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ever aslzecJ
John to come




He was a blacksmith, and a most wretchedly
wicked man. He hated everything that was good, and
loved evervihing that was bad, He made himself an
irritation to all whom believed in God, not even sparing
his wife, who did the best she could in the patience and
wisdom of Jesus, This man was given up as alogether
beyord hope, mnd indeed, so0 he seemed, Prover was
made as thowgh he didn't exist; churches never made
any mention of him; the gospel was preachad and mercy
offered, but na ome connected him with God's message to
the warld. -

A few miles hack in the country from the lacksmith's
town, there lived an old couple, Father and Mother Brown,
They were close 1o ninety years old. Theirs had been a
life of patient devotedness te God, and they were waiting
without fear or sormow for the promised Homecoming.

Wery early ome moming, the old man awoke, wemibly
agitated, and began w call his wife: “Get up, wite! Get
up!™

“Why, old man,” she said, “what is the matter?”

He answered: 1 must start a fire in the kitchen. |
want vou b get breakfast ready as soon as you can; for
[I"ve got to go to town this morning.™ “You go to own
this moming!™ she exclaimed. “Why, are wow our of vour
head? You haven't any way 1o get there, and [ know vou
can’t walk!™

“Don’t tell me what 1 can’t do.” Father Brown
pemsisted. “Ttell vou, ["ve got to go te town, | had a dream
last night, and. well, I'll go and make the fire, then tell
wou about .

When the meal was over, he started for wwn, Tt was
a long and weary way for an old man to walk, bat some
strunge srength was supplisd him, and without stopping
Ly rest, he kept on, The village was reached, Through the
main street he trudged, then into the shop of “Devil Tohn,”
the blacksmith.

“Father Brown!™ he exclaimed in great amazement,

“what are you doing here, and so early in the morming ™

The old man answered: “That™s just what ["ve come
to tell you. Let's go inside where 1 can sit down, for [ am
tired.”

Together they went into the shop, and when seated,
the old man said: “John, 1 had a dresum last night, and 've
come to tell you about it. | dreamed that the hour | have
thought ahowt s0 much and tried o keep ready for was
come, It was my time 10 die. And of was just as the Loed
promised it would be. 1 wasn't the least it afraid. How
could | b My room was full of angels and they all spuke
to e, and 1 loved them. Then some of them stooped and
slipped their arms under me and away we went, Beyond
the: clouds wie mounted throwgh the starry skies, Ob, how
they sang’ 1 never heard anything like it in my Lie. On we
swept, 'till one of them said: *Look vonder. now; there's
Heaven!'

“Cih, John, Tean™ el you how 1 filt when 1 was in
sight of Heaven; nor can 1 tell vou what | saw. [t was 50
heautiful, so pure, and so glorious! As we drew nearer, [
saw the gates swing open and we swept through them into
the City. Such a welcome! Such gladness! Tt was in the
fragrance of the flowers, i the music of every harp, in the
arasp of every hand, because 1 had come.

1 found all my children there — not one of them
lost — mmy boy that you wsed to play with was there, and
vour old mother was there. And atter a time 1 don’
know how long it was — | saw the same angels wha
brought me, bring anuther; and it was my dear, sweet wife.
Amd | saw angels bringing in others —  others that we
both love, And so the years of etermity Talled.

“Then, John, all at once it came o me that 1 hadn’t
seen vou anywhere. 1 sct out to look for vou, but could
ot no trace of you, | was distressed more than you can
know; and T went to the Lord, my precious Saviour, and
asked Him where vou were. And, oh, that vou could have
sgen His face when He told me that you hadn’t come. “Mat



ccome!” T said. *Why hadn't John come?’ And He wep, as

[ suppose He often did when e was down here, and said,
‘Mabody ever asked John to come.”

“Oh, 1 el a His feet, 1 bathed them wath my tears
and cried. *Blessed Lord! Just let me ot of here half an
hour, and 11l go and ask him to come. Ul give him an
invitation.” And right then and there | woke up. [ was so
el that T was alive so 1 could come and ask vou to go o
Heaven, and now here T am.™

The old man gave the royal invitation but the
blacksmith stood as one petrificd. He could not speak
OT ITIOVE.

Father Brown got up, and saying, "Good-bye, John:
remmember, vou ve got the iviaton: you kave been asked
o corme.” He ok his cane and started home.

The blacksmith seemed o come L limsell, and
a8 one recovering from a trance, he set out o parsue
the labors of the day. But cvendhing went wrong: the
hammers wouldn't strke right, the nails wouldn’t gon
right, and the horses would not stand right. “Oh, God.
he merciful 0 me, a sinner!™ he began o sob at last, and
lemving the shog, Be wenl horme. He told his wile of Father
Brown's visil, “Blessed be God!™ she sawd. “We'll send
the: horse and buggy wnd bave him come back!™ “Yes," he
added, “*for T mean to accept the invitation ™

UNeither is there safvaton ooy other: for there
is mome otfier name wnder Begven giveR oimoms e
wheredy we s be saved " (Acts 4 12),
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