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ÿeligimts Piscrlhnn.
Thy Will be Dane.

BT JOHN G. WHITTIER.

We see not, know not; all our way 
la night ; with Thee alone is day ;
From out the torrent’s troubled drift, 
Aliove the atom our prayers we lift, 

Thy will be done !

The flesh may fail, the heart may faint, 
But who are we to make complaint,
Or dare to plead in times like these 
The weakness of our lore of ease ?

Thy will be done !

We take with solemn thankfulness 
Our burden up, nor ask it lata,
And count it joy that even we 
May suffer, serve or wait for Thee, 

Whose will be done !

Though dim as yet in tint and line.
We trace Thy picture's wise design, 
And thank Thee that our age supplies 
The dark relief of sacrifice,

Thy will be done !e

And if, in our unworthiness,
Thy sacrificial wine we press ;
If from thy ordeal’s heated bars 
Our feet are seamed with crimson scars.

Thy will be done !
ÜP
If, for the age to come, this hour 
Of trial hath vicarious power,
And, blest by Thee, our present pain 
Be liberty’s eternal gain,

Thy will be done !

Strike Thou, the Master, we the keys, 
The anthem of the destinies !
The minor of Thy loftier strain f 
Our hearts shall breathe the old refrain, 

Thy will be done !

For the Provincial Wesleyan.

Stories for the Young*
BY A PILGRIM FATHER.

NO. II.

William B- waa returning to India—
his native land, after a lengthened absence from 
his family and friends. He was now about 
fourteen years of age, but when considerably 
younger had been sent by hie parents to Eng
land for the advantages of such an education as 
might fit him for the profession be intended to 
follow. William loved his mother very tender
ly, as all good children do, and did not forget 
her when fir away, and in the midst of new and 
strange scenes, and circumstance*. She had ear
nestly sought to instruct him in the saving know
ledge of Chnst Jesus the Lord, end like the favor
ed and pious Timothy, from a child he had known 
the holy Scriptures. Separation from his pa
rent, loving and beloved, was felt at a severe 
privation, but the thought of his mother’s afflic
tion, and in the pleasure she would have in re
ceiving him back again when hie studies were 
completed, made all his burdens light, and spurr
ed him on in the way of duty. But alas, for 
human hopes, and for human life ! In the midst 
of hit preparations, and while yet far from the 
goal of his wishes hi* health began to decline. 
The stealthy progress of consumption slowly but 
surety subdued hit strength, although, buoyed 
up with the desire to live, he struggled manfully 
on in the fond but mistaken fancy that his indis
position was slight, and that he would toon be 
better. At last, however, his mind was filled 
with a passionate longing to see his mother, and 
he thought thet, if he could in his distant home 
again look upon her gentle smile, and listen to 
her pleasant voice—if once more he could catch 
anapproving glance of her beaming eye, and be 
cheered with her choicest blessing—he would 
soon be well and strong is ever ; or, if not it 
would be easy for him to die in peace in her pre
sence. Hit arrangements for leaving were speed
ily made, and he started by steamer in the ex
pectation of reaching his destination by the over
land route in six weeks. For a few day» the 
warmth of the sun and the animation around 
him appeared to revive him and led him to be
lieve that hit recovery had already began. To 
others, however, it was painfully evident that his 
improvement was only imaginary, and that aa 
the sun waxed hotter and hotter his vigor was 
wasting away. Yet it was hard to crush the 
cherished hopes of this dying boy, who answer
ed ail inquires as to his health with the self- 
deceiving assurance that “ he ftU e great deal 
better." He was too weak to speak much, but 
when spoken to concerning Jesua the Physician 
of the sin-sick soul, the Redeemer of the lost, 
and the loving Friend and Saviour of the young, 
hia tongue waa loosed to tell how hie precious 
mother had made him acquainted with the truth 
of the gospel of grace while he was yet by her 
aide and hia eye beamed with pleasure, as he re
peated hia expectation of meeting her whose lee- 
son he had never dispised, and to whose en
deared society every hour was bringing him near
er and nearer. Before reaching Alexandria, 
where the journey overland to the Bed Sen be
gins, he was completely prostrated by an attack 
of Dysentery, and it waa thought impossible that 
he could survive the fatigue of crossing the De
sert. It was therefore suggested by two medi
cal gentlemen who felt a deep interact in bis case 
that be should be placed in the European Hos
pital where he would receive all the attention 
and care his condition required until ke^skould 
be sufficiently strong to proceed. To this kind 
counsel he declined to submit, and insisted on 
lining allowed to go on without delay. A 
mother ! His mother ! Nothing could daunt the 
young heart that was full of filial i°Te bis 
mother, nor could anything be suffered to hinder 
his progress toward her sod his home. No far
ther attempt was made to change hia intention, 
and it seemed aa if hia failing powers rallied for 
the occasion as, on reaching Alexandrin, he walk
ed from the steamer himself, end seemed stronger 
and better than he had been for some time 
before. Every possible kindness and attention 
was given to make the journey aa smooth and 
little wearisome aa circumstances would admit, 
and it waa got over with comparative ooaafort. 
But the passage down the Red Sea, at all times 
very trying, but at that season of the jeer dan
gerous to the moat robust—-was «till before him, 
and before he had reooveied front hie

