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‘As on a sunny bank, a tender lamb
Lurks in safe shelter from the winds of March,
Screened by its parent, so that little mound
Lies guarded by its neighbour; the small heap
Speaks for itself: an infant there doth rest;
The sheltering hillock is the mother’s grave.’

          William Wordsworth (1770 – 1850)
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Aubrey Thomas de Vere,
Irish Poet


	‘A LITTLE CHILD’

“Familiar Spirit, that so graciously
Dost take whatever fortune may befall,
Trusting thy fragile form to the arms of all,
And never counting it indignity
To be caressed upon the humblest knee;
Thou, having got no words, aloud dost call
Upon our hearts; the fever and the gall
Of our dark bosoms are reproved in thee.
From selfish fears and lawless wishes free,
Thou hast no painful feeling of thy weakness;
From shafts malign and pride’s base agony
Protected by the pillows of thy meekness;
Thou hast thy little loves which do not grieve thee,
Unquiet make thee, ‘or unhappy leave thee.’”

                     AUBREY THOMAS DE VERE (1814 – 1902)

                ‘The Infant Bridal, and other poems.’ (1864)
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BABY'S SHOES

“Oh, those little, those little blue shoes! 
Those shoes that no little feet use! 
Oh the price were high that those shoes would buy,
Those little blue unused shoes! 

For they hold the small shape of feet 
That no more their mother's eyes meet, 
That by God's good will, years since grew still, 
And ceased from their totter so sweet! 

And oh, since that baby slept. 
So hushed! how the mother has kept, 
With a tearful pleasure, that little dear treasure, 
And o'er them thought and wept! 

For they mind her for evermore 
Of a patter along the floor. 
And blue eyes she sees look up from her knees, 
With the look that in life they wore. 

As they lie before her there, 
There babbles from chair to chair  
A little sweet face, that's a gleam in the place, 
With its little gold curls of hair. 

Then oh wonder not that her heart 
From all else would rather part 
Than those tiny blue shoes, that no little feet use, 
And whose sight makes such fond tears start.” 

William Cox Bennett (1820-1895)

(From ‘Baby May’, 1862)







PREFACE


The first edition of my little book went off so swiftly that there was no time to read it over for the second; but for this, the third, I have done so carefully. 

I have found nothing to withdraw or modify; but various points of the argument are strengthened, and a few things added in the text, and an Appendix of Notes. I invite special attention to some of the latter, e.g., Notes b, d, f, g, h, and to the revised analytical “Contents”, which presents the course of the inquiry at a glance: the details of illustration are now separated there from the main positions maintained, which are printed in a thick type. In its present form, may ‘The Lambs’ be increasingly used as God’s own Hand to wipe away tears from the eyes of mourners. I feel deeply thankful for the reception already accorded, because, in my innermost soul, I believe the consolation rendered to be Scriptural. 

Note 

‘Having been again and again consulted — all too mournfully often — in common with my ministerial brethren, by Jacobs and Rachels “weeping for their children”, I have been used by The Master to comfort some bruised hearts; and what I had done privately, being willing and wishful to do more publicly, I published three short Papers on the subject in the United Presbyterian Magazine for February, March, and April current. These Papers having received no common welcome, and brought me very many sadly-pleasing letters, I have responded to an earnest wish, and revised and somewhat enlarged them. Hence the present little book, which takes them for its ground-work. The subject deepened temptingly before me in the revision of my hurried Papers; but my design being still not to say over again what has been already sufficiently well said, much less to supersede larger treatises such as are enumerated 
elsewhere, I have restricted myself to the following limits of this tiny volume, by which I contemplate simply a little addition in my own way of putting it, that may be placed beside anything else possessed by, or accessible to, my readers. From its size and price, it may perhaps be found a suitable gift for mourners by clergymen and others. 

The subject of The Salvation of Children gathers to itself a universal interest from the numbers concerned in it. According to the Statistics of the Registrar-General, the proportion of British-born children who die under two years of age is startling. The numbers are so vast as to confuse if we take in all. Let us select a narrower sphere. In the retur of the city of Glasgow for 1851, out of 10,746 deaths within the year, no fewer than 3963 were children under two years of age. That is, nearly two out of every five deaths were those of infants. Taking this as a gauge — and the average proportion of such deaths over the world, including infanticide as India and China, is even greater — could anything invest a subject with more solemn and affecting interest than this simple statement? Then, again. Allow the necessary proportion from the ages of two to five, and from five to ten or thereabouts, and it will be clear that one-half of the human race die as children. It is well to keep a prodigious fact like this before us — to realise, as we sing of the great sacramental army of the Living God crossed and ever crossing the isthmus of death, how very large a portion and proportion consists of the redeemed “infantry” (if I may be allowed the use of that word) of that army. These are mere statistics: but what an aggregate of sorrow they represent! Broken hearts behind every figure. 

The effect of massing together, as here, otherwise widely distributed details, is very tenderly felt in the quaint, sweetly-sheltered cemetery behind the Cathedral Church of 
Lucerne in Switzerland. There — for what reasons I don’t know — a considerable space is devoted to the graves of children alone, each with its little flower-sprinkled mound and over-watching cross. I counted, I’m sure, upwards of two hundred. What myriad hopes lie buried there! Oh! it was as if a snow-storm had come down — leaping from Pilatus opposite — upon a folded flock of lambs and laid them to sleep, as once up among our own Grampians I was witness of the same thing. 

It will be observed that I write of the salvation of children. “Infants” is the common word. I object to it, (a) In that it seems to limit salvation to “babies”; (b) In that mere “Infant” salvation carries no consolation to mourners over their children. “Infants” excludes, at least does not necessarily include children, whereas children includes “Infants”. Hence my preference. And so we turn back our theme. 
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Henry Vaughan

“[Death!] To thy dark Land these heedless go. 
But there was One 
Who searched it quite through, to and fro, 
And then, returning like the sun, 
Discovered all that there is done.”
And since His death we throughly see
All thy dark way.

Thy shades but thin and narrow be,
Which His first looka will quickly fray
Mists make but triumph for the day,
…….
So die His servants; and as sure
Shall they revive.

Then let not dust your eyes obscure,
But lift them up, where still alive,
Though fled from you, their spirits live.”

      Henry Vaughan (1621 – 1695)
(Silex Scintillans,  “The flashing flint”, 1650)

I have introduced some extracts from “certain of our own poets” and elder divines less trite but not less precious than are usually quoted. “If there should be anything here to please the reader, do not ascribe the writing to the pen, but to the Writer; not the light to the lamp, but to the Fountain; not the picture to the pencil, but to the Painter; not the gift to the unfaithful dispenser, but to God the bountiful Giver.” So says Dr Geier Martin, b. 1613), and so in all Christly allegiance.’ 

A. B. G. 

*******

LITTLE JANE

“Little Jane came dancing into the sunny room; 
‘And what do you think, papa?’ she cried. 
‘I saw the father of Ellen who died. 
And the men who were making her tomb! 
And the father patted me on the head — 
All for the sake of her who is dead — 
And gave me this doll, and wept, and said 
That I was my papa’s pride. 
“And so you are’, with an accent wild, 
Said the widower wan. ‘Come here, my child.’ 
Ah I but her locks were fair and bright, 
Oh! I but her eyes were full of light. 
And her little feet danced in ceaseless play;— 
Always be glad, always be gay. 
Sing, and romp, and never be sad. 
So you will make your papa glad.’ 
And the little one bounded from his knee, 
Lifted her doll, and screamed with glee, 
As the sunlight fell on the floor; 
But who is He at the open door. 
Waiting, watching, evermore — 
Whose semblance none may see — 
Who came unbidden once before, 
And hushed the harp in the comer there. 
And filled one heart with the wild despair 
Of the endless never more? 
Stealthy his touch, and stealthy his tread. 
He lays his hand on her sunny head; 
And who may mention the grace that has fled, 
Or paint the bloom of life that is dead? 
The present rushes into the past. 
Nothing on earth is doomed to last. 
Summer has ended and winter is near, 
Rain is steaming on moor and mere. 
Dead leaves are on the blast 
The shutters are up in the empty room — 
Nothing to break its hush of gloom; 
Nothing but gusts of plashing rain 
Beating against the window-pane. 
Mingled with brine swirled up from the sea. 
And thoughts of that which used to be 
And cannot be, again. 

John Stanyan Bigg (1828 – 1865)

(Shifting Scenes, and other Poems. London: Freeman. 1862)
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Alexander Balloch Grosart

From Wikipedia, the free encyclopedia

Alexander Balloch Grosart (18 June 1827 – 16 March 1899) was a Scottish clergyman and literary editor. He is chiefly remembered for reprinting much rare Elizabethan literature, a work which he undertook because of his interest in Puritan theology.

Life

The son of a building contractor, he was born at Stirling and educated at the University of Edinburgh. In 1856 he became a minister of the United Presbyterian Church of Scotland at Kinross, serving the congregation known as First United Presbyterian Church. In 1865 he went to Liverpool, and three years later to Blackburn.

He resigned from the ministry in 1892, and died at Dublin.

Editorial work

Among the first writers whose works he edited were the Puritan writers, Richard Sibbes, Thomas Brooks and Herbert Palmer. Editions of Michael Bruce's Poems (1865) and Richard Gilpin's Demonologia sacra (1867) followed. In 1868 he brought out a bibliography of the writings of Richard Baxter, and from that year until 1876 he was occupied in reproducing for private subscribers the “Fuller Worthies Library,” a series of thirty-nine volumes which included the works of Thomas Fuller, Sir John Davies, Fulke Greville, Edward de Vere, Henry Vaughan, Andrew Marvell, George Herbert, Richard Crashaw, John Donne and Sir Philip Sidney. The last four volumes of the series were devoted to the works of many little known and otherwise inaccessible authors. He also wrote a biography of the Scottish poet, Robert Fergusson (Edinburgh: Oliphant, Anderson and Ferrier, 1898) in the “Famous Scots Series”.

His Occasional Issues of Unique and Very Rare Books (1875–1881) included among other things the Annalia Dubrensia of Robert Dover. In 1876 still another series, known as the “Chertsey Worthies Library,” was begun. It included editions of the works of Nicholas Breton, Francis Quarles, Dr Joseph Beaumont, Abraham Cowley, Henry More and John Davies of Hereford.

The two last-named series were being produced simultaneously until 1881, and no sooner had they been completed than Grosart began the “Huth Library,” so called from the bibliophile Henry Huth, who possessed the originals of many of the reprints. It included the works of Robert Greene, Thomas Nashe, Gabriel Harvey, and the prose tracts of Thomas Dekker. He also edited the complete works of Edmund Spenser and Samuel Daniel. From the Townley Hall collection he reprinted several manuscripts and edited Sir John Eliot's works, Sir Richard Boyle's Lismore Papers, and various publications for the Chetham Society, the Camden Society and the Roxburghe Club.

The 1911, Encyclopaedia Britannica noted “Grosart's faults of style and occasional inaccuracy,” but claimed that they “do not seriously detract from the value of his work.”

Religious works

Jesus 'mighty to save': Isaiah lxiii.1 or, Christ for all the world, and all the world for Christ (1863)
Joining the Church, Or, Materials for Conversations Between a Minister and Intending Communicant (1865)
The Lambs All Safe: Or, the Salvation of Children (1865)

























THE LAMBS ALL SAFE

*******

[bookmark: _GoBack]At first, it is hard for a bereaved Father and Mother to think of more than the stern, blank fact, that their ‘little ones are gone. “They are not.” Tear-dimmed eyes can rise no higher than the loss. It is a fine, tender, pathetic phrase that, of the old Hebrews, whether from the lips of hoary Jacob, in his broken cry, ‘Joseph is not’: Simeon is not’: or as told of Rachel, ‘weeping for her children’, and refusing ‘to be comforted for her children, because they were not.’ (Jer. 31:15) Nevertheless, brood over it, keep looking at it alone, and sorrow turns to sin, and the soft rain of tears sheaths avenging lightnings. Murmuring comes, and deepens into ‘fretting’, even pining and repining, and these into despondency, and despondency into despair and ‘unbelief’ — as one has seen the azure, white-maned wave driven before the sudden Storm swell into the surge, and the surge rush passionate into the ‘froary’ [Scottish = foaming] breakers, and the breakers in their fury welcome the tempest, with its shipwrecks and castaways. ‘They are not!’ It is the old old story of bereavement: the shadow is on the cradle — the little chair is vacant — the child-dress is no more to be worked on. Alas! alas! The cooing chirpping voices, and the pattering feet, and the eyes of wondering, and the finger-clasping ‘wee’ (Scottish = very small) hands — gone, all gone. ‘Home’ is very empty, very very lonely, very still. For a while, these will shut out all else — will recur, 
and nothing save the loss can be thought of, with its darkening of hopes and prayers, 
purposes and plans that stretched away onward, yes, and upward. 

Far be it from me to chide harshly, to intrude on the sacredness of sorrow, with voluble words. But, weeping Father! Weeping mother! ‘Allow a word of exhortation.’ — You will find it better for you to rise beyond ‘They are not.’ Moses, you know, ‘looked this way and that way.’ (Ex. 2:11). Ah! he forgot to look another way, forgot to look UP. If he had done that, he might have been spared his ‘great sin’, and its penalty of forty years’ in the wilderness. Even so: ‘Look this way and that way’ only in your sorrow, and perhaps you too will  see no one ‘to comfort: but look UP. There would I turn your eyes for help. From there would I fetch consolation ‘for your children.’ Now think a mo- 
ment. You gave your child to Jesus in baptism: He has accepted your gift. Think again: Who it is who has so taken your ‘little one.’ The Lord ‘had need of him’ above. Surely there is comfort here. It reminds me of a little incident, which I may tell. A gardener had reared a very rare and very beautiful plant, raised from seed sent from far away. It grew, and gladdened him by showing a glorious flower, like a cup of gold lined with fainter amber. All the more was he gladdened, that his master was returning home after a long absence, to whom it was the pride of his heart to show it. He went to the place in the green-house one day, as usual, to tend it: but lo! it was gone. Nothing but the leaves remained. It had been plucked off with evident skill. You can imagine the gardener’s disappointment, and more, his anger. Swiftly he summoned his under- servants, and demnaded who had done this outrage. In the moment of passion, the Master chanced to enter, and overhearing, said quietly, ‘I cut the flower, John.’ Instantly, there was relief. ‘All right, Sir! It was for you I reared it — for you, Sir, alone — all right!’ 

Even so; Fathers! Mothers! It is not the ‘cruel reaper’ death, but Jesus — the Gardener — who plucks the fair flowers of our garden, of His garden. And surely it was for Him we rear them. 
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Elizabeth Barrett Browning


“Poor earth, poor heart — too weak, too weak
To miss the July shining!
Poor heart! — what bitter words we speak
When God speaks of reigning!
Sustain this heart in us that faints,
Thou God, the Self-Existent!
We catch up wild at parting saints,
And feel the heaven too distant. 
The wind that swept them out of sin,
Has ruffled all our vesture. 
On the shut door that lets them in
We beat with frantic gesture —
But God gives parience. Love learns strength,
And faith remembers promise,
And hope itself can smile at length
On other hopes gone from us.
Love strong as death, shall conquer death
Through struggle made more glorious;
This mother stills her sobbing breath,
Renouncing yet victorious.
Arms empty of her child, she lifts
With spirit unbereaven —
‘God will not all take back His gifts;
My Lily’s mine in heaven.’
‘Still mine!’ maternal rights serene,
Not given to another!
The crystal bars shine faint between
The souls of child and mother.
‘Meanwhile’, the mother cries, ‘content! 
Our love was well divided: 
Its sweetness following where she went. 
Its anguish stayed where I did. 
Well done of God, to halve the lot, 
And give her all the sweetness; 
To us, the empty room, and cot — 
To her, the Heaven’s completeness. 
To us, this grave — to her, the rows 
The mystic palm-trees spring in; 
To us the silence in the house — 
To her, the choral singing. 
For her, to gladden in God’s view — 
For us, to hope and bear on. 
Grow, Lily, in thy garden new 
Beside the Rose of Sharon. 
Grow fast in heaven, sweet Lily clipped, 
In love more calm than this is. 
And may the angels, dewy-lipped. 
Remind thee of our kisses! 
While none shall tell thee of our tears, 
These human tears now falling. 
Till, after a few patient years, 
One home shall take us all in.’  

