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" The Sabbath,

BY EDWARD LYTTON BULWE

Fresh glides the brook and blows the gale,
) Yet vonder sits the gnict mill ;
The whirhng wheel, the rushing sail,

How motionless and still.

Six days of tail, poor child of Cain,
Thy strength the slave of want may be ;
‘enth thy limbs escape the chain— |

God Lath made thee free!

A

Ah ! tender was the Law that zave
This holy respite to the breast ;

To breathe the gale, to watch the wave,
Asd know the wheel may rest !

But where the waves the gentlest glide,

What imaze ¢harms to lift thine eyes ?
gpire reflecting on the tide

Invites the to thee skies,

Th

To teach the soul is nobler worth,
This rest from mortal toil, is given ;
Go, snatch the brief reprieve from earth,
And pass a guest to heaven.

They tel} thee in their dreaming school,
Ofpotver form old dominion hurled;

When ri¢h and poor with juster rule,
Shall ghare the altered world,

Alas! since time itscif began,
That table hath but fooled the hour;
Lach age that ripens Power in Man,
But subjects Man to Power.
Yet every day in seven, at least, |
One bright republic shall be known ; |
Man’s world awhile hath surely ceased,
When God proclaims His own ! |

Six days may rank divide the poor,
O'! Dives from thy banquet hall !
The seventh the Father cpes the door,

And holds 1lis feast for all !

S S —

[FOR THE PROVINCIAL WESLEYAN.]

Fireside Musings.
No. 5.
Y M. E. H.
CHARITY.
iess nature's pride,
118 no friend beside;
breath. or the sweet gale, |
! piigrim of the valey |
i his weary frame,
iy flame ? |
» .
brief day, i

cep away

v Charity ¢
rthe wrecks of tin

11

srey done,
hall live a one,—

witeous bloom ,

]

heavens,
In «ther worlds, and realms Le id the tomb.”

has «aid, that, in order to che- |

Somebody
rish a love of the beauatiful, oue should read
Q1 verse or
gaze on beautiful scenery once a day. IFor
the two former 1 have had neither leisure |
nor opportuniiy ; the latter is, literally, be-|
vond my reach.  IFrom the windows of the |
apartmeent i which I sit, there is certainly
Jittle to attract the gaze of the beholder.—
ls, tall chimneys, and a

of poetry, view a fine painting,

wooden wall
long narrow alley, are not objects best ealcu-
lated to fascinate a lover of the beautiful;
but | comfort myself with the reflection that,
in Winter, the fairest landscape wears some-
1at a glooiny aspect,—and call on
nory to compensate lor the want of ex-
ternal beautv. by producing from her trea-
hounse, the scenes she bas stored up for
tume of 1.

Not alwavs has- it been thus with me,
that 1 ] from my casement,
“where works of man are only to be seen,”
the beautiffl., Memory
v one or two dwellings, in|which the

of

sure
nee

should in vain
seek for a trace of
points t
creater part of my happy childhood was
spent, where my cager love of Nature was,
in some measure, matitied,—and even now,
as [ write, she unfolds her -panorama,—and
[ raze with delicht on the scenes as they
before n ’
I stand, as I often have stood, by a high
asement, while beneath me )s the guiet
treet, with its scattered dweildigs, basking
in the sunshine of a swnmer Sabbath morn-
ine.  No tall building intercepts my view of
the green fields opposite, hedged with haw-
thorn, on which the cattle arc luxuriously
josine, enjoying the resf of the hallowed
the placid waters of the Harbour,
extending, as far as the eve can reach, over
whose surtace not a rﬂlfiu steals to disturb |
i ful daguerrectype of the picturesque
Dartmouth.  Further my glances
so near does it appear, that [ could
liecve that a few moments would |

transport me to that thickly shaded grove,
| rect .\?rv]wn_" hill, or the quict val-
clustering foliage, nestle

pass
l‘

e.

rey

n].l‘. — 0T O

1l

amid

and I stand at ano-
ent, and look down on a little
o : ad

grassy plot

ratlings

cparate it from the

i he green lane, bordered

that leads to the world

out. On every direction, beautiful gardens
meet my admiring raze,—while xo ncar that |
I could almost put forth my hand, and pluck
its fair and stands an
apple-tree, delighting the eye and scenting

with-

1 1 o
clecant blossoms, !

the air.

But a silent monitor has rebuked me, for
my somewhat hasty assertion, that no beauty
could Le discovered in the scene, which, at

present, daily grects me. The sun has just
gone dow :
Hich chimneys intercepted, in

r clouds.

some measure, the glory of his setling, but |

they could not shut out the rich purple and
golden Lues wheih marked *the days de-
cline.”  Aud now, in the clear blue sky, the |
evening star, beautitul Hesperus, shines forth
]l"l':l]‘LU' Ili".;ii‘, how
ary eyes grect thy coming with
~—for thou bringest near the hour of
And plea- |
is the bour that brings back the
members of the family, scperated by their
loming the day Pleasant
i‘i at ii-uymiv-..w» happy
they gather around the
ird, where, sl cup  that
but not incbriates,” is treely dis
where converse, unmarred by formality, true,
eocial converse, with its ready stores of wit
and information, bids the lhours pass unheed-
But, dearly as I prize fire-side
enjoyments,—associated, as they .are, with
Loly and tender recollections of the loved
and lost, —or of those whom, having “ enter-
tained as strangers,” were found “ angels un-

ih 1\” her l-::" ATCY.