„ rrod ft 1*1 95»dl R

iou of his mother was never absent from his 
thoughts. He was nearer home, and nearer her, 
and, if he were enly through the terrible heat 
of this sultry region he should soon be well. 
Poor dear boy ! Ilia hope was brave, and his 
love was strong—stronger than death, and such 
as “ many waters cannot quench. It was on a 
Friday night the Bed Sea passage was begun. 
The next day the heat was oppressive. It was 
too much for his enfeebled frame, and about five 
o’clock in the afternoon hia “ spirit returned to 
God who gave it.” For a few hours before his 
last he suffered acute pain of body, but his an
guish of mind was still greater when be discov
ered the approach of death, because he should 
see his mother’s face no more. As he entered 
the swellings of Jordan, however, he waa enabled 
to look trustingly unto Him who is the Resur
rection and the Life, and was released not only 
from the fear of death but from the desire of 
longer life. Immediately he became calm, ex
pressed bit readiness to depart, and surrender
ing the hope that had nourished his life—the 
hope of meeting his mother, or transferring it 
rather from earth to heaven, he passed away 
without a murmur, and entered into rest. On 
the following morning the tolling bell summon
ed together those who wished to pay the last sad 
tribute of respect to him who was missed and 
monfned, when a goodly number followed the 
shroud-wrapped remains to the open gangway 
where, while the beautiful burial at sea was read, 
they were “ committed to the deep in sure and 
oqftain hope of the Resurrection to Eternal Life 
through our Lord Jesus Christ” The solemnity 
of the scene was soon forgotten by many, but 
there were some who did not wish it to be erased 
from their minds, and who think of it still with 
chastened feelings and humbled heart One of 
these subsequently penned on the occasion the 
following lines with which we conclude this 
story : »
“ Afar from his home and his fond mother’s side,
Yet dreaming of both, the young wayfarer died ; 
Sorely wasted and weary with langour and pain,
At length he slept softly nor woke up again.
Long, long had he fanned eager yearnings for life 
And rallied as oft as overcome in the strife ;
His brave spirit grew strong as vigor declined,
And the weakness of flesh was the triumph of mind. 
Could love of a child for a mother have won 
Hit mother had yet been rejoiced in her son ;
And her lessons of duty, devotion and truth,
Had adorn’d still the life, not the death of the youth. 
Bvt vain was the wish to stem life's ebbing stream ; 
And faithless the flicker of each fitful gleam,
For afar from his home and his fond mother’s side. 
Ever dreaming of both, the young wayfarer died.
And where did they lay him to wait the last doom ? 
What reeks the frail dust since Christ slept in the tomb ! 
Let it mix in the urn, er be scattered and shred 
*Tis enough that our Lord no more sleeps with the