                               Elizabeth Barrett Browing (1806 – 1861)

                                      (A child’s grave at Florence)

I wish to try to show that all the LAMBS ARE SAFE; and throughout, in what whatever I have got to say, my appeal will be to what ‘is written’; for still, as of old, that is the one authority: ‘To the Law, and to the Testimony: if they speak not according to this Word, it is because there is no light in them.’ (Is. 8:20) But here, I must observe that in thus turning  to the Word of God, we are to remember that the God of the Word is the same as the God of creation; and that, consequently, we must be prepared, in pursuing any enquiry, to ‘search’ for what we are in the quest for, as for ‘hidden treaure’ 
— not look for it, much less go as appointed in not getting it, on the mere surface. There are things in our earth that lie open to the eyes of everyone: and so there are things in the Bible, the grand essentials of the gospel, that are plain and open to the most cursory reader — although they will be ‘foolishness’ without the enlightening of the Spirit. There are other things — and the most precious, that God the Maker has stored away unseen, far down and guarded by mighty strata. Similarly, you don’t get at the ‘breadth, and lenth, and depth, and height’ of ‘the things that are Christ’s’; you don’t find yourself ‘established, strengthened, settled’ in regard to what ‘is most surely believed among us’, until, under the illumination of the Spirit, you have ‘read’ and ‘known’, ‘the exceeding great and precious’ truths hidden hidden away ‘In the Law of Moses, and in the Prophets, and in the Psalms, concerning Jesus.’ Your flowes and fruits and grass are on the surface. For ‘gold and silver’, and ‘the place of sapphires’, and opulence of stones, you must dig and mine. In accord with all this, I do not hesitate to affirm that many of the most priceless consolations, as many of the most striking and sustaining confirmations of ‘doctrine’ are folded up in very unlikely, in little suspected places; in incidental and indirect and unstudied allusions of the ‘holy men’ of old, ‘who spoke as they were moved by the Holy Spirit.’ It follows that in seeking to know ‘the mind of the Spirit’ on any matter, we must not rest satisfied with the first text that offers, but must penetrate within, and look wide and far, and with emphasis ‘search the Scriptures, to see whether these things be so.’ It is a foolish wonder that wonders that such and such is not ‘plainly revealed’ (so some ‘babble’), and goes away and pronounces the thing un-revealed. 

Of the class of inquiries that demands this ‘searching’ and ‘comparing of spiritual things with spiritual’, the salvation of children is one; and it is quite in accord with analogy that it should be so, that the evidence for it should be hidden rather than open, indirect not positive, inference rather than dogma. The Bible is written with a purpose — to get people to ‘believe’ — and is addressed not to ‘infants’, but to those that can understand and ‘believe.’ Hence, it is no ‘strange thing’, but just what we might look for, to find the matter of child-salvation not directly discussed, though, as we firmly hold, indubitably ‘revealed.’ It were a self-contradiction, it were in the face of the whole nature of revelation — which nowhere condescends to mere curoisity, — to expect instruction about an end that we can use no means toward, that by the necessities of the case is removed beyond the reach of, equally, human power and human love. 

There is ample and blessed instruction, nor less ample, nor less blessed promises, to guide Christian parents in training their children for God. But all that is in view of their living, not dying — all that assumes the period of personal responsibility to be commenced; and so, be it observed, belongs to another region of inquiry altogether from that of the salvation of children who die before they are capable of making a personal decision for or against Christ. Accordingly, in so far as children who are spared to ‘grow up’, longer or shorter, are concerned, there is in the Bible direct, explicit, and gracious revelation and promise — revelation and promise that may well quicken Christian fathers and mothers to ‘pray’ for their ‘little ones’ from their very birth, and day by day to use all appointed means and influences to guide them to that Saviour whom they themselves believe and love; for they are to proceed on their living, not on their dying. But as concerns children who don’t live, but die, who never come to the years of understanding and of choice, there is nothing for them in the Bible, as they need nothing — they are wholly in the hands of God; and it is just what we might expect, that nothing save indirect light should be furnished on a matter so absolutely His, and about which He may surely be confided in. For ‘shall not the Judge of all the earth do right?’ 

I go further, and I venture to assert that this reticence on the after state of children, except indirectly and by inference, affords a presumption, rising almost  to the height of a subordinate proof, of the inspiration of the Scriptures. Either the writers of the Bible knew about this, or they did not. They could not but  know that their writing would give rise to an infinity of inquiry and speculation concerning it, as concerning other things; and it is beyond our power to conceive of uninspired men able to resist the temption to tell what they knew, or to conjecture to tell what they knew, or to conjecture 
what they did not know, toward satisfying wistful expectations and longings. Of their millions of readers, there has never been one individual who has not hazarded conjectures on this subject: the writers themselves have never done so. Being certain, then, that these writers were men “of like passions with ourselves”, we appear to be shut up to the conclusion that in that in the producing of thir books they were not left to the guidance of these passions, else they would certainly have made the attempt to gratify the curiosity inevitably excited, to answer to answer objections and hesitations which, and hesitations which, as they must have known, could not fail to either, to be brought against their writings as imperfect and inadequate. There are, no doubt, difficulties connected with question of inspiration; and it is your shallow mind that flippantly perceives none, or dismisses. But there are formidable difficulties, vaster far,  to be got over before we may deny the inspiration of the Bible. This is one of them. How are we to account for the positively un-human way in which these writers — who were husbands and fathers as we are, having all our parental affections and anxieties — throw out abundant materials for questioning and objecting to their statements, while they are altogether unsolicitous to answer the questions, or to repel the objections, letting ghastly shadows still brood, withholding light where light were very sweet? If the fact that the Scriptures contain so much that uninspired men could not know, is a proof of that inspiration, the other fact, that they exclude so much of what uninspired men would certainly have put into them, is a proof that to some minds will be not less convincing. As says the proverb, in another sense, “If their speech be silver, their silence is gold.” But while the Scriptural writers appear studiously to avoid 
giving us any formal or detailed information on child-salvation, they do incidentally furnish us with a very considerable amount of information on the subject, if only we will ‘search’ for it, and address ourselves to the enquiry as belonging to the same category with a hundred others that an advancing civilisation and sanctifying Christianity have raised. If we will gather the divine elements of evidence here and there, if we will work out the argument link by link, we shall not be disappointed. 

It is thus and thus only that we assure ourselves on recognition in heaven, on child-baptism, on co-equal privileges of woman with man, on family-worship, on prayer-meetings; and assert monogamy against polygamy, freedom against slavery, the Christian Sabbath in the place of the Jewish, and such like. On none of these here we direct, formal, positive statement, but none the less certainly in the conclusion reached, severally. This necessity of our argument of child-salvation has the advantage also that our opponents must destroy each successive link before they can shake it, or empty out the consolation it brings. Concerning the salvation of children, then, if asked, as the Lord asked the lawyer, ‘What is written in the Law? how readest thou?’ (Luke 10:26), the answer which I give, and would vindicate, is: ‘THE LAMBS ARE ALL SAFE:’ or more specifically, I find it  written’, so as I must ‘read’ that all children who die before they are capable of making a personal decision for or against Christ, are, without exception, limitation, or contingency from the character and conduct of their parents — Redeemed. 

I make two preliminary remarks: 

The salvation of Children, as now stated, falls in with the tenderest instincts of the Christian heart. Anything else revolts against our profoundest ideas of God as our Father — ideas, be it remembered, not our own, but based on revelation. It throbs in 
the very heart-fibres of fatherliness, motherliness; and when grace enters, and takes 
full and rightful possession, amid all that it removes, it does not remove that, but on the contrary sanctifies it. And not only so, but in the very sanctifying, and carrying out of sanctification, strengthens it. That is — to change the metaphor — not only does not root out and extirpate the thing, as if it were some pest of a weed or thorn of curse, but smiles upon it as a fair flower, or as a fruitful bough, which, by His mercy, often grafts in the soul deeper and closer to Christ, as the human love is linked on to the Divine. I appeal to you. Christian reader — Does conscience sting when you say with me, ‘The Lambs are all safe’ — not a child is lost, not one?

I remember that, on visiting the beautiful Cemetery of Greenwood, near Brooklyn, New York, I was especially truck with two, among many touching gravestones there. One, on the hither side, presented a sweetly carved rosebud, spotlessly white, and broken in its slender stem. But on the other side — being twinded over the the top — the broken bud was represented as a full-blown rose. That which was untimely snapped and blighted in the Garden of Earth, was thus set out as ‘full-blown’ in the Garden of the Lord above.

Again, on the hither side of another exquisite, marble monument, there was a chain of seven links, with five of them broken. But on the other side, the seven whole links were represented as perfect, being wreathed into a crown of unbroken links. That Family which was broken by the away-going of all its ‘little ones’ — father and mother being alone left — was thus believingly and not less pathetically set forth as re-united, relinked, re-welded in the family in heaven. 

There cannot be a doubt, I should suppose, that — to take the very lowest ground — such is the hope of the heart. There cannot be a question, surely, that such is the whisper to the over-burdened heart in its anguish. How true the tearful yet illumined words of the Poet over his dying child! 

‘I pressed him, pressed him closer 
To my over-burdened breast; 
On the heart so near to breaking, 
Lay the heart so near to rest’ 

Yes! ‘Near to REST.’ And what is rest but being with Christ? And what is being 
with Christ but SALVATION? 

Such being, confessedly, the instinct of every heart enlightened by the Spirit to ‘know the love of Christ’, the question is: Where does it come from? From above or from beneath? From good or evil? For my answer, I need no pause. Everything that is not sinful is of God. It is, I believe, the gracious and pitiful God who has placed this throbbing, pulsing hope in the stricken heart; and He cannot PLACE ANYTHING THERE THAT IS A LIE. No; when the heart is ready to burst over the ‘ wee’ dead face 
— when we are looking through brimming tears. our last upon it — when we are clingingly kissing the cold lips, smoothing  the clustering curls, turning away only to hear the closing down of the coffin lid, or afterwards, with sharp pain as of a stiletto stab, the hollow rattling of the clods on it. One is of the company of mourners; and it is from Him, by His Holy Spirit, cormes the peace, comes the calm, comes the hope, 
comes the memory — as the sheen of golden sunlight — of promise words. It is of the Lord, that amid the falling shadows we are enabled to say, with the saintly Samuel Rutherford: 

‘Mother earth, to thee I trust
This bonnie heap of precious dust;
Keep it safely , sacred tomb,
Till a father asks for room.’

I attach great value to this instinct or intuition, this inevitable hope of the crushed heart in its sorrow. I am constrained to believe the consolation to be from the Comforter. I dare not ascribe a thing so beautiful to the natural heart. You defend Original Sin and Depravity at a costly price if you do so. Therefore, must I reckon this instinct as weighing something, other things being equal. That other things are equal, and that the foundation doctrines of Original Sin and heart-Depravity — which I hold as strenuously as any can do, and against the peril of explaining away which I shall have with all earnestness to warn — remain untouched by the universal salvation of children, I will show, or endeavour to show, in the sequel. 

At this point, before passing on to our second preliminary remark, I would vivify to my readers the ‘little Sleepers’ in the Cemetery of Greenwood, of whom I have just spoken, by placing before them the ‘Only a Year Ago’ by Mrs Harriet Beecher Stowe: 

ONLY A YEAR AGO

“One year ago — a ringing voice, 
A clear blue eye, 
And clustering curls of sunny hair, 
Too fair to die! 

Only a year — no voice, no smile, 
No glance of eye, 
No clustering curls of sunny hair, 
Fair but to die! 

One year ago — what loves, what schemes 
Far into life! 
What joyous hopes, what high resolves, 
What generous strife! 

The silent picture on the wall, 
The burial stone — 
Of all that beauty, life, and joy,
Moves calmly on. 
The grave grows green, the flowers bloom fair
Above that head;
No sorrowing tint of leaf or spray
Says he is dead.

No pause or hush of merry birds,
That sing above,
Tells us how coldly sleep below
The form we love.

Where hast thou been this year, beloved?
What hast thou seen?
What visions fair, what glorious life?
Where hast thou been?

The veil! the veil! so thin, so strong,
‘Twixt me and thee!
The mystic veil” when shall it fall,
That we may see?

Not dead, not sleeping, not even gone,
But present still,
And waiting for the coming hour
Of God’s sweet will.

Lord of the living and the dead,
Our Saviour dear,
We lay in silence at Thy feet
This sad, sad, year.”

A second preliminary remark is, 

2. That the Salvation of children, as I would state it, is what we would expect from God. I cannot touch here on the wider qestion ot child-pain and creature-pain generally, in relation to the revealed character of God. It is but a shallow in the ‘great deep.’ I can now approach, but I would approach it. A part then altogether from specific passages, and apart also from the visible ends gained by the economy of pain as motive and instrument: looking broadly at the revealed CHARACTER OF GOD — what should we expect? I see with very awful certainty that, somehow, children — and indeed the ‘whole creation’ — are strangely involved in ills which they have not brought on themselves by their own act. Well! I look away from the sad spectacle to the ‘face of God.’ God is Light and Love. Immediately, looking on that God, I cannot help — from the necessities of the God revealed to me — expecting something from Him. I say beforehand, it will be ‘no strange thing’, not unlike Him, should He give help and salvation here. And when the doctrine of the Salvation of children is fully stated, I find myself inevitably saying, ‘It is like Him to do that’, seeing Christ has died. If Christ had not died, if there had been no revelation of grace abounding ‘according to need, I dare not say so. 

For example, tell me that an unholy man gets to heaven, goes there unchanged; and I am conscious of a contradiction, of an anomaly, of a disturbance in the scheme of Redemption. My profoundest convictions are up in arms, and protest, ‘A holy, just, God can’t do that.’ But the salvation of children produces no such jar. We thus the instinct within sanctified to bear testimony; and similarly, its harmony with the revealed character of God without. Surely this goes for something! Much that we get from the  infinite mercy of God is unexpected, gloriously and graciously surprising: but this we expect. The poor old negro’s  exclamation is spontaneous: ‘It be like Him!’ We must crush out the Bible-revelation of God, before we can look at a dead child, and deem it something that we should not have not expected to be told that that child is now safe — is now a fresh realisation of the prophetic vision of the ‘holy city’: where ‘the streets of the City shall be full of boys and girls, playing in its streets. (Zech. 8:5)

This immediate entrance of children into ‘the holy city’, as what we would expect, is very beautifully and lovingly set out by Stanyan Bigg in his ‘O little child: On memoriam.’ It will do us all good to read it —

In Memoriam.’ It will do us all good to read it — 

O LITTLE CHILD

IN MEMORIAM

O little child! that camest, and art gone, 
Whose tiny footprints are upon our hearts; 
O little wonder of the dreaming eyes, 
Whose dreams we saw not, and could never see; 
Who wert with us, and yet we know thee not, 
Nor thought that, underneath our quiet roof, 
An angel harboured with us for a time, 
And was our child, and is our child no more. 
Being familiar with the floor of heaven, 
And dwelling nigh unto the throne of God! 
Dost ever think of us, as we of thee? 
Dost ever bend thy beaming brow, O child! 
Only a little space — a little space — 
And turn from all the glories of thy home 
To look into the lorn hearts thou hast left? 