Joys and home greetines,
gant indeed,
cations

tire

varied ave
tl cheertul
countenances,

EOC] 1( clhiecrs

ed awyy,

mwares,"—and whose preseuce, brief though | Master, of whom it is recorded, * He weat |

‘ exclaimed one of the inmnates of the

n. attended by a retinue of glitter- |

pensed,—and

it may have been, left behind memories that
never perish,—still, to-night, my feclings are
scarcely in unison, with those of the bhappy
group that gather around the hearth.  Keen
is the winter’s wind without.—and I cannot
he!p thinking of the many almost bouseless
and homeless wanderers, that throng our
city. Of the many whose shattered tene-
ments serve but for little else, than inlets to
the piercing enld ;—and in whese counte-
nances rests the gloom of despair, as they
gather more closely around the grate, where
a few smouldering embers secm to mock
their desire for warmth.
We are all too apt to forget that misery
'exists, unless it comes vnder our immediate
observation,—and of this I Lad, in my own
{ experience, abundant evidence, a few days
ago. The weather, for some time, previous
| to the afternoon, to which I refer, had been
I wet and di-agreeable,—but at length, the
| elouds were scattered ;—the sun shone forth
with unusuel brilliancy,—and the air, though
| keen, was acreeable to the active and well
wrapt up pedestrian. “ What a pleasant
day,” was my inward exclamation, as I trip-
ped along, with a cheerful heart and light
step, over the sunny pavement, while the
bright blue sky, with a few silvery clouds
I resting lightly on it,—the trees, glistening
as the sun’s rays glanced on the numberless
pendant icicles with which they were stud-
, ded,—the sparkling waters of the Ilarbour,
{ dotted with white sails,—and bound-d by
| hills, the dark hue of whose evergreen trees,
| formed a pleasing contrast to the pure and
dazzling white in which winter had arrayed
the surronnding land:cape,—all called forth
my admiration, and, I trust, excited in my
heart grateful emotions to “ the Giver of
every good and perfect gift.”  Nor were the
| merry jingling of sleigh-bells, or the merrier
| shout of the school-boys, as, released from
school, they bounded gaily homeward, want-
| ing to complete the picture,—and long shall
{ I namber that Winter's walk/among ¢ my
| pleasant memories.” At length I reached
| my destination,—and was soon seated beside
a cheerful fire, encazed in pleal'ant converse,
when a gentle rap was heard at the door,—
| and, on opening it a little boy, with down-
| cast head, and shivering limbs stood before
|t
which, as he afterwards told us, bhad been
l given as a reward in school,—and which his
Mother had sent him to sell,

“IWhat a wicked womn she must be,”
dwel-
ling, ¢ what a wicked woman, to send out
her child on such an errand, to sell the bles-
sed Bible.,” ¢ My little boy, do you not
know that this is the best of all books, God’s
Holy Word? What is the reason your
Mother wished to part with it!”  The chilc
endeavoured to answer, though the tears

of

that were falling fast, and the convulsive

sobs that shook his frame, prevented us for
gome time from understandine it. We
oathered, at lust, from his broken words,
that they had no fire,—nnd his Mother had
sent him to sell the Testament, in order to
purchase a few sticks of wood.

The little fellow was apparently .'\!nu:n Six
or seven ycars of I\:‘m——:\ml as he styetche
out his hands, instiuctively, towatds the
blazing fire, there was somethinz, inexpres-
sibly touching, in his attitude,—and I shall
not soon foreet the look of that fair down-
cast face,—those cheeks, where the rosy hue
of health was displaced by the band of want,

'——the dark blue eyes, whose long golden

lashes were heavy with tears,—and the slizht
frame, heaving, every now and then, with a
convulsive sob,—while the sad and subdued
tones of his silvery voice, went to my heart,

forming, as they did, a painful contrast to
the merry shout of the boys, skating and
sliding withont. Poor little creature ; liis
short life had been replete with carc and
sorrow,—and, if ever he arrives at nature’s
years, what a mockery it will be to him,
hear of the jovs of childhood.

For this afternoon, however, his
were wiped away ;. the Testament was re-
placed, in Lis pocket, with many njunctions
to keep it carefyly, and $rize it hizhly,—
and, with a supply adequate for their pre-
its, he was sent on his way rejoicing.

Reader, whose eyes, perhaps, may glance
at thiese humble musings, it may be that
your home isa home of luxury.  All around
ydt are scattered the appliances of wealth,
—and every physical want is gratified almost
before 1t is felt,—but you may have other
ul;i’-‘fs. all the more poicuant from the con-
trast. Sorrow as often comes, an uninvited
and unwelcome guest, to the mansion-of the
rich, as to the dwelling of the poor,—aund
there may be, deep hidden in your heart,
ancuish of which the world knows nothing.

