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THE MARITIME PRESBYTERIAN.

the whole omotiimal nature suffused with
tenderness, and strung to intensity by the
inward operation of the Holy Ghost. But
we also remember that significant saying
of the Apostle: ** Whether we be sober,
it is for your cause,” or ** Whether we be
of sober-mind, it is to you.” We cannot
but deem a similar sobriety needful still
to preserve spiritual fervor from dogener-
ating into frenzy and rant: Surely the
more we are with God, the more grave we
should be in handling His word and work;
und the sense of Flis nearness shonld calm
and chasten us. 'What has a godly man to
do with hysterical feebleness, martial
vaporing, or clamorous incoherence ?

*“JUST AS I AM, WITHOUT ONE
PLEA."”

A faithful pastor of & small flock once
met one of the young ladies of his congre-
gation on the strect, asshe wason the way
to her dressmaker’s to have a dress made
for aball. © Stopping her, he frankly asked
her mission ; she frankly told him.

¢ Twish,” he said *‘ you were a Christian
woman ; that you would forsake all these
frivolities, and learn tolive nearer to God.
‘Won't you stay away from this ball, if for
nothing olse because I ask it?”

She replied, “I wish you would mind
your own business, sir, Good-day.”

This young lady went to the ball and
danced-all mght. She went home, and
when. her head wasat rest npon her pillow,
conscience began to do its work. She
thought how she had insulted her pastor,
the best friend she had perhaps o1 all the
earth. This torment of conscience was
kept up for three days, until she could en-
dure it no longer.

Going to her pastor’s study, she told him
how sorry she was that she had said words
that caused his heart to ache. ‘I have
been the most miserable girl in the world
for the past three days,” she said, ‘‘and
now I want to become a Christian ;I want
to be saved. Oh, wlat must I do to be
saved 7" «

The old pastor, with his heart full of
compassion and sympathy and love for the
contrite spirit before him, pointed her to
the Lamb of God, and told her how she
must give herself to God just as she was.
** What ! Just as I am, and I one of the

most sinful creatures in the world? You.

surely do not mean to say that God will
accept me justas I am?”

“Y mean just that,” was the pastor’s.
roply. God wants you to come to him just
as you ave.”

The young Iady went home, and retiring
to her roomn, knelt beside her bed and
prayed God to take her just as she was.
Rouching to a chair that stood by the bed,
she took a picce of paperand a pencil that
were there, and under these holy influences
wrote the verses of that hymn so dear to
the heart of every true Ghristian.

““ Just as I am, without one plea,

But that thy blood was shed for me,

And that thou bid’st me come to thee,
O Lamb of God. I come !

¢ Juat-as I am, and waiting not

To rid my soul of one dark blot,

To thee, whose blood can cleanse each spot,.
O Lamb of God, I come !

“ Just as I am, though tossed about

With inany a conflict, many a doubt,

With fears within and foes withous,
O Lamb of God, I come !

“ Just as T am, poor, wretched, bling,
Sight, riches, healing of the mind,
Yea, all I need in the I find,

O Lamb of God, I come !

** Just as 1 am, thou wilt receive,
Wilt welcome, ] a:don, cleanse, retrieve ;
Because thy promise, I believe,

O Lamb of God, I come!

¢ Just as I am, thy love unkuown,
Has broken every barrier down ;

‘Now to be thine, yea, thine alone,

O Lamb of God, I come!

[The lady was Miss Charlotte Elliot. .
The poem was written in 1834.]—Ex.

~FIDELITY TO PRINCIPLE.

Nicholas Biddle, of Philadelphia, when
President of the old United States Bank,
once dismissed a ¢lerk because he refused
to write for him- on the Sabbath. The
young man was thus thrown out of em-
ployment by whatsome would callan over-
nice scruple of conscience, but what really
was true fidelity to principle. Not long
afterward, however, Mr. Biddle, being
asked to nominate a cashier for another
bank, recommended this very man, men-
tioning what had occurred as proof of his
integrity anud trustworthiness, and adding,
““You can trust him, for he would not.
work for me on Sunday.”
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