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Religious SHscrllang. the devil." he said to hisMeif; and opening his 
j Bible, east his eyes open the passage, “He that

7 r ~ ---- —7—^ patteth Ms hand to the plough and looketh back !
Fo,,hc Provincial Wraleyaa. i, not «t for the kingdom of heaven." He took

Lines, courage, and, turning about, went to hia “ sp- ;
Oaf Ac death if Miss Ellen E. Harrison, late ef pointaient." Hie renewed conscience troubled

him about hie old debts. “ I felt," he writes “ as 
great confusion and sorrow ss if I had actually | 
stolen every sum I owed." Some money wes 
due to him from the estate of hi. kindred, 
and he set out to receive it in order to pay his 
creditors. A notable journey eras it ; one that 
might have delighted the heart of the good ;

T'

Mount Macron.

IT t O. FHTOJ,

The sweetest flowers are soonest touched 
By autum's chilly hand ;

The richest birds era first to fy,
Vnto a sunny land ;

The meekest of the harvest ears,
Are first to fade and fall,

The ripest fruit is soonest strewn 
Outside the orchard wall.

And so, the friends of richest worth.
The first to bow and die ;

Awhile, they walk on earth with Ood,
And then, pass to the sky:

Their form, and voice, and cheering smile, 
Blew the parental cot ;

One day—the jewels of our home—
The next—and they “are not!"

A gentle spirit just has left 
Its sweet, its native bower !

The rose-tint hqe of blooming youth 
Has faded in’an hour !

And EUen went to live again 
Where richer bloom is given,

A gem caught from the dying world,
And set in fadeless heaven !

Her spirit washed in Jesus' blood.
In life did nobly shine ;

Her deeply pious, humble walk.
Breathed of a life divine ;

And ever lingering on the verge 
Of God’s celestial air,

When the sweet, welcome whisper came— 
A step—and she was there.

Her angel-vcjae now calls us to 
The crown so freely given,—

Her friends, have one 1er» friend on earth— 
One mort, in blessed heaven !

Then may her kindred that survive,
' Seek comfort from on high !
May they all live as Ellen lived—

As Ellen, gain the sky.
Westbrook, Notr. 21»t, I860.

Thomas Olivers, “ Cobbler,” Poet, 
and Methodist Hero.

BY REV. ABEL STEVEN», Ll-D.

COXCLVDED.

Let no man cavil at this simple, earnest re
cord, however he may construe it. The loet man 
was struggling with the demon—struggling osit 
of the abyw ; end he did struggle out of it, and 
rose to a pure and noble life. In the presence 
of such fact* let us rather remind ourselves of 
the hope they afford of the reclamation of the 
most fallen souls, even when all hope seems gone. 
The case of Olivers eiplains half the history of 
the Methodism of Whitefield and Wesley. It 
won such trophies by thousands—won them 
from the very “ gates of hell," and by a “ fool
ishness of preaching" which was jeered at by ec
clesiastical dignitaries (like Lavington and War- 
burton.) who knew of no way of reaching such 
cases ; and hooted at by the mob, which it sub
dued and led, weeping, by tens of thousands, 
into its humble temples.

Though Olivers complains that he was, through 
all his life, too much inclined “ in favor of ration
al religion," and prejudiced against “ visions and 
revelations," we cannot be surprised that his own 
extraordinary regeneration disposed him at first 
to a degree of credulity. He records a few re
markable dreams and visions, and some very- 
striking cases of sortilege ; but his good sense 
preserved him from any serious abuse of such 
marvels. j.

The reclaimed profligate proved the reality of 
ais reformation. He forthwith began to repair, 
as much as possible, the wrongs of Ms life. He 
attempted to rescue his old accomplices in vice. 
Religious people could hardly credit his conver
sion, and seemed afraid to receive him ; they 
discouraged Ms wish to join their Societies, but 
he bore with meekness their apparent neglect. 
He loved Whitefield « inexpressibly," he says. 
“ 1 used to follow Mm as he walked the streets, 
and could scarce refrain from kissing the very 
prints of Ms feet" He went to Bradford, and 
there for two years never missed a single ser
mon among the Methodists, " late or esrly"- 
and that was the day of five o’clock morning 
sermons among the Methodists. He heard,. he 
says, “ generally with many tears." During 
the usual “ Society meetings," after the preach
ing. where all but members were shut out, he 
used to go into the field behind the chapel, and 
•• Listen wMle they sang the praises of God. I 
would then weep bitterly at the thought that 
God’s people were there, praising Ms name to
gether, while I, a poor and wretched fugitive, 
was not permitted to be among them. When 
they came out, I have followed at a small dis
tance those of them whom 1 thought most in 
earnest, particularly the preacher and hia com
pany, that I might hear something further con
cerning the way. of God. 1 often followed 
them nearly two miles, and then returned prat
ing God for tMa further instruction, picked up.
a. It were, by stealth, and meditating thereon all 
the way home." The members at last began to 
notice him : they sent a young man to inquire 
about Mm, and received him into their Society.