You have wealth,—but, perhaps, the be-
loved, with whom you would gladly have
shared thdt wealth may not be participators
I'riends gather around

to

tears

sent wai

in your prosperity.
you, for the weulthy are never friendless,—
but you turn away (rom their flattering tones
. h ill-conrealed dislike.
—and with a loncing heart for that love,
whi incerity you could never doubt,—
and for those accents that were ever sweetest
music to your ear,—and, hke an icy chill
through vour frame, darts the bitter convic-
tion, that they are no more,

P o
" sttle, wit

e sweet 1gs we dep! 2
Liat love had sanctitied,

They ¢ W niore, no more."’

But multitudinous are the sources of grief, |

and, perhaps, not from bereavement arises
the sorrow, that shades your countenance,
and presses on your very life-strings,—until
earth scems clowing as though hung with
sackcloth, and every source of joy scems
dried up.
its “‘own bitterness,”—and a stranger’s hand
may not tear away the veil that conceals
that grief, whatever it be, from the curious
and prying world,—sutfer me, at least, to
point out a remedy which, next to the reli-

aion of the blessed Saviour, cannot fail to |
-

vield a balm to the wounded spirit,—and, if
it does not entirely remove anguish, will
render it more endurable.

No longer sit listlessly, day after day,
pining over your woes,—but arouse }'U:ll’n‘l:
' Visit the dwellings of want, and
introduce plenty there ; bid the smile of hope
light up-again the palhid and shrunkeu face;
sit down by the lowly bed, in which the
restless sufferer I*“»“(.‘ wearisome days and
nights,—and there tell of the abundant pro-
visions of the Gospel,—of their suitability to
our wants, and of that * hope, blooming
with immortality and eternal hfe,” which 1t
is the privilege of all to gossess,—and while
thus treading in the @ghs of your Divine

to uction.

In his hand he he!d a small Testament, |

But though *the heart knoweth |

about doing good,”—while thus becoming a
helper of the helpless,—and causing * the
widow's heart to sing for jov,” vou shall
nnd happiness of which the selfich sons of
luxury never dreamt,—and, wi'h a heart
occupied in the formation of plans for the
relief of the miseries of others, vou shall
forget your own private sorrows,—or re-
member them ¢ as waters that pass away.”
S e,
The Papal Nuncio gone !

And is it so that Monsieur, Archbisbop,
Gaetano Bedini, with all his suffixes and
aftixcs is gone? Yes he is gone! Or as a
Hebrew of olden times would express it,

“ he has turned his back ; he hasrunaway.” |

His modesty led him to avoid all public de-

monstrations and he sought to get out of the |

country between two nights ; and now he is
safely, as we trust, on his way to the foot of

the Holy Father to render an uccount of his | el it
' It was thought that a Nuncio might zet these

mission as -Nuncio to Brazil, taking the
United States on his way! And now that
the farce is ended, and the Bedini has run
away, it may be well to ponder a few mat-
ters and things concerning the man and his
mission.

He came here with the high sounding

title of Archbishop of Thebes, an old city |

in ruins on the banks of the Nile. which it
is presumed he has never seen, and never
will.

an agent, he sceksa man fitted for the daty
and bestows upon him some high-sounding
title, at once to gratify his vanmty, and to
gain for him credit, and access amongst the
people to whom he is sent. Bedini was

.sorption, imbibe some noti

The rore knows the influence of|
titles over weak minds; and when he wants |

will '  What unblusl
we wonder that the Germans
are excited ?

But what was Bedini's crrand h

and

There most be some press
Why send Lim sound here on
to Brazil 7 Antonelli may be able to t
so may.Bishop Hughes. Weare lef: to con-
jectare. There was some little difficulty

Lere ?

sitv.

[ about Church property in Buffalo—the same

Itis

ere,—

ditficulty exists in other places.
hard to enforce the Canaon lLa
The people here, either by contagion or ab-
ns as their
rights and privileges which priests and bish-
ops find it difficult to manage. Then our
school laws are papisticsly wrong. And
multitudes of papists young and old, are for-
saking the priest, and Mary, and the altar,
for the Bible, the Saviour and the pulpit.—

yery

to

and other things all right. And Bizhop
Hughes himself is not regarded as the sharp-
est and wisest at head quarters. One was |
selected who had learned the trade of a spy
in Italy, and who was thought to be able 10
spy out the true causes of the crumbling of |
Romanism here, and the true remedies to |
prevent it. DBut his wand would not work. |
He lifted it up, and called for the darkness;
but it would not come. And before he
half through, God gave a tongue to the
blood of Ugo Bassi, and of the other martyvrs
ot Bologna, which proclaimed the character !
of Bedini through the land. And from that
moment the lock of hi® strenoth was cat, und
the heart of the people swelled with detesta- |

o~
i

it

sent here, as he was once sent to Bologna, | tion of the monster. And the mobs, com-
as a spy ; and that he might the better, and | posed mostly of those frod papal couutries, |

St. Agnes!

he would pass unnoticed ; but as the Arch-|

bishop of Theles, he rides in the Mayor's

carriage, and sails in a government steamer, |

and flourishes his canonicals at Albany and | WS paraded in the saloons of Secretary’s ut |
And yet some foolish people |

[say a name is nothing ! |

But he merely took the United States on | concealed his tonsure—to steal away to Sta-
Another | ten Island, and to pass from the deck of a ¢

Washington !

