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'out hope," bisi case is at once appalluug and discouraging. None but
God c-n save him.

Dr. Spenrer, in bis "Pastor'sçSketches," relates the case of a ininister,
who thus writes:-"I You say 1 arn always happy, but you k-now littie
about me. I ar n ot accustomed to obtrude rny griefs upon others for
awakening a painful and usele&; syxnpathy ; and 1 have sadly learnt that
there may be griefs utterly beyond their powers to understand, and which,
therefore, their sympathies cannot reach. But 1 have seamons (and they
are flot unfrequent>, when my soul is cast down within me. I amn sure
1 can sympathize with any and every trouble of your darkest hour. *

I could see no light. I was no christian ! The Bible ivas a seaied
book to me, Christ was as a fiction, end salvation as a drearn. Prayer
was not so much of a mockery as a lie, for I feit that 1 did not believe
-%vhatt my lips uttered, when they said they called upon God. I did not
beliéve in God. I was a dark sceptic. I could vealize nothing but my
own wretchedness, and in the depth of that wretchedness, I cursed the
,day in which. 1 was born. I could realize iiothing, rest on notbing, be-
lieve in nothing I would preacli like an apostie, and go home in des-
pair. I tried every device, but no relief came. I often thought myseif
like the man of gloom, who applied in bis despair to sorne friend, .and
bis friend said to him, ' divert your thouglits, take exercise, amusement,
go to hear ('arlini play,' (a famous harlequin, attracting eiarwds at the
time). ' Alas, sir,' said lie in despair, 'I1 arn Carlini myseif!' And so
«was 1. 1 went homne in despair, weeping along the street as I went."

The Lord, in lis infinite pity and grace, Ilbrought up this man out of
the horrible pit, and out of the miry dlay, and set bis feet upon a rock."
.And in bis happier momènts, while lie records the riches of grace, lie
savs :-" Neyer can I recolleet those dark trials without being overcome
with ernotion. I wish I could iérget them. But they are burnt upon
mny memory, and I have not been able to write this without many tears.
Cod grant you may not lie able te understand me now, or at any time
hereatter. But if you ever should corne into sucli depths, I know but
of one way to get out-FAITH, FAITH, FAITH. You must not try to get
out. You MUSt let GOD) TARE ycu1 out. Reasn with sucli feeings-
reason with a whiriwind as soou, with a tempest, iwith the maddened
ocean. You ainnot reason with them. They will take you up, and
(lash you abo3 t like the veriest mite in the umiverse. Look-, do nothing
but l00k."1

It is hardly possible te contemnplate a siglit more distressful, more ap-
palling, more fit for agony and tears, than an impenitent sinner, who,
has made up bis mind te this deliberate conflusji, "'There is no e.
no, for I have loved stra.ngers, and after them will I go."

"'Fan.weil hope, anld with hope, fareweil f ear;
Fareweil remoim, &Hl good to in@ in loat;
Eril, b. thon my gooc."

Mental suffering, resulting from sin, is found evcrywhere. But, whe-
ther despair of divrine mercy arise from the charges of an ever faithfu
conscience, or * long course of iniquity, or mistaken views of tke atone-
ment, neither Christ, nor heaven, nor hope-ro, not even the won of
the wicked, wifl sutler'any man te perish without cafling upen hlm te,


