. Johnson, you're 
not in any trouble I hope. that makes you 
anxious to sell this wheel ?" 

“No.” says I, *‘onlv those board debts.” 
“Whose debts? What debts ?” says she, 

in a kind of surprised. inquiring voice. 
“Board debts,” says 1, and upon my 

word, 1 bad to e: plain it to her, although 
she’s one of our church members, and a 
most lovely woman, but she never had an 
Ezra tor a husband. Well, when she under- 
stood it, her great soft eyes filled with tears 
and she took out her purse: “Dear Mrs. 
Johnson,” says she, ‘I didn’t offer you 
halt enough tor that wheel,” and she just 
made me take twenty dollars 

‘It's always Mrs. Gillett's way when 
she’s been doing anything generous to act 
as if it was nothing remarkable, and so she 
began to walk around the room and to look 
at father and mother’s pictures and the 
old clock and the desk. **You have a for- 
tune in these quaint old things.” says she. 
“People give a great deal for them nowa- 
days, but of course you'll never part with 
them.” 

“No, indeed,” says I, and I felt almost 
hurt to bave her speak of it, but she came 
and took both my hands in her soft, pretty 
ones, and kissed me, and said she was more 
grateful to me than she could tell for the 
wheel, and for a lesson, and then she went 
away. Poor thing, she’s just crowded to 
death with her big house, and her help and 
her company ! It's no wonder she hadn't 
thought about the debts. 

“Well, you should have seen lzra when 
he came home, and I told him. ‘Twenty 
dollars!” says he. *“Who'd have thought 
we could give twenty dollars towards the 
debt?” But we did; I put itin my envel- 
ope at our thank-offering meeting with this 
text, which Ezra found tor me: ‘Thou, O 
God, has prepared of Thy goodness for the 
poor.” But there was a gilt of a hundred 
dollars that was taken from another envel- 
ope with this verse: 

¢ “J thank Thee for thy written word, m God: 
For every sacred iine : 

But - ore Il thank thee tor thy humblest saint, 
Whose daily lite doth shine : 

A living page, most true, wos! pure, mest sweet, 
Fresh from thy hand divine.” 

Mrs. Gillette's, we knew. 
Nobody ever 

‘That was 
Of course, she meant lizra. 
thought of calling me a saint! 

‘Well, a year went by, and if those 
blessed old boards wasn’t just as bad off as 
ever | Some says thev ain't managed right, 
but Ezra says, ‘How can they stop spend- 
ing when they get such letters, not only 
from missionaries, but from converted 
heather?” 

‘I'd noticed Ezra looking at the desk, and 
I jest felt in my bones what was coming. 
It would have to go, much as we set by it, 
and so it did. We'd kind of planned to 
give it to son Ezra, but just as like as not 
there'd have been some bard feeling between 
him and his brothers about it; so Ezra put 
all his papersin a bureau drawer that I 
cleared out for him, and I found places 
easy enough for all the things I had in the 
desk, and Mr. Gillette came over and 
gave us twenty-five dollars for it. Of 
course, we missed it some, but what's 
that when you think of what you 
have receieved? Mrs. Gillette gave a 
hundred dollars to foreign missions and a 
hundred dollors to home missions last year 
and I'am pretty sure that the boards are 
beholded to Ezra for a good share of it, 
but that's the last thing he tlinks of. 
When son Ezir came to us last fall he was 
a little put out about the desk, though 
afterwards he saw it just as we did ; but he 
went out and tought his father a little 
writing-table, wondertully handy. 

*‘And now here is the same cld story 
ringing in our ears again about the debts ? 
There's just one thing left. It did seem 
tor 8 while as if I couldn't part with it. 
I'am a natural born miser, Il am! I was 
gazing at the clock the other evening, and 
says I to Exra: ‘What an heirloom this 
clock is?” 

¢ “Yes,” says he, ‘‘but the gospel is a 
t deal older and preciouser heirloom ; 

thanks to the missionaries who bought to 
England !" 

‘1 was lying awake that night, and got to 
thinking how I'd been blessed in my godly 
mother and dmother, and how glad 
they’d be to have the old clock help 
rhe; the gospel, and then the queerest 

irg happened. The clock rp to tick : 
“Free—ly ye—have re—ceived; free—ly 
ye—have re—ceived.’ 

‘It's kept it going ever since till I'm most 
crazy. ltold Ezra of it this morning, and 
he says maybe it it this went over to Mrs 
Gillette's and stood on that broad landing 
up on her stairs. it might keep on saying 
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he same thing, till even Mr. Gillette, who 
never goes to cnurch, would hear it. Who 
knows ?'—New York Observer. 

Legend of the Holy Family. 

The poetry of the old Christian legends, 

though only poetry, rises to a more 

adequate expression of a mystery so trans- 

cendent than any cold recapitulatior of 

the simple narrative. ‘‘It happened.” says 

one of these, ‘‘that, as Mary and Josepb 

were going toward Bethlehem, the time 

came that Jesus should be born, and 

into which the light never entered, aad, 

leaving her there, hurried into Bethlehem 

for help. But, as she entered it, beams 

as if from the sun forthwith filled it with 

brightness, and continued to do so while 

she remained in it. In this cave the child 

was born, and angels were round about 

and worshiped the babe, singing ‘Glory 

to God in the highest heavens, and 

on earth peace and good will to men.’ 

