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you believe it with your head or
your heunrt? I
difference.

You are im your own house. In
the morning you open a nuWwspAper,
and you read how Captain Brave-
heart oo the sea risked his life for
the sulvation ot his passengers. You
sy: “What a grand fellow he must
have been! Hir family deserves
very well of the country.”” You
fold the newspaper and sit down at
the table, and perhaps do net think
of that incident again. Thatis bis-
torical faith., But now you areon
the seu, and it is night, and you are
asleep. and are awakened by the
shriek of “Firel’’? You rush out on
the deck. You hear, amid the
wringing of the hands apd the faint-
ing, the eries: **No hope! We are
lost! We are lost!’? The=sail puts
out its wings of fire, the ropes
mnke a burning ladder in the
night heaveuns; the spirit of wreck
hissea in the waves, and on the
hurrieane deck shakes out its ban-
per of smoke and darkness. ‘" Down
with the life buats!” cries the cap-
tiin. ““Down with the life boats!?
Peopie rush into them. The boats
are ubout full. Room vnly for one
more man. You are standipg on
the deck beslde the captaln. Who
ahall it be? You or the captain?
The cuptain says: *“You.”? You
jump and are saved. He stands
there and Jdies. Now, you believe
that Captain Braveheart sacrificed
himself for his passeugers, but you
believe it with love, with tears, with
hot anid long continued exclama-
tiopns, with grief at his luss and with
joy at your deliverunce. That is
saving fith. In other words, thatl
you believe with all the heart and
bulieve in regard to yourself. On
this hinge turn these lines; aye, the
snlvation of your immortal soul.

You ofton go across a hridge you
know nothing about. You do oot
koow who built the bridge; you do
not know what material it is made
ol; but ybu come to it, and wals vver
it, and ask po questions. And here
is an arched bridge blasted from the
‘Rock of Ages’’ and built by the
Architect of the whole universe,
spaneing the dark gulf between sin
and righteousness, and all God asks
you is to walk across it; and you
start, and you cume to it, and you
stop, and you go a little way on and
you stop, and you fall back and you
experiment. You say: “How do 1
know that bridge will hold me?”?
instead of marchiog on with firm
step, asking no questions. hutfeeling
that the strength of the eternal God
ts under you.

Oh! was there ever n prize offered
80 cheap ns parlon and heaven are
offered to us? For how much? A
million dolinrs? 1t is certainly
worth more than that. But eheaper
than that we can bave it. Ten
thousand -doliars? lLess than that.
Five thousand doltars? I.ess than
that. One dollar? Less than that,
One cent? Less than that. *With-
out mopey and without price.” No
money to pay; no penance to suffer.
Only one decisive action of the soul:
“Have faith iu the Lord Jesus
Christ, apd thou shalt be saved.**

; Dr. Ep. [8aACS0N.
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The Cupard steatner Bullnia,
which left Liverpoul on January
19th, 1890, carried among her pas-
songers ovne that deserves maore
thun a passing notlee. This per-
goir is Miss Amy Fuwler, a Lna-
tive of Combe Down, mnear Batlh,
Euglaud, who is going, self exiled
to undertake one of the noblest
works of devotion of which even
the stories of murtyrdom contain
any reeord. The world bus Jooked
with wonder and astonishment at
the self-seeritice of Futher Damien,
who in the glory of bis
youth dedicated his life to the
cause of suffering bumanity
and lived, apd teiled, and died
whilestriving o alleviate the suf-
ferings of the puor lepers on the is-
land of Molokai. Mise Fowler hus
volunteered to become his successor,
but from the moment she sets foot
on the Jeper island she wlil beknown
only as Sister Rose Gertrnde. When
one refleets on the awful isclution of
such a iife, the repulsiveness of its
daily as-oeiations, the horror of 1ts
scenes, and the personal risk it in-

velves, one begias to appreciate’

