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IN EVERY THING,
BY PRAYER AND SUPPLICATION,
WITH THEANESGIVING,
LET YOUR REQUESTS BE MADE
ENOWN UNTO GOD.

Phil, iv. 6,



TO THE READER.

PSS AL AN

Ir, on reading this little narrative,
any poor neighbour should learn the
duty of industry and honesty, from
the reference to the miracle wrought
for one of the sons of the prophets,
who lamented the loss of his axe, not
only because he could mnot proceed
with his work, but because it was the
property of another, and he had mnot
wherewith to replace it; or if any
distressed soul, whatever may be the
distress, should be encouraged to call
upon God, with whom nothing is
small if it relate to the glory of Hig
name, and the good of those who trust
in Him :—or, if any Christian have
his faith confirmed in a particular
providence, and in the marvellous
condescension of the Most High in
listening to prayer; and so continue
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to trust in Him at all times, to pour
out his heart before Him, to show
Him of his trouble, and to make Him
his Refuge ;—or, if any visitor of the
poor and needy, and ignorant, be led
to speak a word in season to their
neighbours, and to direct them to the
Holy Scriptures, that, by the teaching
of the Holy Spirit, they may come to
the knowledge of themselves and the
knowledge of their Saviour, and then
to a desire to honour His holy name :
—if these eflects, by the Divine
blessing, be produced, the Christian
Friend who visited this poor woman
will not have committed the inter-
esting fact to the public in vain.

There are some things in Christian
experience, and in the interposition
of Divine Providence, of which it may
be said, ¢ Hast thou faith ? have it to
thyself before God, and be thankful.”
But, though some minds may regard
this as a case of that description, it is
at the same time so encouraging to
prayer, that it appears desirable to
preserve it in print,



THE TWO BUCKETS;

OR,
THE POWER OF PRAYER.

- ——— O ——

Axy T , the subject of this
short story, came under my notice
about the year 1822, in conse-
quence of my taking a missionary
district, which had been previously
visited by a lady who was obliged
to resign her office, by reason, I
believe, of ill health, or some dom-
estic impediment. I found the
subscribers for the most part
punctual in their payments, but
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none more so than Ann T—, whose
penny was always safely deposited
in a tea-cup, on the shelf, ready
for my calling: this surprised me
the more, because I found her per-
fectly ignorant on the subject. I
therefore enquired how it was, that
her penny was always ready; to
which she replied, that her hus-
band desired her, when the ladies
called for the penny for the Com-
missioners, to be sure always to
have it ready. It was my general
practice, on these occasions, to lend
some tract or book, which I ex-
changed weekly; thus securing,
in most instances, its perusal. On
asking Ann T—, one morning, for
the tract I had lent her, and ob-
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serving that she produced it from
rather a secluded corner, I thought
it possible that she might have
been too much occupied to read it;
and I said, ‘““If you have not quite
done with it, I can leave it another
week ;”’ to which she replied, ¢“O
yes, ma’am, read it! yes to be sure,
I always read it the first thing; I
like the books. I’'ve got a very
good heart.” ¢Indeed,” said I,
‘“that is more than I can say; and
I think if you were to look more
into your heart, you would not find
it so good. Do you know what
God’s word says about our hearts?
If you will lend me your Bible, I
will shew you what it says.” I
then found out for her that verse