his way as Nuncio to Brazil!

| piece of low trickery. If not, why did he “ Tug to that of a Steamer for England, to

| the more readily perform his duties, he was | and who felt the iron of tyranny in their
| made Archbishop of ‘Thebes, and had be- souls, in Cincinnati, Baltimore, and other
stowed upon him a little fillet made from the |
wool of holy sheep, by the withered nuns of |
Had he comne simply asa priest, | neath.

places, like the spitting of the volcano, only
revealed the slumbering fires that lay be-

And the man who was toasted in New |
York, who rode in the Mayor's carriage,

who was feasted at the Governor’s table, who

Washington, had to pack Tiis vestments in a
bag—to cover his skull with something that

not go to Brazil! A Nuncio is an ambAssa- | avoid the hootings of the multitudes whom

dor from the Pope to an Emperor or King ;
when an envoy is sent to smaller states and
with limited powers he is called an inter-
nuncto.
more largely in our republican country, the

title of Nuncio to Brazil, is superadded to | closing scene,
And the|

that of Archbishop of Thebes!

And that he might loom up the |

| the tyranny of Paval Europe has driven from |

their homes to our shores ! Did ever any |
man so go up as an eagle, and so come down
as a goose ! i

And where is Bishop Hugles at the
who figured so largely in the |
The fox ;|

farce when the curtain first rose ?

facts in the case are, that he was made Arch- | he saw the storm coming, he very likely

bishop of a city that he has prebably never
seen and never will ;—and that he was com-
missioned as nuncio to a country upon which
lie has turned his back.
purpose of exciting our venerativn for

the object of whose mission is yet concealed, | 4 . ) .
) | to Brazil to complete the ruin of Popery in )

and whose person and character, his own
noble countrymen being witnesses, are only
worthy of abhorrence.

And who is the man on whom the Holy
IFather bestowed these titles for sinister pur-

poses ¢ The ltalians that know him and |

his history being witnesses, he is a man of
low origjn, who acted as spy at Bologna to

mark th friends of liberty, and who, when |

clothed “with power there, because of the

ferocity of his nature, gave up to death the |

most cruel and summary, the persons that he
had previously marked as a spy! He was
first the spy, and next the butcher of Bolog-

na. And then when quailing before the in-

{dicnant scorn of the civilized world, he
| sought to cast his crime upon Austrian sol-

diers, as if blood enough were not crying to
heaven against them ! How rarely do we

find such a compound of the dregs of human- |
Lty labelled with such high-sounding titles!

Spy, priest, butcher, coward, Archbishop of

Thebes, and Nuncio of the Pope to the Km- |

pire of Brazil, taking the United States in
his way !!
And what is the moral character of this

man? To those who know them, it is

enouch to say that he is am Italian priest |
And to those |
who know not the lives of priests in ltaly, |

with the morals of his order.

we give in evidence the testimony of his
own countrymen, who say that he was once
sent to Brazil as internuncio, but was recal-
led because of his shameless dissoluteness.

And this is the man who has been consecra- |

ting papal bishops and churches amongst us,
and blessing the poor people; as if such

bloody and unzlean hands could be employed |

to dispense. the grace and favors ot God.
But he came with a letter from the Pope
to our President, to congratulate him on his
accession to the Presidency, and asking him
for his protection of our papal citizens ; and
with a letter fromn Antonell), cardinal secre-

[tary of State, to introduce him, and praise

him, and to ask kind oflicial recognition of
him! Did not the Pope know that all men
were here equal before the law, civilly and
religiously 2 If he did, what more could he
ask ¢ If he did not, how dare he to ask
from us for his believers, what he withholds
from our people who believe the Bible! He

[ shuts the English out of Rome, and confines
| them, in their worship, to a barn of a place |

without the walls; he drives the Americans,
in their worship, under the flag of their

country and to the rooms of our legation;

and one of his low, vulgar dupes here says
that our minister there, if found succesftul
in converting any Romans, would be kicked
out of the city; and yet he asks our Presi-
dent for his kind protection of his religious

vassals'! And Antonelli! Mr. Cass the

Nestor of the Senate might know all about
him ; and might have known more about |
Bedini before his recent speech in reference |

to him. There is not in Italy a more cold,

brutal, heartless tyrant, than Antonelli.— |

There is ®ot in Rome a more debauch-
ed clerical libertine, if the Romans speak
the truth. And the man who puts

(down the Roman l{n;\yi’blic' with French

bayonets ; and the man who at this hour 1s
U>|':1E~r all the power of the Papal Church to
extinguish every spark ot liberty 1 Euarope,
and who is sending every Italian patriot on
whom he can lay his hands to death, dunge-
ong, or banishment, commissions the butcher
of Bologna to visit our country on his way
to Brazl, to congratulate our President on
his accession to the Chiet Magistracy, and
ta solicit his protection of our Roman Catho-
lic fellow citizens! What a trio of priestly
tyrants, > neck
their dagger at the heart of liberty in Europe,
and seeking liberty for their people here,

And all for the | g0 to Cuba for his health !
a man | ot do in mid-winter. |

| craft—the character of its priests, taken as a

flitical men will soon be made
i to court the vote of the Romish priest and |

with their feet upon the neck, and |

| thought Bedini a spy upgagimself, as he no |

doubt was,—he laid his hand on his side and |
gave a few conghs, and found it necessary to |
Halifax would |

We only want another Nuncio on his way |
this land which Bedini has so largely pro-|
moted. The prestige of popery is all gone.
Its doctrines—its deccivings—its cunning

clan the most heartless impostors on earth,
are all understood. The system isin a state
of dissolution every where ; and were it
not for the alliance there is between it und
despotism to support one another, it would
fall to pieces at once. If the (ree votes of
the Romans could be taken at this hour,
they would vote the Pope, Lis cardinals.
bishops and all the inferior clergy, at lcast to
purgatory, if not a little beyond it.