Yet sad was the knell on that quiet Sabbath morn— 
The well-shotted shroud to the ship's side was borne, 
As w mingled our sighs with the dirge of the wave, 
And then mopped the calm slumberer to rest in his 

grave.
But sweet were the words that inspired the glad trust 
The sea and the shore will yet yield up their dust ; 
— of lifc end of death shall be o'er

with Christ he stive evermore.
When the mystery of life ■ 
And the ransom’d a

Religion in a Storm.
One night, shortly after the passengers had 

gone on board a steamer plying between two 
Atlantic cities, the stewardess of which was » 
pious mulatto, the wind suddenly changed, dark 
clouds obscured the rising moon, and at length 
there waa every appearance of a terrible gale. 
The ladies, who were retiring, became alarmed 
and timid ; amid all other calls for help, the 
stewardess waa constantly obliged to go to the 
door of the cabin, in order to convey messages 
from the anxious husbands and fathers without.

/< Stewardess,” called one, " how are the ladies 
in berth thirty-two ? Tell them the captain says 
there is no real danger ; this is a mere squall of 
wind ; it will be over in an hour or two.”

“ Oh, stewardess ! I hope you’ll take good 
care of my wife," said another ; “ she’s apt to 
be awful sick. I suppose it is against your rules 
for me to go into the cabin, but Fit stay close to 
the door till the wind goes down.’-

“ I’ll do the best I can, sir,” said the woman, 
turning hastily in answer to an imperative cry 
for assistance.

“ Stewardess,” murmured a tall gentlemen, 
touching her shoulder as she was hastening back, 
« My daughter ia in berth eleven ; I fear ahejs 
alarmed ; will you give her this ? ” presenting 
her a small piece of paper ; and tell her our 
Heavenly Father is watching over us here as 
well as on land.

“ Aye, aye, air that I will,” and the stewardess, 
notwithstanding her haste, cast a glance of pics 
sure on the noble form before her.

The lady in berth eleven was pressing both 
her hands to her head. Her face and lipa were 
white as marble, but the uttered not one com
plaining word.

Stewardess saw at once that «he was suffering 
keenly, and laid, in a soothing tone, “ Can I get 
you anything, misa ? Here, I have brought you 
a note from your father."

<• Will you be pleased to read it ? ” said the 
girl, feebly “ My head aches ao I’m almost blind."

h Yea dear.” She turns ao that the light will 
fall on the paper, and reads : “ Thou wilt keep 
him in perfect peace whose mind is stayed on 
thee.”

« That’s a precious text, miss ; it’s comforted 
me many a time.”

« Thank you, nurse, so it is. Oh, I wish father 
could come in and pray with me ! Where is he 

now P ”
“ Help, stewardess quick ! ” shrieked s young 

girl, oh, I know I shall die ! ”
The woman turned reluctantly from the lady, 

and aaaiated the other to remove her rich tra
velling dress, ao that the could lie down in her

« i’m mue we shall all be drowned ! ” exclaim
ed the girl, beginning to cry aa soon a* she was 
a little relieved. “ Oh, dear, I can’t die yet ;
I’m not prepared." ... , ,

At this moment the vessel lurched and rocked 
eo that the woman waa almost thrown off her 
face Every timber creaked and groaned, while 
the sound of many feet and the «touting of the 
cptain, proved that the gale was at its height. 
The noise and contusion in the cabin waa terrible. 
Several ladies sprang from their berth and com
menced dressing themselves—Others cried aloud, 
^Utilere, too tick to arise, shrieked and loudly 

lamented their fate, doomed, aa they thought, to

1 CK »nd there, a. her attention waa
required, the stewardess »* ** ^
in number eleven tod arisen from tor Mb. «
waa kneeling by a chah, ia the mort retiredplwe
she could find. Patton* one mmmdnmn are, 

‘ M rtWffltob* sMiptirtii w
S ’ •" n-V

“ If you would read a few verses aloud, misa.
I think you might do a power of good."

Without a word, the young lady arose, and 
approaching a table, opened the Bible, and in a 
low, faltering voice, began the one hundred and 
seventh psalm.