And we, O child! who tend our daily tasks. 
Go in and out, and weep with those who weep. 
And laugh with those who laugh, and buy and sell, 
And travel o’er the dusty highways still 
As though thou wert not, and hadst never been, 
As when wo knew thy little sunny face 
Would surely greet us at the garden-gate — 
Dost think that we forget thee, O our child? 

Not always are we in the weary mart; 
Not always are we plodding in the streets. 
We, in our rural home, when the grey dusk 

Falls upon copse and meadow, saunter out. 
And do not talk, but think of thee, O child! 
And, in the night, when heavy hearts are hushed. 
In the deep night we hear the beating rain 
And in the beating rain the wailing wind. 
And in the wailing wind a cry, a low. 
Soft cry, not as of agony, but bliss — 
A silvery cry, as though we heard a thrill 
Of spirit-music, far beyond the rain, 
Beyond the wailings of the wind, beyond 
The storms and gloomy reaches of the night — 

Out of the golden spaces far beyond.
And then we dream. We do but dream, O child!
O little child! That camest, and art gone,
That wert our child, and art our child no more,
We dream thou hast not yet forgotten us,
But yeamest from thy starry home, as we 
Yearn towards the heavens for thee. We do but dream, 
And in our dreamings are not quite forlorn. 

Thy room is here, sweet babe! We enter it —
The room, but oh! the child. Thy little bed 
Is white in moonlight; — Oh! For the beauteous form. 
Thy toys are trembling in our in our palms — but oh! 
The tiny, dimpled hands that fingered them. 
The stairs are here — but oh! The little feet. 
Gone! Gone forever! Yet we hope to reach
The heaven that holds thee; and with humble hearts, 
Thank God for thee, O child! We know that thou 
Art seeing now, and not as in a dream,
The things we long for, and shall never see 
Until we join thee in the after-world — 
Thee, little child! who camest and art gone, 
Who wert our child, and art our child no more, 
Being familiar with the floor of heaven,
And dwelling nigh onto the the throne of God. 

Having made these preliminary observations, I proceed to consider certain cases of child-death in Scripture, the conclusions from from which seem to me, in the guarding words of the Formulary of my own Church on another subject, ‘to be founded on and agreeable to the Word of God’, no, irrefragably to establish our position. I shall select examples that are types of others, and that might be supposed to touch, if not include, all our experiences. First of all, let us read the pathetic story of a dead infant as told in the Old Testament — by which, as a first step, I seek to show the salvation of the child in spite of the grievous ‘backsliding of its father, and godlessness of its mother. It will be found in 2 Sam. 12:13-24. I ask all my readers to turn to the narrative and read the whole; but the closing words deserve here our special pondering (verses 23-24): ‘Now he is dead, why should I fast? Can I bring him back again? I shall go to him, but he shall not return to me. And David COMFORTED BATHSHEBA HIS WIFE.’ I am  not aware that a single commentator of distinction differs as to what is taught us by this exclamation of David. The whole of the writers on the salvation of children enumerated by me agree that the reference is not simply to the fact that he too must die, as had his child, but likewise to his conviction that it was ‘well’ with his ‘little David’ (if we may venture to assume such would have been his name). Good old John Trapp of Weston-upon-Avon has summed up the meaning pithily and well. “I shall go to him”; that is, with my body I shall go to him into the grave, with my soul into heaven. For in answer to his prayers for the child’s life, David had a secret consideration dropped into his soul, that the child was saved.’ Cf. his annotation upon the Old and New Testament in loco. I may add another sentence from this rich and racy worthy, ‘It is easy to observe that the good man David was over-passionately affected to his children: and that these strong affection brought strong afflictions.’ (On verse 17)

Andrew Willet and Dr William Guild, following Augustine, similarly interpret the words of ‘the special estate and condition of the dead [child] as thereby insinuated’: that  is, ‘not only dead, but in the state of grace, associated with the blessed company of saints in heaven.” 

(1) Willet — A Harmony on the Second Book of Samuel, wherein according to the Method and Order observed in the first Book, three special things are observed for every chapter. The different readings compared, doubtful questions explained’, etc., etc. 

(2) Guild: “The throne of David: or an Exposition of the Second of Samuel, wherein is set down’, etc., etc. (4to, 1659) I will give here an observation from this rare volume: ‘The child dies the seventh day, before it could be circumcised — as likewise being sick before — and yet, as we see, verse 23, David does not doubt of its salvation which shows us that it is not the lack of baptism — answerable to circumcision then — that is in any way damnable to the infants — God’s mercy not being tied to the outward means — but is is the contempt of it that is contemptible (= condemnable) in the parents.’ (Observations, No. 10, on verse 18)

Matthew Henry and Thomas Scott — who will not be suspected of heresy — also thus interpret the words. And indeed anything else, any mere limitation of the touching exclamation to David’s own death, is bald and trivial. Besides, what ‘comfort’ could there be for Bathsheba on being told that her royal husband should also die, not to say, what necessity for affirming such a truism? Matthew Henry says, In his usual quaint and pithy way: ‘The promise is to us and to our seed, which shall be performed 
to those that do not put a in their own door, as infants do not.’ (On the passage in Samuel, above) 
With all the greatest authorities then, I take it, that nothing is plainly and indubitably placed before us in this complaint of bereaved David, if this is not, that he was fully satisfied by the salvation and blessedness of his departed infant. I do not see how words could express his confident expectation of again meeting his child in that purer and better world when it was his own hope, one day, to go, if these do not. By the measure of the father’s own hope, we must estimate his hope concerning his ‘little one.’ It cannot be needful that I should enlarge upon what David’s own hope was, in his own personal expectation of a future state of blessedness. 

A very few proof-texts must suffice. ‘Thou wilt show me’, was his exultant confession of faith, ‘the path of life; in Thy presence is fullness of joy: at Thy right hand are pleasures for evermore.’ (Ps. 16:11) 

Again: ‘This God is our God forever and ever: He will be our guide even unto death. (Ps. 48:14)

One more: ‘Though I walk through the valley of the shadow of death, I will fear no evil: for thou art with me; thy rod and thy staff they comfort me … Surely goodness and mercy shall follow me all the days of my life; and I will dwell in the House of the Lord forever.’ (Ps. 23:4, 6) 

Where, then, after the termination of his earthly pilgrimage, did the Psalmist hope to go? Surely these passages clearly answer. Well, wherever the place to which he himself expected to go, this was his confident answer, that his dead infant had preceded him. ‘I shall go to him; but he shall not return to me.’ 

Thus it was his expectation of rejoining his child in the heavenly abode that is set forth as his support under his heavy bereavement, and as what enabled him, a spirit of unmurmering submission, with plaint, yet no complaint — with tears in his eyes turned heavenward — to ‘comfort’ little David’s mother. 

I don’t know that David on his throne is bslf BO attractive as thus by the emptied cradle, bereaved of his child, ‘comforting’, with his own comfort, his weeping wife. 

But let us look closer at the narrative, Mark this — If ever a child might be pronounced to be involved in its parents’ sin, that little dead infant, born of lust and lawless crime and shame, was such a one. In an awful and aggravated sense, he was ‘shapen in iniqnity’, and ‘in sin his mother conceived him.’ We must look the fact right in the face. We must accept it in all its breadth, and largeness, and sorrowfulness. That infant was the issue of unbridled, detestable, adulterous last. The blood of him who ought to have been its father was all over it. Its mother, we have every reason to conclude, was a godless, frivolous, light, worldly woman — false to her noble and good husband [Uriah the Hittite] — not until long years after, led to know the Lord God of Israel. I say, for long years after: for we can’t forget the craft and trick of her ensnaring request, in her recent widowhood, to her son Solomon: ‘I desire one small petition of thee: do not say me nay.’ (1 Kings 2:20, and cf. verses 22, 23). And yet of this infant boy is it most surely afirmed that he was in heaven. As a matter of fact, that is the Bible statement. Now, that the salvation of this child was through its being a child, and as such, incapable of personal sin — not as being the child of David, but just a child — will still further appear, if we contrast the Psalmist’s emotion on a subsequent occasion with words of hope and certainty which he spoke, and with which he comforted the fallen and erring mother. 

With what anguish was he filled when he exclaimed, as he walked in ‘the chamber over the gate’, ‘O my son Absalom, my son, my son Absalom! Would to God I had died for thee, O Absalom, my son!’ 

He has a hard heart who can read these wailing words unmoved. But why such bitter agony of lamentalion? Why no ‘comforting’ of Bathsheba now? Why no sustaining hope? Why no ‘I will go to him?’ Palpably, because of the fears which he entertained concerning the salvation of the ‘young man — his almost certainty that he had died in his sins, and had been buried all unready before the tribunal of the Great Judge. (O may be confirmed here from Willet, as before, following Martinus: 

‘Why does not David mourn for this infant, and yet made such lamentations for Saul and Jonathan, Abner, Absolom? David mourned for some of them because the Commonwealth sustained great loss by them; and for others because they died in their sins, as Absolom: here is no such cause in respect of the one or the other.’

By the way, those who make David’s exclamation over his little dead boy refer mainly to the grave, forget that in that case he might equally have said it of Absolom, seeing that he too, as said of ‘little David’ was gathered into the family tomb, and David, in that case knew he would ‘go to him.’ This alone may show the egregious [shocking] mis-interpretation.’

But, on the other hand, with reference to his infant, not the shadow of a fear did he entertain. So soon as the Divine will was known, he wiped away his tears; and even over the little while, ‘changed’ face, rejoiced in hope of the glory of God — a glory of which he believed he and his little boy would mutually partake. Is not his silence concerning Bathseba very suggestive? It is  not ‘we’, but, I shall go to him’. Observe here, also, this point of difference beween the Shunammite’s answer to the prophet’s question, ‘Is it well?’ and David’s words. She said, with much trustfulness, ‘It is well’: but she had a secret expectation that the prophet would restore her boy to life. But David had no such earthly hope. ‘He shall not return to me, were his touching words. 

Thus, as a first step toward our conclusion, we have the certain salvation of a child whose father was a grievous ‘backslider’, and whose mother was godless. The child was a child of sin and shame. So far as David was concerned, he had ‘broken The Covenant.’ But God was ‘faithful.’ I ask no more than this to be conceded — for this much vindicates my position. 
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FOR A DYING INFANT



“Sleep, little baby! sleep!
Not in thy cradle bed;
Not on thy mother’s breast
Henceforth shall be thy rest,
But with the quiet dead.

Yes — with the quiet dead,
Baby, thy rest shall be!
Oh, many a weary wight
Weary of life and light,
Would fain lie down with thee.

Flee, little tender nursling!
Flee to thy grassy nest;
There the first flowers shall blow,
The first pure flake of snow
Shall fall upon thy breast.

Mount up, immortal essence!
Young spirit, haste, depart! —
And is this death? — Dread thing! —
If such thy visiting,
How beautiful thou art!

Oh! I could gaze forever
Upon thy waxen face:
So passion less, so pure! —
The little shrine was sure
An angel’s dwelling place.
Thou weepest, childless Mother!
Aye, weep — ‘twill ease thine heart; —
He was thy first first-born Son,
Thy first, thine only one,
‘Tis hard from him to part!

‘Tis hard to lay thy darling
Deep in the damp cold earth —
His empty crib to see,
Once gladsome with his mirth.

But thou wilt then, fond Mother!
In after years, look back,
(Time brings such wondrous easing)
With sadness not unpleasing,
E’en in this gloomy track.

Thou’lt say — “My first-born blessing,
It almost broke my heart
When thou wert forced to go!
And yet, for thee, I know,
‘Twas better to depart.

God took thee in His mercy,
A lamb untasked, untried;
He fought the fight for thee, 
He won the victory,
And thou art sanctified!

I look around and see
The evil ways of men;
And, oh! beloved child!
I’m more than reconciled
To thy departure then

Now, like a dew-drop shrined,
Within a crystal stone,
Thou’rt safe in heaven, my dove!
Safe with the source of love
The Everlasting One.

And when the hour arrives
From flesh that sets me free,
Thy spirit may await
The first at heaven’s gate,
To meet and welcome me.” 

Miss Caroline Bowles

(Blackwood Magazine, for July, 1821)




An alternative might be [Editor]:

        
         HOLY INNOCENTS

      by Christina Rossetti
“Sleep, little baby, sleep;
The holy Angels love thee,
And guard thy bed, and keep
A blessed watch above thee.
No spirit can come near?
Nor evil beast to harm thee:
Sleep, Sweet, devoid of fear
Where nothing need alarm thee.
The Love which doth not sleep,
The eternal Arms surround thee:
The Shepherd of the sheep
In perfect love hath found thee.
Sleep through the holy night,
Kept from snare and sorrow,
Until thou wake to light
And love and warmth to-morrow.”

Before leaving ‘little David’, I would observe that one can understand how he was not spared to his parents. Besides higher reasons and discipline: Is it not possible, even probable, that the Lord touched the hearts of both David and Bathsheba graciously by it? Ah! we sometimes, I fear, compel Jesus to take away our children, that through the bereavement, He may overcome and melt savingly our callous hearts. It reminds me of another little story worth telling. A shepherd had folded safely and well a flock of ewes — all save one; which would not enter, do what he would. The gate was flung wide open, and, with all gentle constraint, he sought to guide it in — sparing it the rough bark of his dog. But no, still it would run back. At last — for the shades of evening were falling, and folded all must be if he were not to be ‘too late’ for home himself— he sprang out, seized her lamb, raised it tenderly to his bosom, laid it right upon his heart as he would his own nestling babe, and, carrying it within the fold, placed it down there. Then, ah! then, the poor ewe ran in — ran in after her little lamb, and was safe with it. This is a parable. But Fathers! Mothers! still away from the Good Shepherd, and grieving sorely over your Willie or Mary, will you not run in after your little Iamb? Will you compel Him to take another and another? — Let my Story woo you to submission — woo you to the Saviour. 

Here we may pause to read a Trans-Atlantic lay: 
[image: http://upload.wikimedia.org/wikipedia/commons/8/81/William_Wordsworth_at_28_by_William_Shuter2.jpg]
Wordsworth in 1798

WITHOUT THE CHILDREN

Oh, the weary, solemn silence
Of a house without the children,
Oh the strange oppressive silence
Where the children come no more!
Ah, the longing of the sleepless
For the soft arms of the children,
Ah, the longing for the faces
Peeping through the opening door —
Faces gone for evermore!

Strange it is to wake at midnight
And not hear the children breathing;
Nothing but the old clock ticking,
Ticking, ticking by the door.
Strange to see the little dresses
Hanging up there all the morning,
And the gaiters — ah, their patter,
We shall hear it nevermore
On our mirth-forsaken floor.

What is home without the children?
‘Tis the earth without its verdure
And the sky without the the sunshine;
Life is withered to the core!
So we’ll leave this dreary desert.
And we’ll follow the Good Shepherd
To the greener pastures vernal,
Where the lambs have ‘gone before’
With the Shepherd evermore!

Oh, the weary, solemn silence
Of a house without the children!
Oh, the strange oppressive stillness
Where the children come no more!
Ah! the longing of the sleepless
For the soft arms of the children,
Ah! The longing for the children,
Peering through the opening door —
Faces gone for evermore.

Henry Wadsworth Longfellow, 
Babble Brook Songs

The next child-death that I would look at, is a very remarkable one, also from the Old Testament — by which, as a second step, I would show the salvation of children in spite of the apostasy to heathendom of their parents. It occurs in Ezek. 16:20- 21: 

‘Thou hast taken thy sons and thy daughters, whom thou hast born unto me, and these hast thou sacrificed unto them to be devoured. Is this of thy whoredoms a small matter, that thou hast slain? My children, and delivered them, to cause them to pass through the fire for them?’ 

