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strugales were great.  Satan tempted him, tried him. It was hard to give up
the world. Unbelief whispered, “ The day of grace is past: it is now too
late.” But at last he came to the determination, “ Whether saved or lost,
never tu cease crying for merey.” “ And the moment this resolution was
formed in my heart,” he says, “ Christ appeared within, and God pardoned all
my sins, and set my soul at liberty. The Spirit himself now bore witness
with my spirit that I was a child of God.”

This was his conversion. For a time all was fair, peaceful, joyous, happy.
By and by, however, he discovered a deeper depth of his necessitivs. In his
own graphic simile, “ My heart appeared to me as a small garden with a large
stump in it, which had been recently cut down level with the ground, and a
little loose carth strewed over it. Seeing something shooting up I did not
like, on attempting to pluck it up, I discovered the deadly remains of the
carnal mind, and what a work must be done before I could be ‘meet for the
inheritance of the saints in light’ What I now wanted was inward
holiness.”

One night about a year after his conversion, he returned from a meeting
greatly distressed with a sense of his unholiness, and turned aside into a
lonely barn to wrestle with God ; and while kneeling there on the threshing-
floor he gained a little light, but not enough to burst his bonds and set him
free. Shortly after, however, in a prayer meeting, his eyes were opened to see
all clearly. “ I felt,” he says, “that I was nothing, and Christ was all in all.
Him I now cheerfully received in all his offices ; my Prophet to teach me, my
Priest to atone for me, my King to reign over me. Oh, what boundless,
boundless happiness there is in Christ, and all for such a poor sinner as I am!
This change took place March 13, 1772.”

In pencil mark at the bottom of the page,in the memoir from which this
extract is taken, a reader has noted, “ A sccond conversion precise as to time.”
This narrativn, however, is not given simply as an illustration of second con-
version, but rather to meet the special pleading “not for me,” on the ground
that it is a special endowment for eminent ones. I wish to shew that it is
an endowment to make eminent ones. Often and often, in the providence
of God, it has taken men from the respectable ranks of mediocrity, or the low
walks of obscurity, and lifted them to eminence.

Here is a youth just out of an apprenticeship to a farmer—a farmer’s
boy of all work, able to spell out a few words indeed upon the printed. page,
but unable to write a word or form a letter with the pen, Not an emincnt one
certainly ; and yet he said, “ It is for me—I must have it; and by the. grace
of God X will” And by the grace of God he did.

And now mark what follows. The fire kindled in that poor boy’s heart
burned so glowingly and so gloriously, that the angel of the Lord took from
that altar the living coals to touch the lips and purge the sins of thousands.
Carvosso married and became a pilcher fisherman in the obscure fishing village
of Mouse-hole, on the coast of England—a fisher of men, too, and few more
successful than he. Four months of the year he plied his seine for pilchers,
but he caught pilcher-catchers the whole year round. Their first chapel was
a small room in a fisher’s hut; the next an offensive fish-drying cellar; the
next a large upper room, made ready, but so frail as to crumble and. tumble
and crash, a heap of ruins, under the weight of the first assembly. Numbers
grew, and zeal with numbers, and ability with zeal, and they built a fine
chapel. The whole place was transturmed.

Tired of fishing, he became a farmer. The parish where his farm lay
was unbroken fallow ground ; weeds rank, stones ungathered, ficlds. unhedged,
8 heath in the desert.  Soon, however, under the diligent hand of Carvosso, it
began to blossom as the rose. The few scattered sheep grew: into three



