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Artist bending o'er the easel, Stranger i Love now waits an answer
soldier wounded in the figit, Faith life's fever nust control ;

Student heart-sick, sad and weary,
Seeking fame by day and night;

Will you tell me, will you answer,
What the worth of all your gain,

Should your soul for ever perish,
Slould your-highest life be slain P

Shouild your sun now sink in darkness,
Where's the glory of your light i

Should your star for aye be clouded,
Where's the beauty of your niglt i

If all weaith imlust frail antd perish,
What's the value of your gold i

Where's the joy your toil can purchase,
When your heart: lies deai and cold i

FROM DARNESS TO LIGiT.
An autobiograply of last century : heing the

Life and Conversion of Dugald luichanan,
as niarrated by himiself.

Translated for the CicuisTiAN MoNTuLT.
Ciar. Iv.

(con'ttinued.)

On the second day of March, 1743,
mny eyes wore opened, to seC My Redeen-
er in His three offices, by this Scripturo:
-" But of IHin are ye in christ Jesus,
w/ho of God is mauide into li wisdoî,n,
and riqeûousnss, and sanctffcation,
and redemption." 1 Cor. i. 30. I got
sucit a glorions sight of the Lord Jesus
frot these words as I can never express
in vords.

I saw Jesus (1) as my WIsno31 or
prophet, anointed by the Father to this
office, to teach me the woill of God ; to
teacli me also the character of God, who
since Adam's fall is an unknown God to
mon, till they are tiiIght by this Ws-
Dost ; to teach me aIlso the worship of
God, in which men are ready to take the
shadow for the substance sinice the day
Satan first deceived our first parents.
I saw Jeas (2) as muy RIoIHTEOUSNESS
or priest, and tho need I had of Hiin in
this office, as I had no righteousness of
mny own that could stand before a holîy
God, for lie had revealed to me the

Wilt thou not let conscience answer,
Vhat your gain if r.uoS THZ SOUL t

Comes a voice like love's own music
To a heart wvhich hope hath fled,

Falling like the dew of evening
On the earth long parched anid diead

Spreads it like the mnorning breakiug
Pensive as the evening's liglt,

On the li'tening tar soft stealing,
Like a distanit larp at night

" O ye sad and weary wanderers,
Sailinig o'er life's trouîbled sea,

Cease your eiffrts, cease your toiling.
Come anl fiind your rîat in Ms .'

KXf f*+
spirituîality of His law which reaches to
tho heurt, and thei motiveâ, and the
thoutglts, as well as to the outward
deeds. By this discovery my mouth
was closed, and I becamo guilty before
God. (Rom. iii. 19). At the same time
I was convinced I could not, by my own
doings or sufferings, satisfy God's justice"
but it pleased God to reveal Christ to
mue as " holy, liarmnless, unidefiled,
separate from sinners," as a lamnb without
spot or lemish to carry ny sin. I saw,
tihus, that it was through His blood that
iy sis wier to be forgiven, that it was

Christ's obedience to the denands of the
law anid His suiferiugs of its penalty,
that secured ny exemption from punish-
ment, that it was in Christ's obedience I
stood conlete before God's law, and
that this obedience cai be mine only by
the constant exercise of living faith in
this RIightcouîsness.* I saw that it was

Tlhe doctrines litre stitet, , ichwere such
a discovery to this seeker, are fauiliar in our
tday to our elilirtii as hiusehold words. It
is very interestiig to compare these doctrines
%·ith the doctrimes bîy whiici Mr. Moody is
awakeiiig. at thlis lrt-selit iliolent, the
citurcies tf Britain, ani to find how exactly
alike tiese two mîen (el, fron the solitude ofti.e glens and the other fromt the stir of the
cities, aid both itaugit by the samie sprit) are
in the great fuiinmentals of our re igion.-
Translatuîr.
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