Knight of La Mancha, at he pored over hit j 
books of chivalry, in his library, before armitqt 
for his own memorable adventures. He preach
ed in moat of the Methodist Societies on Ms 
route, and when he arrived among Ma old neigh
bors, astonished them aa much by Ms reforma
tion as by Ms discourses. An unde, a rich far
mer, could not comprehend the marvel, and as
cribed it to seme terrible fright “ Thou hast 
been so wicked that thou hast seen the devil !” 
exclaimed the surprised yeoman. A profligate 
nobleman of the pariah had him seised on Sun
day and sent to the stocke ; but the men who 
took Mm thither, struck by the miracle of 
Ms reformation, and affected by Ms Christian 
spirit, only simulated the punishment, and stood 
with him “ near the stocks die whole time, wMch 
was near two hours, talking about religon."

After paying all he owed in his native place, 
lie purchased a horse, and rode from town to 
town, paying not only principal but interest, 
and astonishing his creditors with Ms religious 
exhortations. “ You ought to thank God,” 
he said, “ for if he had not converted me 1 never 
should have thought of paying you." One of 
them he found in prison ; he paid his debt, and 
then preached to the prisoners. He went to 
Whitehurst to pay a sixpence ; for no rin seem
ed small to him now. From Fordham to 
Shrewsbury, to WMtehurat, to Wrexham, to 
Cheater, to Liverpool, to Manchester, to Bir
mingham, to Bristol, he rode on this singular 
pilgrimage, paying his debts and preaching the 
Gospel. He paid "Shout seventy; and before he 
got through the list, had to sell horse, saddle, 
and bridle for the purpose.

Of course Wesley’s keen discernment would 
appreciate such a man. He sent Mm to a “ cir
cuit" among the miners in Cornwall ; but as 
he had now no money for another hone, he 
set out, October 24th, ,1763, on foot, with hi» 
saddle bags (containing books and linen) across 
his shoulder. A layman on the circuit offered 
to pay for a horse if he would buy one. He ob
tained a colt, which, aaya, Southey, “ was as 
well suited to Mm aa Bucephalus to Alexander, 
for he waa ss tough and indefatigable aa his 
master." “I have kept him," wrote Olivers, 
twenty-five years afterwards, “ to this day ; and 
on'him 1 have travelled comfortably not test than 
a hundred thousand miles.”

He encountered some of those •• fights of af
fliction," with rioters which were common to 
hi< brethren of that day. At North Bolton a 
noted ruffian interrupted the worship, and led 
the rabble after Mm through the streets, 
“throwing whatever first came to hand." In 
Cornwall the high-constable came to impress him 
for the army while he was preaching, but staying 
to hear the sermon, thought better of him, and 
allowed him to go on hiq way. At Yarmouth he 
found good advantage in his young •- Buce
phalus" amidst a frightful mob, wMch had 
sworn that any Methodist preacher who should 
enter their town should die there. The menace 
could only challenge such a man as Olivers to 
go. He was accompanied by a timid friend, 
who expected to suffer martyrdom with him, 
and was terribly dismayed with the fear that he 
was not prepared for it. Olivers got him in the 
town, however, and begun to sing a hymn in the 
market-place. The rabble soon rallied, and 
commenced their assault. A townsman rescued 
the itinerant and got Mm into a house. He sent 
for his horse, which was brought down an al
ley ; the mob thronging in after him. Olivers, 
mounting him, charged upon them, driving 
them, pell-mell, before him. “ But,” he aaya, 
“ the women stood in their doors, some with 
both hands full of dirt, and others with bowls 
of water, which they threw at me as 1 passed 
by. When we got into the open street we had 
such a shower of stones, sticks, apples, turnips, 
and potatoes as I have never seen before or 
since.” His fellow-traveller galloped out of 
town us fast aa he waa able ; but the evangelist, 
more cool and courageous, watched the motions 
of the sticks and atones wMch were likely to 
hit him, so as to preserve what he call» a “ re
gular retreat." “ When I overtook my com
panion," he says, “ we were thankful that we 
escaped with our lives, as were our friends in 
Norwich on seeing us return." The scene w as 
characteristic of the times as well as of the man.

For forty six years did Thomas Olivers be
long to Wesley's unconquerable itinerant corps, 
doing valiant service, and enduring severe hard
ship in England, Scotland, and Ireland. But 
while the brave man was fogging through his 
humble work, Ms grand hymns were resounding 
in the great churches of the kingdom. Dr. 
Jackson uyi that his “ Hymn of Praise to 
Christ" was set to music by a gentleman in Ire
land, and performed before the Bishop of Water
ford, in his cathedral, on Christina» day. Belcher, 
in his Historical Sketches of Hymns, any» that 
the celebrated Mrs. Cuter heard Olivers’ hymn,

Lo ! be comes with clouds descending,'

London. By Thomas Olivers." Jackson savait 
reached its thirtieth edition aa early aa 1779. 
We give it but in pert here :—

IIVMN TO THE OOD OF ABRAHAM.
The God of Abraham praise.
Who reigns enthroned above.

Ancient of everlasting dava,
And G«f of Love : 

Jehovah, Great I Am !
By earth and heaven contest ;

I bow ind bless the sacred Name,
Forever blessed.

The God of Abraham praise,
At whose supreme command.

From earth 1 rise------and seek the joys
At Ms right hand ;

I all on earth forsake.
Its wisdom, fame, and power ;

Assd Mm my only portion make,
My Shield and Tower.

