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unloose the farmer’s horse, and so says
I, *I'm very much obliged to you for
vour kindness, and T'll he glad to pay
forit. What do you charge?’ ‘Ob, I
do’t know hardly—say a shilling” ¢ A
shilling I’ says 1; ¢praise the Lord, a
shilling! Why, it's worth five’ The
farmer looks at me, and says he, ¢ Oh,
docs thou love Jesus?’  *Bless the Lord,
Ido, says I. ¢ Here, then, tak' shilling
back again. T'm nonce going to tak’ a
shilling fram aunyone as loves Jesus” 8o
he fastens forechiins across the horse’s
shoulders, and then turring to me he
said, ¢"Lhoo can pray a bit, I reckon?’
¢Ay, bless the Lerd, I can’ ¢Come,
then, we mun have @ word of prayer
afore we part,’ says he. So down we
gans upon our knees, and I prayed
beside the pony in the road, and furmer
prayed too, and glory be to God, the
Holy Ghost came down upon us, and so
filled our hearts with joy, that we
shouted and clapped our hands, and wept
again. I think T were niver so happy
in all wy life afore. ¢ Well! says I,
¢ this caps iverything.  Just now I were
in a2 dead Jock, fast in the dyke, and
didn't know what to do, and now here T
am, out of all my trouble. I've had a
life up the hill, had a blessing on my
knees, and all for nought. Hallelujah !
hallelujuh 177

Yes, and ballelnjah went all avonnd
the class, and hroke from every lip, male
and female, there that night; and I
reckon you would have suid hallelujah
too. my Triend, if you had been tiere to
hear the words from that brothu’s own
lips, sustained as they were by the gush-
ing feelings of his gimteful hewn “You
wouldn's have thou"ht theve was no
variety in the experiences, when we have
such homely heart-stirring scenes drawn
before us by men who, tlmu"h they paint
with 1011"11 and unpohthd werds, take
care, nevertheless, to fill in the (](-Luls of
the piclur(\,v. with the richest hues and of
their own joys.  Was thereno vaviety in
thay hilltop landseape?  Took again.
‘Standing out fram the surrounding ficlds
and {or vsl\, in the soft evening llv'lnt sce
a loaded cart, two p:mlm"hmxm “helina |
:them the hill sul‘mountod heside them
two strang wen, stangers, yet brothers,
kneeling, pm) ing, rejoicing in an unscen
pr esenco—tell mn was picture ever fuller
of soul-inspiring variety §

- Oh, what a pity it would be if there
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had been no social means of grace where
that story could be told, and hearts conld
grow warm under its rchearsal ! Bug
there was such @t means of grace in thag
Methodist class-ineeting.

Soon after this the meeting was con
cluded, and every heart there was charged
with fresh resolves to cling to Chisy,
and hold fust to the end.  And as the
wembers shook hands, and parted ontside
the chapel doors, and the lights inside
were tmned out, their mingled “ good
nights,” and “Gaod bless you,” told the
good feelings they were currying home
with them to exert upon others. T went
up the long dark lane towards home,
praising God for what T had heard and
felt ata class-meeting—¥. J.—Wethodist
New Connexion Magazine.

HOW TO BE PROFITED BY
PREACHING.

Cuanroite Euizanera, speaking of a
conversation with a friend, says; “ About
that time he made a remark that im-
pressed me deeply, and, T hope, abidingly.
We attended the ministry ot Mr. 11
and on one occasion, adverting to some
criticism on his scrmon, I asked lim,
¢ How is it, that while they call this
sermon  fing, and that one dvy, aud
another one heavy, cte, I find them all
so profitable, and always come away
instructed and fed from  the word?
With animated prompiuess, he replied,
I tell you how it is; you pray for
him.”  *Indeed T do, and that he may be
taught from on high to teach me’

“t Ay, there it is, and your pryer,
you find, is answered.  The preacher and
the hearers cither feed or starve cach
other.  What they withhold from him
in peayer, they lose in instruction and
benefit. "Those who listen only to cavil
or admire, come away empty of spiritual
food ; while those who give liberully
their nunister in secret | prayer for hiw,
have their sonls richly fed by the very
same preaching that falls wnblest on
othcm. Bear your winister,” he added,

*wmore ad more on your heart to the
throne of graee, and you will feast more
kugely on “the banquet that he spreads.’

1 have to he thankful,” she continuces,
“that my friend’s conusel was not lost
apon me.  From that minister, indewd,
I was soon removed, for in 2 short time
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