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& dread of death itself and the Joath-
_Enme grave. ' .

Her face shong as ghe r@pﬁeﬁ, “Oh!
no; I am not afraid, Jesus 8 now
leading me info the river of death.
The water is a litfle cold; but-Léan
bear it, for I am thinking of His Jové.
He will fake my hends in one of His
almighty hands, and with thé other
Heavill hold me. I Znow He will not
lose me. For a moment I shallnot see
the sun, nor hear the voices of those I
love ; but when He raises me ap, I
shall hesr the Churgh triumphsnt
singing on the hills of Heaven. Oh!
no; Iam nof afraid. Why shonld 1
be afraid 2"—Rev. Hyatt Smith.

A GUILTY CONSCIENCE.

If 2 man be sick, wear he never so
stately robes, he minds them not;
have he never so dainty fare, he relish-
eth it not; Jay him in never so soft
o hed, yet he eannot resh; his diseased
body feels nothing but the afflicting,
peccant homour.

Even so when the remorse of con-
coience works, all our gifts and parts,
be they never 'so great, appear not;
riches, though in grest abindance,
satisfy mot; honours, preferment,
though never so eminent, advantage
not; though we have them all for the
present, yet we have not the use of
them; we see, we hear; but we feel
nothing but sin, as experienceteacheth
%negl that have been distressed in this

SOME DEATHBED WORDS OF A
CONVERTED PRIEST OF ROME.

Satan blinded my eyes; baut he

sought me by His own free Spirit, and
gont g}l these dear opes fo help in the
segreh. o 4
I'dare not deny His grace. He
cgme into the world to save sinmers,
‘of whom I am chicf, chief, chief ; and T
cap do nothing but just lie'dowa at
His feet, and lef Him cover me with
glffs blood and load me with Hisloving
T .
Hig love just kills me! Help me
to praise Him! My thoughts aye all
confonnided whenever I think of Him.
W's forgiven sin that breaks a fellow
dowvn. The sense of unpardoned sin
will bruise and torture, and leave scars
on one's heart for life; hub to'ses the
Tord Jesus look irto my face, to feel
Hisblessed eyes looking into my heaxt,
and Lear Him say, «“T have died for
thee; I have Iorgiven all thy sins
freely and forever.” I think even in
Heaven I must weep when we sing,
¢ He wwas slein for us.”

NO TIME .FOR FAMILY WOR-
SHIP.

How.comes it to.pass that prayer-
less heads of families find time io
trade or farm, time to gossip, time to
visip friends, time io attend elections,
time to frequent the theatre, time to
dance, time for a. theusand oflier
things, but no time to pray with their
families 2 '

e once accosted 2 bnsy and pros-
perous young .merchent as fo his na-
glect of this among other daties.

¢ No time, sir, no time, sir,” replied:
he, in argent haste. .

“\Well, my dear young friend, God
may give you fime by and by.”

Only one week after, he was driving’

conld not have dore that but for my
ovn unbelief—the evil hezrt of anbe- '
lief departing from the living God. . . |
Only think ! the Lord Jesns wounld
no} resh withoot maworthy me. He
bovght me with His own blood, and.

rapidly alorg the street, when the tire
of one of the wheels breke. - His
splendid team, being Irjghtened, be-
came tnmanagechle snd flung him
agoinst an iron lamp-post, sc thot
botb_his legs were broken. His very




