
.
stand the mysteries of his advent and tl
blending of Lis human and divine natur
I was intensely Interested in his baptis
and temptation-in the wilderness; how h
met and conquered the- three great tempt
tions, the world, the flesh, and. the devil.
was thrilled with. the: beauty, the. grandeo
and .sublimity of his Sermon on the Moun

'I marvelled at.the choice.of his disciple
so unlike what ordiuary or even extrao
dinary men would -do; instead of selectin
men of influence, men. of -means or eve
educated men, Le chose for the most pa
simple-hearted, toiling fishermen.. I follow
ed him in Lis tours. through the countr
preaching, -teaching, healing and helping.
noticed how bitterly he denounced everi
thing having the form but lacking the spir
o! devotion and service; how Le scorned th
pretending Scribe. and Pharisee, and ye
how ,tenderly lie forgave and encouraged ti
erring ones who repented o! their sins an
folly. I watched the growth of prejudic
against him; how bitter the enmity gre
among those who should have been lis be!
friends, until It culminated in the arres
brought about by one of his chosen fo
lowers; the mock trial, the shameful, cow
aidly sentence by Pilate, the cruel crucifix
Ion, the triumphant resurrection, the fina
instructions to his followers and the glor
ous ascension, with his own promise, re
peated by the heavenly messengers, that h
would come again in like inanner as the
had seen him go away.

'I then followed the disciples in .the or
ganization of the church, and saw how the
were met» on every sidé with persecution
just as Le had .told them; and I said to my
self, "Is not this the Christ ? " I can nc
account for this man, only by. believing h
wàs what Le claimed to be, the Divine Soi
of God, the Redeemerof. the world.';

e sat for a time in silence. watchini
the lowly fadin. fiìe. I locked at th
clock on the mantel; it was almost mid
night. I remembered the stage started fo
home at an early nour in the .morning.
arose and bade my friend good night, ex
pressing the hope to meet him soon agaii
and hear more from him on the saine sub
ject. I went to bed with this thought up
permost in my mind: ' He preached
better sermon than I did.'

Jin's Conversion.
(Bevley F. Weaver, in 'Sunday Compan

Ion.')
In the centre of a wide. coal-mining dis

trict stands the town of D- . My bro
ther and self were conducting a three
weeks' mission. It was a time of Divin,
visitation, and scores of souls hade'publicl
cònfessed Christ. Great interest ang
curiosity had been aroused.

Amongst the audience the second Sun
day night, to the amazement of many, wa
Jim S- , a noted character in the district
He was a ferret-raiser, pigeon-breeder, an(
dog-fancier, with depots ail over the coun
try. He Lad often mocked those attendini
the services, and even got a chair, imitatini
the preacher, amidst the laughter of hij
unigodly 'companions.'

As the after-meeting commenced, to ou
surprise lie remained, and when spoken tg
said : 'Mon, I canna gang. I must b
saved to-night.' We gathered quietl,
around him in wrestling and believiný
prayer. We prayed fromâ a quarter to nini
to a quarter to ten unceasingly. Ho wai
in inténse agony. We prayed fio m
quarter to ten to a quarter to eleven, ani
exactly atI11.45 Jim dropped on his knees
with a flood of tears, and with a brokèn

le voice bogan to slng, 'I'rn a pllgrim bound,
e. for glory,' &o.; and thon lun holy rapture
m. cried, 'Glory be to God ! The iong-exPect-ý
ie eil day's -arrived. ,I'm saved ! .

h- Afterwards fron the Word we showed
15 hirn bis standing in Jesus Christ, -counsol-
ir' ling hlm to testify for God, lu the coal-pit,.
Lt.. and promisî,cg tocaîl and see.him. the next'
ýs,ý day. .On the morrow at. noon '(he was on
rý. the. morniing.-shift) we' called to s ee liis
L g father, a* godly local. preacher arnongst the
n Mèthodîsts. -Wo said to him :
rt 'Have you ea rd of Jim's conversion.'
r- As the tearsrolled down lis face Le re-
, pliod :

1 ' 1Thanli God, J have! He was htere
r- u ntil noarly two o'clock praising God; .butý
It. his wife is lu a sad way, and .thinks hie
Le bas .lost Lis. roason, andi is wantiag to soc
ryou.

