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out among the caves till cock-crow, that the bigger and
stronger the wave, the mair was it broken against the
rocks? It’s just thus wi’ the pride o’ man’s understand-
'mo- when he measures it against the dark things o’ God.
An’ yet, it’s sae ordered that the same wonderful truths
which perplex an’ cast down the proud reason, should
delight an’ comfort the humble heart. I am a lone, puir
wdman, Robert. Bairns and husband have gone down to
the grave, one by one; an’ now, for twenty weary years,
I have been childless’an’ a widow. But trow ye that the
puir lone woman wanted a guard, an’ a comforter, an’ a
provider, through a’ the lang mirk nichts and a’ the cauld
scarce winters o’ these twenty years? No, my bairn; I
kent that Himsel’ was wi’ me. I kent it by the provision
He made, an’ the care He took, an’ the joy He gave. An’
how, think you, did He comfort me maist? Just by the
blessed assurance that a’ my trials an’ 2’ my sorrows were
nac hasty chance matters, but dispensations for my gude
and the gude o’ those He took to Iimsel’; that, in the
perfect love and wisdom o his nature, He had ordained
frae the beginning.”

“ Ah, mother,” said my friend, after a pause,< you un-
derstand the doctrine far better than I do. There are, I
find, no contradictions in the Calvinism of the heart.®
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