i tor t.h.e purpose o! pieking flaws a.nd ﬁnding

fanlt with Mr. Moody, and his tall’ -~
*Well,’ said the other -man, ‘I suppose you,

trad no difficulty in finding plenty of flaws to

pick, you must have a book full’ .
.~'He opened the book and. showed the blank.

pages, saying, ‘I did not make a single mark,:

in fact.I could nat.’ ... .

The other man 1aughed hwtily. Welly:
‘said the man, ‘vou need not laugh, for I
homestly went there.to find fault and pick
flaws. I had no confidence whatever in Mr.

" Moody, or his preaching; but I have come

away with tho firm conviction that, not only
iz he doing no harm, by what he is preach-

-ting, but I believe that if people wwould foilow

‘out the precepts he is advocating this world
would be a different world’ .

The other man sa.id ‘with almost a sneer,

‘I am certainly very much surprised at you,
.of all people. I shall expect to hear the
next thing, that you are one of Moody s con-
verts.”

The other replied. w'lth considera.ble warms-

th, ‘I wish I were; indeed I do.’ . .
" A man sitting near who had intently lis-
tened to the conversation, and who evidently
knew both the men who had been talki.ng,
spoke up, saying:

‘I do not think you ‘had better find fanlt .
with Mr. Moody. I have just been to hear
him myself. I did not think any more of
him or his preaching than you.” I went to
hear him because I had a man workmg for
me who urged me-so hard to go that T finally

went, because the man who asked me is-the.

very best man I have in my employ. After
I heard Mr. Moody talk I said to myself, “I
believe it is that kind. of talk and that kind

“of roligion that makes this employce of mine.
so faithful and so trusty.- I wish I had some:

1y

more of the sams kind -working for me.

.The men.left. the car. one:by one.not lonng :
afterwards, but thers was a sorlousness “in

their faces that impressed one anew with the
wonderful strength of the. go«‘pel of Christ,
preached in fearlessness and st:_'a.whtforward,__
ness as it is done by that one whom God is
using so mightily, Mr. Moo2dy.

What a strong testimony this was to the
power of the simple, . plain, clear gospel
preached in simplicity with a prayerful'
sistent, honest life behind it!—‘Onward.’

‘Is That You, Johnnie?
Tho Rev. John McNeil, speaking in Exeter

Hall, London, made use of the following il-.

lustration in the exposition of the Twenty-
third Psalm: ) .

‘We don’t liko da.rknass I remember
once, when I was a lad, — tor, I was a.;‘lad,,
you know; I think some of my .brethrem
were born with a Geneva gown on their
backs, and I was not a model boy—when I
was alad, I was in a booking office in a

certain town, and no matter how late we'
“were on getting through our work on the

Saturday, I started away home so as to
walko up at home on the Sunday morning,
and spend the day with father and mother
and the others in t'hat little dear old village.
Durmg the week I lived in lodgings in ‘the
téwn. The road home from that town lies
through .the valley of the shadows—a long,
dreary, lonely glen. On Saturdays you must
have late Lra.ins, and you keep poor booking
clerks at it very late. I remember one Sat-
urday night it was almost midnjght. when I .
got clear of the booking: office, and started
to tramp six or ssven miles down throug‘h
that lonely glon to get home The road has

* 5 bad name. It is the highway between” one
seaport and a.nother and there are ugly”

gtories’ a.bout men’ bemg knocked down a.nd
robbed. 1 was a young,
about sovcnteen, and you will think of such

nervous lad of

*fifffﬂﬁﬂ THE MESSENGER; ek
‘i a{nd' altfiongh we:!movw‘ st Christ has diod, .

sbories a.nd t:hink t.hat your tlme Ls 'com.ing
There he is, springing through : a hedge at
you. This particular night was very: black,

and two miles outside of our. little yillage"
" the road .gets-blacker than' ever —.a high

wooded-hill on the right, and another on the
left, and .no light from ‘moon - or. star, of.
kindly cottage window. ..T was just entering
this dark defile, blacker than a wolf’s jaw,
a.ndeasmsuch a hurry to get home that
‘I was only touching the road here and thers,

50 to speak, when suddenly, I thought my; -

heart would ‘leave me, and then it came
leaping back tnto me. About & hundred
yards ahead, in the densest of the darkness,
there suddenly rang oubt a .great, strong,
cheery voice, “Is that you, Jobnnie?”’ It
was my father, the bravest, strongest.man
"I ever knew.- He knew it was a black, dark,

gruesome night, and that I was nervous—

ﬁorifIwashisson,asIamforstrength

I was my mother's for a kind of nervousnem}

shot-all 'ah.roug;h It—a.nd like a father he ar-
ranged, don’t you see, to be waiting for me
at the worst of it, at the gloomiest of it, at

* the blackest of it, just where my fears would

be worst and my nervousness greatest I -
was thirking of him away at home, sitting
in the blaze and the ruddy glow of the fire,
thinking of ' his boy. of  course, trudging
‘through the mire and the mud, .when sud-
denly be oried out. Even when he saved
me from my fears he rather increased them
for a httle -But when I steadled myself,

and knew who it was, I was as good as ot .

home. Home is not merely four square

walls, and my home met me in the middle -

of that -blackness and midnight darkness.
Many a time- sinoe w‘h.en. fears have been
in'the way, for I, also have. had my trou
bles——pl(.a.se remember, no matter what truu-
bles you ha.ve you bave .ha,d none of mine,

_you have only your own share, and I'haye!~
noné of yours, but only my own sha.re——many-ﬂ,_ .
when things have been getting " .

a time since, wl
very black and gloomy round about me:X .
have heard a voice greater than that of any

earthly- parent cry, “Fear not, for T am with

thee”; and Io! God’s foot is rising and ‘fall~
ing on the road beside my. own.

ven, no doubt thinking of me, his child,

plunging through : fog, and blackness, and-

mud, and mire down- here on earth, but his
voice speaks -in my startied ear beside me.

