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PHILIP SIIARKEY, TUIE CON VERTED BLACKSMLTT.

Philip Sharkcy, the subject of the following narrative, was a blaeksrnith at
Rilrnarnock. Hie liad been brouglit up a «Roman Catholie, but had long aban.
doned the creed of hisecarly days. lc had beceme infidel in bis opinions, and
profligate in his habits. Moreover, with a vigorous but undisciplincd mind, and
,warm affections, Philip was one of those 'who are naturally fitted for being ring.
leaders in Lheir littie circles. hie influence in this way was accordingly very
groat. To use lis ewn words, bie had been "lfor three and flf'ty years the deevii's
honest servant.'- Hlis reputation arnong bis conirades niay be judged of froin
wbat one of thein said to me. "lAhi 1" he exc'aairncd, IlI see tbrough you ; you
want to convart me. But try your baud on Sbarkey; bls a merry one, and you
won't go without your answer froni Phil."l

Our intercourse, which continued for two or three years, was barely tolerated
on lis part. Ile would glad]y have dropped it; but poor Philip'e kîndliness of
lieart did net permit; him te be rude, and lie never took any atep more docided
than quietly to slip the bar in the door wben hie saw me cenling. ýMy one olject,
neyer lost siglit of, was, in the gentet way to awaken bis conscience, while at
the saine tinie I kcpt ever before him Jesus as God's gift to him, and as available
for hini izozv, and liere, just as hewas. Ilis eue object was to kccp these subjects
far a-way, and te waste tume on unprofltable topies; or, worse stili, te, pick out
littie holus, ae lie thought, in the Seripture story. But though lie strugglcd liard
te resist the trutb, it was, as the eword of the S-pirit, Ilquick and powerful."

"Mn"said lie one day, "'yeu make me miserable. Yen don't speak te ithier
folk tlîat way, de yen VI

Tbe eye of God bad been following ahl the windings of this poor *wanderer,
and the set tume for bis recovery was new cerne. GCod irinse7f did il ail. It %vas
eenictling te bear the storv, tho second meruing after bis conversion occurred,
frein lus own lips, trernbling wvitlî eniotion, 'wbrlile the tears trickled down bis
blackcned ebeeks ; but it ie cornparatively uotbing te read it hure on paper, witu-
eut the feeling and witbout the tears. I will try, hewever, te givu it as ncarly
as possible in bis own way.

IlWbo was speaking te you, Pbilip VI I asked hlm eue merning in bis littlc
'worksicp, whcre I hiad found liii, witb open mouth and cnlarged heart, prais-
ing the Savieur.

IlTiiere was naebody speakin te me at this time; but ll tell you't a.' On
Tuesday nierning, after my breakfast, I toek my Bible, and read a wec bittie o'
the third e' John. Weel, as I was reading, tbere was an awfu' tliocbt took a
haud o' me; it stanged mejiet like, a lice, an' put me that I ceuldna read ony ni.tir."

IlWlat was that thougbt, Philip ? I
IlWeel, it began vil this. I eaw tliat Nicodemus was a guid mian, a saint

beside me, and yet even ho couldna be saved, unicess lie wvas hemn again ; and niy
conscience said te, me, ' Wbat '1l cerne o' a dyvour (a werttilcss fellow) like
you ?' 1 kenned 1 had tried te be guid; and, tliough 1 badna nianaaed it, Tet I
cxpected te manage it sometime; but te be boem again, berne oiore again, 1 bad
nel'cr tried that. I had ne'cr tbocbt o' that ava' (at aIl), an' didna understan
hoo it was te bie dune; and yct unicess I was born owre again, I couldna see tlie
kiugdom e' God. I was durnbfoundcred, an' halena mind whether I ]et tlîe borik
fa', or fluing it frac me; but I got rid o't and gaed eut te, shako aif the fcar and
trouble that it had brocit ou me. But it wadna shake aff. 'Hoots," eaid1, 'it
is a'nonsense.' But sometbing in ay hcart eaid, 'I'e ne nonsense, but it's a'
truc.' 1 gaed inte the srniddy, anxd beg,,an te work, and tried te forget it ; but
ne, it grew waur and waur, till 1 cauldna bear 't. I neyer was in sucli a state
iu my life. If ever onybody had a taste o' hall, it vas me on Tueday, staunin'
vi' the hanimer in my liaun' bcfoe the etuddy there, au' the eweat breakiug on
me iu perfect horror. There was hell opening its very mouth before nie, au'


