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s J, ¢ Because me feel nie sech me
Sabicr when in helt (health), and Hun
no lef me now me sick, I e no seeh

© religion when me welly wat wind a be-

" come a me?

)

Me bin loss quite —qnite

logs!  Yes, wme know dat, but me

. Sabior dead for e, and he willin da

‘ me be saby.

“ M., ¢ Have you any r}gh!vnu\un,g

* of your own by which you hope to be
“saved, and wherein you can teast?

“J, ¢ Ritousness (he exclain) ! Me

. had none—mne no xay dat Mas.a (&€
- Gad) wi sabe me becnuze e good, but

1

me helebe in me Sabor—me ax him
sabe me, and him will, him will; and

" me tink, too, himn make me tree from

)
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sin—doe me sin ebery day me lily, but

' fast tne go to Mawsa, him fopb, and

so me say, me free from sin.’
“«M. ¢But why do you think God

~ has forgiven you?’

s J. ¢ Christ came into de world to

., dead for me, and he forgih all who go

to him—~—him blood wash all from sin

- —him die 0 sabe me most wicked

'

sinner. You know, minister, him neber
turn away any dat go to .’
“ M. ¢ Do youreel afraid of death P
“J. ¢You know, wminister, debil
wicked person—he bodder me too much
~he come to put bad toughts in wme
_heart, and he want 1o fritten me. Some-

: time he make me a litle bit frnuen, bat
; den me pray to ine God, and debil, go,
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and me no fraid. De Sablor will be

‘wid me, dan me heart come casy, and

"me feel me Le sabed.’

“ M. ¢ You must not trust to what
"you feel in your heart, for the heart is
d: ceitful sbove all things, and despe-
rately wicked.’

¢ J. ¢ Yes,me know sa; me no teus
altogedbr to me heart—me go by wa
de Book (Bible) say; wade Bouvk say,

. and me heart say, me belebe; but,

minister, when me heart say wa de
Book no say, ine knew dat Satan work,

_ 4o me no belebe him.”

¢ M. c Whichdo you think you would
like best, to live or to die &

« J. ¢ Me wait Maxsa's (God's) will.’

; “ While reading a few verses from

[

et = —_ e - e,
—_—

i

MISSIONARY AND |

“the Book,” which I conxidered ap.
plicabic to his state, he frequentiy
sighed, and at the close exclaimed,
“Yes, yes ' Havieg prayed with tum,
and aboul wling my fcave of him, he
said: ¢ Tack you, minister.  God bless
vou, Pray far me. Do pray for me!
Massa bless you, minister,

“The last time T saw bim he was
too feeble to maintain a conversation,
but just before his happy spirit wes
ieleased, he putup his bandsina piay-
ing pusture, and cried out: « Come now
for me, blessed Jesus—me seady—
come, come ! Glory be ta dee! Glory
be to dee! Glory be to dee! Amen!
Aud dius the redeemed soul of James
Stewart passed triumphantly through |
the dark valley, and entered the rest tha
remaineth for the people of Gad. ¢ Mark
the perfect man, and behold the uprighy,
for the end of that man is peace.

Blessed are the dead which diein the
Lord.)—diss. Mag. and Chronich.

Motherless.
(From the Well-Spring, oy H S, G)

A rad word is this which my pen
has just traced, whose very menton
brings a tear to the eye, and a pangl
the heart.  Our earliest and fondes
recollections cluster around a mother's
name, which is associated in our minds
with all that is good and lovely.
upon whom a mother’s smile still beams
lovingly, and on whose car her kind
words  yvet W approvingly, canmo
imagine the anguish and desolatien o
lieart felt by the motherless.

Nu: long ago, or a peaceful autum
Sabbath, the remains of a relatived
the writer were comuiited to the grave
Borne from her ey home to a gl
burying-place in the country, her arf
friends gathered around the silent sleep
er. in sorrowy and tears.  Those v
fov.>d on her closed eyes, knew &
veiled lids would never open again, i
the white lips would no longer
the sound once familiar to the ear

There 15 something inexp
solemin in death; sowmething th
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