The God of Abraham praise,
Whose all-sufficient grace 

Shall guide me all mv happy days,
In all my ways.*

He calls a worm Ms "friend ! 
lie calls himself my God !

And he shall save mn to the end.
Through Jesus blood.

He by Mmsclf hath sworn,
I on ilia oath dépend ;

1 shall on eagle wings up-home,
To heaven asceud :

I shall behold Ms face,
I shall his power adore,

And sing the wonders of Ms grace 
For evermore.

There dwells the Lord our King,
The Lord our righteousness, 

(Triumphant o’er the world and sin.)
The Prince of Peace:

On Sion's sacred height 
His kingdom still maintain» ;

And glorious with his saints insight. 
Forever reigns.

The God who reigns on high 
The great archangels sing :

And “ Holv, Holy, Holy," cry,
“ Almighty King!

Who was, and is. the same ;
And evermore shall be ;

Jehovah—Fatuee—Great 1 Am !
We worsMp Thee !"

The whole triumphant lnA 
Give thanks to God on high :

“ Hail, Father, Son, and Holy Ghost,"
They ever cry :

Hail, Abraham's God—and mine !
(I join the heavenly lays)

All might-and majesty are thine,
And endless praise.

There are stanzas in tliis ode fit for archangels 
to sing ; and if ever heaven borrows strains from 
earth, the “ Welsh cobbler’s" verses reverberate 
among the spheres louder than any Hymn of 
Milton, or Goethe’» “ Chorus in Heaven.’

We have seen a doubt expressed somewhere 
about the authorship of the hymn, “ Lo ! he 
cornea with clouds descending but Jackson says 
that both the lyric and its “ fine tune were com
posed by Olivers." and published by Wesley in 
Ms Sarreil Harmony.

Jackson gives a catalogue of sixteen works 
from the pen of Olivers, four of which are poeti
cal.

The latter part of Ms life was spent in London, 
where he superintended Wesley’s press and 
preached incessantly. He says he never labored 
harder in his lifo ; bnt Wesley erred in subjecting 
such a man to the drudgery of the printing office. 
Diotigh he had genius, and aome literary ability, 
he waa naturally unfit for this minute typogra
phical work. He had too much genius for it ; 
and the Arminien Magasine teemed with inac
curacies, which Wesley sometimes tried to mend 
by formidable tables of errata. He had at last 
to displace him.

Thomas Olivers “ the cobbler’s" participation 
in the long “ Calvin!Stic controversy” procured 
Mm a reputation which still renders his name fa
miliar in moat parts of the Methodist world. His 
few great lyrics have given him a unique place 
in the catalogue of hymnists, and will never be 
allowed to die; but his self-redemption under 
the influence of religion it the most extraordi
nary part of hie Mstory. “ Well." says Southy, 
- might this man, upon viewing his own eventful 
life, bless God for the manifold mercies which he 
had experienced, end look upon Methodism aa 
the instrument of his deliverance from sin and 
death.”

He died suddenly. He was struck with para
lysis in the morning, and waa dead at the noon 
of the 7th of March, 1799. He was worthily 
laid to rest in the tomb of Wesley, at City Road 
Chapel, Ixmdon. Wherever the worship of God 
has extended, in the English language, his grand 
odes resound to-day in it» temples ; and wher
ever that language may yet extend, the Hebraic 
sublimity of Ms strains will rise above all ordi- 
nary hyqyia, like the sounds of trumpets and 
organs soaring above all other instruments of 
the choir. Such is the regal prerogative of ge
nius, though it come before the world in the 
person of a ** cobbler."—Harper s Magasins.

Religious Intelligence. unostentatious character of her movements re
mind one naturally of by-gone episodes of the 

—~ =?$=r- history of French Royalty. Long may it be be-
Letter front Engl&nd. fore her Imperial Majesty is driven from her

From our own Correspondent. - throne to the refuge of English shores but il
England, Nov. 17, 1860. such a thing should ever be, «he may be sure of

i Victor Emmanuel i. now King of Itah. On * he‘r,-v ,ek'omc *“d a thi'7'7 ‘,rotfti°'‘- 
I m,-, , , , , , Her Imperial Majestv leaves London to-day fori Wednesday week he entered Naples m a storm , * V . .. . c . ,

, , ... . . . the Duchess of Hamilton s scat in Scotland.of rain, and met with the moat enthusiastic re- Lur *
ccption. Immense crowd», undaunted by the The news from China is stirring. The Taku 
weather, »*x“mbM to welcome their new Sover-1 forts have fallen, and ere this the allied armies 
eign,—the royal p-»k rune with vociferous plan- «« probably dictating terms to the Emperor and 
dite,—and in thTeven^ the city bUzedViti, I Ms mancUrin. in the city of rtkin. After the 
in ? . y-v next de OuribnEi * » i>A fna».. * ho eviœtia) anthaniMi

(Central Plisccllann.