- Don't think of him as being nullions of miles

away in a place called hea.ven seated on a
cross-bench ecalled a throne driving suns

and moons, and comets, and things, he is

here. That is, he is on. bhe eternal throne..
of power, but:he is also. with us. “I will
fear no evil, for-thou art wiuh me,” Some-

times hig very nearness’ sta.rtles us, even
while it saves us.. Some of you women
know that there is no use arguing with
Nervousness.
very cruel thing to laugh at nervousness,
and there Is.no ‘use arguing with'it. If

you live in the country, and your husband -

happens to ask you to go through the-vil-
lage to somewhere. and back in the black
night, no power .on ea.rth can make you go.
You are so mervous you would not dare to
budge out of the house at-night. Your hus-

band may say, ‘My dear, there is nothing to_

bo afraid of. It is all the same as during the
day; the lights are not there, that is all’
It is not all the same to you. But if your

husband said. ‘Well, now, my dear I will.
not argue With you any "longer, T will go}

with you m.yself ”»  “Well,” you would BAY, -
“get me my bonnet.” If he will go with
you, the night becomes llght about you. . I
tell you, we. are nervous at the best, and no
wonder. Sin has left that sediment behind
it. Thank God if it is no more bha.n. that, .

A kind of eerine& and’ nervousness ® is'

-~ 'As she thcught or the sbrrow

I had .
thought of God too much as away off yonder
. at home in:the blaze and happiness of hea-

1 often think that it is a.

- and’ oun alns are: blod:bed ant, and. heaven ig-

ourhoma,a.ndthe ‘promises are “yea;: and. .
amenmCIn'fathus, God knows, my sister, .-

ﬂhmtyuna.renervaus,
ohﬂd.mema.dislang itmaybe and it 18

ﬂoomy and it I8 a dark:' world, and I sce

.a0d- . he : says, “My. -

you &re nervous, andyousta.rt, my’ child, I -

will go with you myself.”: - The Lord is with-
thee. . Every step thou 'bakest he is* wlth
‘When gd;herh:g clouds a.round I view,
‘And days are:dark, and friends are few,
" Om him I lean, who not in vain, :
' Experieneed every 'human' pain.’"

The Name of Jesus.

Some missinnazrles wfho went to Greenla.nd :
ﬂn.ding the people very ignoranf, and know~
ing nothing a.bcxut Jesus, thought they were
not ready to hear about hjm until they. had
learnt other things first, - So they spent
twelve years teaching them that there wa.s
a God—that it weas wrong to ite, steal, eic.)
\Tot till the missionaries read to them about
Jesus, his life, and death, was their aten:
tion awa.kened Greastly .impressed, they
crowded mund ‘Oh' tell us that OVerT, a.vain’
and wept bitterly over their sins. \Tumhers
were eonvert;ed and ib was the name of
Jesus that made them Christians: —Rsv, R,
Newtons “The Great Pllot.’ )

_What Can 1D0? sk
orry, s ‘Montresl. ‘Wltness ’

‘Wha.t can I do for the. plebxsclte"'
.-Asked a Izttle gzrl one day,.- . -

I wxll do my best in’all po.-.sxble way\s,
For the tempera.nce cause’ :

“What' can I do forr the plebiscxtc"' o
' Asked a boy as he- wa.lked dogwn street, -
While drink-made misery everywhere :
His' wonderm., eyes d1d ‘greet,:
‘I will ‘ask my father to thmk ‘of me,
When. l;f goes to the poll, and I think tha.t
3
Will vote to ma.ke our country free
And save his boy.’

‘What should I do with the plebisclte"’

Au.ked a father with a.nxious heart, ;
As he. thmgh.t of his girl’ who would saorn

T ba a. wife

And his bay soon in busmess to sta.rt
‘Shall T vote for a tra.ﬁic that ever destroys; .
That ruins our country’s best girls and boys;
Sha.ll I fool with the ba.llot, like ch.xldren
’ with tows, :

Or pla.y the man?

‘Whet can I do for the plebiscite?

Asked & mother with whitening: hair,
‘Who for many a -year had suffered and

toiled,

And of trou!ble had borne her sha.re
'Imnmntmmh, but I still can pray,
And hope for the dawn of a brighter day,
Whem the demon of drink sha.ll Do Imore

have sway.
Soon.may it come!’

“What may tho plebiscite do for me? *
Aakeda.ma.n,todrinkaslave.

‘Is there any horpe for a wretch l!ke me,
Is there anythdng that can save?

It 1egislation or other power

Oan ramove temptaﬁon,

lawer, Lo

O haste, high heaven, the happy hour,

'Dha.t ma.kss me’ n-ee" : B

aml fates that .



