











vi PREFACE.

journey onwards through life’s desert, each pilgrim sings hopefully
the wayfarer’s song—

“There at my Saviour’s side,

Heaven is my home;

I shall be glorified,
Heaven is my home.

There are the good and blest,

Those I love most and best;

And there I too shall rest—
Heaven is my home!”

It is through the assured confidence which we have in our
Covenant Gop that we desire to go forward. A new year apparently
lies before wus, in the sparing providence of our heavenly FATHER,
though we know not what a day may bring us forth. We would
meet the unknown features of 1897 calmly, leaving in the .
 Lorp’s sovereign keeping all the issues—personal to ourselves
and to our beloved Readers—which it may bring with it, for—

“It can bring with it nothing
But He will bear us through.”

A last word. The approach of one more year in the long
and honoured history of our FamiLy MacaziNe may well, the
Epiror fondly thinks, mark the exercise of increased zeal on
the part of his Readers to make it more widely known among
the people of Gop. If we derive felt blessing from a regular
perusal of the PusricaTioN, surely it is a duty we owe to
fellow-believers to introduce it to their notice, that they may share
with us in the things which Gop hath prepared for them that
love Him. Will you, dear readers, thus seek to strengthen
the hands of Gopo’s servant, the Epiror, while you also plead
that grace, wisdom, unction, and power may be multiplied
unto him for the efficient discharge of his responsible ministry
of feeding the Church of Gop, in the which the Hory Guosr
has deigned to make him an Overseer? ¢ Whatsoever thy
hand findeth to do, do it with ¢hy might’’ (Eecles. ix. 10).

Tar Epitor.