An Eloquent Appeal for Water.
We have heard John R. Gough utter mam, 

ms orders, ms jorvuue, mu viwjuuiq u» many eloquent thing', hut we never heard water 
brave heart. When it was almost too late. Ms | defined in such thrilling eloquence as in the fol-
. a - • L ml  1 1.7 _ — — 1 • _  L ' L   _ 1. — i,t,li1îeKn.e Knfiirei It Will

orous man of his age, he became the victim of! 
routine and red-tape, and when he rebelled 
against the treatment, he incurred the hatred of- 
the Admiralty, and was hunted down to ruin by 
a malignant fiction,—deprived of his rank, 
his orders, his fortune, and everything but his

illuminations. On
couipanied by his ministry, waited upon the King, 
and presented him with the result of the popular 
voting. Signor Comfort! announced that nine 
million» of Italians had agreed to unite with the 
other provinces under the rule of King Victor. 
His Majesty , under the influence of deep emo
tion, uttered a few expressive words,—the deed

fall of the forts, the Celestial authorities de
manded an interview with Lord Elgin to treat 
for peace. They displayed the most enthusiastic 
readies»» to sign treaties, even though they con
templated the payment of heavy indeasnitiee. 
But when the Ambassador demanded the imme
diate payment of one-eighth of the proposed 
sum, they demurred altogether, and the Envoy

of annexation was drawn up,—the DictatorsMp forthwith called upon the Britùh (ieneral-in- 
ceased, and the ministry resigned. ) Chief to advance upon Pekin. The mandarins

Thus is accomplished the dream of Italian j »'iU sign quantity of paper, and enter into 
patriot*. The blood of suffering generations is <ll(1 treatiea^-but alien the question of 
avenged, and Italy ia one and free. Capua fell 
early in the month,—an immense number of 
prisoners and a large quantity of ammunition 
and the material of war passing into the hands 
of the Piedmontese. Gaels, according to the last 
advices, still remains in the hands of the Royal
ists, with a garrison of some ten thousand men.
Francis the Svcoad is supposed to be in the city, 
waiting for his last chance, lie has been con
ferring tile star of the order of St. Januarius on 
one or two of his distinguished friends. One 
.would have thought that the ex-King would have 
been tired uf the saint by tMa time. If patron 
Saints take no more care of their proteges than 
SL Januarius has taken of Francis the Second, 
it would seem almost aa well to dispense with 
patron saints altogether.

When Gaeta has fallen into the hands of Victor 
Emmanuel there will remain Rome and the other 
cities which are recognized as under the tempo
ral sovereignty of the Pope. It is a pity that 
any portion of Italy should remain enslaved.

the
ready money ia started, you might as well try to 
draw L out of their illustrious kindred the 
sun, moon, and stars.

The Chinese matter is a mighty awkward af
fair,—a puzzle to all politicians. If we take 
Pekin, and the Empire at large, what can we do 
with it ? It will prove a ruinous accession to 
our territory. If we do not take it, and make 
treaties instead, the rascals will be sure to 
break them before two year» are gone, and 
necessitate another expedition, and the expendi
ture of about ten million» of money. We shall 
be ruined both wavs, unless something turns up. 
Then, if we conquer the Tsrtar Emperor, there 
ia Tae-ping. who aiming at a higher kindred 
than the aun and moon, proclaims Mmeelf the 
Son of God, and claims divine worship ! What 
is to be done with him ? Many enthusiastic 
people fondly imagine that tMa Tae-ping, the 
chief of the celestial rebels, is a good Christian, 
whose mission ia to overturn Buddhism, and es
tablish the true faith in China. Very few

when ao much is free. Many of the Papal towns j churches, not even the Established Church of 
are ripe for revolt, and are kept under only by I England—classic as she is—would like to ac- 
tlic presence of French soldiers. This cannot j knowledge Tai-ping as a Christian brother. He 
last always. Louie Napoleon will one day grow is a sad heretic.
tired of propping up a Power which he at heart 
despises. The day that the French army leaves 
the States of the Church they they will cast off 
their allegiance to the Pope, and then all Italy 
and Sicily will be tree,—free for an enlightened 
rule, free for the advance of civilization,—and 
above all, free for the glorious Gospel of Jesus 
Christ.

His Holiness is in sad trouble, and that kind 
of trouble too which is always most difficult to 
lvcar upon Fa[ial shoulders,—the want of money.

Cardinal Antonelli, calling upon them to collect 
Peter’s pence. The Emperor of the French, the 
eldest son of the Church, will have no such col
lection in his dominions, excusing himself on 
the ground that it may be made the cover of

He asserts that God it mate
rial, and has a wife, who is called Tecn-ma 
Jesus, too,“has a wife, w hose name is Teen-Sau ! 
One of the chiefs is married to the sister of Je
sus, and is called the Supreme Son-in-law ! »The 
son of the chief is also a member of the Divine 
family , and calls God hi* grand-father ! With 
all his divinity the chief is not quite free from 
human frailties. He has thirty wives, and an 
hundred women in his harem. The Christianity 
of all this is surely infinitesimal. God may 
come out of the movement, because it will break

A letter has ltecn sent round to the faithful by, lUp the stereotyped system of things in China.
When once the ground is broken up, by what 
means soever, there is a chance of sowing the 
seed of better things.