And it is fondly to be hoped that our po-
to feel, that

his people, is to forfeit the vote of the ’ro-
testant.

We have seen the first and the last Nun-
cio from Rome in the United States on his
way to Brazil.—New York Observer.

KIRWAN.

land was

How Van Diemen’s
Discovered.

Anthony Van Diemen, Governor of Bata-
via, had a daughter, whose name was Maria.
Siuce she was not only charming and ac-
complished, but also the only child of a rich
papa who was Governor of the Dutch East
Indies, Maria's image was impressed on
many a heart, and she had no lack of suit-
ors. . There were great men amwong then ;
but, with maiden-like perversity, Maria most
favored a poor young sailor—a handsome,
dashing fellow, who was very skilful in his
business ; but who had no pockets, or no
use for any. The young sailor’s name was
Abel Janscn Tasman. He was devoted to
Maria heart and soul, had exchanged pledzes
with her, and had brought matters to so sc-
rious a pass, that the proud father determin-
ed to put the young adventurer quietly and
courteously out of sight : the duing so ne
took to be abetter and more fatlierly course

| than the institution of a great family quarrcl.

That his Maria should becqme Mrs. Tasman,

 he knew very well was a thing not for a

moment to be thought of. Whoever won

. his daughter must have wealth and a patent

of nobility. She was no fit mate for a poor
sailor. Tasman, however, could be easily
dismissed from dangling after her.

The Batavian traders had at that time a
vague notion that there wus a vast continent
—an unknown Austral land somewhere near
the South Pole ; and Van Dieman deter-
mined to send Tasman out to see about it.—
If be never came Lack it would be no matter ;
but at any rate, he wou!d be certainly a long
time gone. Van Diemen therefore fitted
out an expedition, and gave to young Tas-
man the command of it.

Off the young fellow set, inthe year 1642,
and like an enamoured swain as he was, the
first new ground he discovered—au considera-
ble streteh of land, now forming a very wel
known English colony—he named after his
dear love, Van Diemen's Land, and put Miss
Van Dicmen’s Christ name beside bLer
patropymiec, by giving the name of Maria to
a small adjoining island cloze to the south-
eastern extremity “of the new land. That
land—Van Diemen’s land—we have of late
begun very generally to callafter its discover,
Tas<mania.

Continuing his journey southward, the
young sailor anchored his ships on theeizh-
teenth of December, in a sheltered bay which
he called Moodenare's (Murderer’s) Bay, be-
cause the natives thereattacked his ships, and
killed three of his men. Traveling on, Le |

reached, after some days, the island which | doatingly idolized, will have to go down into

| thou, O Father, in Christ didst manifest thy

Iling to us;

called after the three kines, becauss he
! the tea-t of the Lpipbany ; and
Zealand tran the
1, he called n a patriotic wayj
States of Holland. Staten Land
€ orthern pcint of it,
headland jutting oat into the sea, st
his Tove, he entitied azain Cape Maria.
Y
I

W

aiter

ey
y Ut ta

xXtreme 1 a line bold
ron

as
For

y

Lie hiad gone out resolved not indeed to * carve
er name on trunk of trees, but to do his
mistress tife same sort of hongr in a wav that
would be nobler, manlier, and more endar-

Aftera longand prosperous voyaze, graced
by ) more dis [asman
came back to Datavia. Ile had more than
earned his wife; for he bad won for himsell
sudden Ligh renown, eourt-favor, rank, and
fortune. Governor Van Diemen got a fa-
mous son-in-law, and there was no cross to the
gest of the career of the most comfortable
married couple, Abel and Maria,  Tasman
did not make another journey to New Zau-
land ; it remained unvisited until 1049,
when it was re-discovered by Captain Cook,
who very quickly recognised it as a portion
of land that had been first seen by the love-
lorn sailor.— Household Words.

two Veries,

or

Dr. Duﬁ' won the Gx%ndeur of
Missions.

The following extracts are from a speech
of Dr. Dufl, delivered before the evancelical

| Alliance, on occasion of its last mecting in

Loadoa.

ing than the sentiments are wei

The language is not more glow-
1ny.