Le .Over the way we went, and lis. wifo
.d Opculed the door .with a careworn face, aud
:c' greetod us with,""'01, Mr. Weaver, I arn
w, giad yotu have come.: Jim's dleani gone off
it lis liead. He lias doue nlothing but ljraise

t.God aàI niglit.' L1 said to lier, 'Whero is
t--Le ?'And with tears she answered, 'He's

Inl the front room. He lias beeii there ever
since five o'cloclc this rnorniug, hiaving a

LI prayer-rneetlng- al to himiiself.'
L As we 1passed in to, the' rpoml Jim jurnped

Up to greot us, is very - face alwwt
.e, leiveûi-given. suùnshiue. --:The, poor feilow

y lad net ýa Bible lu the h:oûs, but lie lad
'The Life -of Bîly Bray,' and lie was read-

-Izig it, and the Pages were "wet -with, th e
Steardrops of the 'penitent. 'ý

LClaspiug lis manly -collier s hand, I, said:
'Weil, Jlin,.-how is: t'>'

t, His facefllledi with oy.,as Le said: 'Eh,
0.mon, it w.ere good.'last-nîgît, but ut's better

Sthis rnorning I tat aIipp I m ftto
burst ,:vith joy_,

~~'n Wogtouiu. kniees .ad-,begani tdpay,

e and IS wife audt dld ýbegan te cry for
-mercy. Soon lîglit dawned, and they !ound

r peace lu Jesus.
1 On 'the following,-Sunday it was laid. verY

-definitely upon.- our h earts te" le JiML give
I' lis tostimony Neyer shahl I fore lis

-rising a! ter mY ýbrother .Lad su'ng "He
p)ardoued a rebel' Ike, me.'' -- He.- trembled
f- rom liead to fot. He was .visibly affected.'

Ho was in a -tremýor'ôe entlusiasrnlu his
first love. ' Aidst sobs.ý lie -snid : ' You
ail know me, Jim S- the dog-faucier.
1 have depots in 'noarly every big town,
but I have Nritteu and told "them Jirn's
saved.' Hoe could get ne further, but the

-work was doue. The . result . vas - God-
-glorifying, for sorne seventeenf o! bis collier

companions kuelt lu- peulteuce ilà tears.
~. That niglit we wore lu that. meeting until

'~midnight, dealiug with the anxious- eues..
Threo or -foùr years have passod now; but
Jim lias stoofi the test, and ls noiw a

s,

rtalatCrsin

o Revival in Villages.
f Mr. T. S. eheY, who lias long labored

> arnong the villages aud eut-o!-the*.way.
3places o! England, recently said: 'I feel

that we ned to giveo the people God's mes-
r 'sages and invitations, direct frem the Bible.
) People have said to me: "Do you only quote

texts? Yes, very often I have only quted
texts.

I reiembor giving a text one day fre-i
a pony trap outside a small cluster e! thuses.

SA. yea: later I passed by the sahne spot.
i A man carne out wad sald, "Do you remem-

ber speaking ero last year aWel, My
Mdaughter, who was tying I, heard your

Sm Hssage and was converted. She las sine

gone to beaven." Another man came out
and oaid, "Do you remember, speaking here
last year ? A relation of mine who was
lying il. was converted 'through .it- She.
recovered and is still serving thèLrd."'
.,The words ' Come unto Me, ail ye, that

1 bor and are heavy laden, and I will give.
you rest,' have proved the salvation of
many. I remember giving it to an old
man in, au almshouse. Seven years later
while in that district a woman said to me,
"That text,' referring to the one mentioned.'?
"vas the means of my father's conversion."
She showed me his Bible. .It was the man-
I had. spoken to years before, and lie had
drawn three pencil Unes round the words.
I gave the daughter a text, -and she, too,
accepte.d Christ.

'Such means may be thought humble, but
I believe the words of Jesus, " The words
that I have spoken unto you.they are spirit
and they are life." Let the people have
God's a messages Airect.'-' The Revival.'

In Eýverything Give Thanks.
(By Hannali M. Gee, in 'Morning Star.')

['In everything give thanks; for this is.
the will of God in Christ Jesus concern-
ing you.']

In everything give thanks, m'y God ? Ah,
no!

. The mandate is too stern;
For 'everything' means ail of weal or

woe-
That task I cannot learn.

Must I. give thanks to Thee, O God !. on bed
of pain,

When quivering lip
Is wreathed with anguish, and those less

loved of Thee
Life's nectar sip ?

Must I rejoice, when cherishe* plans and
-'brighitest h'opes'

Like broken reeds lie low,
And ail my longed-for pleasurés, still un-

grasped.
Like phantoms go ?

Can I give thanks to The when poverty's
grim' face

Peers into mine,
Abides with me, and ail the riches of a

tlïousand hills,
My God, art Thine ?

'lIn. everything give thanks ? When
earthly friends have flown

Like summer birds,
And I the wine-press of my' grief must tread

alone ?
Nor tender words

To break the weary silence of a, longins
heart

Alone in grief ?
I turn me to Thy word, -scarce reconciled,

in part
To find relief,

And read, 'In everything give thanks; It
is God's will.'
* Thy will is mine;

Thy tender presence shall my poor heart fill
With love divine

So to the sheltering rock I flee fàr peace
and rest-

Secure am 'I;
Come storm or sunshine, I am fully blest

If Thou art nigh.

Al things together work for good, if TIoU
approve

And deem it right,
And 'I can do ail things,' secure in Jesus'

love.
Clad in ThY miglit.

My 'light afflictions' only for a moment do
I see-

Uplift my voice!
'A more exceeding Uweight of glory Is in

store for me.'
Therefore will I reJoice.
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