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here are Christian meni who, if they are a littie sneered at, or snubbed, or get the
cold shoulder for Ohrist's sake, are haif ashamed of their profession, and would go
and bide. And if they are not like Petcr-tempted to curse and swcar to, escape
the blessed imputation-they would turn the conversation, that tbey niight flot
suifer for Clîrist.-Oh for four hundred Scevnias, four hundred men who for
Christ's sake wouid burn, notthcirriglithands, but theirbodies, if indeed Ohrist's
naine uiight lie glorifled. and sin miglit be stabbed to the heart.-S urge.

THE~ LITTLE RAO-SOItTER.

I took my place by ber bed, and went on te repeat to lier, in a Iow voice, the
parabie of the prodîgal son-Luke xv. 11-which at our first meeting lad se
deeply impressed lier. The littie hunger-pinched face became calm and composed,
and the distressing exciternent gave piace to eager, but profound attention. At
that touching passage, IlWhen hie wvas yet a geat way off, bis father saw him,>'
&c., Aie exclaimied, in a short, decided manner, a manner peculiar te, these neg-
lectcd littie ones, rettred in the very hot-bed of sin and strife-

"lAh! that ivas just like me! That's good, say it again. A great way off!1
What, ever so far? Away, away-like me with the devil ? That must be far
froin God and the Lamb 1"

Airer a pause, to nîoisten lier poor, black, parched lips, she continued, "Ycs4,
I was a great way off. But the father sawv him before lie saw the father-that's
like me again! WVhy did henfot celan himselfa littie before he went homne? I
wouid. Oh! I forg-ot!" she added qnickly, anin a tone of deep sadness, "yVou
cqaid we couldnfotnmace ourselvescdean. I wish we could! I should like toàsow
Jesus that I want to be good."

I tried te make hier understand that hier licavenly Father saw lier desire te be
a good child, and had put away the filthiness of sin froni lier for Ris sake, who
had died for lier, tv~at she muglit be made pure and hioiy in luis precious blood;
that this kind Fathcr, who bade me invite lier te go to IIirn, lad provided lier
~vith a clean henart, -%vithout -which no one can sec God.

"'Oh! how good! howv kind ! But,"-she hesitated, and covered hier face witfi
lier longr, thin fingers, as lier tears flowed fast, and sob after sob alrnost choked
lier utterance-"I 1 amn afraid Ihiave been icorse than that bad son. I have told
lies!1 and you said ne liair could enter thc beautiftil home. I bave used bad words,
awful bad words-worse than you know of, and Ood eaid no one shouid take Ilis
name iri vain. 1 have land a bad book, too, fuil of wicked songs, and I have sung
theni, and-don't turn away your liead, 1 have stoien, too. I thouglit of aIl this
wben 1 came home, and for a long time I tèlt frightened to, go te God ; but all at
once I rcerenbered about the thief, that poor thief who died witli Jesus, you know;
and as soon as everybody was fast nsleep in our rooni, I got up vcry softly, 1 wcnt
over into the corner there by the fire, I took my song-book and tore it into, littie
icces, rcd cover and ail, though 1 once thouglit it se pretty. I struck a match,£burnt it, cvery morse], to tinder. Then I said, ' Pear Jesus! I want very uh

te love you, I want to get away from the dcvii, picase heip nme! Take away my
nau ghty thoughts, please do, dear Jesus !" 1 think He heard me, 1 knew Hie
,did," eue addcd, ivith animation, "lfor I feit someliow different ever since ; I arn
flot afraid new%, no, not one bit! and I love IIim muchi, so mucli P"

Iwas a soienin hour. For a time ail wvas still, even the labouring breath
cc'ised, %vhcn with sudden. energy, and far greater power than I could have sup-
posed it possible for lier to have retained, shc raised lierseif up, and with. lier
carnest cyes 6ixed on my own, sIc said, in a cicar, distinct voice:

" Fctel thern in! Oh1, be sure and fêedl tliem in, and tell them ofJcsus!1 Tel!
them, of Jesus !",

Again there was zt silence, Phe scarcely breathcd, a eliglit spasrn crossed lier
face. ail was nearly over. I said, IlDear chuld! Jesus lias gained the victory for
you !" She cauglit the word, and %vith a shout of gladacess such as neyer r'ang
from, thoqe pallid lips before in the fourteen years of lier sorrowf'ul life. §lhe cried,
"'Victory!1 victory! I arn waslicd and mnade dlean!1 Glory !"ý-.4dvocate ano~
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