something of the sublime faith and
immmeasurable self-sacrifice which
have prompted a refined aied deli-
cately-nurtured young woman to
voluntarily east her lot amid such
surroundings. Mies Fowler does
not scem to be more than twenty-
two years of age, and thers is some-
thing ioteresting in this young,
fresh and beautiful givl, with large
eyes of deepest blue, and a fair, rosy
complexion. In every movement
of her little figure acllvity anpd ener-
gy are expressed, notwithstanding
the oceasivnu! dreaminess which
comes like a thin veil over the fuir
features ue though she was looking
inte the beyond and saw things
that others did not see. In reply to
those who questioned her, she suid:
“] have studied medicine in laris,
pot to take a medical degree, but to
become un efficlent sick nume, 1
havealso been at the Pusteur Insti-
tute where | bave learped much
that 1 hope will be of great use to
me. 1t hasalways been my wish to
devobte my life 10 the guod of others.
I shall have the vatire eharge of the
hospital, and where it is necessary §
wiil ehnnge the old order of nurslig.
[ am taking out a number of articles
fur beautifying the bospital, and T
intend to ping to the patients to
cheer them as well as I ean; and
later on, when 1 havesaved enougis
of my galary, I shall buy a piano
and brighten their lives with musfe.??
Truly a strange pictore this. A
fair Engligh girl on the island where
perpetual summer reigns, singing
wifth u voice the very tones o
which are melody, surrvunded by
those half-savage Hawaiians nfHliet-
el with the most luathsome disease.
The example of Damien’s life has,
no doubt, had its influence upon
Miss Fowler as well a< upon many
cthers, She will follow in his foot-
steps with that nolle Jevotion which
is often charactenstic of spirifuelle
women. i

Among the great cities of Europe
there are many more prominent
than the little city of Bedford, yet

there or pear there, in the month of
September, 1726, was born one of
the world’s greatest benefactiors,
Jubhu Howard, who afterwards lLe-
came known as the Zreat Prison
Reformier. The story of his life
work 8 more romuntic than the
fabled adventures of medigval
knights. Bearcely n dungeon in
the great capitale of Europe that
he did pot visit, and from
their dark and loathsome Jepths
he rercued thousanas whose names
are not me: tiened in the history of
men. Before emperors, Kings and
potentates he plead the cause of
suffering humanity and the hearts
of tyraots were often touched by
his symﬁat.hetic eloguence. Wheo
has not shuddered at the horrors of
the Bagtile ip the dungeonsof which
no ray of sunshine ever penetrated,
whose walls were ever dripping
with filth and alive with ver-
min? Well, Lhe Bastile was only
u fair specimen of the luathsome
prisons that existed in nearly every
capital of Europe during the frat
half of the eighteenth century, At
this distance of time and mouving in
apother atmosphere of thought we
can scarcely realize the condition of
prisoms when John Heward com-
meuced his work. The story of
eruelty apd outrage and wrong,
whieh he published in 1777 kindled
a flame of indigoatiou which
swept through the laod, and’
sroused the attention of the 1ulers.
On the 20th of January, 1790, John
Howard died at Cherson, a little
village in Southern Russia, while
attendinyr the sick. A  lhundred
years later—January 20th, 1894—
the people of Bedford have
commemorated his memory and
started the work of erecting a
monument. Those who have vigjt-
ed the Cathedral of 8t. Paul ip
London will remember how stiappe
it seemed to see a cathedral dedij--
cated o the worship of the meek
and lowly Nazarene and yet uped
prinelpally as the burial plac of the
slayers of men, It is well whep
society holds im remembrapce
ber benefactors also, It is every
way fittting that Howurd’s statye
should stand by the side of that
other great citizen of Bedford, John
Buuyan, the immortal tinker, the
author of the “Pilgrim’s Progress. >

But while we recognize the ¢laims
of these moral and inotellectual
herves upon us we should not furget
that there are others who at the
[} resent time wre wiling with every

wer of mind and body for the
snetit of their fellowmen, The
overloading of vemsels is an evil of
{the fimt mingnitude for a commer-
cial country like Great Eritaino.
During the last three years gix
thousaud eight hundred and five
wrsons have '_Ferished in missing
| vessels nlone. This does not include
the many hundreds who bave per-
jutied where the vessels are kpown
[to have been wrecked. Of the six
hutdred aud thirty-one vesgels that
sailed out upon the broad ocean and
beeu heard of no more, it has been
proved in two hundred and ninety-
one cases that the loss has been due
[ to overloading. Io all thuse cases

{ 00 one has beer punlshed. Nearly

7,000 men in the full activity of life



