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They of the one class have a Saviour in Jesus, it is true—but he is a
Saviour afar off—up in heaven, as they think of him, and not with them now
here upon earth.  While they of the other class have Jesus ever with them—
a very present help in every time of nced—a friend which sticketh eloser than
a hrother.

THE CRIPPLE,

A poor youth came to the shores of America from Old England, a few
years ago, bringing with him only the prayers of a devoted mother whom he
left in the home of his birth.

His faith stood then only in the teachings of hiz mother. The living
faith which is the vital union between Jesus and the soul, he had not.

Falling in company with Universalists on his way westward from New
York, his traditional faith was soon shaken from its sandy foundation, and
then the legitimate fruits of his new notions about universal salvation were
quick to ripen, and most abundant in fraitage, though, alas ! their fruits were
not very fair to the eye nor very sweet to the taste.

Bitterly did he rue it afterwards.

He fell into loose habits and loose company. The Sabbath was turned
into a play day, or a work day, as hest suited to his pleasure or his purse, and
vice ceased to be contraband even. His fect were on slippery steeps, and
swiftly sliding, when suddenly the Lo:d arrested him hy a casualty from which
he was saved alive by a singnlar—miracle, shall T say 2 Almost a miacle it
certainly was.

At work on a frame, then in cowse of ercetion, his foot slipped—he
tottered—rceled—fell. e was at work on the second storey—and falling, he
was caught by a joist helow. He fell backwards and the small of his back
came upon the timher.  He was taken up alive, but with little hope of his
living a single hour.

His agony was awful, and as he recovered from the first stunning effects
of his fall, his returning sensibilities scemed more and more alive to suflering
every moment.

Nothing reliecved him.  The severity of his pain constantly arew greater
for many hows. At last in the madness of despair, he sent for a quantity of
whiskey, and drank enough, as he hoped, to dvown his sulfering, and let him
die in insensibility—bhud it failed to intoxicate. Strangely enough, it gave
the reliel which all the physician’s medicines and skill had failed to give, and
he began to recover.

With the thought of recovery came also a review of his past life.
Remembrances of his home and his mother came upon him, and now his Iif
of dissipation, with the opiaie of Universalism, which had Iulled his fears of
God and cternity, was to him like a dream when one awakes.  He felt it w
be all wrong, all false. Fe saw his delasion, and most bisterly lunented his
folly and sin.

Weary nights and days he prayed and struggled for ypeace and pardon.
Sleep seldom visited his eyes.  TFears were his daily food. IMis cries



