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friends, however, was soon relieved by his
re-appearance, with the confession that he
had Leen so wicked as to give way to his
temper, amd was not fit to he with them, but
now God had forgiven him, and he counld
join them oncemore. e wasnever known
to do wrong ; but at times his dejeeted look,
and howed head, and unwonted silenee, gave
intimation that there was a conflict within,
Iis prayers were wonderful.  Those who
heard them scemed lifted, with him, quite
above the world, into a more spiritnal at-
mosphere, as, with simple cloquence, he
poured out his <onl before his Maker and
Redeemer.  To all who had known his for-
mer condition every prayer was a miracle.
1is voice, naturally nnmusiceal, swelled into
harmony as it rose into words of thanksgiv-
ing, or breathed in pathetic entreaty to his
Ileavenly Father. No one could pray a-
mong the people like Tehabod, and their
meetings were always moreedifying and de-
vout when hie took part in them.  “ When
T was a child,” said one, 1 stood in awe of
him; he seemed to me a holy heing” s
menory, useless for all practical purposes,
acenrately remined passages of Seripture
read to him in private (for he did not know
a letter), or heard from the lips of his min-
ister, and his prompt ability to apply them
always silenced those who, cither in scepti-
cism or levity, assailed the religion or doc-
trines he loved and exemplified. ~ 1Ie became
regutar and industifous in his habits, and
kind Cluistian fricnds supplied him with a-
bundant wood-chopping, from which he de-
rived 2t good living. The passing villager
often heard his voice rising in prayer, ontin
the woods and in other secluded places. Af-
ter the death of his parents, his wages, care-
rully kept for him by one of his townsmen,
were invested in a small fum in thetown of
Sodus, near his formerhome.  Here he lived
until about 45 years of age, with a sister for
his companion and housckeeper. e was
faithful to the end, for God had given him
“an muderstanding heart,” and, when called
suddenly away hy his Master and Saviour,
we cannot doubt that hic entered that blessed
home, where, with perfected facultics, he
shall forever *go on to know the Lord.”

The Whole Heart.
BY REV. TRHEODORE L. CUYLER.

A few yearsago,a distingnished American
Naturalist was discovered—by one of our
vessels—wandering alone on the shores of
the Pacific Qccan.  He wasstrolling by the
water side on 2 sharp scarch for specimens
of natural history for the cabinet of Harvard
University.  Five thousand long miles se-

arated him from his comfortable Boston
ome.  But what were privations, or loue-
liness, or scanty fare, orthe absence of loved

faces to him? - Was not his whole soul em-
barked in the search for vare flowers such as
flame on Californian plains, and for the cun-
ning shells that the Pacific waves cast up on
the pebbly strand ? - 1is Aeart was invested
in the enterprise ; he was aself devoted mis-
sionary of science.

This was the seeret of Newtow’s imyperial
success.  He gave his days and nights to
physical seience.  And when his magnificens
-discoveries had heen achieved, and the hea-
vens had yielded their hidden seerets to his
telescope—when the solid globe had been
weighed by him as in a balance—then the
Genius of Truth crowned his honored head
with the benediction, “ Thonhast sought me,
and found me, for thou didst scarch for me
with all the heart.”

Show me the cffective Christian, too, and
I will show you a man whose whole heart
is in love with Jesus. The will 1o serve
God (implanted by the converting Spirit) is
at 1o loss to find ten thousand ways to do
it. e is “always abounding in the work
of the Lord.”  On the Salbath he always
manages to get to church, however fiercely
the sun streams downits five, or however vio-
Iently the rain clond poursitsdeluge upon the
pavements.  Iis heart so aches for the poor
waifs gathered into his mission school ¢lass,
that 2 headache is no hindrance to him.
When the Wednesday night comes it finds
him weary with a long duy’s work ; but the
bell rings for the weekly lecture,and o Acart-
bell within responds to the welcome musie.
e says, “I cannot afford to miss my soul’s
food to-night ;” no more can his pastor af-
ford to have him absent. It is soon the
night for the prayer-gathering. 1le will be
missed if hie takes counsel with tived limbs
or sleepy eyes.  His soul will miss the meet-
ing too, aud he the leaner for the loss.  So
he fives up the engine once more, and with
a wide-awake heart in aweary body. he sal-
lics oft to the prayer-civele.  Lhe neighhour
who dropped in to discuss the war, or to in-
quirc about stocks, or to take a game of
chess, does not detain him.  lis heart is
with Jesus and the disciples in the prayer
meeting already—and lis body “ follows
snit.” "Doces a lover ever find the night too
cold, too stormy, or too dark for him to
venture off to find her “jn whom his soul
delighteth ¥

Such service of Christ is downright cn-
joyment.  Itis a daily luxury. It isnone
the less enjoyable beeause it entails some
hardships and sclf denini—hecause it some-
times scuds & head wind of unpopularity in-
to his face—hecause it requires hin to wear
an old coat the longerin onderto havea fow
extra dollars for 2 work of charity—or be-
cause it involves some sacrifices of mone;
getting or of social comfort. Xl turns worl
mto play. His sont lives in a constant sun-
shinc; and all the aches, the pains, the theu-




