-.5tep and urged him to stay at home.

THE MESSENG

S

,one Thanksglvmg, he told hlS _uncle, Samuel

Holton, that he was going to Boston to get
work: His uncle dissuaded him from .this

time after, one. afternoon young Moody ap-

: ,'peared at his uncle’s store, and said he had

come to get work,
‘Where ?’ asked Samuel Holton
. ‘ Oh, ‘here in Boston,’ replied Mr. Moody.
‘Well,’ said Holton, ‘it is too late now
to look after a place. You had better come

.home with me and stay for the night’

. Mr. Moody did so and spent several days
scouring round Boston in. search of a
situation, and experiencing the difficulty of

' .getting one, .

At last Le became despondent over his ill-

. ,fortune, his uncle, who had let him run the

gamut of this hard experience ‘ to learn him

a lesson,’ arranged to take him into his own
shoe store on Court street. His uncle in
doing this required that young Moody should
board at a place he selected, and also that

" he should go to Mt. Vernon Congregational

" Church, of which Dr. Edward N. Kirk was
then pastor, and of which his uncle was a

member, and also that he go to the churcl

‘ _Sunday-school

Accordingly, the next Sunday he was taken

'to Mt. Vernon Church and entered its Sun-

day-school.- -The superintendent of the
school led Moody to the class of lads being
taught by Edward Kimball. Moody was
then about scventeen years old. He sat
at the teacher’s side, and, handing him a
Bible, Mr. Ximball told him where the lesson
wzis in the third chapter of John’s Gospel.
Mr. Kimball ncticed a titter going round
the class, and dloppmg his eye upon- the
new corner found he was looking all through

*{he Bible," begmnmg at Genesis, for John,

Wlthout ceasing his teaching, Mr. Kimball
handed Moody his own Bible which was
open at the lesson, and continued his in-

~ struction.

This was the opening of Kimball's friend-

ship with Moody, who said that he should -

always think well of the man who did him
this good turn.

Sometime after “this incident,
firmly and blessedly Dound teacher' and
scholar- together, the Sunday lesson hap-
pencd to be on Moses. After the teaching,
Kimball asked the boys what they thought
of Moses, whose doings they had been con-
f2dering. Opinions were given by the lads,
and when Moody’s turn came he said: ‘I
guess that Moses was a mighty smart man.’
This and similar things led Mr. Kimball to
form the judgment of Moody that we have
already mentioned.

‘Edward Kimball, as all who are acquaint-

- ed with him know, is an aggressive man.

His career of raising church debts, and debts
on Christian institutions testifies to this.
But long before Kimball had affacked debts,
as he'has often done since, he exercised his
aggressiveness in capturing souls for Christ.
When his interest in young Moody started
he made up his mind to win him for Jesus.

One day. he went to Samuel Holton's -
. gtore—sometime after telling me the story

Kimball took me to the store and showed
me ‘the sacred spot where his talk with
Mocdy occurred—and found Moody in the
rear of the store wrapping up shoes. Then
Kimball pleaded with him to become ‘a

_ .Christian, telling him of Christ’s love for

him, and urging him to. give himself to

_ Christ- in return for such love.

.Bagerly I asked Mr. Kimball:' ‘What
did Moody say ?”’

He replied:
but there and then he gave himself to God,

and pledged himself to His service.”

Some-

‘Chicago years after,
brought to decision for God, one night a

which so -

‘I do not know what he said, .

And that is how Mr Moody was brought

-to Jesus, and, that is the conversion which.
.has resulted in such untold and ‘untellable

‘blessing for men and the upbuilding of the
Kingdom of God. _But who can tell the joy
of the soul-wmner, who was honored of God

;in leading such a soul-winner as Moody to

Jesus ! .

The soul-wmner has .his reward. Jesus
said: ‘Give and it shall be given unto
you; good measure, pressed down, and shaken
together and running over shall men give
into your. bosom.’
worker experiences the truth of this as-
surance of Christ. But see its fulfilment
in BEdward Kimball’s case, as the sequel of
his leading Mcody to Christ. reveals.

When ‘the great evangelist labored in
and hundreds were

young man announced to Mr. Moody his
conversion to Christ as the result of Mr
Moody’s earnest appea.ls

‘ Who are you ?’ said Moody.

‘I am Edward Kimball's son,’ sald the
young man.

And when a little
Kimball, and told him of his son’s. con-
version, he added. that nothing had given
him more joy than to lead to Christ the
son of the man who had led him to Jesus.

Some years later, when Mr. Moody was
conducting meetings in Brooklyn, a
young woman thanked him for helping her
to decide for Christ. And this young
-woman was BEdward' Kimball's daughter.