Oh! Fathers! Mothers! who, as you read, are calling up a little vanished face or faces, lay hold, as you would of an out-stretched hand, of the nail-pierced hand, of that ‘My children.’ Divine is the con solation of this little pronoun. It asserts, in the face of parental apostasy and failure, God’s claim, God’s yearning love over the little dead ones, so cruelly martyred to the bloody idol-gods of the heathen. Mark where the ‘My’ lies! The Lord, recalling the utter departure of their fathers and mothers from Him, with terrific upheaping of words descriptive of their ‘abominations’ recalling it — He in accusing, holy indignation, charges them the the muder of His ‘children’. They were 
theirs by fleshly birth. This ius acknowledged in verse 20: ‘Thy sons thy daughters.’ But they had forfeited them. For instead of dedicating to Him, the living and true God — instead of placing His mark of circumcision upon them — they had ‘delivered’ them over to the grim and fierce idol-gods, and to the excruciating deaths of sacrifice to them.

Mark of circumcision. I am glad to find Principal Fairbairn giving the above interpretation of the “My”, which is that of Oecolampadius in earlier times, and Havernick and Dr Henderson recently. But I don’t see his authority for this statement: ‘The Lord calls them His own children, rather than hers — ‘My children’ — because they have been born under His covenant with Israel, and bore the sign of the covenant upon them.’ It is the italicised to which I venture to take exception. There is no proof that these infints were ‘circumcised’, and so none that they ‘bore the mark of the covenant  upon them.’ Conversely, it is surely more probablethat these apostate parents neglected and despised that. No, it is not an element of their wickedness that, instead od dedicating them (that’s is by circumcision to God, they had dedicated (‘delivered over’) them to Baal? It seems to me to extenuate their sin, and to affirm an improbability, to suppose that the lesser was attended to, while the greater  went unheeded and scorned. Dr. Fairbairn seems timourously anxious to shelter the child-salvation behind the outward rite or ‘mark.’ My readers can jusge if I am mistaken. Cf. Fairbairn’s very able ‘Ezekiel and the Book of his Prophecy: and Exposition’ 2nd edition, 1855).

They had so done and left undone; but God’s claim was irreversible, God’s property inalienable. ‘Thou hast slain my children.’ Ah! the little martyrs passed through the fire to Him — passed from these hell-fire torments of Baal to their Father in heaven. ‘Like as a father pitieth his children, so the Lord pitieth.’ (Ps. 103:13) 

Baal. I ask in this footnoteid ther apostle’s allusion in Heb. 10:31 — ‘It is a fearful thing to fall into the hands of the living God’ — is not in contrast with the terrible Baal-gods — dead gods, which in their outstretched hands received the infants laid therein as sacrifices. Fearful that, but fearfuller still, by the measure of distance between living and dead, to fall into the hands of the Lord God. Then again, that word ‘fall’ therein — to, so to speak, fall backward and light there against our will — that carries perdition with it. Jump from a giddy height forward, you may alight on your feet; but ‘fall’, and you smash your skull and brain and life inevitably. See Note c in Appendix. 

Well! what becomes of the so-called, miscalled ‘orthodox’ teaching — that only baptised children, or the children of Christian parents, of praying parents, are ‘redeemed’ — when fronted and confronted with this Bible fact! Who can read the chapter in which the words are embedded, read and tremble before its exhibition of 
the national apostasy and idolatry and abominations of Israel — read a verse like that (ver. 3), ‘Thy father was an Amorite, and thy mother a Hittite’, the most ruthless and godless of all the Canaanites — wicked, cruel, lustful, vilest of the vile? 

And who can read the lurid sequel (verses 14-19), setting forth their ealking in the very footsteps of their Amorite father and Hittite mother, and then glance forward uponthe blessed, gracious, pitying words of God, ‘My children’, and not see that it was being ‘children’ that God claimed them as His? And so herein, I apprehend, is established 
Again, out of the Lord’s own mouth, what I have declared to be ‘written’ in the Law — what I have given as my ‘reading’ of the Law — that is, that all children who die before they are capable of makinga personal decision for or against Christ, are without exception, limitation, or contingency from the character and conduct of their parents, 
REDEEMED by Christ. Let the parents apostasies from ‘The Covenant; yes; let the father be as a very Amorite, and the mother as a very Hittite — and worse surely cannot be conceived — yet does God say, ‘My children’ — ‘Mine’, not only by the right of creation and preservation, but also because, while their unnatural parents gave them up to Baal, I have ‘set MY love upon them.’ They could make no choice for themselves, and God made a choice for them.

Is the Amorite and Hittite parentage a reference to Esau’s intermarriage with these heathen? Rebecca, it will be remembered, was ‘vexed’26:34-35.  

It is delightful to think that the brave and good Uriah was a ‘Hittite’. — How much God’s grace must have done for him! See Note d in Appendix. 

‘When my father and my mother forsake me, then the Lord will take me up.’ (Ps. 27:10) 

These words are ‘good news’ to the very letter. They carry with them unspeakable comfort to the believer. For if, as we have seen, the blessed truth holds of the ‘little ones’ of the godless and apostate, of the God-forsaking, God-blaspheming, commandingly more, in so far as ‘the sweet soft light’ of assurance is concerned, does it hold for the children of Christian parents who have joyously recognised God’s ‘My’. 

It is very noteworthy here, that the Divine denunciations against idolatry are 
intensified whenever ‘children’ form the sacrifice. The great Fatherly heart’s 
words bum and flame in anger. Bare idolatry touches His Law: ‘child’ sacri- 
fice touches Himself, goes right to His heart, and His indignation is ‘ kindled.’ 

This has been admirably stated by Dr Harris, in his well-known ‘Essay, entitled ‘Grounds of Hope for the Salvation of All Dying in Infancy’, by the Rev. William Harris, LL.D.; 8vo, 1821. With reference to the word ‘hope’, I think it well to note that scripturally ‘hope’ does not imply uncertainty, but the very opposite. Cf. Hebrews 10:23, where the ‘faith’, read in the original, is ‘hope.’ ‘Hope’ comes from the blending of Faith and assurance.

In passing, as reflecting back interpretation upon upon the enormous sin and abomination of those apostate Israelites, it maybe well to remember that years later, when God by another prophet expostulated with His people on account of the idolatries 
and wickednesses which they committed, among the sins charged upon them was this same unnatural and horrible crime of causing their children to pass through the fire to Moloch. And ‘take heed’ how God describes those children. I turn to Jer. 19:4-5: 

‘They have forsaken me and have estranged this place, and have burned incense in it unto other gods, whom neither they nor their fathers have known, nor the kings of Judah, and have filled this place with the blood of INNOCENTS: they have built also the high places of Baal, to burn their sons with fire for burnt-offerings unto Baal, which I did not command, nor spoken it, neither did it come into my mind.’

Note ther word ‘Innocents.’ — weigh the tender word; it is above the price of rubies.

Again, as still further reflecting back light on the words the words of Ezekiel and Jeremiah, let it be remembered what it was that stayed the flashing ‘furnished’ sword over doomed Nineveh. Not, as of old, the finding, however few, ‘righteous men’, but the fact of the presence of ‘little children’ there. This is not always noticed. I therefore invite attention to it. Jonah 4:11: ‘Should not I spare Nineveh, that great city, wherein are more than sixscore thousand persons that cannot discern between their right hand 
and their left?’ Nothing, surely, could more definitely prove God’s universal ‘redeeming’ love toward the ‘little ones’ than this. For, once more be it remembered, those children, for whose sake God spared Nineveh, were children of the godless, God —- forsaking, God — blaspheming, equally with the Amorite-like and Hittite — like Israelites. Grasp then the ‘exceeding great and precious’ words, ‘My children’ and ‘innocents’, and the exquisite child-portrait, with the Divine pity for it — ‘cannot discern between the right hand and the left!’ (Cf. Deuteronomy 1:39, and Isaiah 7:16) Dear, dimpled, rosy, ever- moving little hands — how ‘the great hand of God’ is gentlied to grasp them! And — Is it supposable for a moment that the same mercy that would not visit outward destruction upon the ‘little ones’ of Nineveh visits eternal destruction — so infinitely more dreadful — upon ‘little ones?’ (See note e in Appendix)

Thus as a second step towards our conclusion, we have the certain salvation of the ‘the little children of parents who had apostasised to heathendom. They are the children of those who had ‘cast off’ God. So far as their fathers and mothers were concerned, they were placed outside ‘The Covenant’. But God was’faithful’ —I ask once more this only to to be conceded — apostate parents eyet saved children. This much vindicates again my position.  We have advanced from backsliding to apostasy; and still nothing but comfort and hope concerning the ‘little ones’ appears.

As gathering up various allusions and suggestions on what I have thus far ‘written’, I would introduce now some wise and relieving words from Dr. Richard Sibbes (in his The Faithful Covenanter. Works, in my edition, vol. vi, pages 21-23) 

‘To thee and to thy seed after thee.’ 
Why does he make the covenant with his seed as well as with himself? 

I answer: We see favours and curses more in our seed more than in ourselves; and it will humble a man to see calamities on his posterity more than on himself; and a man more rejoices to see the flourishing of his seed than of himself. It is said that Josiah died in peace, though he died a bloody death, because he did not see the ruin of his house and family, which was worse than death. God saw how Abraham saw and valued seed, when he said, ‘What will thou give me, since I am childless?’ (Gen. 15:2) Therefore, God, intending a comfortable enlargement of the covenant of grace to Abraham, extends it to his seed: ‘will be the God of thy seed.’ It is a great blessing for God to be the God of our seed. It is alluded to by Peter in the New Testament — ‘The promise is made to you and to your children.’ (Acts 2:39) 

But what if they do not have baptism, the seal of the covenant? 
That does not prejudice their salvation. God has appointed the sacraments to be seals for us, not for himself. He himself keeps his covenant, whether we have the seal or not, so long as we do not neglect it. Therefore, we must not think if a child dies before the sacrament of baptism, that God will not keep his covenant. They have the sanctity, the holiness, of the covenant. You know what David said of his child, ‘I shall go to it, but it shall not return to me’’ and yet it died before it was circumcised. You know they were forty years in the wilderness, and were not circumcised. Therefore, the sacrament is not of absolute necessity to salvation. So he is the God of our children from conception and birth. 

But how can God be the God of our children when they are born in corruption, children of wrath? Can they be the children of wrath and the children of God both at the same time? 

I answer:  Yes; both at the same time. For even as in civil matters, in our city here, a man may be a freeman of the city, and yet be born lame or leprous, or with some contagious disease — this is no hindrance to his freedom — so the children of a believing father and mother may be freemen of the city of God, and in the covenant of grace, and yet be tainted with original sin, that overspreads the powers of the soul nevertheless. 

From this, we see a ground of baptising infants, because they are in the covenant. To whom the covenant belongs, the seal of it belongs; but to infants, the covenant also belongs; therefore the seal of it, baptism, belongs to them. If circumcision belonged to them, then baptism does; but circumcision belonged to them, for the eighth day they were circumcised; therefore baptism belongs to them. 

Anabaptist spirits would not have children baptised if they did not believe. Why then were the children of the Jews circumcised? They were circumcised because they were in covenant; and is not the covenant of grace enlarged? Where does the new covenant differ from the old, but, among many other things, in the enlargement of it? There is now a new people, the Gentiles, in covenant, that were not there before, new priests, new sacrifices, new sacraments. All is new in the covenant of grace. If all be enlarged in the covenant, why should we deny the seal of the covenant to them in the new that had it in the old, even children? It is senseless. The Scripture, to meet with such, applies baptism to them and circumcision to us, to show that in the covenant of grace they are all one in effect — ‘All they were baptized under the cloud’ (1 Cor. 10:2), and Paul says, ‘We are circumcised with circumcision without hands.’ (Col. 2:11) We are circumcised, and they were baptised; to shew, I say, that all are one in Christ. Christ is all one, ‘yesterday, today, and the same forever’ (Heb. 13:8): ‘yesterday’, to those that were under the law; ‘and today’, to us under the gospel; and ‘forever’ to posterity. And therefore, if children had interest in Christ then, so they have now. This is clear and undeniable: God is the God of our children. 

This should be an encouragement to parents to be good, if not for love of themselves and their own souls, but for their children and posterity’s sake, that God may do good to their children for them. 

Surely, then, not altogether sorrowfully, but hopefully also, may we think of our dead 
‘little ones’ Surely there is something more to be looked at than ‘They are not.’ That is too level a look, and too sad, unless the ‘comfort’ be ‘refused’. Before considering kindred statements of the New Testament, let us try to be informed with the spirit of cheer of the ‘Walk in a Churchyard’ by the present Archbishop of Dublin (Richard Chevenix Trench):

                                          A WALK IN A CHURCHYARD

We walked within the churchyard bounds, 
My little boy and I— 
He laughing, running happy rounds, 
I pacing mournfully. 

‘Nay, child! it is not well,’ I said, 
Among the graves to shout,
To laugh and play among the dead, 
And make this noisy rout.’ 

A moment to my side he clung. 
Leaving his merry play, 
A moment stilled his joyous tongue, 
Almost as hushed as they. 

Then, quite forgetting the command 
In life’s exulting burst 
Of early glee, let go my hand,
Joyous as at the first. 

And now I did not check him more, 
For, taught by nature’s face, 
I had grown wiser than before 
Even in that moment’s space. 

She spread no funeral pall above 
That patch of churchyard ground, 
But the same azure vault of love 
As hung o’er all around. 

And white clouds o’er that spot would pass, 
As freely as elsewhere; 
The sunshine on no other grass 
A richer hue might wear. 

And formed from out that very mould 
In which the dead did lie, 
The daisy with its eye of gold 
Looked up into the sky. 

The rook was wheeling overhead, 
Nor hastened to be gone; 
The small bird did its glad notes shed, 
Perched on a grey head-stone. 
And God, I said, would never give 
This light upon the earth, 
Nor bid in childhood’s heart to live 
These springs of gushing mirth, 

If our one wisdom was to mourn, 
And linger with the dead,
To nurse, as wisest, thoughts forlorn 
Of worm and earthy bed. 

Oh no, the glory earth puts on, 
The child’s unchecked delight, 
Both witness to a triumph won — 
(If we but read aright), 

A triumph won o’er sin and death, 
From these the Saviour saves; 
And, like a happy infant, Faith 
Can play among the graves. 

I turn now to the New Testament, and would consider a little some of the ‘good words’ — dear George Herbert’s phrase — which David’s Lord Himself uttered — by which, as a third step toward our conclusion, I wish to show that He has so spoken of  ‘children’ as to involve their salvation when they die as such. There are very many of these on the subject, that might profitably be brought forward and opened out. I will confine myself at present to a very precious statement in the Gospel of Luke, chapter  18:15-17: 

‘And they brought unto Him also infants [children], that he would touch them: but when His disciples saw it, they rebuked them. But Jesus called them unto him, and said, “Suffer little children to come unto me, and for bid them not: for of such is the kingdom of God.” Verily I say unto you, “Whosoever shall not receive the kingdom of God as a little child, shall in nowise enter therein.”’ 