“ This enterprise has about it all the cha-
racteristics of a divire amplitude and gran-
deur, compared with which all the mightiest
enterprises of earthly monarchs and earthly
associations are as nothing. Itis, in reality, |
not only the most venerable of enterprises,
but it is the most ancient in its conception
and design. It is not only as old as the
globe which we inhabit, but it is as old as
cternity.  God is unchanging.  We cannot
doubt, with his word in our hands, that

| ereation he contemplated our first parents

an® their descendants, wrecked and ruined
in a miserable fall, and the raising up of a

| new world of life, and light, and beauty, out

of this wreck and ruin of that fall. In time,
this divine purpose came to be gradually
unfolded. It was announced in Paradise |
ere our first parents were banished as out-
casts from its consecrated plains; it was
onwardly through
ages, along a line of patriarchsand prophets,
till the fulness ol tine came—slowly, as we
wonld think, according to our poor human
reckoning—very slowly and very slowly—
but still working on and developing accord-'
ing to the all-gracious purpose apd design |
of the eternal God . . .. |
« An intense worldliness has crept into|
the Christian Church—a secularity and car-
nality that is most overwhelming. Here
are tens of thousands, as it were, in the
vision of faith, respecting themselves as at
the foot of the cross, and saying, * O Lord, |
we were hell-deserving sinners, we were
suspended hall over the bottomless abyss,
ready to plunge into it in a wmument; but

developed, successive

glory by sending him into the world, and
thou, O blessed Saviour, did<t lay down thy |
life and shed thy precious blood to snatch
me from tlie yawning gult of perdition;
Lord, 1 praise and thank thee; I sce the
sates of heaven open to me through thee ; |
see crowns of glory and palaces of light in
Immanuel's land awaiting me ; praised b

| thy name, O blessed Saviour !’

Now, wiat would you say if such indivi-
duals were to sit calinly still and gaze at
the spectacle of their fellow-creatures, in
| millions—miltlions, not of dead bodies, but
| ot dead souls? Yes, here i1s one awful,
| tremendous procession of iminortal souls,
|
them away, exulting in his trinmph, and
| planging them dowu into the depths of woe,
[ there to rejoice over them for evermore—
'another and another, in one long, endless
procession, moving on day after day, year
after vear, throuch successive centuries!
What would you think of the professing
disciple that could realize that, and yet turn
round and say, ‘Lord, I thank thee for
having saved my soul, but as for these mii-
lions of souls that are going down to the pit
of destruction, let them perish if they will ?
Yet this, practically, is the spectacle pre-
sented by myrads in the bosom of the
Christian Church at this moment; and is 1t
not cruel selfishness, beyond the power of
¢ |s there not some-

language to express ] :
thine absolutely fiendish in it 2 And if this
be the spirit which is creatly prevalent in
the Church of Christ, how can we expect
the blessing of God upon us and upon our
instrumentality 2 No, brethren, we ought
to be up and doing; we ought to be .t.m'p-
ing in view everlastinzly these perishing
mvriads, and the shame aud dishonour done
to the great God by the reflected imaze of
Satan 1o them. We ouglit to realize what
our position is, and wimt our caliing 1=, as
his acents and instruments in accomplesh-
ing, through the aids of the heavenly crace,
this inighty work, and raising up that which

. glory through cter-
nal ages. We ought to actin such a man-
ner that no man or wornan within our reach
could perish without treading, as it were,
upon the body of Christ, trampling his blood
under foot, and crossing over hum in order
to reach the frontiers of the burning lake.
O, if this spirit were in us, we \nuu"i have
a moral and spiritual revolution in British
churches which would tell over the ends of
the earth ! Brethren, the aspect
of the world is indeed dark 1n many re-
spects; no one feels the pressore of the
darkness of it more than | do; often have
I smarted 1n spirit un lerit; and 1if it were
not for that pole-star of prophecy that points

would be a spectacle of

<o steadily to the bight and glonious futare,
‘.J.h‘j
my spirt fail utterly. But whatever may
be the intermediate processes by which we
shall be ushered into scenes surpussing fable,
we ouzht never to relax I1n the strenosth of
our assurance that the most clowine vision:
ot the prophetic mu<e shall ove day be glo«
riously realized. The way in which the
whole will be accomplished may be humb-
we may have to make endless
confessions of error and shortcomings and
prejudices ; and we may all Lave bitterly
to mourn on our knees over the many ways
in which we wronged our brethren by our
uncharitableness and misjudgments. ltmay
be that all our existing organizations,

often would my heart stnk within me,

S0

 serve what such a eourse leads to.
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imax of Ithood.
S
lcuities

way ;
the assur-

tains of impnssi esin the
ought to prevail, and to intensi
ance that God's omnipotency will leve! these
mountains, roll out these oceans into empti-
ness, rend the Leavens, and make a way for
the etffusions ‘
ransomed and gladdenad world. Everything
now may look ominous, shadows
evening may scem to be closing fast on the
hoary heights of old Christendom ; the st
may seem to be settinz in a red and a
sky; and all around the horizon clouds ma;
be rising, black and larid, and i their bosom
lie sleeping the tempest that shall one day
burst over the apostate and unbelieving na-
tions ; with only the occasional twinkling of
astar, d:\rkly shining, as it werg, through
the thickeninz gloom. All this, and much
more, may be true ; bnt shall we not rise in
the #pirit of faith, and say, * Come, O Al-
mighty Saviour ; come thou, in the infinite
sympathies of thy boundless compassion ;
come, thou Almiglty Spirit of Grace, inthe
plenitude and overtlow of thy sotil-surviving
and comforting intluences ! and let the blight-
it may be, of once fondly-cherishing
hepes, and the failure or retardation of one¢e