10 THE TWO BUCKETS.

in Jer. xvii. 9, ¢“The heart:is
deceitful above all things, and des-
perately wicked: who can know
it?”  Also that text in Mark vii.
21—23, “For from within, out of
the heart of men, proceed evil
thoughts, adulteries, fornications,
murders, thefts, covetousness, wick-
edness, deceit, lasciviousness, an
evil eye, blasphemy, pride, foolish-
ness: all these evil things come
from within, and they defile the
man.” I then proceeded to show
her how the heart became so defiled
and polluted, and the absolute
necessity of its being cleansed, and
purified, and renewed, before it
could enter heaven; because God’s
word also said, ¢‘without holiness
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no man shall see the Lord.” The
following Monday and Tuesday
were very wet, and some domestic
engagement occurring the two fol-
lowing days, it was Friday afternoon
before I visited my district. On
shaking the latch of Ann T—'s
humble dwelling, T heard not the
approach of footsteps, nor even the
usual welcome, ¢“Come in.” I
lifted the latch gently, and looked
in; and seeing no one, I advanced
a few steps, thinking she might be
in the little yard, at the back of
the house; but still could see no
one. At length ‘I heard heavy
footsteps, descending the creaking
stairs, which I found to be those
of a kind neighbour, who said, as
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she came into the room, ‘“Well, I
thought we should have lost her.
I never thought she would have
got up again. I have just made
her bed, but she was too wealk to
sit up at all.” On enquiring into
the nature of her illness, I found
that a most rapid and alarming
inflammation had taken place,
which had brought her, apparently,
so near the borders of the grave,
that the medical man who attended
her had expressed the utmost sur-
prise at her surviving it. I told
her neighbour I was very sorry she
had been ill so-many days, without
our being acquainted with the cir-
cumstance, as we should have been
glad to have sent her such things
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as would have been acceptable,
and were indeed necessary for her;
and having requested her to” send
down to us for some gruel, &e., I
loft the house, not thinking it pru-
dent to attempt an interview, as
she had just experienced the fatigue
of having her bed made. I there-
fore left, promising to call the next
day. I was permitted to fulfil my
promise, and found her in a most
reduced state. I told her how sorry
T was to hear how ill she had been,
spole of the uncertainty of life, and
remarked how soon, in the midst of
health, we might be laid on a sick
bed, as had been the case with her-
self. “Oh,” said she, ‘I have
been ill indeed. I never suffered
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such pain before.” And in a tone
and manner peculiar to herself,
added, ““The pains of my body were
nothing ! nothing to what I felt in
my mind. All you said about my
sinful heart came into my head, and
I thought T was going—deep into
hell! O, I can’t tell you what hor-
ror I was in. O, it was dreadful,
it was dreadful I” ¢ How different,”’
said I, “would have heen your
feelings if, instead of fearing hell,
you had been sure of heaven!”
““Oh, but that would have been
impossible,” was her reply; “no
one can tell how it will be till it is
all over.” “You are quite mis-
taken,” I said; ¢ many of the
Lord’s people are so certain of fu-
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ture blessedness, and so full of joy
at the thought of being for ever
with the Lord, that they have
scarcely felt their pain. 1 once
had a brother, who died of the
same disease as that by which you
have been suffering, after only five
days’ illness, and yet he could look
round upon us, and exclaim, with a
smile, ‘I’'m going to glory, through
the blood of the Lamb! There I
shall sing for ever, free grace and
dying love. I'm on the rock, I'm
on the rock!’”” I then proceeded
to tell her as much as, in her weak
state, she was able to hear, of the
Lord’s gracious dealings with this
dear brother. I left her, promising
to see her very soon again. I did