The narrative connected with these words is given by Mark at greater length and with vivider touches in chapter 10:13-16. It becomes us to ‘take heed’ to what is brought before us here. I remark generally that, whatever was the motive which prompted the disciples to act so ungracious a part on this occasion, it is noteworthy that, not only was ‘the mind’ which was in Jesus very different from theirs, but that there was a peculiarity and emphasis, to intensity, in His displeasure. Previously, He had found in them very much that was mistaken and wrong; but, as a rule, He dealt with their ‘infirmities’ — if infirmities be the proper word — with exceeding tenderness. When they displayed — which they frequently did — the most inexcusable ‘unbelief’, He forbore with them — went apart and prayed for them. And afterwards, when they fell asleep during his awful  agony in Gethsemane, He excused them in words soft as uncomplaining tears. But now, when they discouraged and fenced off those mothers from bringing their ‘little ones’ to Him, His anger was great, it being told us, ‘He was muchy displeased’ (Mark 10:14); and while, on the one hand, He welcomed the children, on the other, His disciples, under rebuke, had to stand aside to make way for their approach. Oh, what a picture is here presented! What a rush of tiny feet to the Gentle One! In the words which fire so familiar in our Sabbath schools, each ‘little one’ may well say — 

“I wish that his hands had been placed on my head, 
And His arms had been thrown about me; 
And that I might have heard His sweet words when He said, 
‘Let the little ones come unto Me.’ 

                           *******
In that beautiful place He has gone to prepare
For all who are washed and forgiven;
And many dear children shall be with Him there,
For “of such is the kingdom of heaven.”
I long for the joy of that glorious time,
The sweetest and brightest and best,
When the dear little children of every clime
Shall crowd to His arms and be blest.”
                                   (Mrs. Jemima Luke, 1813-1906)

Can the thought be entertained for a moment, that the Saviour who ‘blessed’ these children on earth, would reject them in heaven if as children they came to Him? That He who welcomed them in his state of humiliation, would send them away in His glory? That the same voice which in tones of gentlest love said, ‘Come’, would or will hereafter utter the curse, ‘Depart’? ‘God forbid!’ The Lord is not a man that He should change. The same mouth cannot, in reference to the same subjects, pronounce blessing and cursing. 

Let two things be specially observed at this point. 

(1) That these were ‘children’, not mere babies. They were ‘called’ by the Lord to come to Him. 

(2) That they were not picked-out children of Christian parents. They were children indiscriminately brought, children of the chance-gathered multitude who happened to be there. So that the truth taught is positive and absolute, and is not that of the salvation of those particular children — for no doubt some of them grew up to manhood 
— but of children as such. I look in vain for evidence of the Christianhood, much more for the Christian profession, of these Jewish parents. I don’t find the parents (or whoever they were) called to Jesus. I do find the ‘children’ called. If they died as children, I believe they were all ‘redeemed’. If they lived to years of understanding, I indulge the hope they found the ‘blessing’ of their childhood efficacious. But this is not what is before us. — But ‘what saith the Lord’ concerning child-salvation? He looks above, and proclaims, ‘Of such is the kingdom of heaven; and the children of heaven on earth ; ie., ‘children’ literally go to heaven, and spiritually the child-like are ‘of the kingdom’ here and hereafter. 

But, as before with the Old Testament records, we must look a little closer at these blessed words: ‘of such is the kingdom of God’; or, ‘of such is the kingdom of heaven.’ 

Some have contended that by these words, our Lord meant only adults who possess a child-like disposition. I grant that a child-like disposition in an adult is a grace; and that, as being so, it is a ‘doctrine’ and lesson taught that the believer must child-like. But I differ from those who make it the main doctrine and lesson here. For it is to be observed that His displeasure was expressed against His disciples for hindering those to be brought to Him who were literally children. The reason He assigns for charging the disciples not to hinder the ‘little ones’ is that ‘of such’ is ‘The Kingdom’ —the ‘of such ‘ being what Scholars call a genitive of possession, expressing that ‘The Kingdom’ belongs to little children, that little children have an interest in it, just as elsewhere the same thing is proclaimed concerning adults who are ‘poor in spirit’, for of them is the kingdom of heaven’ Matthew 5:3), and concerning those ‘persecuted for righteousness’ sake’ (for of them is the kingdom of heaven’ — Matthew 5:10.  (For this explanation of the ‘of such’ I am indebted to one to whom I owe much — Dr. James Morison (1816-1893) of Glasgow) Such a reason as this of the Lord could only be regarded as conclusive when applied to those who were children in age, not character. That His kingdom consisted of grown-up people who were of a child-like spirit would furnish no reason to the disciples that they should ‘suffer’ children in years to be brought to the Lord. But, on the other hand, if His kingdom below and above receives ‘little ones’ into its bosom, that supplies a sufficient reason why He should be displeased with those who would have hindered them from being brought to Him then, and why He should say, ‘Allow them to come, and do not forbid them, for My kingdom contains just such children.’ 

The above explanation of the Lord’s word ‘of such’ empties out the taunt that those who hold his reference to be children in age must also hold that ‘his Kingdom’ consists of children only. Retort were easy; but I don’t.  The thing is too serious for mere dialectic and logic. All that sort of thing is human inference; and all human inference is liable to mistake. 

I take this opportunity of asking my readers to carry this principle with them, and not seek to push me to an inference which I myself do not draw. I have got nothing to do with any jagged, sunken rock out of sight. I am responsible only for what is visible and ‘revealed’, and for what I say.

It is perhaps necessary that I should remind readers of the distinction between inference from what God has ‘written’, more especially after ‘wisdom’ has been ‘sought’ (James 1:5), and inference from what is merely human writing. I must also denounce emphatically that sterm adhesion to a Creed that cares more to guard its symmetry than to make the gospel truly what it is, ‘glad tidings’. There are disciples of a misuderstrood Calvinism, who seem to be more timorous of damage to it than to Scripture and to the Lord. They are swift to detect what is not in harmony with their understanding of Confession and Creed; but slow to admit harmony with something infinitely highly. They lay hold of every conceivable inference against the more merciful interpretation, are eager to exercise their ingenuity in blurring the lines that are left, in lessenuing the evidence, in darkening the hopes, in intensifying the uncertainty, and repel the most legitimate scriptural inferences. Let the Mourner pay no heed to such Theological gray-beards, as Dr. Chalmers in another connection designated them.
To my mind, the thing is as plaih as noon. Mis-explaining the incident as meaning only childlike-dispositioned adults, robs it of all its meaning and of all its winsomeness. For then you have those parents seeking a blessing for their children, and getting not that, but a lesson that that they — the parents — must be childlike. This is bathos, nor pathos. But not thus did the Lord act. He taught and enforced, indeed, the grand necessity of humility. But now and here He assuredly blessed the children themselves, and gave forth a declaration conceming children as such. 

But still further, I call attention to one verse of the narrative in Mark 10:15 — ‘Verily I say unto you, Whosoever shall not receive the kingdom of God as a little child, he shall not enter therein.’ The deep significance and precious suggestiveness of the verb ‘receive’ in this place, has been, I suspect, strangely overlooked. Granting, cum gratia, the lesson of humility, that all who would enter heaven must be child-like, let us ask what lies beneath the lesson in relation to children themselves, thus made symbols to parents? Look at the record  carefully: ‘Whoever shall not receive the kingdom of God as a little child.’ What does that mean? Surely, beyond argument, it is the ‘little child’ who ‘receives’ the blessing spoken of. The Lord is speaking of the ‘receiving’ of the kingdom. That is what He sets out. They — adults — must ‘receive’ it, if at all, as their children ‘receive’ it. Ergo, the ‘little child’ receives it. 

Thus we have, I apprehend, a positive statement from the Lord of the kingdom that children do ‘ receive ‘ that kingdom. And how — to pause a single moment — does a little child receive it? Entirely of God’s sovereign and free gift — entirely and absolutely of grace, without any doing or contriving of its own. So the ‘little child’ receives; and so must the believer. In the measure that the adult approaches the child-reception of the kingdom, is he spiritaally-minded. No more, in the mea sure in which all is received as the ‘gift’ of free and sovereign grace, will the adult understand to distinguish between the ‘giving’ and ‘receiving’ by his child — in relation to whom it is impossible to tell the ‘how’. 

Finally here: if Original Sin — and I accept the common designation of the doctrine — is not ‘done away’ in Christ with relation to all who die as children, how may a child be presented as a symbol of what an adult must become before he can enter heaven? If the Spirit, as toward children who die as such, has not cancelled their sad heritage of guilt, and heart-changed them, how are adults to be invited to resemble them? Is it to be imagined that the Lord presented, not only an imperfect, but an unrenewed, nature as an exemplar? Or to put it in another form: if a man who has become like a ‘little child’ enters the ‘kingdom’ below and above, how can the child he is to resemble — no, must resemble — before he can enter heaven, be excluded? ‘A little child.’ Oh! they are sweet, assuring, relieving words! As if the Lord would exclude every idea of the blessing being limited to the particular children then brought to Him, He broadly, and all-comprehendingly, says not this or that, but a ‘little child.’ ‘Comfort one another with these words.’ Yes, ‘comfort one another’: for this looking away from the particular children then before Him, this generalising to any ‘child’, if but ‘a child’ carries with it unspeakable consolation, assures Mourners that, inasmuch as ‘of such is the kingdom of heaven’, their ‘ child’ has gone there. 

Thus, as a third step toward our conclusion, we have the Lord Jesus proclaiming child-salvation to indiscriminate visitors with their ‘little ones’; and the further very remarkable symbolisation of the truly heaven-fitted adult by ‘a little child.’ (Cf. also Matthew 18:3) Again, I ask no more than this to be conceded; for this much definitely vindicates my position. 

Mrs Julia Gill, of America, has very sweetly versified the Child-Bringing of the narratives just considered. Here it is: 
                                    CHRIST AND THE LITTLE ONES

“THE Master has come over Jordan”, 
Said Hannah, the mother, one day; 
“He is healing the people who throng Him, 
With a touch of His finger, they say; 

And now I shall carry the children, 
Little Rachel and Samuel and John; 
I shall carry the baby, Esther, 
For the Lord to look upon.” 

The father looked at her kindly, 
But he shook his head and smiled; 
“Now, who but a doting mother 
Would think of a thing so wild? 

If the children were tortured by demons, 
Or dying of fever, 'twere well; 
Or had they the taint of the leper, 
Like many in Israel.” 

“Nay, do not hinder me, Nathan; 
I feel such a burden of care; 
If I carry it to the Master, 
Perhaps I shall leave it there. 

“If He lay His hands on the children, 
My heart will be lighter, I know; 
For a blessing forever and ever 
Will follow them as they go.” 

So, over the hills of Judah, 
Along by the vine-rows green, 
With Esther asleep on her bosom, 
And Rachel her brothers between; 

'Mong the people who hung on his teaching, 
Or waited His touch and His word, 
Through the row of proud Pharisees listening, 
She pressed to the feet of the Lord. 

“Now, why shouldst thou hinder the Master”, 
Said Peter, “with children like these? 
Seest thou not how, from morning till evening, 
He teacheth and healeth disease?” 

Then Christ said, “Forbid not the children, 
Permit them to come unto Me!” 
And he took in His arms little Esther, 
And Rachel He set on His knee; 

And the heavy heart of the mother 
Was lifted all earth-care above, 
As He laid His hands on the brothers 
And blest them with tenderest love; 

As He said of the babes in His bosom, 
“Of such is the kingdom of heaven.” 
And strength for all duty and trial 
That hour to her spirit was given. 


I turn, finally, to Matthew 18:10-11 — ‘Take heed that you despise not one of these little ones; for I say unto you, that in heaven their angels do always behold the face of My Father which is in heaven. For the Son of man is come to save that which was lost.’ (cf. also verses 12-13, in connection with verse 14)

Then to Rev. 20:12 — 

‘And I saw the dead, small and great, stand before God: and the books were opened; and another book was opened, which is the book of life: and the dead were judged out of those things which were written in the books, according to their works’ 

By which, as a fourth step, I would show that what the Lord said when on earth, that is, ‘of such is the kingdom of heaven’, is confirmed by what the Seer of Patmos saw when he was lifted up to heaven. In these words, there is very blessed consolation, that is commonly, I suspect, overlooked. Let my Readers ‘meditate’ on the remarkable words; for I feel that, with the angels over the fields of Bethleham, I may say, ‘Behold, I bring you good tidings of great joy.’ 

First of all, we have in Mat. 18:10, a very striking announcement concerning children, 
the ‘little ones.’ Below, I submit my interpretation of one vital point in it; but what most 
of all I am anxious for the reader to observe is, that immediately upon the declaration,
our Lord adds, in verse 11 — ‘For the Son of man is come to save that which was lost.’ 
Surely this refers, and can only refer here, to the saving of the little ones of whom He had just spoken; and mark its wide and all-comprehending character, ver. 10, , “Take heed that ye despise not  one of these little ones”, that is, any one of all the ‘little ones.’ To my mind, it is of ‘salvation’, the salvation of all the ‘little ones’ — all being ‘redeemed’ by His coming and and dying — the Lord speaks. It is to dilute and then empty out the preciousness of the previous announcement, to divorce verse 10 from verse 11, or verse 11 from verse 10, and I may also say from verse 14.

I do not find that any critics of my little book have impugned this footnote. I embrace the  present opportunity of strengthening and illustrating my interpretation of angelos, (Mat. 18:10; Acts 12;15) ‘The seal of truth is simplicity’, sais Lycurgus;  and, agreeably to the apophthegm [concise saying], the more any interpretation bears the mark of facility, and look as if it might have struck the reader before, the more Iikely is it to be true. I am not prepared, at present, with any quotation to prove the use of angelos  as a disembodied spirit. But if our Lord wished to express the idea, we may conclude that He would have avoided the heathenish expression employed by Homer — “to join the other ghosts of the dead departed” (Od. xi. 475),  and the other Philosophers. In like manner, daimones [demons, spirits] would have been unsuited to His purpose. It was neceesary to use a worId like angelos  in a new shade of meaning, ‘messengers from earth to heaven’, to testify of the fullness of redemption, of the Saviour’s faithfulness and love.

The occurrence of to apolōlos in Mat. 18:11, as I show, ante seems to confirm the view that our Lord had in His mind the salvation, the sōtēria,  of ‘little ones’. Though Dean Alford interprets, of ‘guardian angels’ here, we may yet appeal to his interpretation of mikroi as applying to ‘little children’, and ‘the constant reference of the whole discouse to the covenant with infants.’ The speakers in Acts 12:15  hardly knew what they said. 
In plain language, they probably meant, ‘It is his spirit come to tell us of his death’, ‘nuntius necis’ (news of destruction). 

I don’t make my interpretation, just yet, a main point in my position; but I am desirous 
it should be examined. I am, of course, aware that by the angels, who ‘do always behold the face of the Father’, may be designated angels of the highest class, nearest the Father; and I have given due weight to other interpretations — but above, as stated in footnote, seems to commend itself most. 

I turn next to the Apocalyptic ‘vision’.

By reading and ‘searching’ the chapter at leisure, it will be found that the august ‘visions’ that are here unfolded exhibit the procedure of the Judgement-day, that great 
Day which awaits us all. The whole Universe is represented as marshalled into two great hosts, ver. 12, ‘ I saw the dead, small and great.’ By ‘small’ is meant the ‘little’, 
or the ‘children.’ By ‘great’, again, is meant the older, the adults, or men. That such is the meaning of the respective words will appear by consulting one or two parallel passages where the same word in the Original is used. 

(1) Mat. 10:42 — ‘Whoever shall give to drink unto one of these little ones a cup of cold water only in the name of a disciple, truly I say to you, he shall in no wise lose his reward.’ 

(2) Mat. 18:10 — ‘Take heed that you despise not one of these little ones.’ 

This is scarcely the place for criticism; but with reference to the sequel of this verse, 
‘For I say unto you, That in heaven their angels do always behold the face of My Father 
who is in heaven’. I venture to ask if angelos is not used here for A disembodied spirit as in Acts 12:15 — ‘Then said they, It is his angel’, i e. — his ‘spirit’? If this is so — and I think I am correct — what a stream of light does this remarkable saying of Christ pour on our subject! It is surely an affirmation of the nearness of the ‘little ones’ to their great Father ‘in heaven’. It surely also guides us to think, not so much of the little mouldering body, as of the glorified spirit become an ‘angel’. The notion of a guardian angel , I must reject. I should be glad to have this note discussed by competent scholars as to the use of angelos. The ‘believing’ of verse 6, opens up another question. Certainly the same word mikros is used in the N.T. to designate a child or children apart from ‘believing’.