The noise within the cabin was so great, that 
at first the reading could not be heard ; but with 
the help of the stewardess, who passed from one 
berth to another, with a whisper, “ Hush, the 
young lady is reading,” the passengers ceased 
their crying and began to listen.—“ These see 
the works of the Lord, and hia wonders in the 
deep. For he commandeth and riseth the stormy 
wind, which lifteth up the waves thereof. They 
mount up to the heavens, they go down again to 
the depths, their soul is melted because of trou
ble. They reel to and fro, and stagger like a 
drunken man, and are at their wits’ end. They 
cry unto the Lord in their trouble, and he bring- 
eth them out of their distresses. He msketh 
the storm calm, ao that the waves thereof are 

L Then they are glad, because they be quiet ; 
so he bringeth them unto their desired haven. 
Oh, that men would praise the Lord for hie 
goodness, end for his wonderful works to the 
children of men.”

“ Thank you, thank you, misa,” was echoed 
from one part of the cabin to another, when the 
Psalm was concluded.

“ Will you please tell roe, dear," called out 
one old lady, “ where abouts that chapter ia?”

“ I never saw such a took,” apostrophized the 
stewardess, “its calmed them all down like 
lambs. I’m sure I thank you a thousand times, 
miss, for obliging me. They all seem amazing
ly comforted by it.”

In an hour or two the gale had subseded, and 
the ladies having received the assurance that all 
danger was past, retired once more to their 
berths, where many of them soon fell asleep.— 
The occupant of No. eleven, however, waa an ex
ception. She still sat near the table, the Bible 
open before her, and her whole attention appa
rently absorbed in its sacred contents.

At length, when all was quiet, the stewardess 
drew near, and said, in a respectful tone, “ I am 
glad to see that you love that good book, miss.’’

• Oh, it is precious ! ” exclaimed the young 
lady enthusiastically. “ I never felt its power 
so much as to-night. I am not very strong,-’ 
she added, with a tightened color, “ and mast 
confess when you first came to me I waa terribly 
alarmed. But those few words you read calmed 
me at once. How kind in father to think of me.
I wish he could know bow quiet I feel.”

“ I’ll see if I can find him,” said the stewardess, 
rising cheerfully.

“ Oh, 1 thank you ! Tell him 1 have found 
the gracious promise fulfilled, and now I beg of 
him to go to sleep."

After she had delivered her message, the 
stewardess returned, and finding the young lady 
did not intend to retire, gladly availed herself of 
the invitation to resume her «eat.

“ This ia my time for reading,” she said, draw
ing a worn Bible from her pocket.

“ You love the good book, too, I see," remark
ed the lady, with a smile.

“ It’s tome and family to me. It’s company 
to me night and day. If the wind’s blowing 
a gale, ai it did to-night, I feel safe, because 
I know who holds the waters in bis fist. 1 
know if he wills it, he can speak the Waves into 
a calm. My heart warmed at once to your fa
ther, mise, when he sent you that verse to think 
of. It alwaye does warm me to those who read 
the good book.”

“ You have a good opportunity to study cha
racter here, nurse."

“ Yes, miss, always find those who fear to of
fend the Lord in a calm, love and confide in him 
the most when they are in danger.”

“ What do you mean ? ”
“ Why, before the passengers have been on 

board twelve hours, I can generally tell who are 
Christians and who belong to the world. I don’t 
mean professors, I mean genuine heart Chris
tians. A chance word or expression, misa, tells 
a good deal, and Pve often thought tow much 
good Christiana may do, if they bear it in mind. 
But, aa I was saying, those who love Christ, run 
right to him, as you did, when they’re in trouble, 
while others shriek and scream, and don't know 
where to go for help."

The young lady looked very thoughtful, and 
at length said : “ I never considered it in that 
light before; but I’m afraid I have been too 
limwt in speaking of religion. Such subjects 
always seem so sacred to me.”

The next morning dawned clear and bright. 
Within the cabin there was scarcely a trace of 

confusion and fright caused by the tempest. 
Indeed few remembered it.except to joke each 
other at giving way to alarm.