16 THE TWO BUCKETS.

80, and found, to my great joy,
that the Lord had been most gra-
ciously pleased to bless to her what
had previously passed between us.
I heard no more of her good heart ;
her language mnow was,  What
shall T do to be saved P’ ¢ God be
merciful to me a sinner.” And oh!
what a sacred pleasure it was to
me to point her to Him who says,
I am the way, the truth, and the
life ;”—to Him who says, *This is
the work of God, that ye belicve on
him whom He has sent;” to ¢ the
Lamb of God which taketh away
the sin of the world.”  Itis hardly
necessary to add, with these new
views and new feelings, that she
diligently attended the means of
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grace as soon as returning strength
would allow. I will not attempt
to describe the interest with which,
from this time, I visited her. The
rich and glorious promises of the
gospel were to her like water to a
thirsty soul; and it was delightful
to see her drink them in, as it were,
with the eagerness of one dying
with thirst. Surely that Scripture
was applicable in her case, ¢ Bless-
ed are they that hunger and thirst
after righteousness, for they shall
be filled.” T have said thus much
of Ann T—, in order to introduce
the story which gives the title to
this little book. The reader hav-
ing heard how the Lord had gra-
ciously led and taught her hitherto,
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will read with increased interest,
how she was enabled, in time of
peculiar need, to cast her burden
on the Lord, and how he graciously
fulfilled his own promise, ¢ Call
upon me in the day of trouble: I
will deliver thee, and thou shalt
glorify me,” Psa.l. 15. One fine
spring morning—I think it was
Easter Monday—1I visited my mis-
sionary district as usual: and find-
ing, when I reached the house of
Ann T—, that she was sufficiently
disengaged to be able to attend to a
few verses from God’s word, I offer-
ed to read a chapter. I wish my
readers could have seen the joy
which beamed on Ann’s counte-
nance, whenever I had time to
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make this offer; and on this occa-
sion, it was particularly striking.
Having expressed a wish to hear
the chapter from which the text
had been taken the preceding Lord’s
day, I proceeded to read the 2nd
chapter of the first Epistle of Peter;
and coming to that verse, ‘“ Desire
the sincere milk of the word, that
ye may grow thereby,” and endeav-
ouring to explain to her the reason
of its being compared to milk, its
strengthening, nourishing proper-
ties, &c., she interrupted me by say-
ing, ‘“There now, if you had not
told me that, I should never have
known it; I be such a heathen,
gure!” ‘“No,” T replied, ‘ you
must not say so; the heathen nei-
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ther know nor love God, and I am
sure you do.” “Love Him!”’ she
exclaimed ; ¢“love Him !” she again
repeated with that peculiar tone
and manner, to which I have before
alluded, “I must love Him! you
don’t know what a friend he has
been to me just lately ; I have been
longing to tell you all about it.” I
closed my book, drew my chair
nearer, and sat all attention, while
she related to me the following in-
teresting particulars, which I shall
give the reader in her own simple
language. ¢ You know, last Christ-
mas I lost my bucket down the well.
I was in a deal of trouble about it
at that time ; my husband paid two
men a shilling each to get it up
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again, but they could not, so they
gave it up, and ever since I have,
every morning, borrowed a bucket
of some one of my neighbours, and
got me up water enough for the
day, and then that satisfied me.
‘Well, yesterday was a week, I was
working with Hannah B.’s bucket,
and down he went. O, I was in
such a way, I felt as if T had drop-
ped my child down! why it was
borrowed ! ! borrowed!! Who would
lend me one again ? 'What could I
do ? I called in my next-door neigh-
bour; you know she is a good
strong woman, and she was very
kind, and tried at it for a long time,
and her husband came home for
his dinner, and he came in, and
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tried, and Hannah B— heard of it,
andshe came over and tried; and my
husband came home to his dinner,
and hetried ; they all pushed me back,
theysaid,  Youpoor weak woman, you
had better stand out of the way.” At
last Master W— could staynolonger,
nor could he longer spare his wife,
as he wanted her to get his dinner.
Hannah B— must go home to hers,
and my husband was impatient for
his dinner, as it was time to return
to his work. So they all left me,
promising to return, and try again
in the evening. When they were
all gone, I sat me down, and I
thought to myself, thinks I, there’s
one Kriend I have not been to yet,
and I ought to have gone to him
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first; so I shuts to that door, and 1
kneels me down at that there chair,
whereyousits, and I praystothe Lord
to help me. It was an uncommon
poorprayer Imade; I could not think
of many words; but I told him what
trouble I was in, and that if it was
pleasing tohim, he could help me out
of it. And then I gotup, and sit me
down in the chair, butI couldnot get
on with my needle-work neither; so
I goes out into the yard, and looks
down into the well, and without
hardly thinking what I was about,
I begins to wind the gravels (mean-
ing the grappling-irons,) whereon,
presently it feels rather heavy, so 1
goes on winding, and what should
come up but my own bucket, that
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had been down ever since Christ-
mas.” “Well,” T exclaimed with
delight, ‘“you do surprise me;
surely our God is a faithful God.
I expect now to hear that you tried
for the other.” “No, my dear
ma’am,’”” she replied, “no! it was
the Lord that helped me to get up
that! and he should help me to get
up tother, if it was pleasing to
him; but I would not try without
asking He first; so I comes in
again, and kneels down at the
chair. T couldn’t make no better
prayer than before; it was a very
poor prayer, but I told the Lord
how thankful I was that he had
helped me ; that if it was pleasing
to him I would try for t'other; if
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not, I could give my bucket to H.
B. So then I went out, and lets
down my gravels again, and, first
turn, up he comes. I called in my
neighbour, and I says to her,
¢There’s my bucket, and there’s
H. Bs’” «“And I suppose,” I
said, ‘“you told her by what
strength you had so wonderfully
succeeded.” ¢ No, my dear friend,”’
said she, putting her finger gently
on my arm, ‘“‘no! I did not; you
know she does not love the Lord,
nor H. B. neither, and I was
afraid they would jeer Him! and
T couldn’t bear to hear that. I tell
you,” said she, again pressing my
arm, ‘“ because you’ll praise Him.”
And indeed I could not but praise
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Him, and rejoice with her at the
mercy she had found, in this her
time of need; and then I said,
“You remind me of the bBorrowed
axe in Elisha’s time.” But this was
quite new to her: she knew but
little of the Old Testament history,
as, since she had begun to read
and value God’s word, she had
read mostly in the New Testament;
and could scarcely believe that any-
thing like the buckets could pos-
sibly be found in the Bible: and
lest the reader should not be ac-
quainted with this remarkable cir-
cumstance in the history of Elisha,
L will copy the first seven verses
of the 6th chapter of the 2nd Book
of the Kings:
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1. “And the sons of the prophets
said unto Elisha, Behold now, the
place where we dwell with thee is
too strait for us.