We are unable to pronounce definitely upon 
the state of things in New Zealand. The insur-

political gatherings. He has uo objection to ,Q havt. ab;Ue(i for a time, that the
private relief being sent to his Holiness, bpt j muy gQ 8UW their potatoes! How
public begging organizations he cannot and will ! much uf tll"e comk. is there even in the trage- 
not approve. The faithful Irish will he too mutb, ^ of Kijt„rv yvhat an admixture here of the 
impoverished by the failure of the potato-crop to ! ho . anJ ,ht valiike, potatoes and stockades 
contribute largely to the Papal revenues. There ! _;larresting ami battle ! There is a suspicion 
wUllie nothing for it but to discover two or three |.n EngIaml lhat the Governor has not acted 
more true crosses, and a few quarts more of the j jn the matter. This, however, is nothing
Virgin mother’s tears, and these will fetch a high ! [|gK ’ Thc Kngi;sh people claim the prerogative 
price yet in the market

Garibaldi, the cMvalrous and brave
of laying the blame of every casual!ty at the 

j feet of the authorities. Even man who leaves 
maker, has retired to his little farm at Caprera. j Kngland an official capacitv must expect to be 
This is the one feature of the Italian movement a ,jrget wUich every man a ho stays at
which all must deplore, though it would be diffi- ; home feel„ that he ]ia, right of shot Nor is it 
cult to say how it could have been prevented. I ukcjy (hat we English people are going to spend 
Such a man is immeasurably above distinctions, ! two OT thrce thousand a year over a man, and 
and it is almost au insult to offer them to him. renounce our favoUrite and inalienable right to 
Victor Emmanuel would have been moat glad to i ^ him up But Governor Browne appears to 
keep him in Ms service, but he could scarcely j hay(, got i|lto a with the Archdeacon and
take a subordinate place. The baton of a Mar- 1 Biahol,t_aI1d ala, for the man, whether govern- 
shal he of course refused. His diplomatic deli- yr othen,.isCi wll0 foils into the bands of such 
t ieucies unfit him entirely for a place in the digniuHe, M these ! Between the Bishop 
State. Such men are born for great emergen- a|)road and the coa. at home, the Govern
vies, and when their work is done are most fitted j Qr wffl have a sorn. lirae Gf ;L 
for retireme-L The generous ehleftmn retire. ^ movemcM u diug far aIld
from his glorious cmnpmgn unennehm save by . ^ us. Vl>lunteer Artillery, and Vol-
the grateful memories of an uneualaved |woplc, i . . ,, , _____ txri{£tr .u,

world It is to t>e untcer Ll8hl Cavalry arc now the order of the 
, , . , .. * ' dav. Notwithstanding the sneers of some con-

rvL'rvtted, however, that the noble man ha* gone • . „__.h temptuous peace men, we shall soon ha\c a mug
mind Hoinewbat I r • r rmficent arrnv of volunteer patriot*, capable ol

sung at SL Paul’s Cathedral, in London, as an
He became one of the devouteat of their com- Advent Anthemj ^ 1753, and gives it at full

length in her Letters.* Creamer, in his Hymn- 
nology, affirms that there is not in the language a

m union.
Hie conscience was now as scrupulous as it 

had been reckless. He could do no injustice, 
“ not even to the value of a pin he could not 
mention the name of God but when it waa necea-

hymn which has elicited more praiae than his 
• God of Abraham ;" and James Montgomery 
remarks, in Ma Christian Psalmitt, that “ there

aary, and then with the deepest awe and raver- -u not our language a lyric of more majestic 
Slice. HU daily meal» were received as a sa- more elevated thought, or more glorious
crament Aa to Ids “ thoughts, inclination», Its structure, indeed, is unattractive,
and desires,” hi* constant inquiry was, “ Is thU Uid „„ lccount of the short lines, occasionally 
to the glorv of God?’ If not, he dare not in- ullcoutti ; but, like a stately pile of architecture, 
dulge it ' 1 se vere and simple in design, it strike, less on the

In due time he was “ exhorting," and at last first view then after deliberate examii
preaching among the neighboring reatics, spend- it» prnportii

, when
e more graceM, its dimm

ing hU Saturday nights, till one or two o’clock, -ions expand, end the mind itaelf grow» greater 
in preparing Ms sermons ; rising at five o’clock in contemplating it” Blacktcoods Magazine baa 
walking twenty miles during the day, and re- ( pronounced it “ one et the nobleat odea in the 
turning so fatigued as to he hardly able to get English language." It waa originally published 
over a style. On one of these preaching ex cur- M a pamphlet of eight pages, and entitled “ An 
•ions he was tempted to believe that he “ was Hymn to the God of Abraham. In three put*- 
running before he waa sent," and turned back 1 Adapted to a celebrated Air sung by the pnest, 
despondently. “This may baa tgsyitaliee of | Signor Imoei, etc., at the Jews’ Synagogue m

“ Every Cloud hath a Silver 
Lining.”

BT I. WELLINGTON WELCH.

Ho ! all ye weary, mourning ones,
Who wander broken-hearted,—

From cherished friends dissevered long, 
From native homes long parted,

Look onward, upward as ye go,
And cease this dull repining,—

There’s not a cloud, however dark,
But hath a silver lining.

Ho ! all ye souls who wander on,
Unhappy and unbleat,

With none to calm your weary moan.
Or soothe your soul’s unrert,

1-yA upward and these words thoult see,
In golden letters shining,—

There’s not a cloud, however dsik,
But hath a silver lining.