So the story completes itself, and he who

“led Moody. to God saw Moody lead - his to

God. Let us labor unswervmgly then for
in due tlme we shall reap -

. KO

The Lah.d'of 4 Make=Belieye.’

It lies in the distance, dim and sweot,
On the borders-of Long Ago,
And the road is worn by little feet
That have journeyed there to and fro;
And though you may seek it by night or day,
The task you® will never achieve,
For only the little ones know the way
To the land of ‘ Make-Believe.’

Clad in their armour of Faith they rlde
On the wings of their fancy fleet,

And we hear, as we listen and wait outside,
The echo of laughter sweet.

It lightens the burdens of toil we bear,
It brightens the hearts that grieve;

Till we wish we could follow and enter there
In the land of ‘ Make-Believe.’ :

And oh, the wonderful tales that are told
Of the marvellous sights they see !

For the weak grow strong and the young

grow old,

And are each what they wish to be.

Oh, the deeds of valor, the mighty thmgs——-
Too bold for mind to conceive !

But these are every-day happenings
In the land of ¢ Make-Believe.’

‘Would you follow the print of the tiny. feet,
You must walk, -as they, undefiled;

Would you join in. their fancies. pure and
sweet,

You must be as a little child.
But in vain should we seek it by night or
day,
The task we should never achieve'
For. only the little ones know the way
To the land of ‘ Make-Believe,’

—f Westminster.’

- How often the Christian

later' Moody = met

. how Jane would look.’
. 'perha.ps you -would not even. give a. shilling

FR.:""" s

A Talk Wlth the Clll‘lS About
B Truth

“Truth !’ exclaims a girl 'who reads this
title: ‘do you think we would tell lies ?*
No; at least I hope there are very few read-
ers of the ‘Journal’ who would do any-
thing so mean, so contemptible, so sinful.

‘And yet you know that, without actually

uttering a lie, you may be thoroughly un-
true: and more than this, you may some-
times be so without even being aware of if.
Now so long as there is anything untrue
about you, there is a serious fault in your
character. - There is nothing more beautiful
and attractive in man or woman than a
character of perfect transparent truthful-
ness—where there is nothing to hide, and
no need to deceive; and without this, you
can never be really good and noble women.
Let me speak to you then of some forms of
untruth, which, if you have hitherto in-
dulged in them, I-hope you will now earnest-
Iy guard against, and entirely lay aside.
One of the commonest of these is a habit of
‘exaggeration, Almost everybody feels
tempted, in telling of something that has
happened, to add a little to it so as to make
the story more striking or amusing. Are
you not conscious of sometimes doing this,
and if so, do yau not see, not only. that it is
untrue, but that it quite misses the intended

effect; for people soon learn to know one.

wio exaggerates, and while you tell your
story, they quietly, in their own minds, set
aside a part of the wonder of it to make
allowance for what you may have added.
Or, do you use large and strong expressions
when wealker ones would be more exact?
such as ‘I would give all the world to know
That.is not true:—

for the sxght if it were put. in youx power.
¢I thought I should have died wzth laughing.’
You did not think any such thing, If

you had, your laughing would have come -

quickly to an end. ‘Well, T never in all
my life saw the like of that.’ Yes, you did;
and things much more wonderful many a
time. ‘Oh, but, you say, ‘everybody un-
derstands that; they know you don’t mean
it.all’ But why should everybody under-
stand that you say what is not true ? Would
it not be wiser and better, and more seemly,
to say exactly what you rnean to tell a
story exactly as it happened; so:.that those
who hear you may feel sure that the thing
is just as you say,—not different cven by a
hair’s breadth ? Another form of untruth,
and a worgse one, because it cannot, like
exaggeration, be practised unconsciously, is
equivocation—hiding a part of the truth
while seeming to tell all. For example,
Ma.rxa. wishes to have a gossip with an idle
friend down the street, but she is not sure
that her mother may think it at all neces-
sary; so slle says, ‘ Mother, may I go down
to buy some finer needles, and take a bHowl
of soup to old Susan ?’ and having done
these errands she spends half an hour with
her friend, and says nothing about it when
she comes home. Or Ellen’s mother comes

in after some hours’ absence, and wonders

that her daughter’s work has made so little
progress. ‘Well, mother,’ says Ellen,
‘Baby was up, and it took a long time to
get her to sleep again.'.  .Yes, but Ellen,
you have forgotten the longer time you
spent at the window watching those ladies,
and studying their fashionable Dbonnets.
¢ Louisa,” said a kind grandmamma to one

- of the young guests who were, dancing on

her lawn.on a sunny afternoon, ‘don't you
feel that dress very warm ?’ ‘Oh, no,
grandmamma. I have several white dresses
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