of the Spirit ot grade over a

he of

ing,

{fondly-cherished prospects, and the conse-|
) pros|

quent bringing down of every  high thought
and lofty imagination to the foot of the cross
—Jet all these be unto us and unto other be-
lievers throughout the world but the disecip-
line and preparation for that night of storms
which is now s0o ominously brooding over
the nations 7 And when the gloom is
thickest, and the tempest of human passion

loudest, and the raze of Satan, who cumeth |

down in great wrath, fiercest, may ours be
the faith to discern even in all this, but the
signs and presages, of ‘that hallowed morn
that shall chase away the long dark night of
ages—the heralds and precursors of the com-

g of himin the glory of his kingdom, whe- |
ther visible or invisible—of him

* Whosa coming like the morn shall be,
Like morning songs his voice."

And then, amid the dawnings of millerinial |

olory, and the jubilee of our once groaning

. but now renovated, universe—then, O! then,
in ways which cve hath not seen, nor, ear |

heard, nor iagination conceived, wil be
realized, in a brizht and glorious consumma-
tion, the lonzings, and- the aspirations, and
the designs of this holy Evangelical Alliance
of Christendom ?”

Danciné.—To a lﬁother.

One point is quit2 clear; if you wish to |

train your child for the world, dancing les-
sons cannot be dispensed with : upon that
matter all are agreed.  DBuat the Guestion
really is, whether for the sake of carriage
and deportment it may not be both lawful
and desirable for a Christian parent to allow
lier daughter to learn to danca ?
You al-
low your child to learn an accomplishment
which you would not allow her aflerwards
You would shrink from allow-
ing your child to figure in a ball-room, be-
cause, as a Christian mother, you very pro-
perly consider “ the ball” a< one of those
worldly amusements which the
Surely, then,
to teach
Observe,

to exercise,

Christ is engaged to forego.
it is on the face of it, inconsist
what the child is nof to practice.

"

next, that by allowing your child to learn |
dancing, you add a temptation to worldliness |
Iiis |

comparatively casy for a young person to re- |

which it is in your power to prevent.

fuse goirig to a ball when she is able to say,
“[ cannot dance ;" whereas there is many a
young person who would not have couraze
to say ‘I do not dance,” if all the while
her parents have allowed her (o learn the
accomplishment. The writer of these re-
marks has more than once been pained to
learn from pious and excellent ladies, at the
Lead of schools for the young, that they have
been in various ways discountenanced’ by

professedly Chridtian parents simply be-
cause they have <triven to uplift a better

standard in their schools by the exclusion of

dancing lessons.

have “* renounced the pomps and vanities
of thiz wicked world.”  We heard recently
of a pious father who, on his death-bed, made
reque=t that the two littie or-
was leaving behind

it his earnest
phan mirls whom he
mizht never be allowed to learn dancing.—
He had a just view of the temptations to
which the accomplishment, if acquired, mi ht
expose them, and of the caution which is be-
cominz in a Christian who desires to bring
children for God.  DBut what of their
ge and deportment 7 Are these
?  Yes, certainly @ butnot
at the risk of moral injury. It is mere non-
cense to say that grace of ecarriage an!!

n lLis
H,) Lt

¢ar not
to b :lHo-H&.‘"‘! 1o
ele-
gance of deportment ean only be obtained by
learnine to danee.  If you must resort Lo ar-
tifical means to produce these cffscts, gym-
nastic exercises coma dancing any
day, and a healthy, robust frame, with a

betore

vizorous mind well employed, even before

these.  The question is to be resolved, by
this, “ Will you have your child trained for
the world or for Christ " — Lzchenge Puper.

Rills from the Fountain.

Inmstortanity.—The Mid-
of the 20th, ielates an in-

A Grivpse oF
(”“'Ou\n ”"'mid,

teresting incident, in the professional expe-

A
\rm-

rience of Dr. Heaton, of that county.
disease of malignant type raged to an
ing extent in tus neighbourhood, and among
those who fell victims to it was a litde boy
some five or six vears of age. A shortume
{ 7
before he expired, when the poisoned hand
of death had ca-t its shadow on
nced to gather
his fa:nily were
it
i
A

his younZ
. his hictie
N

face, and had co
= |
enercies for removal, and

Led, look

»—his checks rigi

gathered round the 1g each instar
for his last strugzl
sunken——his eyes stari and "mmrvnmi—-lu.
there chance. His eves brightened
with a heavenly hight, and his littte hands
were raised witl 'I;vp:lrl;nt vigor and casting
a look heavenward, he exclaimed * O, how
beautiful '” and in a few moments he was

"
iunmortal !

an

was a

Tur Eveving Praver.—We can scarcely
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2|
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his world.
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I'Lies.—Each of us has a work
Sarely no one i1s willi
Lumseit

lived

SCCill-

1
doint
to die without being able to

that t!

assurre

e world s better tor his having
Dut time thies constantly, and
v from the craldle to the grave with ever
accamulating rapidity.  Then be ot idlers.
never A moment

once st is torever, irrctrievably lost.

in i,
ingly (i
backward.

