THE GOOD NEWS.

THE WHOLE HEART.

——

BY REV. T. L. OUYLER.

A rew years ago a distinguished
merican naturaliat was discovered by one
of our vessels wandering alone on the silent
Shores of the Pacific Ocean. He was strol-
g by the water side on a sharp search for
8pecimens of natural history for the cabinet
of Harvard University.  Five thousand
9ng miles separated him from his comfort-
able Boston home, But what were priva-
008, or loneliness, or scanty fare, or the
Absence of loved faces to him ¢ Was not
1 whole soul embarked in the search for
Tare flowers, such as flame on Californian
Plains, and for the cunning shells that the
Acific waves east up on the pebbly strand ¢
18 heart was invested in the enterprise:
ee Was a self-devoted miissionary of sci-
nea,

“This was the secret of Newton's imperial
SUccess, He gave his days and nights to |
Physiea] science.  And when his magnifi-
®nt discoveries had heen achieved, and

the heavens had yielded their hidden secrets

18 telescope—when the solid globe had |
a balance—then|

0 weighed by him as in
the genius of truth erowned his heonoured |
°ad with the benediction—s Thou hast ,
Ought me, and found me, for thou didst ;
Search for me with all the heart.” |
I wopV me the effective Chuistian, too, and |
; Will show you a man whose whole heart |
S n ]9\'e with Jesus. The will to serve |
; od (implanted by the converting Spirit) |
> 3% 00 Joss to find ten thousand ways to i
w9 . He ig« always abounding in the |
aOrk of the Lord.” 'On the Sabhath he ;
8 VAYS Manages to get to church, however |
reely the sun streams down its fire, or |

d;’l‘"ever violently the rain-cloud pours its ;
U6 upon the pavements. His heart so

:::hes for the poor waifs gathered into his |
i's“loﬂ-ﬂcbool class, that a headache is no
n.“gmnce to him. When the Wednesday
dlag’t Comes, it finds him weary with a long
leey S work ; but the bell rings for the weekly
ture, ang 4 heart-bell within responds to
aft l.:'iveleom‘e music.  He says, ] cannot
e L miss my soul’s food to-night;” no
"8 can hig pastor afford to have him
MML 1t is soon the night for the prayaer-’
con ¥ing. He will be missed if he takes
P%l with tired limbs or sleepy  gyes,

315

meeting too, and he
So he fires up the

His soul will miss the
the Jeaner for the loss,

| engine once more, and with a wide-awake

heart in a weary body, he sallies off to the
prayer-circle. The neighbour who drop-
ped in to go over the news, or to inquire
about stocks, or to take a game of chess,
does not detain him. His heart is with
Jesus and the disciples in the prayer-meet-
ing already, and his body “follows suit.”
Does a lover ever find the night too cold,
too stormy, or too dark for him to venture
off to find her *in whom his soul delight-

eth ¢”
Such service of Christ is downright en-
joyment. It isa daily luxury. It is none

the less enjoyable because it entails some
hardships and self-denial—because it some-
times sends a head-wind of unpopularity
into his face—because it requires him ta
wear an old coat, the longer, in order tq
have a few extra shillings for a work of
charity—or because it involves some sacri-
fice of money-getting or of social comfort.
He turns work into play.  His soul Jives in
a constant sunshine; and the bad digestion
of a spiritual dyspeptic he knows no more
of than of the plague or the Jewish leprosy.
But take the Zeart out of a man’s religion,
and it becomes the most pitiable penance
and the dreariest of drudgeries.

Perbaps too, we may find in thig very
spot the reason why so many awakened
and once anxious sinners have never yet
found the Saviour. They only sought the
infinite blessing with but a fraction of the
heart. God wasin earnest when he invited
them; they were not. The Spirit of grace
was inearuest when he strove with them;
they were not. A fragment of the heart,
a few hours of the Sahbath, an accasional
fitful thought, they were willing to give ta
Christ, if he would ensure them a safa
escape from perdition. But the very least
and lowest terms which the blessed Saviour
could ofter them were—« Ye shall seek ma
and find me, when ye search for me with
all yaur heart®

Unconverted reader! does not this touch
the very** sorespot” with you? Is not thig
your very sin and danger? You ask every-
thing from God; you will not give every-
thing tahim,  Just as surely 88 the day of

Ju%gment comes and finds you hopeless
an

Christless, take up a bitter

you will | ,
lamentation in wards like thesg—«T ag