(3) In combination — Acts 8:10: “To whom they all gave heed, from the least to the greatest.’

On Acts 21:5, Webster and Wilkinson, in their admirable Greek Testament with Notes, found a presumptive argument for infant baptism, which is worthy of attention, as indeed are all the ‘Notes of this modest but most scholarly and thorough work, of the old type of thoroughness.

(4) Heb. 8:11 — They shall not teach every man his neighbour, and every man his brother, saying, Know the Lord: for all shall know Me, from the least to the greatest.’ 

I may observe that I do not forget Job 3:19 — ‘The small and the great are there’. But I can’t concede that high and low are intended, seeing no such earthly distinctions rule in heaven or at the Judgement. Moreover, Job is setting forth the ending of such distinctions. 

Well! the ‘small ‘ being children, and the ‘great’ being the older or adults — are to stand before God.

It can’t be needful to do more than note here that, as elsewhere stated. I by no means limit the meaning of ‘small’ and ‘great’ to ‘children and adults’; but I must hold that the context determines the the meaning in this and other parallel passages. The same must be saiud of toher vital words.

What then? I give the sequel of ver. 12 — ‘And the books [plural] were opened,’ These are the two books constantly referred to in the Word of God: on the one hand, the book in which are recorded the names and doings of the unbelieving, and the book in which 
are similarly recorded the names and deeds of the ‘believing’. But again, what follows the opening of these two books? I give the answer from verse 12 — ‘And another book was opened, which is the Book — No! not that, but literally — being without the article, — Book of Life, emphatically ‘of life’, and of life alone, having no dark entries in it, like the one of the other two. This is all the more noticeable in that in Old and New Testament alike, the objective reality of a ‘Record’ of Life and of Death, is asserted. ‘Another’ distinguishes the child-saved Book from ‘The Book of Life’ of those ‘saved’ by personal believing. 

We must connect all this with Rev. 11:18 — ‘Thy wrath is come, and the time of the dead, that they should be judged, and that Thou shouldest give reward to Thy servants the prophets, and to the saints, and those that fear Thy name, small and great.’ My readers will be so good as to attend to what we hare got here. At the production of theseTHREE Books, children, or the ‘small’ are present with the ‘great’, or adults — ergo, as one of the three classes. The three classes are thus: 

1. Believing ‘redeemed’ adults.
2. Unbelieving ‘lost’ adults.
3. The ‘small’, or children. 

So that the third Book is no the Lamb’s Book of Life, properly so called, but another book of ‘different’, yet the same in kind, and doubtless forming part of it; a Book belonging to Christ the Lamb, the Book of the Good Shepherd’s lambs — the Book in which the names of the lambs the flock are ‘written’, the memorial and record of those who — in the case of very many of them — barely lived before they died — whose tiny feet never dinted our dusty earth, but at once ascended to breathe Heaven’s ampler and balmier atmosphere. 

Oh! no double book is needed for them! Another — a single Book, a Book of life alone. There is Life — Life only — Life altogether for all the little ones, ‘The Lambs are all safe.’ Even so is it ‘written.’ Thus must I ‘read’ the Law and the Testimony. And thus I most hold that every child, the wide world over, who dies a child, is enrolled in the Book of Life, the Book of the Lambs.

I was agreeably surprised to find — after above had been published in the Magazine, as explained in the Prefatory Note — that Dr John Cummings gives the same interpretation. Arrived at altogether indepedently, I am glad to have my own view thus confirmed. With reference to ‘small’ as = children, I don’t at all insist that it means children only. I am quite willing to take the meaning to be = none so high as to be above, none so low as to be beneath record. But I most strenuously hold an objective asa distinguished from a mere subjective record. 
It is very idle to refer to verse 15 — ‘And whoever was not found written in the book of life was cast into the lake of fire’, as if there was a contradiction here. There is no contradiction. In verse 15, as in verse 12, the judgement is of those who had done ‘works’. But the Judgement, and much less the woe, has nothing to do with the parenthetic clause that tells of ‘another book of life’. I take this parenthetic clause precisely as it is ‘written.’ You render the ‘another’ tautological and unmeaning, if you 
refuse it its force — if you refuse to receive what is declared, that for the ‘small’ or children (the others being accounted for by the other two books) there is a third and 
‘another book’ which is also a book ‘of life.’ That it is thus separately named and separately designated ‘another’, I must believe, is on purpose to assure us that all the ‘small’, ALL THE LAMBS, ARE SAFE. I  can take nothing less, nothing else, out of this blessed ‘another.’ I find in any other case, and by any other interpretation, the ‘small’ or children brought forward, and their destiny exceptionally un-declared; for it is impossible that they can be of the numbers of the other two books, ‘judged every man  
according to their works verse 13); whereas when I accept ‘another’ as really meaning what it says, I have the ‘small’ or children not only brought forward, but gloriously and graciously set forth as all redeemed. All is harmony; all is clear, all are accounted for 
‘another’ is given its place and significance. And so as the innermost convition of my heart, and as the issue of the exegesis of the passage, I proclaim yet again, ‘THE LAMBS ARE ALL SAFE.’ There is a Book of Life for them, ‘another book’, as there is ‘The Book of Life’ for believers — of Judgement for un-Believers. I would ask, with all earnestness, those who gainsay our conclusion to tell us what this ‘another’ means, if not a book ‘of life’ for the only other cIass un-pronounced on by works, that is, the ‘small’ or children.

Subsidiary to the above, in the relation of the remarkable words to the Judgement-day, it is not to be unobserved, that in the Word of God, wherever responsibility is expressed and assigned, the principle is — judgement according to works. How can child-condemnation get in under this doctrine? How any condemnation of children, unless by pretention or reprobation — that spectral shadow of Predestination? Then 
again, there can be no child-condemnation for ‘evil works’: nor ‘this condemnation’, 
that ‘Light came into the world’, and they refused it. The threats and judgements of the Bible — as the Bible altogether — are addressed to personal and persistent transgressors, who ‘choose the evil and refuse the good’, and the opposite. Wherever ‘works’ are connected with children, I am shut up to think, and to think only, of the finished work for them of their Lord and Redeemer, and of His claims upon them. 

May I be permitted to say to any of my readers who may have dead ‘little ones’, and are themselves — yes, it may be to ‘grey hairs’ — unconverted, that surely they may 
well be touched to the quick by this one reflection, if by no other, from what has thus far been permitted, that die as they now are, and they are inevitably and eternally parted from their children? Oh! How can you take out the treasured tress of yellow-tawny hair, shoe, the abandoned toy! How can you recall the radiant mind-interfused eye! Deep, wise, quaint, questioning words — and risk that! A child in heaven: a father and mother in hell. A ‘little one, even ‘little ones’ all safe, because saved through the sovereignly lecting love and shed atoning blood of the Redeemer; and parents ‘neglecting’ the ‘great salvation’. What awful contrasts are there! I think if little dead ones, oh! fathers, mothers, older brothers, sisters, might break the silence of the other world, they would hold out their ‘wee’ hands and plead with you to follow them! Have my readers memories of eyes that lighted with welcome to a footstep on the stair — lips that pressed cherry-red and cherry-soft to theirs — little tendrilly  hands that clungt around their neck — little feet that pattered with unsteady steps towards them, and with cooing words as of ring-doves? And can any such, voluntarily, suicidally, sunder themselves FOREVER from these sweet memories, half of earth, and half of heaven, and cast away as a faded violet the Divine hope of again seeing and being undividedly, unendingly, with their loved and ‘gone before’? By the fireside, memories of dead ‘little ones’, I would beseech all parents, yes all men, to ‘turn NOW and live.’ Why choose ‘separation’ rather than meeting? Do you not see, Fathers! Mothers! how, if once you yourselves are ‘in Christ, your ‘little ones’ in heaven bind the two worlds together, and are a help to you in your striving to love the unseen Saviour, and draw you heavenward as with ‘bands of love’? 

“In this dim world of clouding cares, 
We rarely know, till wildered eyes 
See white wings lessening up the skies 
The Angels with us unawares. 
And thou hast stolen a jewel, Death! 
Shall light thy dark up like a Star, 
A Beacon kindling from afar. 
Our light of love, and fainting faith. 
Through tears it gleams perpetually, 
And glitters through the thickest glooms, 
Till the eternal morning comes 
To light us o’er the Jasper Sea.”
 
(Gerald Massey, The Ballad of Babe Christabel)


Before looking at our subject in its doctrinal relations, I would insert here the ‘We are seven’ of Wordsworth (1798), than which I know of no more exquisite enforcement of the truth which I have just urged as a motive: —

— A simple child,
That lightly draws its breath,
And feels its life in every limb,
What should it know of death?


I met a little cottage girl:
She was eight years old, she said;
Her hair was thick with many a curl
That clustered round her head.

She had a rustic, woodland air,
And she was wildly clad:
Her eyes were fair, and very fair;
—Her beauty made me glad.

“Sisters and brothers, little maid,
How many may you be?”
“How many? Seven in all,” she said,
And wondering looked at me.

“And where are they? I pray you tell.”
She answered, “Seven are we;
And two of us at Conway dwell,
And two are gone to sea.

“Two of us in the churchyard lie,
My sister and my brother;
And, in the churchyard cottage, I
Dwell near them with my mother.”

“You say that two at Conway dwell,
And two are gone to sea,
Yet ye are seven! I pray you tell,
Sweet maid, how this may be.”

Then did the little maid reply,
“Seven boys and girls are we;
Two of us in the churchyard lie,
Beneath the churchyard tree.”

“You run about, my little maid,
Your limbs they are alive;
If two are in the churchyard laid,
Then ye are only five.”

“Their graves are green, they may be seen,”
The little maid replied,
“Twelve steps or more from my mother’s door,
And they are side by side.
“My stockings there I often knit,
My kerchief there I hem;
And there upon the ground I sit,
And sing a song to them.

“And often after sunset, sir,
When it is light and fair,
I take my little porringer,
And eat my supper there.

“The first that died was sister Jane;
In bed she moaning lay,
Till God released her of her pain;
And then she went away.

“So in the churchyard she was laid;
And, when the grass was dry,
Together round her grave we played,
My brother John and I.

“And when the ground was white with snow
And I could run and slide,
My brother John was forced to go,
And he lies by her side.”

“How many are you, then,” said I,
“If they two are in heaven?”
Quick was the little maid’s reply,
“O master! we are seven.”

“But they are dead; those two are dead!
Their spirits are in heaven!”
‘Twas throwing words away; for still
The little maid would have her will,
And said, “Nay, we are seven!”
———A simple Child, 
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In bed she moaning lay, 
Till God released her of her pain; 
And then she went away. 

“So in the church-yard she was laid; 
And, when the grass was dry, 
Together round her grave we played, 
My brother John and I. 

“And when the ground was white with snow, 
And I could run and slide, 
My brother John was forced to go, 
And he lies by her side.” 

“How many are you, then,” said I, 
“If they two are in heaven?” 
Quick was the little Maid’s reply, 
“O Master! we are seven.” 

“But they are dead; those two are dead! 
Their spirits are in heaven!” 
’Twas throwing words away; for still 
The little Maid would have her will, 
And said, “Nay, we are seven!” 

Wishing to be as brief, and anwearying, and unrepetitive as possible, I would conclude my Inquiry by meeting certain objections. These may be classified exhaustively, if I err not, under four: — 

1. How does the universal salvation of Chidren agree with the Bible doctrine of Original Sin? 
2. How does it agree with the double fact:

(1) that children are often, visibly, involved in the consequences of their parents’ 
sin; and, 

(2) that special promises are made to believers concerning their children? 

3. How does the universal salvation of childre agree with the doctrine that salvation comes by believing? 

4. How does it agree with the doctrine of election? 

If I do not mis-understand the matter, it will be found, I think, that these four questions start and cover all objections that have been or which can be urged against the universal salvation of children. I would try honestly to meet them; and I would do so with all respect, as having evidence that they trouble and disquiet many conscientious and godly people. 

1. How does the universal salvation of children agree with the Bible doctrine of Original Sin? Here, I am anxious that it should be distinctly understood, that I accept the solemn and humbling doctrine of Original Sin and inherited and transmitted heart-depravity. I must hold it to be ‘written’, if I am not to juggle with words, that inAdam MANKIND fell, and that from fallen Adam mankind inherits a sinful and corrupt nature. About all that, I am satisfied;  there can be no debate by those who bow to the words of the Word. I do not mean that I have no difficlties — that I do not find myself, in thinking out the doctrine, baffled with mystery. It is dark and dreadful; and the dark and dreadful must of necessity cast deep and dark and huge shadows, and cause one to ‘grope.’ But of the matter-of-fact, I cannot doubt, any more than I can doubt of the matter-of-fact of many kindred inscrutable and tremendous things outside of the Bible; and so I bow to it. 

I must even go farther — I might close the lids of the Bible, and stilt feel myself shut up to accept the transmission of moral evil. The psychological facts bearing upon it, it were easy to show — if need be — lead to precisely the same awful conclusion as Scripture. From within and without, the Word of God, then, I can have no doubt as to he race’s heritage ‘received by TRADITION’ [not ‘the tradition’ as in our English Bible — a deeper and more tremendous thing than teaching or example]. (1 Peter 1:18) 

But starting with this Fact of Original Sin in all its depth and significance, does it really conflict with the other — for fact, surely, I may pronounce it likewise — of the universal salvation of children? Is the universal salvation a necessary invalidation of tbe former? I answer, Not at all. For my own part, I have no difficulty in harmonising the two. No, I assert that the very word ‘salvation’ of children — involves, assumes, a something from which they need to be saved — involves, assumes, in short, their salvation from this very thing, Original Sin — the only relation sin sustains toward them — or from their sad heritage of guilt and condemnation, and of a depraved, because fallen, nature. Those, therefore, who affirm that in holding the doctrine of the universal salvation of children, we set aside, or so much as impinge on, the other doctrine of Original Sin, lose sight of the fact, that it lies at the bottom of our argument. We don’t deny Original Sin being in, or rather upon, children; but we do assert their salvation from It It is of the SALVATION of children, not of their sinlessness, we argue. Ergo, there is something from which they need to be saved; and that something is what Theologians call — albeit the Bible contains no such terms — Original Sin. We don’t hold the universal salvation of children on the basis of what they are in themselves. Their nature we believe to be radically and ‘from the womb’‘ corrupt, and hence, in itself, self-excluded from heaven by the measure of the self-exclusion of all sin. But we also believe that their sin is ‘put away’. I am all the more earnest to affirm my acceptance of inherited depravity because I regard the pretty sentimentalising of comfort from the ‘innocence’ and ‘purity’, virtual sinlessness of children — that is, based on ‘another foundation than that which is LAID, which is Christ Jesus’ — as dishonouring to the Lord; and doctrinally erroneous. 

I may give an analogy from the Garden. I have, be it supposed, a plant in a flower-pot which has a poisonous flower. Just now it is very ‘ wee’. — Well! take it wherever you may — remove it from its original jungle or marsh — it will grow up and out into a poisonous and baneful thing. You may take it into a sheltered place — richest loam, no east wind, brightest sunshine — still it will grow a poisonous thing. Lavish all care, all skill, all culture, I can’t change the pestiferous nature. Precisely so: the child has the poison taint of sin within it, and it must out before it can pass within the golden gates. No outward change or care, or shelter , will suffice. Heaven’s own shelter should not. 
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‘Fain would I dive to find my infant self 
In the unfathom’d ocean of the past: 
I can but find a sun-burnt prattling elf, 
A forward urchin of four years at least. 

