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"B---·," said my father to me at the 
breakfast table, the morning after my 

arrival in one of the visits annually paid to 
the old homcskad, '' do you remember your 
old schoolmate, H. P.?" 

'' l\)rfoctly well,'' was the reply ; '' it 
wonk[ �alee more than twenty years to efface 
the recollection of the most intimate friend of 
my childhood." 

1' Well,'' rejoined he, 1
' he has one foot in 

the grave dying of consumption ; and he is 
:mch an untn,med bear that no one can ap­
proach him. Possibly you mn,y gain acces.R 
on the score of old companionship ; who 
knows what, through God's grace, may bo 
the resnH, of your visit?" 

'Let; me here introrluce 1io the reader the 
pel'scm concerning whom the above dialogue 
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was hel11 H. P. w:as the only son of a wi­
fowed mother, whose indulgent love proved 
unable to <lope with the pa:ssions of a head­
etronp: and wilfnl boy. Upon approaching 
mu.nho,...- ,ie broke away from every s cial re-
11trl'.lii,.. u, and soon lost every trace of .�rtue. 
i.n his swift declension he not only abandoned 
'himself to vice in its lowest associations, but 
took an immne rleasure in setting public sen­
timent at defiance, until, for years, he had 
�ome to be regarded as an outcast and an 
oo.tlaw. At the age of thirteen our paths in 
life diverged, and now, for the first time in 
\wenty years, they crossed agai11. 

Toward noon, when the morning hours of 
ex.naustion should be over, the writer turned 
his • steps slowly to the house of his invalid 
friend, upon the skirts of the village. Mr.m­
ory yielded up its stores from the buried pasr.1 

at every footfall ; the lessons conned together 
und�r the master's ferrule; the wild and no;,!'J 
sport,s at recess, upon the village-green ; 
and the playmates of those halcyon da_,:,s­
some of whom, alas! were sleeping beneath 
the turf, over whose early graves agud moy2rn­
ers had too sadly wept. And now I waR ,"{'On

io look upon the qost melanchol.v W1·1>.c-k. of 
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all ! But sombre as these reflections were,

they only half prepitr�d m� to greet the
spectre whio� slowly glided mto t?e _parlorr

learning wearily upon, a staff, and sin.king, ex­
hausted, even at this effort, upon the sofa by
my side. 

, , My dear H., it grieves me to the heart to 
find you thus.'' 

•, Yes B-, we have not met for twenty 
' . 

years ; and if you had waited a few weeks 
longer, you must have searched for me in the 
grave-yard of Old Bethel, where the solemn 
oaks droop with moss over the graves of a.

century." • 
Reader, I had prayed the Lord to make 

me wise to win a soul, and I was burdened 
with my prayer. Laying the hand gently 
upon his knee, I said, affectionately, 11 H., do 
not be angry with me, for the sake of • auld 
lang syne,' let me tell you what most dis­
tresses me ; it is that you are half-way into 
eternity, and so unready �o die I'' 

Sepulchral as his owu cough was, the me­
lancholy response : 11 B--, it is of no use to 
talk to me on the subject of religion ; I am a.
doomed man-as sure of . hell as if already 
shut up in its vault of fire." 
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'' Oh ! H., my friend, how can you says ?"''Because, B--, I am a drunlcard ! ando 

dr_unkard shall inherit the kingdom of G:ot,�
�1s eye flashed with an unearthly gleam, a.ahe fiercely continued: "You do not knowwhat sort of a drunkard I am • I carry m 

. , . . t y Jllg to bed with me every mght-1t takes the pl f .,, a.oeo my w11e-and I pull from it so often th t
·t 

a 
1 can scarcely be said to be corked at all. If
I could· only break the bonds of this cru 1habit, there might be _hope for me ; but 

e
lhave tried, a thousand times, in vain ; I ambound, hand and foot, with its accursedchains ; and there is nothing left to me but todrink and to be damned.'' 

Was it said only to the apostles, '' And it
shall be given you in that same hour what yeshall speak ?'' Instantly I replied to this ve­hement and self-accusing speech, '' H., youentirely mistake the matter. What you needis a Saviour to save you from your drunken­ness ; He shall be called Jesus, because He
shall save His people from their sins. Theealvation from hell is only the result of thise&lvation from sin. You must come, dear
H., to Jesus, as a drunkard, or not at all."With this, we bowed together in prayer,

JESUS NOT A HALF SAVIOUR. 6

during which the poor emaciated frame shook

•th sobs, as though it would fall to pieoea

�th the violence by which it w-as racked. 
w a:'he interview wcas tao exciting to be longel'

rotracted; a.nd during fonr days the writer

�as engrossed with & religious• meeting thell

in progress. /A:t its close, a.n.d just befere re ..

turning to his home, he called to take a. fin&!
farewell of one whom he was sure never to
meet again upon earth. 'J.1he same pale, wan
countenance met bis view as before, but now
lighted up with & strange and happy radiance.

"B--, a wonderful change has passed
over me since you were here, and I do not
know what to make of it ; it cannot be that
I am a converted man ?'' 

• • I should not be in the least surprised, H.,

to find that you are; but tell me all about
it." 

" Well," he replied, "when you went away
I prayed God to have mercy upon my poor
soul, and all at once the shackles fell off from
me and I have been full of peace and joy
ever since.'' Pausing for a little fuller state­
ment before committing myself to a reply, he
resnmed: 

" B--, I am a very ignorant man-it is
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many year� since I have been within the walls
of a. Oh.uroh, and I hn.ve forgotten ahn. t

yth. 
. 08 

ever mg. my pious old mother taught me at 
her knee. But I weint t0 tell you what I 
think �he- gospel is, and whelle I am wrong 
you will correct me. '' Promising to be very 
ho_nest in my criticism, he _proceeded : , , I
t�mk �hen that we are all born into the world 
with wicked hearts, and guilty and condemned 
from our birth ; that Jesus Christ has come 
into the world to save us, if we will only trust 
entirely in Hirn-but that He won't he a half
8a'l>W'Ur to anybody. I must not do the best I 
can and then come to Him to complete what 
remains ; but I must come at once, just so, 
a�d let Him do the whole work, from begin­
mng to end. He will he a wlwle Savioor, or
none. Is that the Gospel ?'' 

Grasping his hand in both of mine, I re­
plied in a voice husky with emotion, '' H., if 
you had been a Doctor. of Di�inity for fifty 
years, you could not have put it better ·" and 

. 
' 

kneeling down on the same spot where we had 
prayed before, we blessed the God and Father 
o� our Lord Jesus Christ, who, according to
His abundant mercy, had begotten him again
unto such a. lively hope.'' 
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Upon reciting the conversation to my ven­
erable parent, I said: '' With your experi­
ence and observation, so much larger than my
own, would you not take this to be an illus­
tration of Christ's word, 'he that hath heard
and hath learned of th8 Father, cometh unto
roe?' " 

" Yes," was the reply ; "the natural man 
rcceiveth not the things of the Spirit of God, 
neither can he know them, because they are 
spritually discerned." 

I returned to my distant home, rejoicing in 
the conviction that one who had so clearly 
grasped the central truth of a whole Saviour,
must be born of God. It was, however, a 
grateful assurance, to learn that after three 
months of suffering, which yet were brighter 
with evidences of grace, my poor friend 
mounted aloft with rejoicing and song into 
the rest of the redeemed.