Time tlies

Swerr Tunovant.—Whenever we find
our temper ruflled towards a parent, a wido,
asister, or 'a brother, we fshould pause 1
think, thatin a few more months or ye:
they will be in the spirit land watching over
us, or perchance we shall be there watehing
over them left behind.  The intercourse be-

tween guardian avgels

Excairexey or tiue Binpg.—The serip-
ture of the Old and New Testamentis amost
solid and precious system of Divine trath.
Every part thercot is worthy of (G d, and
altogether are one entire body, wherein is
no defect, no excess. It is the fountain of
heavenly wisdom which they who are able
1o tastey prefer to all writinrs of men, how-
ever wise, or learned, or holy.—J. Wesley.

Sancririep Kvowrepce.—What a
blessing is knowledze when it is sanctifiad !
What stability can be exoected without it ?
For let their affections be ever so lively foe

[ the present, yet what hold ean you have
on a people who know neither themselves
| nor the Bible ?—John Wesley.

A D - ——

[FOR THE PROVINCIAL 'WESLEYAN. |

’ Obituary Notices,

CHARLES ELLIOT DEMPSEY. OF WALLACK.

Died, at Wallace River, Camberland, on
the 10th Feb., 1854, Charles Eliwot Dewe-
sEY, in the T'wenticth year of hisage.  T'he
decensed became the subjeet of serious im-
pressions in 1850, during a revival under
thie ministry of the Rev. W. C. Beals, and
{ united himselt with the Charel, ~ ‘1'his-last
[ fall, he was attncked with IZlieumatie paine,
so much so, he became helpiess; he ulti-
mately recovered the nse of his limbs; and
n hope was entertained, that he would spee-
dily be enubled to follow his occupation in
life.  The wise Disposer of events, had de-
termined otherwise.  ‘L'he last two years of
his life, were marked by a doclension in spi-
ritual things,—I am not aware, that any could
charge hin with immorality.—
Three weeke previous to-ius death, 1 had an

an act of
interview with him; he was not satisiied with
bis state; and cxpressed himscif; that hLis
religious deportment of character, was not,
! what 1t ouzhit to have been; which circum-
stance Lie rogretted. 1 leftmy young fricud
ot forer ycars, with whom I have so often
prayed ; under an impression that his contin-
uance was short; angl this proved my last
interview. He told a pious Lady who was
| with himn during the lasi few days of his pil-
grimagre, that, he had a hope in Lis death:
and he expresse” Lhimself resigned.

On the following Sabbath, he was borno
Lo the grave by his youthiul compaiions;
amidst a larze concourse ol spectators and
friends, who came from a distance, to pay
the tribate of respect, (0 one, who was gen-
erally beloved.

The Rev. Mr. Smith read the burial ser-
| wice at the prave, and preached an affection-
ate and faithful sermon from 1 Cor. xv. 26,
“The last enemy that shall be destroy o is
death.”  Throngh the kindoess of the Rev.
gentleman, the writer oceupied his pulpitin
wend a large and atten-
“Thy bro-

the evening and addre
tive audience from John xi. 23.
ther shall rize again.” It gy with propri-
cty be said of him, that Lis sun went down
ere 1l was nooi.

It will be a source of consolation to Lis
afllieted and bereaved mother, (a wilow
Lady) his Sisters and Brother, (aho are re-
sidents in the State of Maine) for whom the
dis an ardent alfection ; to be in-

formed @ that

eased hore
all was done, that could be de.
vised, as far as human agency is concerne d.
It Lie

could have manifested a deeper interest in

Lad been their own child, no one
his weltare, and i desire to meet the wishes
of his triends, than Squire Purdy, and his
excellent Lady @ under whose care he had
been placed from his infuncy.  In that ex-
cellent Caristian Mother, he found a faithiul
friend and adviser; amidst the acute suflering
of hia ¢l wsked by her, if
he knew Lier; Lie took her by the Land, and
said, “ Yes, it's mother—pray” He has
left behind him, a character worthy of re-

membrance, | name,

ssing seene ; when o

and long will his be ene
deared to the Youth of Wallace River. His

sudden removal speaks to all, * Be ye also
ready.” Communiciated.
Little [River, Feh. 23rd 1854
€% DB.th and Maine jr-'i"r".’v have the kiud-
[ ness to copy.
MnS. ELIZABETH I€ NER, OF ST. MARGARET S DAY,

e 1<th

within
ear

of January la-t,
« of Favine co u[-‘v' ted the 31th
Mre. Elizabeth lsner, wife of
}
|

his hife

f}'n.,'u r
Se.

leparted 1

the
resident of

r-. fsner was be

was

grimage,
oood  recepy her ne {evd
Smiith faboured o ! ireud

particalarly remembered by her, thou ‘h the
| . J

and end v Dl
|

t, e 1 to !?‘!
precise period of her conversion to God s,
perhaps, not known to of
triend At the the

~quaintance with her, which was during
the past summer, consamptior had marked
her as its victim, and was doing 1's work.—
It was not unul shortly her death,
that she finally gave up ali hope of recovery ;
her r‘,lni.iren of whom there were .\i\'.—'\ual
all young—seemed to bind her still to earth,

lLier surviv ng

time of writer's tirst

belore

ttle child.‘Her sufferings were greatly iacreascd by