The prettiest speech – ’tis in my mind engrained - 
That first awaked me from my babyhood, 
Twas a grave saw affectionately feigned - 
‘We’ll love you little master, – if you’re good.’ 

Sweet babe, thou art not yet or good or bad;
Yet God is round thee, in thee, and above thee:
We love, because we love thee, little lad,
And pray thou may’st be good, becaause we love thee.’

(Hartley Coleridge, Poems, 1851)

And now, accepting Original Sin as a plain Bible doctrine based on a Bible Fact whose shadows stetch forward from Eden to Calvary, the question is, How is it ‘put away’ from children who die as such? How are they saved from it? — My answer is —precisely as Origal Sin reaches and involves them. Just as in the old  Adam they all ‘died’, passed under sentence of death, so in the Second Adam, the ‘Last Adam’, they are all made alove.’ Or to put it in another shape — Just as children come under the curse without any act of their own, so, equally without any act of their own, they come under blessing, when, dying as children, they are themselves indisputably incapable of deciding between curse and blessing. Similarly I harmonise the sister-fact and doctrine of inherited depravity with this universal salvation of children. He who made the child’s heart has accerss there to change and cleanse, and purify it; and in the revelation that David’s little boy passed into heaven (were there none other), it is attested to us that THAT IS DONE: for ‘there shall in NOWISE enter into it ANYTHING that defileth ‘ (Rev. 21:7). What then? In children as in adults, ‘They are sanctified and justified in the name of the Lord Jesus Christ, and by the Spirit of God’ (1 Cor. 6:11). ‘THESE are they who follow the Lamb whithersoever He goeth.’ (Rev. 14:4) 

Is there anyone bold enough to maintain that the efficacy of the BLESSING is weaker than the CURSE? Or, that Original Sin abides the same frightful thing with Christ come, as it had been supposed He had never come? The Word of God, I believe, teaches very differently. It starts with the fact of Original Sin and its dread penalty, but it tells that, side by side with it, there is a ‘more abundant life’ provided (John 10:10). Could anything more definitely assert the Christ-derived salvation of children than those words of Paul? — ‘Them that had NOT SINNED after the similitude of Adam’s transgression.’ (Rom. 5:14) Let these ‘good words’ be prized — ‘had NOT SINNED.’ If they had not sinned so, it is demonstrable by the necessities of childhood that they had sinned, and could have sinned in no other way. Ergo, in so far as they — children — are concerned, since Jesus Christ has died’ for them all, Original Sin carries ‘no condemnation with it as much as one of them who dies a child. In accord with this teaching of the New Testament, as we saw, are the terms delineative of children in the Old Terstament. I recall the pitiful epithet from the strong yet womanly-tender heart of Jeremioah — ‘poor innocents.’ ( Jer. 2:34, 19:4) 

Further: Under the Old Testament, Israel charged God with injustice in this very matter of the awful inheritance of Original Sin; and God, in anger and abhorrence of such wrong done to His loving heart, explicitly tells them that it is a slander and a cruell so to charge Him — that Original Sin by itself carries no such condemnation with it. Attend to the words of  Ezek. 28:17-20 — 

“(He that hath) exected my judgements, (who) hath walked in my statutes — he shall not die for the iniquity of his father, he shall surely live. As for his father, because he cruelly oppressed, spoiled his brother by violence, and did that which is not good mang his people, lo, even he shall die in his iniquity. Yet say ye, Why? doth not the son bear the iniquity of the father? When the son hath done done that which is lawful and right, and hath kept all  My statutes, and hath done them, he shall surely live. The soul that sinneth, it shall die. The son shall not bear the iniquity of the father, neither shall the father bear the iniquity of the son: the righteousness of the RIGHTEOUS shall be upon him, and the wickedness of the wicked shall be upon him.”

I place alongside of these words another very blessed announcement of the utter 
away-putting of Original Sin, as matter of eternal condemnation by itself in Is. 43:27, and 44:1-3 —

“Thy first father [Adam] hath sinned [no explaining away or softening of the primary fact], and thy teachers [thus selecting the very best among them] have transgregsed against Me … Yet now hear, O Jacob, My servant, and Israel whom I hare chosen: Thus saith the Lord that made thee and formed thee from the womb, which will help thee; FEAR NOT, O Jacob, My servant; and thou, Jeshurun, whom I have chosen. For I will pour water upon him that is thirsty, and floods upon the dry ground: I will pour My Spirit uponTHY SEED, My blessing upon THINE OFFSPRING.” 

And then how clearly does God’s Word elsewhere proclaim that all this should appear very unmistakeably under the gospel! — I adduce Jer. 31:29-30 — 

 “In those days they shall say no more, The fathers have eaten a sour grape, and the children’s teeth are set on edge. But everyone shall die for his own iniquity: every man that eateth the sour grape, his teeth shall be set in edge.”

Mark, ‘In those days.’ It is not implied that God in this arbitrary manner, but that in the blessed, Christ-come time of the full-orbed day of the gospel, the people shall no more raise the bitter and unjust reflection which those of old did: ‘In those days they shall say no more.’ No! With the Lord Jesus come, it is very definitely revealed, Another has undertaken to deal with the mighty problem and penalty of the Fall and all-embracing Guilt. And he that readeth may run…

By the way, according as one or two version of this saying is remembered, is the quoter of either regarded as mis-qoting. In Hab. 2:2, it is, ‘that he may run that readeth it’. That is, the reading will make him run, which, I suspect is the correct one. Or in the poilular sense as above, he may run and still read, that is, it is so plainly written.

And yet, see that if a man does not make Original Sin his own by retaining it, acting it out in actual, personal transgression, instead of giving it up, yes, giving himself up, to Christ, he never will be condemned for it. It is only he who personally ‘eats the sour grape’ whose ‘teeth are set on edge.’ Emphatically, it is ‘he that sinneth’, and he alone, who ‘ dies.’ But children never, oh! never have made Original Sin their own— never have actually transgressed. Therefore, in Christ the Second Adam as their Head, is Original Sin removed from them. That is what they are saved from, ‘Behold! the Lamb 
of God, that taketh away THE sin of the world.’” 


I must state here that it is preposterous to argue against what I have stated concerning the away-putting of Original Sin from children, by seeking to shut one up in such case to the conclusion, that my premise involves like removal of the condemning power of Original Sin from adults. This is not the place for controversy, especially on a point only incidentally and inferentially brought up, in so far as adult-salvation is concerned. But I add here, in a sentence, that the away-putting of sin is by the ‘blood’ of Jesus Christ. With reference to little ones’ (Mat. 18:10-11, as above), the Lord made the unexcepting declaration: ‘The Son of man is come to seek and to save the lost.’ Children are all by nature lost; but Jesus Christ ‘redeems.’ By the necessities of the case, children can have no personal part in the matter. It is gloriously all of ‘grace’ by Jesus. In regard to adults, on the other hand, as matter-of-fact, they get the blessing of salvation from Original, as from all sin, through the Divine, sovereign, good ‘gift’‘ of Faith. The thing is put in their choice, yes or no. Accept Christ, then Original Sin, as all sin, disappears: reject or neglect, and Original Sin, as all sin, remains, that is, man abides as a fallen, depraved, guilty rebel. The outstanding truth for a persishing world is, ‘Believe and live’ — ‘Believe not and die.’ Alas! alas! How many choos the latter! But plainly, children who die in childhood do neither.

Such, I take it, is the sum of the matter. To my own mind, the away-putting of Original Sin from children who die, in no way involves its independent away-putting from adults. The have the choice presented. I look at all this from th human side; the Divine side, or ‘election’, I leave with Him. I know nothing about it accept it, and adore. 

2. How does the universal salvation of children agree with the two-fold fact, 

(1) that children are often, visibly,, involved in the consequences of their parents’ sin; and 

(2) that special promises are made to believers concerning their children? 

We have here to consider — 
(1) That children are often, visibly, involved in the consequences of their parents’ sin. — My answer to this will be very short, and almost wholly in Bible words. I quote Eccl. 9:1-2 — 

‘For all this I considered in my heart, even to declare all this this, that righteous, and the wise, and their their works are in the hand of God: no man knoweth, either love or hatred by all that is before them. All things come alike to all: there is one event to the righteons and to the wicked; to the good, and to the clean, and to the unclean; to him that sacrificeth, and to him that sacrificeth not: as is the good, so is the the sinner.’ 

Calamities, sufferings that are bounded by Earth, have got nothing to do with eternal punishment or eternal salvation. And indeed the objection refutes itself by overleaping. For if temporal calamities and sufferings involve that those who endure them perish, how many of the holiest men, with all their children, have perished? We need not go back to the Flood, to Sodom, to besieged Jerusalem. In our own country, in the time of civil war — in America at this moment — how many of God’s own people have perished by the sword, and plague, and famine! These things belong to Earth, and the mystery of them we may not hope to ‘unseal’ until we get to the other side: but they have got nothing whatever to do with the point in question. Children, it is to be conceded, do suffer for their patents’ crimes, physically and morally, but never eternally. They suffer eternally only for their own sins of actual transgreasion when they grow up to know ‘good and evil’, to ‘discern between the right hand and the left’, and when they self-choose the left — self-choose to let Original Sin and all sin abide, spite of Him who yearns to ‘put away’ both, to put away all — yes, who has already put all away from ‘whosoever will ‘ accept salvation from Him. 

But while I must refuse the relation of this often urged objection, I cannot pass by the solemn lesson of parental responsibility here read; and not only so, but I would observe what a fence against sin God has put up in this very thing. What will a father not do for his child? What will a mother not suffer? Well! God lays hold of that, and says: For you child’s sake don’t sin; for your sin won’t terminate with yourself. Recall the case of Jeroboam in its awful record: 

‘Howbeit, from the sins of Jeroboam, the son of Nebat, who made Israel to sin, Jehu departed not from after them ‘ (2 Kings 10:29). 

The man died — his sin lived away down successive generations, and lo! still it bears the brand of his sin. I can only notice the point. It opens up the whole question of the transmission of moral as of phyical qualities. I believe it to be a fact that the child of a liar, though brought up by others, will God Iying to be his weak point. Let me entreat . all this to be well weighed; and specifically that I have in view the growing up. (Cf Prov. 31:2 — ‘What, the son of my vows!’) 

By the way, the ‘mystery’ of suffering through inheritance is a fact of the Universe. Thus, I cannot tell how it comes about that that poor moth that has just fallen singed at my hand should he so bruised and hurt, or how that poor littte robin on my sill should have its eye put out.

We have to consider — 

(2.) That special promises are made to believers concerning their children. — My answer here is again unhesitant, and direct, and absolute. All such promises and special blessings have respect to those capable of receiving instruction. Let my readers turn to Gen. 18:19; Deut. 4:9-10, 7:9, 11:18-19; Ps. 78:5-7. 

It will not be argued, I daresay, that these promises and precepts respect those who are capable of receiving instruction and of yielding to its influence. The peculiar promises, therefore, so far from weakening our argument, uphold it. Those special promises are given in view of the children becoming boys and girls, young men and maidens, men and womenb — not dying as children; and in the prospect of that, Christian parents are encouraged to pray on behalf of their offspring, and to use diligently all the means of grace. Ponder, then, my readers, the momentous and radical distinction — that peculiar blessings and promises are bound up with the discharge of parental duties toward children who, in the providence of God, are spared to be capable to ‘know’, and ‘believe’, and obey for themselves.” 
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‘As for the places of Scripture’, says William Perkins, ‘which mention justification and salvation by faith, they are to be restrained to men of years; whereas infants dying in their infancy, and therefore wanting actual faith … are no doubt saved by some other special work of God’s Holy Spirit unknown to us.’ (Works, vol. 1, p 12) 

3. How does the universal salvation of agree with the doctrine that salvation comes by  believing? — It is astounding that this ever so-urged objection should have a feather’s weight. A simple syllogism exposes its folly. No one can be saved who does not believe. But a little child can’t believe. Therefore no child can be saved. 

From so appalling a conclusion, the stoutest and most creed-cramped heart must shrink. But the objection is illogical as it is cruel — is preposterous at it antiscriptural. When it is said salvation comes through faith, it is palpable that the creature addressed must have capability of faith. But children are incapable. Therefore faith cannot be the channel by which salvation reaches them. They are saved by Christ’s righteousness imputed to them. I leave undetermined when capacity or moral responsibility begins. It must necessarily vary extremely. 

But on this point, I will let another speak — 

“‘Self-recognition’, says the Rev. Samuel Cox, of Mansfield Road Baptist Chapel, Nottingham, ‘commences at different periods in different children. In the East, they are more precocious than in the West, though even here some children sooner attain self-consciousness than others. It is not easy, therefore, to fix the date at which children recognise their individual life, and assume personal rcsponsibilility. The Jews fixed it at twelve years of age. On his twelfth birthday, the Hebrew boy was recognised as a “son of the Law”, that is, as personally bound by its precepts, and as coming under the injunction of Moses: 

“There every year shall all your men-children appear before the Lord God, the God of Israel.” As the boy now became answerable for his own actions, it was thought right that he should be more carefully trained in the knowledge and practice of the Law; and, as part of this training, should go up to the annual feasts at Jerusalem, and sit at the feet of its doctors. On what authority this custom was based I have failed to discover; but Christ observed it, as He observed other innocent customs received by tradition from the fathers; or, rather, His parents observed it for Him. They, like other pious Jews, “ went to Jerusalem every year, at the feast of the Passover. And when He was twelve years old, they went up to Jerusa- lem”. taking Him with them, “after the custom of the feast”. and presented Him in the temple as “a son of the Law.” 

(The Child Christ: a Christmas sermon, 1863)

I would further adorn my own words with a few from another, in another connection: 

‘The plea’, Dr Sibbes observes, ‘must be understood of those of years of discretion. For infants that die in their infancy, we have a double ground of comfort concerning them. First, they are within tle covenant. Have they not received the seal of the covenant, which is baptism? And however they actually answer not the covenant of grace by actual believing, yet they have the seed of believing, the Spirit of God in them; and God comprehends them by His mercy, being not able to comprehend Him. We leave infants to the mercy of God.’” 

4. How does the universal salvation of children agree with election? — Dr Russell, in his Treatise on our subject, has very fully answered this question. A mere sentence, I think, is all demanded here. For if it is true — and I venture to say this is established — that all children are REDEEMED, then it follows that all who die as children are included among the ‘elect of God’, the ‘election of grace’, among the ‘many’ given to Jesus: 

“And of the RANSOM for the baby paid, 
 So very sweet at times our converse seemed
 That sure truth, of grief and gladness made
 Our Our precious LAMB by God’s own Lamb redeemed,
 Precious His conforts, once and Infant given.”

(Mrs A. Stuart Munteath, Lays of the Kirk and Covenant, 1852)

Let this be noted: The Scriptures, in distinguishing others from the ‘chosen’  or ‘elect’, invariably, and with nicety of  wording, represent them as walking in the ways of sin, as shutting their eyes to the light, as hardening themselves against God. It is by their ‘deeds’ recorded in the BOOK they are to be ‘judged’ and adjudged. It is ‘workers of iniquity’ who perish. It is ‘neglecters’ of salvation who cannot ‘escape.’ None of all that applies to children. Election, in so far as I trace it in the Bible as a cause — and it pervades it as such — is a cause only of good, never of evil. The only cause of any soul’s perishing is its sin, and neglect of the offered, pressed ‘salvation.’ But children don’t know, and consequently can’t ‘neglect.’ Ergo (Therefore) election wears only a smiling, joyous, hopeful aspect towards them. Therefore, bereaved fathers and mothers, 

“Thus saith the Lord, Refrain thy voice from weeping, and thine eyes from tears: for thy work shall be rewarded, saith the Lord; and they shall come again from the land of the enemy’, even the Last Enemy, death.” (Jer. 31:16.) 

