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sﬁy “and. carth s med to grow insig-
nificant, fﬁ?ircohipg\?éiﬁon ~witl iy one

of the listening,.deathlesg spirits gath-

ered there,
had- gt

Byfore Mf‘ ;Wgs]oy
mfin s&xt&;«;;s:luccm(i to lookiad :)Lie
aytlience, Sy byd alds’ Werestivetdl
on his benevolent tacc.l ’

Wl before I had thu
“5,3}“\,“1%9}.‘# T fm;g'di‘h’[r? Tesléyr i
self nltogether in~ the overwhelming
love andJrade afitha-pardon lie nro-
claimed. |

Tt wvits "the* old, “inexlaustible good
nows, that all .men being l&st and
wakider] gnd, probably .uat
one preset gl::%c(ﬂd(tp4 ny this:sm' 1
to*thent)rthe evod Bhepherd ha l‘con
to sgok gud £9.5avq. thate which was
lost _:Q?th!‘)g& {x!i)x'm{qbéy?g? m&é‘r sen-
tenco of <dcht ,\xh that nlight have
daimed ;the forfeithath paid the wan-
som ; that the way do oternal joy,
once closed by sin and the flaming
sword of cjustice, was-now and forever
opgn fo all;:Ehb'sworl: hhvinis Haon
in‘:?aied in- thé hitart “of him whio Wilt:
ingly .pifered. shp “himsclf, for b the
flunes quenched in  his precious blood
Thé iy - os open to afl; and most
c:trgest]y Mr. Wesley il:wit(-d all t‘(;
ret@rpn back o Gaod by this ** naw, aml
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Soou the sound of subdued weeping
directed ., 1py_attention oncs more to
thio “multictide around mg. “The niost
part*Wire “Histening. with & tlose,
silent  abtentioft; vhith gravity and
yuictness, discovered by fixed looks,
Wellping éybs, or serrowful -or joyful
conitefiines;” others Legan to lift
up: their vcices wioud—sdonie softly
sdm¢ in piercing cries; at one time
the whole multitude scemed to break
into-w-food of tears, when the preach-
er’s voice could sciree be heard for the
wegpingaround him.  Maiy. hid' their
faces “and’ sobbed; others lifted up
their vqices ip an gestasy, and praised
God. At momenss o deep spontaneous
*Amen” aresp from all. those thon-
<ands as from.ane voice,  One or two,
not wowen pnly, but stropg wen, sank

down as if smitten to.the egavth by
¥ lightning ;

w5 and these were Lorne away
—sometimes insensible, sometunes con-

[ vulsed as iF with inward agony.

There was o hywm after the sermon.
I shall never forget its power. 1t

it euce in a floed of fervent smging,
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Spkak, ¥ thoil nover heove slialt move,
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8 1 -ver have knqwn a joy higher thay
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out the grief of consciences awakened
to seo their sins, but not yet secing the
remedy 5 and to observe Mr. Wesley's,
kindly, patient, discriminating words
for each ' As fathor said, when in the
gnthering dusk we were riding awny
anutong the slow]y dispersing multi-
tudes (who scemed seavcely able to
tewr themavlves away),—

“Men who do not know him nny
talk lightly of those multitudes, as n
brageing Loy ut home may talk lightly
of u battle.  Dut, right or wrong, it is
no light natter. There is power in
‘these words, ng there is in a battery or
a thunder storm; and Kitty,” he con-
tinued softly to me, ns I sat on my
pillion behind him, * I heliove in my
soul it is power from Heaven. So
help me God, I will never say a word
against these men again.”

The next evening, when we sat
around the fire, mother said gently,
in gnswer to our description of the
HOANE, -

“Pm only afraid that all this ex-
citement will pass away, and leave the
poar people colder and havder than it
found them.” . s

Father veplied,—

“Mother, you are as good a woman
as, there is in the world, and a very
gentle touch would set you in the way
to lleaven; but, I tell you, some
"peaple want a wrench enough to part
soul from body to drag them out of
the way to hell. Why, but for such
preachihg s this nine-tenths of thdse
people would never have prayed ex-
cepb for.n “godsend’ in .the shape of
a wreek, and would scarcely have
thought of a chutel except as a plice
to be mayried in or buricd near.”