When friends desert and foes deride,
And joy hath ceased to be,—

And when the waves of life’» rough tide 
Dash ’gainst thy barque and thee,—

Look upward, and Hope"» star tbouTt see 
In rainbow colors shining,—

There’s not a cloud, however dark.
But hath a silver lining.

Should wealth which you have treasured up. 
Take wings and fly away.

And bitterness e’erilow your cup,
Where all is sweet to-day,—

Do not despair, but still hope on.
And cease vour dull repining,—

There’s not a cloud, however dark.
But hath a silver lining.

into his voluntary exile with 
hurt by the action of some of Victor Emmanuel’s 
ministers. Such men us Count Cavour arc not 
thc men to deal with sensitive and unsophisticated 
minds like that of Garibaldi. Between the schem
ing diplomatist and the impulsive patriot there 
is nothing in common.

U now remains to be seen what action the 
great Powers will take towards the once kingdom 
of Italy. Koglmid has led the van, and recog
nized the new Power with unfettered courtesy 
and congratulation. Lord John BnaaeU’s noble 
letter to Sir James Hudson has won for his lord
ship the respect of all five minds in Europe. 
Vast errors in Ms lordiMp’s policy have been 
forgotten in the contemplation of his perfect 
success in thc pilotage of this Italian movement 
If all the secrete of cabinets were unveiled, it 
would appear that the dynastic changes in Italy 
have been contemplated and fostered for a long 
time by the British Foreign Office. Of France 
we may be sure that she will assume the attitude 
that will beat suit her own purposes. The action 
of the other Powers is a matter to be waited for,
_nobody knowing what it is likely to be. Sir
James Hudson who has managed matters ao well 
at Turin, is likely to be appointed our minister 
or ambassador at the new Italian court. The 
two Sicilies are to be governed by a Vice-royalty. 
Farini is likely to be appointed Governor Gene
ral

The Warsaw Conferences came to. nothing 
palpable. Whatever waa said and done lies 
locked in the breasts of the parties present The 
alarming illness of the Dowager Empress of 
Russia shortened the congress. She is since 
dead. The Empress of Austria ia said to be in 
a deep decline, and has been ordered to Madeira 
for the winter. She is expected to sail from an 
English port. The Empress of the French- it 
also an invalid. She arrived in lamdon by the 
ordinary pocket on Thuzaday last, travelling un
der the strictest incognita, as a pert at the family 
of the Marquis LeGrsnge. One or two common 
Street cabs conveyed Her Mqjcsty and suite 10 
an hotel, where her Imperial rank was not dis
covered until tome time after bar arrival The

taking the field against any body of troops in 
the world. The Inspector General of the Vol
unteer forces in England has just declared that, 
with a very little extra drill, one third of the 
present available force of 140,000 men will be 
able to stand equal to the regiments of the line. 
Another third, he declares, would be equal to 
the line regiments if they were thrown together 
into battalion,—and the remainder, when they 
have had the same amount of drill, will be equal 
to their companions in anna. A stupid proposi
tion has been made by a man who surely cannot 
have any brains to spare, that the Volunteers 
should organize a trip to Paris. The Emperor 
of the French of course accedes to thc thing 
he could not very well do otherwise. But such a 
movement will he deliberately insulting to him ; 
for every English volunteer is the product and 
memorial of English suspicion of French fidelity. 
Nothing good could possibly come out of it:— 
a company of very respectable young men would 
probably cover themselves with ridicule, and all 
Europe would laugh at our folly. If the project 
should be carried out, it would only be in char
acter that Mr. Klouta Row sell, the original pro
poser, should march at the head of the proces
sion, decorated with the appropriate cap and 
bells.

Since my last letter, England has lost two of 
her glorious old sea-captains, Sir Charles Napier, 
and the Earl of Dundonald, better known as 
Lord Cochran. Thc former dimmed the memo
ry of many a bright aud gallant deed by the ec
centricities and rashness of his latter days. He 
hsti a terrible hobby,- the mal-administration of 
the navy—and the old man rode it, and rode it, 
till everybody was sick. He was a grand old 
fellow, nevertheless ; and after-generations will 
give Mm the credit due to Mm for Ms conduct of 
the Baltic campaign, y-stie didn't take Cruostadt, 
it is true, and nobody eeuld hav*taken it,—but 
he did more : he wcitato sea with'» raw, undis
ciplined crew, and retired with thd finest body 
ui sailors in the world. %^e Lajpta Dundonald 
bad a sadder fata. The moMashing and vd-

innoeence was proved triumphantly, and hie na
val rank restored. One of the last acts of Ms 
long life was the completion of a book of auto
biography, in which Use old man laments that 
Ms services had never been recognized, and that 
Mi banner aa a Knight of the Bath had never 
been restored to its place in Su George’s 
Chapel. The day before his funeral, when it 
was too late, the banner was hung m its appro
priate place by order of her Majesty and the 
Prince Consort. Would that this bad been done 
before. Thc old Admiral waa buried in the nave 
of Westminster Abbey.