And again Paul: “The Last Enemy, that shall be destroyed, is DEATH.’ (1 Cor. 15:26) 

*******

I have been meeting OBJECTIONS. Let me, in a word, indicate HARMONIES. The salvation of Children by Jesus Christ is in harmony with the righteonsness which pervades God’s dealings with man under the gospel. Fundamentally, God is ‘righteous’ in saving us. All doubts on this are met by looking to the Cross. Even so, in the ‘doctrine’ I advocate, the Divine Righteousness stands clear. The ‘Holy Child’ lived for Children: the Saviour ‘died.’ It is on the broad basis of Atonement, made for ‘the SIN of the world’, I assert salvation for all involved in that sin, and who, by the necessities of the case, are incapable of refusing or neglecting the one only “way” of deliverance. 

So with the grace of the gospel. The Salvation of Children fits in with all that the Bible says on this subject. It is to misconceive the very make and substance of Grace, if I may so speak, to narrow it, so as to leave uncovered a particle of the involuntary need. 

Then, seeing that half at least of our race die in childhood, it is to falsify the apostolic declaration, ‘ Where sin abounded, grace shall much more abound’ (Rom. 5:20), to think for a moment that they are un-redeemed. 

Once more: if God has “no pleasure in the death of him that dieth”, in adult and deliberate choice, can we suppose the great Father’s feeling otherwise toward those who were precluded a choice? Does divine mercy transform the sin-hardened; and will it ‘pass by’ the sin-touched, the ‘little ones’ involved in a calamity they never knew? No. No. No. 

Again, in relation to the grace of the Lord, how is it to empty out that grace from a prophetic saying like this, ‘He shall gather the lambs in His arms’ (Is. 40:11), to suppose that the care of the Good Shepherd fails at the very instant when His help is especially needed! Is the promise only for time, and not for eternity? Surely that were to affirm change of unchanging Love? 

Still further, I observe that the very nature of the penalty in the placc of woe, may assure us that no ‘child ‘ ever has gone, or ever can go, there. Hell is not that substantive ‘fire and brimstone ‘ horror which it vulgarly is painted; but a spiritual thing, whose deepest elements are found — to name no more than two — in Memory and in personal Rejection. In memory, with its remorses, and self-accusings, and consciousness of violence done to our very instincts. 

There must be an awful resurrection of sin-doing fetched up from the vanished past 
But the child has no memory, no remorse, no self-accusations, no voluntary sin. The child in glory can never  know what sin is. Blessed mandragora (mandrake)! In personal Rejection — One can understand how pang must be added to pang in the knowledge of many opportunities, many invitations, many entreaties, yes, many stirrings of conscience and of resolution. But the child can have no such knowledge, and so such responsibility. Before, then, any child can be adjudged to perdition, God must re-fashion it after a frightful type. The mere supposition reveals its blasphemy. 

I gather up what I have submitted thus far, by telling an old old Hebrew story — 

Rabbi Meir — so it runs — sat during the whole of one Sabbath-day in the public school and instructed the people. During his absence from home, his two boys, both of them of uncommon beauty, died. His wife, their mother, bore them to her chamber, laid them on the marriage-bed, and spread a white covering over their bodies. Towards evening, Rabbi Meir came home. ‘Where are my beloved sons’, he asked, ‘that I may give them sons’, he asked, ‘that I may give them my blessing?’ ‘They are gone to the school’, was the answer.’ ‘I repeatedly looked round the school’, he replied, ‘ and I did not see them there.’ She reached him a goblet; he praised the Lord at the going out of the Sabbath, drank, and again asked, ‘ Where are my boys, that they may drink of the cup of blessing?’ ‘They will not in a gladsome and genial mood; and when he had said grace after the meal, she thus addressed him: 

“Rabbi, with your permission, I would like to propose to you one question.’ ‘Ask it then, my love!’ he replied. ‘A few days ago, a person entrusted some jewels to my custody, and now he demands them again: should I give them back again?’ ‘This is a question’, said Rabbi Meir, ‘which my wife should not have thought it necessary to ask. What! Would you hesitate or be reluctant to restore to everyone his own?’ ‘ No’, she replied, ‘but yet I thought it best not to restore them without acquainting you with it.’ She then led him to their chamber, and stepping to the bed, took the the white covering my their bodies.’ Ah! my boys. My boys!’ thus loudly lamented the father; My boys! the light of mine eyes!’ The mother turned away and wept. At length, she took her husband by the hand, and said, ‘Rabbi, did you not teach me that we most not be reluctant to restore that which was entrusted to our keeping? See, the Lord gave, the Lord hasw taken away, and blessed be the name of the Lord!’ ‘Blessed be the name of the Lord!’ answered Rabbi Meir. (Hebrew Tales, Hurwitz) 
  
It is well for bereaved parent to say with Rabbi Meir, under their loss, ‘Blessed be the name of the Lord.’ It is well to acquiesce in all that it pleases Him to send and to withdraw. But my little book, I hope, goes a little way to show that there may be, and ought to be, more than aquiescence and resignation — that not only ought Believers to feel assured that taking away their ‘little ones’, God exercises His own unchallengeable right; but that He exercises that right in loving regard to what is best and kindest for the removed, and for those left behind. For I have indeed written poorly and and unpersuasively, if I have failed to satisfy that the death of children, of all children, of all the lambs, introduces them to a higher, nobler, brighter, purer, more blessed state, even into the inheritance of the Redeemed. 
THE THREE SONS
I have a son, a little son, a boy just five years old,
With eyes of thoughtful earnestness, and mind of gentle mould.
They tell me that unusual grace in all his ways appears,
That my child is grave and wise of heart beyond his childish years.

I cannot say how this may be, I know his face is fair,
And yet his chiefest comeliness is his sweet and serious air:
I know his heart is kind and fond, I know he loveth me,
But loveth yet his mother more with grateful fervency:

But that which others most admire, is the thought which fills his mind,
The food for grave enquiring speech he every where doth find.
Strange questions doth he ask of me, when we together walk;
He scarcely thinks as children think, or talks as children talk.

Nor cares he much for childish sports, dotes not on bat or ball,
But looks on manhood's ways and works, and aptly mimicks all.
His little heart is busy still, and oftentimes perplext
With thoughts about this world of ours, and thoughts about the next,

He kneels at his dear mother's knee, she teacheth him to pray,
And strange, and sweet, and solemn then are the words which he will say.
Oh, should my gentle child be spared to manhood's years like me,
A holier and a wiser man I trust that he will be:
And when I look into his eyes, and stroke his thoughtful brow,
I dare not think what I should feel were I to lose him now.

I have a son, a second son, a simple child of three;
I'll not declare how bright and fair his little features be,
How silver sweet those tones of his when he prattles on my knee:
I do not think his light blue eye is, like his brother's, keen,
Nor his brow so full of childish thought as his hath ever been;
But his little heart's a fountain pure of kind and tender feeling,
And his every look's a gleam of light, rich depths of love revealing.

When he walks with me, the country folk, who pass us in the street,
Will shout for joy, and bless my boy, he looks so mild and sweet.
A playfellow is he to all, and yet, with cheerful tone,
Will sing his little song of love, when left to sport alone.

His presence is like sunshine sent to gladden home and hearth,
To comfort us in all our griefs, and sweeten all our mirth.
Should he grow up to riper years, God grant his heart may prove
As sweet a home for heavenly grace as now for earthly love:

And if, beside his grave, the tears our aching eyes must dim,
God comfort us for all the love which we shall lose in him.
I have a son, a third sweet son; his age I cannot tell,
For they reckon not by years and months where he is gone to dwell.

To us, for fourteen anxious months, his infant smiles were given,
And then he bade farewell to Earth, and went to live in Heaven.
I cannot tell what form is his, what looks he weareth now,
Nor guess how bright a glory crowns his shining seraph brow.

The thoughts that fill his sinless soul, the bliss which he doth feel,
Are numbered with the secret things which God will not reveal.
But I know (for God hath told me this) that he is now at rest,
Where other blessed infants be, on their Saviour's loving breast.

I know his spirit feels no more this weary load of flesh,
But his sleep is bless'd with endless dreams of joy for ever fresh.
I know the angels fold him close beneath their glittering wings,
And soothe him with a song that breathes of Heaven's divinest things.

I know that we shall meet our babe, (his mother dear and I,)
Where God for aye shall wipe away all tears from every eye.
Whate'er befalls his brethren twain, his bliss can never cease;
Their lot may here be grief and fear, but his is certain peace.

It may be that the tempter's wiles their souls from bliss may sever,
But, if our own poor faith fail not, he must be ours for ever.
When we think of what our darling is, and what we still must be;
When we muse on that world's perfect bliss, and this world's misery;
When we groan beneath this load of sin, and feel this grief and pain —
Oh! we'd rather lose our other two, than have him here again.

(Rev. John Moultrie, Poems, 1837)

I know not that I can more fitly close our inquiry than with a home Sketch of how a worthy pair of humble Scotch folks obtained consolation in their sorrow for a child. I can’t recall where I got it, but I think it was in a Memoir of a lowly peasant named  ‘Sandy Morrison’ — I give it from recollection. At the foot of the Pentlands lay a small farm, having on it an old thatched ‘steading’ (farm-house), which was shaded by venerable trees, and cheered by a ‘bonnie burn’ that trotted past along its pebbly bed. This was the home of ‘Sandy Morrison’ — a simple, homely man, with a large, clear hasel eye beaming under his shaggy brows — honest, industrious, natural, sagacious, ‘canny’ (in a good sense) — his life a ‘walk with God’.  — ‘Sandy’ explained his peace with God after this fashion: 

“‘Ye see’, he said, ‘ance I didna understand, and aboon a’ I didna love God. I was worrying aboot this, that, and the other. Things werena richt. Wife and I were puir, and had to work hard; but we didna mind as lang as we had health and strength. We lived in a bonnie bit place. The sun shone cheerily on our housie among the roses an’ hiney- suckles that my auld mither had planted wi’ her ain hand. And mair than a’, the Lord sent us a bonnie laddie bairn. The wee thing seemed an angel in disguise, wi’ its gowden hair, dimplin’ cheeks, and blue een. He was the licht and glory o’ our hame. But the Lord took him to Himsel’. Oh! hoo we grat when we laid him I’ the kirkyard. And Mary — that’s my wife’s name — began to fail. She conldna tell what was the matter wi’ her. Everything seemed to gae wrang; and I murmured sair against the Lord. The warld looked waefu’, and I would have liked to dee. But I began to think. I seemed to come to mysel’, yet my mind was dark. Then I read the Bible an’ prayed. Our neebor, auld Mr Wallace, tauld us to look to the Rock o’ Ages, an’ see if the Lord wadna open for us the fountain o’ consolation. Then I saw, but no’ very clear at first, that there is anither warld, anither kingdom like, spiritual and eternal — that this warld is only a husk or shell; the substance, the spirit is anither; an’ a’ is fu’ o’ God. There I saw wee Willie — where hee up i’ the Land o’ licht — whase body we had laid i’ the grave — walkin’ in joy and peace. I thocht I heard him singin’ wi’ the angels o’ God an’ the redeemed. I heard the voice o’ Jesus sayin’, “Peace, Peace!” It cam’ like the sweetest music to my puir heart. Then I saw hoo blind and unbelievin’ I had been, and I said to mysel’, What’s the use o’ murmurin’? The Redeemer liveth, and blessed be His name. I will jist put mysel’ an’ a’ I ha’e under the shadow of His wings. 

“I said to my wife:

‘Mary, we maun live in God, He’s a’ in a’. He gave us our bonnie bairn, an’ He’s ta’en him back again; for he was mair His than ours; and noo he’slike an angel. He winna come to us, but we will gang to him. And noo ye maun be comforted.’

“Then we kneeled doon thegither, an’ prayed to the God of our faithers, the God o’ our bairn; an’ we were comforted. Then the warld appeared to me in a new licht. It was filled wi’ the holy presence o’ God. I saw noo that a’ was His, brichtness an’ darkness, simmer an’ winter, sorrow an’ joy, life an’ death, an’ that He was governin’ ‘ things accordin’ to the counsel o’ His ain holy will.”

 (Editor: here is a translation from the Scottish dialect, to help those whose knowledge of English is fairly simple)

“‘You see’, he said, ‘once I didn’t understand, and above all that I didn’t love God. I was worrying about this, that, and the other. Things were not right. Wife and I were poor, and had to work hard; but we didn’t mind as long as we had health and strength. We lived in a lovely place. The sun shone cheerily on our house among the roses and honey-suckles that my old mother had planted with her own hand. And more than all, the Lord sent us a beautiful boy baby. The little thing seemed an angel in disguise, with its golden hair, dimpling cheeks, and blue eyes. He was the light and glory of our home. But the Lord took him to Himself. Oh! how we cried when we laid him in’ the church yard. And Mary — that’s my wife’s name — began to fail. She couldn’t tell what was the matter with her. Everything seemed to go wrong; and I murmured sorely against the Lord. The world looked woeful, and I would have liked to die. But I began to think. I seemed to come to myself, yet my mind was dark. Then I read the Bible and prayed. Our neighbour, old Mr Wallace, told us to look to the Rock o’ Ages, and see if the Lord wouldn’t open for us the fountain of consolation. Then I saw, but not very clearly at first, that there is another world, another kingdom like, spiritual and eternal — that this world is only a husk or shell; the substance, the spirit is another; and all is full of God. There I saw little Willie — where he was up in the Land of light — whose body we had laid n’ the grave — walking in joy and peace. I thought I heard him singing with the angels of God and the redeemed. I heard the voice of Jesus saying, ‘Peace, Peace!’ It came like the sweetest music to my poor heart. Then I saw how blind and unbelieving I had been, and I said to myself, ‘What’s the use of murmuring? The Redeemer liveth, and blessed be His name. I will just put myself and all I have under the shadow of His wings.’ 

“I said to my wife:

‘Mary, we must live in God, He’s all in all. He gave us our beautiful baby, and He’s taken him back again; for he was more His than ours; and now he’s like an angel. He won’t come to us, but we will go to him. And now you must be comforted.’

“Then we kneeled down together, and prayed to the God of our fathers, the God of our baby; and we were comforted. Then the world appeared to me in a new light. It was filled with the holy presence of God. I saw now that all was His, brightness and darkness, summer and winter, sorrow and joy, life and death, and that He was governing things according to the counsel of His own holy will.”

*******

I now close; and I wish it to be kept in mind that my little book is intended for my fellow-Christians in their sorrow over their ‘Lambs.’ I think that I have said enough to show that ‘All the Lambs are Safe’, whatever the parents’ character be. But only Christian fathers and mothers can have any consolation from this; for they only will share the blessedness of their ‘little ones.’ 

To parents unconverted and sorrowing, I can use no other language than that their present grief is a weak, faint thing in comparison with the more tremendous sundering ‘for ever’ hereafter. Oh! as they would not add a new pang to hell, I would entreat them now, even now, to ‘believe’ and trust The Redeemer of their ‘Lambs.’ 

As for the monstrous, the ghastly inference, that since ‘all children are redeemed’, it were allowable to wish for death, not life, for our ‘little ones’, it were a thing of love to ‘kill’ them, my answer is — 

1. That does violence to nature. No parent could ever acquiesce in that; parental love is the safeguard of child life. 

2. It were ‘murder’. With all its possibilities, life is a grand gift, and no life need be ‘lost’; no life is lost encept by voluntary rejection of the salvation by Jesus Christ. But, as I have said, mt book is mainly designed for Christians; and the inference is impossible to them. 

May I indulge the hope that I have in this little book written a few ‘good words’, and helped a little, however imperfectly, to show that all 

THE LAMBS ARE SAFE.
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