“Weil, my dear,” replied mother,
“we shall see. !By their fruits: ye
shall know them.”” . ’

“My dear,” excluitned father, De-
coming rather irritated, “I kave seen.
[ do call it good fruit for ten thousand
prople to be weeping for their sins, as
people commonly weep for their.sor
rows, and -to feel, if it were only for
that one hour, that sin is tho worst
corrow, and the pardon of God aud
lus love the greatest joy.”

“ And if ouly ten of the ten thousand
believe that tiuth and live by it for-
ever, Aunt Trevylyan,” said Evelyn,
“js not that fruit?” . .

“Yes,” suid mother, gently, but not
very hopefully.  “I- am very old.
fashioned. But I confess I am afraid
of conventicles.” ..

But afterwards when she was expres-
sing the sume drend of religious ex-
citeinent, and these good feelings pdss-
ing away, to Betty, Betty replied,—

“ Bless you, Missis, of ctabrse itll
.pass away, ninety-nine hundredths of
it. And 50 does-the rain-fiom-Heaven, |/
‘goes back to the sea, and down into |
the vocks, and no one f;no\\;_s'_ where. |
But the few drops that don’z pass
nway make the fields green, andsbring
the harvest” .

»

BEvery.other Sunday evening through
the winter u few of our poor neighbours
have long -been used to gather round
the fire 1n the hall, \x‘iﬁ?h wother reagls
parts of the evening service, especially
-the psalius and lessons, with such bits
as she thinks they can understand out |:
of the liomilies, or some of our few |
Sunday books. ‘

Last Sunday was the firs day this |

" pdlir § it necessaty nt-suchi“times 46 be busy

avinter our. fittle .congregation had |r
assembled. Father had-generally found.|:

§
»

about the farm, but this evening he
kept hocering in an unsettled way
about the room, while mother, also in
an unsettled and nervous wav, turned
vver the leavesof the praverbaok. At
last sho called him to her, they spoke
fora.moment or two softly together,
and when the poor old men nud women
came straggling in 1 saw a look of
surptise on. inahy faces ns they whis
pered to each other,—

“'Tlse-Captamn s going to bo parson
to-night 1”

There was a little tremor in his
clear, deep, mauly voice as he began,—

“ Dearly botoved brethren:” but
when he knelt down with us and
said,—

*Almighty and mostmerciful Kather,
we have erved and strayed from thy
ways like lost cheep,” the tremulous-
ness had passed, and deep and firm
came outv the words of confession and
prayer,

Wilen the evening hymn was sung
(aud I never enjoy the evemng hymn
as on those Suudays when those poor
old quavering veices jom-us in it), and
the neighbours had gone, no one made
any remark on the chunge. Mother
sat very quiot all the eveningz. But
now and they hep eyes were ghstening,
and whan as sho went to bed, Cousin
Evelyn sud, mischievously,—

. “Dear Aunt Trevylyan, I like your
little conventicle very much.”

Mother did not defend herself ; she
only said,—

1 am ot too old to learn, Eveélyn,
and, certajnly, not too old to have
much to Jearmi But God forbid 1
should be setting my feeblo hand
against any good work of his.”

And from mother such words as
these mean much,

Much as Cousin Evelyn admires our
wild coast scenery, ‘her favourite
exeursions are to the cottages of the
fishermen and miners in the hamlets
arognd us. .

To-day we went to sce old Widow
Treéffry,” Toby’s mother. We found
her in 2 very rare attitude for her,
thrifty, stirring. old creature- that she
is. She was crouching close to the
fire, with her elbows on her knecs,
while from the ‘chamber within eamne,
every now and then, the sound of a
low moan.” ’

“Jg it -the rhewmatism again,
granny 27 T said.

