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to hini any iior-e, i-e thexi reqolvcd
that lie wvould miot go to cofifss aiy
more. H-e wvent no more, yet fèlt no
particular concern about his soul, anîd
remnained carcess for some time after.

I-is daughiter, whio e-t this tinie
attended the Suuiday School, had a
littlc book entitled IlLittle Henry
and his Bearer," given to lier at the
Sunday Scimool. One day, sue beg-
ged hier fatiier to, read tlie littie book.
He decliîîed, saying it ivas for littie
girls like lier, but flot for Mijn. Suie
became rcstless in lier irnportunity
for limi to read it; lie thouglît it be-
ncatlî him, yet to pîcase her, or per-
haps rather to escape lier importumity,
lie began to read it; nor did lie de-
sist until lie had read it through.
He feit lus depravity, luis guilt; hie
found himself lost. He said, IlIf
tlîis littie boy considcî'ed himself so
sinful and guilty, hoivsinfui and guilty
ain I. I have donc nothing cisc
througlu life but sin against God."
He wvent to his Bible and began to
read. Ile feit his condeînnatiou, hie
thîouglît. lie must be damned. Night
drew on; hie wvent to bed,-tirew
hiînself on bis face, and prayed; but
hie could not repeat tiiose prayers
whli ihe had formerly learned, but
cried, IlGod be merciful Lu, my soul."1
About midnight, lie told nie, hie felt
as if standing on a narrow plank, a
mist rose up around him, and lie
thoughît lie saw thîe damned in Heil,
and wvas just about to i"l into thîe
fearftil abyss. Thoughts of Jesus
tlyiuig for sinners caime intu lus mind.
It appcared to liim as if thîe Saviour
stood between hlmn and this fearful
place, witlî his arms spread un(ler ready
to save huîn. Iminediately lie cast
lîirself into tlîose armis, and found
peace tu his guilty lieart; hie Il re-
joiced in Christ Jesus and hiad no con-
fidence in the flesh," and frorn that
time lias enjoycd thc Gospel of Christ.

I lîad mucli profitable conversation
with Luis Christian brother. Thie
steamnboaL. did umot pa>s P. tlI )nid-

iiglit; lie accomipaniied me about
nine o'clock to a lieight whiclî over-
looks tlie bay. We sat down anîd
talkcd about our Saviour and lus love.
Wlîen from home, an alinost over-
wblelniuîg loneliness affects one's
lîeart. Tie kindness and courtesiesolt
strangers serve a littile to reclaim it,
and these ivere flot wanting at P. ; yet
nothing, 15 so accordant wvith thmat
Lune of' softened grief as thîe story of
thîe Saviour's love, sufferings, and
death-as that wlîich is a fruit of it,
the conversion of tlîe soul tu Gud.
Tliere ivas, besides, in our circumn-
stances at thc moment, mucli to pro.
duice this "1joy of grief." The mon
liad taken up lier pensive tale; thue
noise of active day luad yiclded to thîe
liush of niglit-Naturc'sswveet restor-
er, balnuy sleep, lad coinmenccd bis
welcome visits-and Lake Chanmplaini
softly mirrored thec cerulean arcli of
lîcaven, wliilst its gentle ripples mur-
murcd un Lthe shîore.

Sweet's the timne, exceeding swcet,
'When the saints together mneet,
When they s;t and sing of hirn,
Wlhcn the Saviour is the themne.

Swcct's the tiue, exceeding sweet,
When the sainits in glory nicet;
TVien they sit and sing' of hirn-
Tien the Saviour is the themne.

Tlhis good brother understands thc
way of acceptance witlî God well.
He l)CarS a liiglu character in regard
to consistency of conduct; is zealous
in the promotion of Clurîsfs cause,
and travails in birth for his country-
men. I-e was filledw~itlî joy onliear-
ing what Godwuas doing. It is about
five ycars since lue wvas converted.
I-is wife bas since been turned Lu God,
and bis eldest daughtcr is now nider
deep concern. Dear brother, wc
unay meet no more on earth ; but ouur
hieats meet in Jesus; ani after Lime
trials of life we shaîl meet around luis
tlmruue, anid praise tlie conduet of tlie
Lamnb that ivas slain for us I Adieui,
thu<>ui, for' ai seasoI.


