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.On reaclîing his bedside and informing lîini wvho 1 ivas and îvhy
I had corne, lie held out his hand, with which lie grasped mine firrnly,

.and trying to speak, looked besecclîingly into ni.> face, as tlîough lie
wanted to say, "O0 sir, what shall I do ? Please pray for me."

I spoke to him as best I could, and rernembering the Master's
own words of coînfort and entreaty, urged himi to look to Jesus,
wvho liad promised to receive "'the heavy-laden " and to "gaive theni
,rest." Then kn.-eing by bis bcd, I commended him to God, and
promising to call again, I departed.

On Sabbatlî afternoon I fulfihled my promnise. He was evidently
mucli better, though stili iii a wveak and critical condition; I found
lîim able to converse a littie, and on inquiry, lie told me his history.

1le had once been a professor of religion, but ivas now a mniser-
able backslider. His parents wvere Methodists and wvere living in
England, fromn which place lie emigrated a short time since and
came to Canada. Tliree months before, lie came to St. C-, seek-
ing employnîent, and hiere lie ivas, a stranger in a strange land,
iiov unexpectedly at the roint of death.

1 shall neyer forget lus looks nor bis wvords as lie told me his
past history, and spoke of bis far off home and bis present condition.

Such a look of piteous despair and sudh expressions of sincere
repentance quite overcame mne.

,-0 Sir," said lie, half-choked withi emnotion, "O Sir, it's hard to
die zit/ilout God. "

- Yes, my dear fellowv," I replied ; "it's liard to die far away from,
home and friends, far from nuotiier, father, sisters and brothers, but
it is far more liard to die witlîout God."

1 then pointcd him to Jesus; I spoke of luis dying love; I repcated
precious words in verse wlîich told of the cleansing bloo d; and again
kneeling by his coucli, I prayed, as 1 wvept, that the broken-hearted
prodigal mighut be restored safe and souiud.

I have neyer seeni or hieard of imi sijuce, but bis wvords I shall
neyer forget; anud they wvcre s0 impressive at the time, thiat I made
use of theni by way of illustration, thc vcry saine evening, in the
pulpit.

Dear rcader, pcrluaps you carelessly pickced up this magazine,
and liave doubtlcss read this simple narrative of fact %Vith deep
interest; but hoiv is it %vith x'ou? Art you /ivei«g without God ? If
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