“Worse than that, warse than that,
Mrs, Kitty,” she moaned, scarce nrow
ing-ormoticing cither of ts. ““Lby’s
gont mazed, cleant mazed, all through
the Methodists. Ile came home from
one of their preachings last week like

.one out of his ntind, and" so hé's'been

cver since; bellowing like a bull one
hopr, and moaning like a sick baby
the next?™ "He says it's all along of his
sins. And what: they be worse than
other-falks I can’t see at alll The
Lord is merciful, and if he sehdsus a
‘godsend’ now- and then, he surely
means us to.be the better of it. It
was not us showaised the storm. And
Toby.npversak . fnlse light upon. the
rocks,.nor,gave. any wman a push bagk
into the sea, like some other folks.
And if, as he keeps crying out, he
didw’g tako the.pains he might always
toibripg..tho-drowned-to life, it-can’t
bo-extpected-we should do-the same for

| Indighs~nid “popish foreigters as -for

aux owp, Jlesh and blood. ~ Would théy
do:more for us ¥ .And,if he Aas picked-
up aestray bit of good-luck noiv and

then, SV, 344, b, savd: dhiings Tor tip |

dead, or for the folks from London
whocomeprowling aboutswherd they've
no husiness, with their pensand paper,
to rob them who've got the natural
rizht to what the, Almighty sends én
the shore? Yesterday I got Master
[Tugh to him, and he prayed like nn
angel, and did him a sight of good
for the time, but to-day he's worse than
ever, he’s gone clean mazed, and
swears ho'll go and give up everything
he ever got fiom a wreck to the
justices.  And  that,” continued the
old woman, breaking into o wail, “that’s
what T call throwing the Almighty's
gifts back in his face.”

At this moment Toby's face appeared
at the door of the inner chamber, pale
and haggard, and wild, But his voice
was quite calm and steady as he said,—

“Mrs. Kitty, I told Mas’er Hugh,
and he said it was the right thing to
o, and Patson Wesley said the same,
when T heard him on the moors. Ie
wiid the Bible speaks of ke fire,” and
of “fhefr worm,” and that that means
that every sinner who is lost iu hell
will have %is own torment made out
of his own sins. And he said that
worm begins to gnaw at our souls now
when we are wakened up to feel our
sing.  And the words had searcely left
his mouth, Mrs. Kitty, when there
was the knawing begun at my heart !
And it has never stopped since.  And
if it has wade me faint away hkea
sick womau with the anguish, and has
most driven meo mazed in . week, what
would it be foroever? TFor Parson
Wesley said there’s no fainting away,
and no going mazed in hell. We shall
always.,be wide awako to feel the
torment. But, Mrs. Kitty, he said
there is a way of escape now for all,
and for me. He said thero is a way
to have our sins forgiven. He said
the Almighty gives his pardon as
free as air, and the blood of the Y.ord
can wash .all the sins of the world
whiter than snow. But he and Master
Hugh both say, the Lord sees us
through and through, and there’s no
way of making him believe wo are
sorry for our sing but by giving them
up, r.nd making up for them as far as
we can. They say sin and hell go
together, and can’t be parted, nohow.
So I've nought to do but to go to the
Justices.”

Evelyn was deeply moved, and whien
wo reached home and told mother, she
wept many tears, and said at length
as she wiped her eyes,—

“ICitty, my dear, I cannot make
out about the rubrics and tho canous.
They were made by very holy men;
and Mr. Wesley does not seem to mind
them as one would wish, and I cannot
think it wise to:set ignorant men up
to preach and teach. Bub his words
are those of the prayér-book and
- Bible,  And'his works are thoso of an
angel sent from. God. And what can
wé to but give God thanks.”

“T used to beafraid,” she continued,
after & pause, ¢ that Mr. Wesley's wns
blind;, fanatieal zenl, + -1l meant
but misgnided ; but the zeal can-
‘not surely bo fanatical which spends
itself in labours of love; nor blind since
it leads so many into the light.”

“Mr. Wesley says,” responded
‘Evelyn, “that true zcal 1s but the flame
of love, and that-all zeal is.false which
is full of bitterness, or haswot love for
its inspiration.” .

> And mother said, thoughtfully, —

“ HUig-zeal will certainly stand that
test. -God forbid that ourashould nok”
(To Yo continued.) '