2. Let us go, we pray thee, unto
Jordan, and take thence every man
a beam, and let us make a place
there, where we may dwell. And
he answered, Go ye.

3. And one said, Be content, 1
pray thee, and go with thy servants.
And he answered, I will go.

4. So he went with them. And
when they came to Jordan, they
cut down wood.

5. But as one was felling a beam,
the axe. head fell into the water:
and he cried, and said, Alas, mas-
ter ! for ot was borrowed !
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6. And the man of God &gaid,
Where fell it? and he showed him
the place. And he cut down a
stick, and cast it in thither; and
the iron did swim.

7 Therefore, said he, Take it up
to thee. And he put out his hand
and took it.”

I had but just begun to read
these few interesting verses to Ann,
when her husband came in, and
was equally surprised with his wife
to find anything so like their bucket
in the Bible. I then read to them,
from the “Olney Hymns,” New-
ton’s hymn on the same subject,
which so delighted them both, that
I afterwards copied it out for them
in large printing letters, on a half
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sheet of paper, which they stuck
into their large Bible, as a memo-
rial of the Lord’s kindness to them.
Perhaps my readers will like to
read the hymn; I shall therefore
copy it for them also.

THE BORROWED AXE.

TxE prophets’ sons, in times of old,
Though to appearance poor,

Were rich, without possessing gold,
And honour’d, though obscure.

1n peace their daily bread they eat,
By honest labour earn’d ;

While daily at Elisha’s feet
They grace and wisdom learn’d.

The prophet’s presence cheered their toil ;
They watched the words he spoke,

Whether they turn’d the furrowed soil,
Or fell’d the spreading oak.
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Once, as they listened to his theme,
Their conference was stopp’d ;

For one beneath the yielding stream
A borrow’d axe had dropp’d.

¢ Alas! it was not mine,”” he said ;
“How shall I make it good P’

Elisha heard, and when he pray’d,
The Iron swam like wood.

If God in such a small affair
A miracle performs,

It shows His condescending care
Of poor unworthy worms.

Though kings and nations in His view
Are but as motes and dust s

His eyes and ears are fix’d on you,
Who in His mercy trust.*

Not one concern of ours is small,
If we belong to Him,

To teach us this, the Lord of all
Once made the iron to swim.

* 2 Chron. xvi, 9. Psa. xxxiv, 15.
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May this little narrative teach
every reader, the compassion of God
our Saviour—the success of fervent
prayer—the duty of thankfulness—
and the blessedness of having an
Almighty Friend, to whom we may
come at all times, for all the mercy
and all the grace we mneed, till all
trouble and sorrow have passed
away, and everlasting joy be our
portion. ¢ Lord, increase our faith.”

Now to Him who loved us, gave us
Every pledge that love could give,
Freely shed His blood to save us,
Gave His life that we might live,
Be the kingdom, and dominion,
And the glory, evermore.



Recently Published,
BY

C. CASWELL, BIRMINGHAM.

Poor Louey and her Apple Tree ...

The Old Coachman ...............
M Ohiect ¥ des i SRRt T e

Spealdor Jesug' .08 S8 HICES (T

The Artillery:Boy: v o it bs vordis b

“Doiifiat gnce” L hen, s e

The Orphan Children ............ :

Old Sally. %= SEw O RIS R b e
Last Days of John Harris ............
LittleiTianras oot bota ine e S8 OG0

The Orphan Chimney-Sweep . ......

The Home of Jesus .,..u.svonn... :

L doflovetHlim [ F 5 Mei ik i

Home Scenes at Burton House ........

The Shepherdess tending her Lambs ..

For others, see Catalogue, which may be had

post-free, on application.

Gl

VPN R B R
2

3d.
1d.
1d.
1d.
1d.
1d.
2d.
2d.
2d.
ad.
ad.
4d.
6d.



i3]



SR W Hf
4‘ W 344,4;& aﬁ;ﬁ;_w oW
W E W BN Ml w é
#f L WO W #* o m aﬁ"‘
ERT o
“i ¥ W *iﬁ

= 55 %c g 3&

B B
$3§§=aasﬁasmm,ﬁ
* éh % B % = m ﬂ &a;,;
&aﬁgﬁﬁmumg
m & & ¥ & ¥ ¥ W R

M'Aim\ Lo R e R



