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I cannot dwell on the details ; but step by
step the poor fellow rose from the condition
of u beast to the heart and bearing of man.
Being at length putin charge of a signal
station on Mount Pitt, the highest point
on the island, Anderson’s delight was ex-
weme. e, who had been chained like
gome wild monster to a lonely sea-rock, felt
himeelf 2 man again ; and, dressed in sailor’s
costume, he soon regained the bearing of a
man-of-war’s man. A desperado once, now
tamed, subdued, *“clothed and in his right
mind,” he was to be seen cultivating flow-
ers in his patch of garden, where the best
potatoes on the island were grown, and
whence many a freshlv-dug basketful was,
in token of gratitnde, carried to Captain
Maconochie’s house. ¢ What smart little
man may that he?”’ asked Sir George
Gipps, pointing, a» they drove through the
beaatiful scenerv, to a man who was trip-
ping along in trim sailor dress, full of im-
portance, with a telescope under his arm.
“Who do you suppose 7’ replied the
Captain ; * that is the man who was chain-
ol to the rock in Sydney Harbor.” ¢Bless
my soul, vou do not mean to say 50!’ was
the astonished rejoinder. It was Anderson.

One can faney they can hear God say-
ing, as be bends over him, ““This my son
was dead, and is alive again; he was lost,
and is found ;” and adding, as He points us
to this noble triumph of wisdom and Chris-
tian kindness — to the wauderer brought
home, the lost one saved—‘*Go thou and
do likewise.”” The soul of the lowest
criminal is as precious andimmortal as our
own. It was bought at the same price,
and redeemed on the same cross; and as
God instructed the Israelites to be kind to
strangers, because they themsclves had
been strangers in the land of Eaypt, be-
sides humbling our pride, it should awaken
our sympathy on behalf of ¢ convicts,” to
reflect that we all are convicts by the law,
and in the sight of God. ¢ Judgment”—
Iquote the words of inspiration—“has
come on all men to condemnation”—
“death has passed on ail men, for that all
have sinned.” The long-suffering and
mercy we ask God to extend to us, it surely
becomes us to show to others. Only to
hang, banish, and imprison convicts ill-
becomes those who have sinned more
against God’s Jaws and love than the worst
convicts have sinned aguinst theirs. The
best of us arc monuments of long-suffering
mercy; and other grounds of hope have
xone but these : “ Who shall lay anything
10 the charge of God’s elect? It is God
that justificth ; who is he that condemaeth ?
Itis Christ that died, yes, rather, that is
risen azain, who is even at the right hand
of S;od, who also maketh interecssion for
.

Throw dat Coat away.

In his precious work ealled “ None bat
Christ,” Dr. Boyd recalls the following
instructive anecdote :

A poor negro slave in the West Indles
was led, under the preaching of the gospel,
to feel himself a lost, undone sinner.  lHe
had been 2 very wicked man, drinking and
swearing, and giving vent ta his wild pas-
sions; yet the same night in which he was
convicted of sin, he believed in Jesus, and
at once found peace. 1lis master was
awakened under the same scrmon ; but as
he had lived outwardly what men regard as
a verv good, morul life, his proud heart re-
jected the finished work of Christ, and set
ahout trying to save himself. This went
on for about a month, and the poor Pha-
risee was becoming more wretched, when
he resolved to kave a conversation with the
happy negro, and the following accordingly
took place:

“Sam, vou are happy !’

“Yes, Mas-a, I be,” he said with a face
beaming with joy.

*Well, Sam, said the master, “1 have
come here this morning to find out what it
is that makes vouhappy. Yon know, Sam,
you and I first hegan to think about God
the same nizht, more than & month ago;
and yonu, though you were sucha oad fel-
low before, seemed to find peace at once,
while I, who have always been what the
world calls a good man, have been going
on in darkuess and sorrow ever since, and
it seems to mc I only grow worse. It is »
gtrﬁm mystery, Sam, and I don’t undersand
it.

“0, Massa!” said the poor slave, “it
ain’t no mystery at all to me, ’cause you
see dat’s the berry reason.  Nam was such
a bad fellow, and hab on such a dirty, rag-
ged blanket, that when God called him he
knew it wasn’t fit to go fore God in, so he
trew it right away, and den God put on
him the robe of Christ’s righteousness ; and
den, of course, when Sam had dat on, he
couldn’t help being glad and full of peace.
But massa hab on a real zood coat and he
did not like to throw dut away, for he
thought if it was fixed up a little it would
do 10 go 'fore God ; so when he sees a dirty
spot he says, ¢ O, I'll wash dat?” and when
he sec a hole he says, ¢ O, I'll patch dat?’
and 50 he zoes on, trying to make his old
coat do ; but it nebher will, for God won’t
receive massa in dat coat, no matter how
much he fix it up. But if massa will only
trow dat coat away, and let God put ou the
robe of Christ’s righteousncss on him, den
massa can o in ’fore God and not be 'fraid,
but be happy like poor bad Sam.”

The slave pansed and looked at bis mas-
ter, a3 if to sce the cfccts of his bheld
language. A smile broke over the master.




