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in the world, isn’t there, sir? And what I do only
seems to me like a drop in the ocean when I look
at the hundreds of people there are in these crowded
courts. I could almost cry sometimes when I feel
how little I can reach them.”

““Yes, Christie,”’ said Mr. Wilton, ‘‘there is a
great deal to do, and we cannot do a tenth part, nor
yet a thousandth part, of what there is to do; what
we must strive after is, that the dear Master may
be able to say of each of us, ‘He hath done what
he cowld.””

Then Mr. Wilton and Christie knelt down and
prayed that God would give Christie a blessing on
his work, and would enable him to lead many of
the people, in the courts and lanes of that wretched
neighborhood, to come to Jesus, that they might
find a home in that city where Treffy’'was gone be-
fore.