Meanwhile Joseph was hurrying on after 

help, and when he looked up to heaven 

he saw that the pole of the heavens stood 

still and the birds of the air stopped in 

the midst of their flight, and the sky was 

darkened. And, looking on the earth, he 
saw a dish full ot food prepared for work- 
men who were siting round it; but 
though their hands were in the dish to eat 
those who had them there did not move 
them, nor did those who were already 
lifting their hands to their mouths; but 
the taces of all were turned upward. 
And he saw sheep which were being driven 
along ; but they stood still, and when the 
shepherd lifted his stafl to make them go 
on it remained lifted. And he came to 
a spring and saw the goats with their 
mouths touching the water, but they did 
not drink, but were under a spell, for all 
pature was at a pause.” —Cunningham 
Geikie. 

The Shepherds in Judea, 

It is easy for any one familiar with the 

that memorable night, near the old town 

of Bethlehem. Night has fallen darkly 

over all the wilderness, blotting out the 

landscape, save only the dim outline of 

Moab on the distant horizon, but revealing 

the full splendors of the Syrian sky. The 

wide reaching stillness is broken only by 

voices of beasts of prey, and the lights of 

the village, glimmering from behind the 

olives on the hill to westward, might almost 

be mistaken for the gleaming of their eyes. 

The wearied sheep, gathered together and 

numbered, lhe still, in quiet confidence 

beside their shaggy canine guardians, 

their masters sleeping lightly in their midst, 

or under a neighboring tree. Alarm at 

night was no new thing to them, ever ready 

as they were to grasp their clubs and sally 
forth against their wandering foes. But 

we can imagine with what amazement they 
would spring up and gaze and listen, when 
all the nu: was filled with a burst of heaven 
ly splendor and the air throbbed around 
them with the strains of unearthly music.— 
W. Ewing. 

The Incarnation. 

The great wonder of the incarnation is 
that the son of man could so empty him- 

self of attributes and powers as to be born 

a babe. We find it hard to empty a pocket 
tor him. He empties himself for us. A 
full pocket may represent the toil, the out- 
go of self for a day or a year. We can do 
that. But who would consent to be emptied 

Joseph led her to a cave by the wayside, | 

life of Judea now to picture the scene of | 

| about as the helper and servant of all. 

[ claim it, rest on it. 

of faculties? Who would give up memory, 
power of thought, come to a babe’s con- 

ditions, and slowly creep in a babe’s way 

toward manhood ? It was necessary, I 
were vain to tell man in words that he 

could have power to beccme a sen of God 

be a partaker of the divine nature. That 
would make no impression on man's hcpe- 
less despair. It must be shown in actual 
process, under the most unfavorable cir- 
cumstances. The passage from the iow- 
liest to the highest must be made by one, 
in order to be tollowed by millions in all 
ages and lands.— Bishop Warren. 

Seeking the Love of God. 

Do you want to have love for the chil- 
dren ot God overflowing’ outside your own 
little circle ; to be set «rn fire with love; 

that the self-sacrificing love of Jesus may 

take posseasion of you, so that you may 

learn to bear and forbear. with.the long- 
suffering, gentleness, tenderness, the very 

meekness of Christ, so that vou may move 
Do 

you long for this? Child of God, you 
need to be filled with the Spirit ; ery for it, 

The Spirit is the 
Spirit ot God’s love, the crucified love of 
Jesus. Receive the Holy Ghost, and ‘the 
love of God will be shed abroad in vour 
heart's, never to be taken away.— Rev. 

Andrew Murray. 

Advice to young Men. 

I received a letter from a lad, asking me 
to find him an easy berth. To this I re- 

plied: **You can not be an editor; do 

not try the law; do not think of the minis- 

try; let alone all ships, shops, and mer- 

chandise; abhor politics, don’t practise 

medicine ; be not a farmer nor a mechanic; 

neither be a soldier nor a sailor. Don’t 

work Don’t study. Don't think. None 
of these are easy. O my son! You have 
come into a hard world. I know of only 
one easy place in it, and that is the grave.” 
—Henry, Ward Beecher. 

A Message From God. 

Favor ia deceitful, and beauty is! vain: 
but a woman that feareth the Lord, she 

shall be praised.” Prov, 31, 30. 

HIS FACE WAS A MASS OF 
BLOTCHES. 

But now his Skin is Clear 2s a 

year Old Babe's. 
Scott’s Sarsaparilla his Salvation. 

% Nothing blights existence like the know- 

ledge that our appearance is repellant to 

those with whom we come in contact, nor 

is there any relief like that of feeling that 

the disfiguring causes have been rzmoved. 

Says Mr. William Alger: My face on 

one side was a mass of blotches, some 

ot which were constantly full of matter. I 

run a bake shop, doing my own work, but 

my face got so bad that customers drifted 

away. Then I hired a man and went to a 

doctor. He said my blood was in a hor- 

rible condition. I sold my business and 

moved to the city where Scott's Sarsapar- 

illa was recommended to me. The first 

bottle did me much good, and after taking 

five bottles my skin is as clear as possible, 

and not a sign of my previous disfigure- 

ment. 1 ssy Scott's saparilla is the 

best blood medicine going and am speaking 
{rom experit nce. 

Pimples, blotches, boils vlcers and all 
diseases arising from vital exbaustion and 
impure blood are radically cured by Soott’s 
Sarsaparilla, a concentrated compound of 
the finest medicines ever known, Your 
druggist bas it at $1. But get Scott's. 
The kind that cures. 


