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of Christ in the activities of his, life that wvherever lie went the peo-
pie bore the willing testiniony, ' This is a man of God.'"

Hle greatly dreaded a useless Ministry. The great anxiety of
his life, next to the salvation of his own soul, was the salvation of
sinners. Any apparent want of success filled him, with deep searcli-
ings of heart. The writer lias often remnarked an intense earnestness
ini praye-r whichi could only be accourited for on the ground that
hie hiad been pleading with God in private. Judgcing from his phy-
sical appearance, (fewv mien being more healthy or rob-ast),ý,we pre-
dicted for hirn a long life of useful labour. In December, 1S72,
syniptoi-ts of a cancerous nature appeared, but hie* xas very reluctant
to, give up his beloved employmient. Often wvhile sufféring severely
hie tried to preach Jesuis to the people.

Last j une, at the. Hamilton Conference, lie was superannuated,
and by the advice of his physicians hie wvent to the Sanitarium at
Clifton Springsf N.Y. Hopes and fears, alterniated, but at last it
became evident that the end was approaching. The Sabbathi before
lis death, hearing the sound of worship in the adjoining church, hie
said, " 1 was thinking that by next Sabbath 1 would be in heaven."
On Tuesday Rev. Messrs. Morrow and Messnore called, to see himn,
Bro. Messmore said, " You are going on a long journey." He re-
plied, " Yes, 1 have scarcely any hope of life, but I hiave a better
inheri tance." To his beloved wrife hie said, "God will be to you a
hu-,band, miy dear; H--e will 'comfort, strengthen and keep you."'
On Wedniesday, though sufféring intensely, lie said to, a lady who
sat by his bed, -"jesus can niake a dying bed feel soft as downy
pillows are." In the dimn grey Iighit of Thursday morning he passed,
calmly away froin the shadows and sufferings of this worlcl to enter
up-oi± a day that is endless. His wife, his brother, Mr. Robert Hay,
of Hollin, and the physicians stood by and felt that "The chaînber
where the grood man meets his fate is privileged-quite on the
verge of heaven."

j. S.

SCEPTICISMI AND MODERN POETRY.

T HEREare doubts and doubts. Not so, many, perhaps, as isTgenerally supposed, of those "'honest " ones in which there
lives-according to Tennysoni-"rmore faith than haîf the cr-eeds."