Our two Royal Prince» have arrived at home.
—Prince Alfred from Africa, and the Prince of 
Wales from America. The greatest anxiety had 
prevailed in England respecting the fate of the 
latter, who was thirteen days due. Several of 
our fleetest steamers were despatched to look for 
the Hero and lier escort, the Ariadne. At last 
they turned up, to the joy of ev ery one, and the 
delay was explained by the long continuance of 
boisterous weather. Y'eateitiay evening must 
have been a gladsome time at Windsor Castle,
Our good Queen is blessed in her children, upon 
whom Providence has brightly smiled. The 
conduct of her eldest son in America lias not 
only won for him the affection of strangers, but 
has endeared him to the hearts of his own peo
ple. Long may our Royal Home be graced by 
loving Parents and dutiful children.

The speech of the French Ambassador at the 
dinner of the Lord Mayor of Ixmdon, on the 9th 
in»L, waa full of peace sentiments. It was re
ported that none of the Foreign Ministers would 
attend, with the exception of the Prussian 
Ambassador, in consequence of umbrage taken 
at the letter of Lord John Russell to our Minis
ter at Turin. But it seems that they thought 
better of it. Peace or no jieace. however, it is 
satisfactory to know that our Government is 
mating Armstrong guns as rapidly as they can 
he turned out. The success and su|ieriurity of 
this remarkable weapon of war have been thor 
oughly vindicated in CTiina. The Armstrong 
gun carried everything before it.

The Road murder remains aa great a mystery 
as ever. The authorities are determined to keep 
it vividly before the public, and they are strain
ing every power to bring the true criminal to 
justice. It is strange that public suspicion all 
over England pointa to one individual, but no
thing has come out of the evidence so far upon 
which the suspicion can be founded. English 
people do not renounce their faith in the old pro
verb : “ Murder will out," and they are waiting 
anxiously for its fulfilment in this case.

Lord Palmerston baa been starring it in York
shire among hi* tenantry, and has met with a 
complete ovation. He has been one of tlie moat 
fortunate of Prime Ministers in the mutter of 
bishoprics. The ileath of another Bishop dur
ing the past weak lias opened out to him another 
opportunity of showing bis perference for an 
Evangelical faith. The name of the likely suc
cessor to the vacant sec has not yet transpired.

Trade is very dull, end the leather as disa
greeable as it can be. The Bank is raising its 
discount, flour is high, and ao are all provisions ; 
work is growing scarce, and the popular mind ia 
not in the best cue. Fine froety wester would 
be a great boon, and would wonderfully alter 
the face of things.

Nothing very uncommon is stirring in the re
ligious world. Father Chiniqny is exciting some 
sensation, and is likely 'o secure considerable 
sympathy. Sir Herbert Edwards, of Indian no
toriety, delivered the first lecture of the season 
before the Young Men’s Christian Association, 
in London, on Tuesday night, the subject being 
“ Our Indian Empire.” The Metropolian Thea
tres which have been again opened for preach
ing on Sunday evenings are crowded to excess.
The sitting* under the dome of St Paul's are 
found to be inadequate to the-iccommodation of 
all who attend the Sunday evening services.
They are to be increased forthwith. Never did 
so many people hear the gospel in England as 
hear it now.

A society has been started for promoting uni
ted prayer among the Volunteers. All who join 
it pledge themselves to pray for certain specific 
subjects between the hours of seven and nine on 
Monday mornings. It will lie grand thing to 
pervade our Volunteer system with the spirit of 
prayer. It mav become an instrument of great 
moral good, as well aa of political benefit u

All Méthodiste have been astonished to read" a»»’ 
during the last week or two an advertisement in 
one of the Manchester papers announcing that 
on a certain evening in the Free Trade Hall, 
Orations would be delivered by certain eminent 
Wesleyan Ministers, in behalf of a new chapel 
about to be built in Manchester. The word is ra
ther new in the history of Methodism, whatever 
the thing may be. But to designate the speeches 
of such men as the President of thc Conference 
and the venerable Dr. Hannah, aa orations is 
too laughable to have been intended seriously.
We can fancy the old Doctor pouring out his 
hallowed soul in a stream of beautiful and fervid 
eloquence, but the orative savours too much of 
the “ stump" to be applied to any deliverance of 
hia. The advertisement must have been a freak 
of young Methodism.

Mr. William Shaw, late General Superinten
dent of our South African Missions, has publish
ed an interesting record of his missionary life 
and labours. It is the only production of the 
month in the department of Methodist literature.
The Leeds Missionary Anniversary was a great 
success, realizing nearly two thousand five hun
dred pounds. For the first time in the annals of 
Methodist missions, one of own missionaries 
from Chins attended a» part of the Deputation.
A young minister of our church is preparing to 
start for Italy to open a Methodist mis «ion there.
May this prove the dawn of brighter days for 
that long buried land !

lea ing, which we hai e published before. It will 
pay reading a dozen times. Mr. Gough often 
declaims it, but it originated with Paul Denton, 
an itinerant of the Methodist Church in Texas, 
and waa delivered at a barbecue which Denton 
prepared, and to which he invited the rangers.

The smoking viands were arranged on the ta
ble* by scores of slaves aud the throng prepar
ed to commence the sunip4*uu* meal, when a 
voire pealed from the pulpit, loud as the blast of 
a trumpet in battle, “ Stay, ladle « and gentle- f 
men, till the giver of thc barbacue asks God's 
blessing."

Every heart started, eveiy eye was directed 
to the speaker, and a a hisperics* silence ensued, 
for all acre struck by hi* remarkable appear-

lle was almost a giant in stature, though 
scarcely thirty years of age. His hair, dark av 
the raven's wing, flowed down his immense 
shoulders in masses of natural ringlets: Ms eyes 
black as midnight, beamed like star* over a face 
pale as Parian marble, calm, passionlesa, spirit
ual, and wearing » singular, indefinable expres
sion. The heterogeneous crowd, hunters, gam
blers and homicides gazed in mute astonishment. 
The missionary prayed, but it sounded like no 
oilier prayer ever addressed to the throne of 
grace. It was the cry of a naked soul, and that 
soul a beggar for the bread and water of heaven
ly life.

He ceased, and not till then did I become 
conscious of weeping. 1 looked around through 
my tears and saw hundreds of faces as a el as 
with rain.

•• Now, my friends." said the missionary,
“ partake of God's gifts at the table, aud then 
come and sit down and listen to Ms gospel."

if would he impossible to describe the sw eet 
tone of kindness with wMch these simple words 
were uttered, that made him on tlie instant fire 
hundred friends. One heart, however, in the 
assembly was maddened by tlie evidence of the 
preacher's wonderful power.

CoL Watt Forman exclaimed, in a sneering 
voice: “Mr.Paul Denton, vour reverence hae 
lied. Y’ou promised not only a good barbecue, 
but better liquor. Where is the liquor J"

*< There !” answered the missionary, hi tones 
of thundgr, and pointing his motionless finger at 
the matchless “ Double Spring " gushing up in 
two *•—«J columns, with a sound like the shout 
of joy from the bosom of the earth. “ There," 
he repeated, with a look terrible as lightning, 
while his enemy actually trembled at his feet.—
« There is the liquor which God the eternal 
brew» for all hia children. Not in the simmer
ing stiU, over smoky fires, choked with poison
ous gases, and surrounded with the stench of 
sickening odors and rank corruption, does your 
Father in heaven prepare the precious essence of 
life, the pure cold water. But in the green glade 
six! graasy dell, where the red deer wanders, 
and the child loves to play, there God brews it ; 
and down—down in the deep valley, where the 
fountains murmur and the rills sing ; and high 
on the mountain-top, where the naked granite 
glitters like gold in the sun, where the storm 
clouds brood and the thunder tone* crash 1 and 
for away out on tlie wide, wide sea, where the 
hurricane howls music, and thc big waves 
roar the chorus, “ sweeping the march of 
Ood f there he brews it, the beverage of life, 
health-giving, water. And everywhere it is 
a thing of beauty ; gleaming in the dewdrop, 
singing in tlie summer-rain, shining in the ice- 
gem, till the trees all seem turned to living jew
els, spreading a golden veil over the setting sun, 
or a white gauze around the midnight moon ; 
sporting in the cataract, sleeping in the glacier, 
diuicing in the hail-shower ; folding its bright 
snow curtain, softly about thc wintry world ; and 
weaving the many colored iris, that seraph’s 
zone of the sky, whose woof is the sunbeam of 
heaven, all checked over with celestial flowers by 
the mystic hands of refraction. Still always it 
is beautiful—that blessed life-water ! No poisoa 
bubbles on its brink ; its foam bring» not mad
ness and murder ; no blood stains its liquid glass ; 
pale widows and starving orphans weep not burn
ing tears in its clear depth ; no drunkard « shriek
ing ghost curses it from tlie grave in words of 
eternal despair ! Speak out, my friends, would 
you exchange it for that demon’s drink— 
alcohol ?”

A shout like the roar of the tempest, answer- 
1, “ No !”
Critics need never tell me again that back

woodsmen are deaf to the divine voice of elo
quence, for I saw at that moment thc missionary 
held the hearts of the multitude, as it were, in 
thc hollow off his hand, and the popular feeling 
ran in a current so irresistible, that even the 
duelist. Watt Forman, dared not venture ano
ther interruption during the meeting. Thc 
camp-meeting continued, and a revival attended 
it, such as never before or since was witnessed 
in Texas.

To Find Christ.—Christ is never to be 
found where say subject is more prominent 
than his own character and doctrines, or where 
any spirit is cherished inconsistent with Ms own 
t»o«<.k ■»»«« and gentleness.—Rethcer.

A Cheerful Religion.
Philip N'eri, an Italian priest of the sixteenth 

century, made, we are told, children Ms care. 
He founded the order of the pastors and preach
ers of the oratorios maintained to our day. The 
aid of music waa invoked, and the modem ora
torio originated in the movement. All other 
charms were naught “ Be as good a* you can,” 
was Neri's familiar charge. And, in all simpli
city and fervor, this man of learning, culturi, 
genius, and refinement, addressed himself to the 
intelligence, affection, confidence, and moral ad
vancement of his charge- His innocence and 
integrity were only equalled by his humility and 
pietv A brief, easy, charming service and ser
mon led to the benediction : - God bless you, 
mv deer little children ! Now praise the Lord 
by enjoying yourselves." And the flock and the 
shepherd partook of their pleasures together, 
that they might be pure and good. Imagine tlie 
effect of all tl.ia, copied aa it should be every
where in the church in a genial spirit ; and dees 
it not seem one of the happiest and best imita- 

uur annals afford us of a divine Founder 
A a cheerful religion of tbmritr.

!