« I didn’t suppose there was any real danger,” 
said the one. j

“ Your screams at that time would lead one to 
think you did," answered her companion.

« We ought to be thankful to our Heavenly 
Father that we are alive this pleasant morning," 
remarked the stewardess, who was passing.

“ Yes we ought ! ” exclaimed a sickly looking 
lady ; and to the young misa whose reading "re
minded us where to put our trust.”

The second night several of the pasaengen ap
proached the table in the cabin, and read a few 
verse* from the Bible before they entered their 
bertha.

The stewardess watched her opportunity, and 
when all was quiet, begged her young friend to 
read again for the benefit of the whole. Quite 
a number of voices echoed the wish, when, in a 
sweet, distinct tone, she read the fourteenth 
chapter of St. John's Gospel. Not a sound was 
heard at the then in an unostentatious maimer 
kneeled by her chair, while she silently com
mended her soul to God, and asked hia protec
tion for the night.

“ Oh, misa, exclaimed the stewardess, com
ing forward eagerly to help her undress; “lam 
glad you are not ashamed to own Christ I 
with sU Christians would be as bold as worldly 
people are, in proclaiming themselves.—7*< 
Pious SUnoardeee.

^Religions Intelligent.
British Columbia.

Letter from tke Ree. Dr. Etant, dated Victoria, 
V. 1., June 7, 1862.

I am just preparing for my tour to, and I hope, 
through the Cariboo country, for which I hope 
to start about three days hence. Many kind 
friends tell me the toil will be too much for me. 
True, I am not as young as when I commenced 
my ministry, thirty-fee years ago ; but I trust 
to my travelling propensities, my past knowledge 
of life in the bush, a little prudence, and a long- 
tried protection and blessing of God, for a safe 
and successful journey. I have great hope for 
the religious future of the country from the num
ber of pious persons who have arrived this sum
mer. It will be one of my principal objects to 
organise classes, end get our local preachers and 
and exhortera to work in the respective places 
at which they are in search ot earthly treasure. 
I have availed myself of every opportunity, in 
my intercourse with the emigrants passing thro’ 
this port, to impress them with the paramount 
importance of maintaining their communion with 
God, and their reverence for the institutions of 
religion. The arrival of my much esteemed col
league, Brother Lucas, was very opportune, just 
as the large tide of emigration was setting in. 
Hundreds have called on us, and my time has 
been much occupied in counselling them on the 
interests of both time and eternity.

A goodly number have been encamped in the 
vicinity of Victoria, awaiting the proper time 
for proceeding to British Columbia. On three 
Sabbaths past I have preached to them in the 
woods, as they could not safely leave their campa 
and effects unprotected. In these services I have 
been reminded of my early year» of itinerant 
labour among new settlers in Canada, and have 
almost cherished the vain wish for the return of 
the vigour and buoyancy of those days. But as 
that cannot be, I pray that the experience of age 
may somewhat make up for the absence of those 
qualifications Thank God, others possess and 
are here willing to exercise them.

I have increasing confidence in the resources 
of these colonies, and in the greatness in store 
for them. To new comers their ragged features 
present a somewhat forbidding and discouraging 
aspect, and men who seldom look beyond the 
present, croak and fold their arms, and write all 
manner of disparaging statement* to their friends 
at home. Yet steady, industrious, and perse
vering men succeed in their temporal enterprises, 
and will bring the country up to its Divinely- 
appointed destination among the nations. Many 
have been the trials of our faith and patience, 
but the prospect brightens day by day.—Canada 
Magazine.

another”—would be long and definitely post
poned.

We repeat, therefore, our gratification at the 
present rapidly increasing signs of a better prac
tice. A friendly interchange’ of denominational 
courtesies is now often manifested, l’ulpit ex
changes are now arranged without difficulty, end 
apparently without hesitation. At the pastors 
are leading the way, the laity seem to be ready 
and earnest to follow. The leading church pas
tors, as a rule, now publish many commend
atory paragraphs of the movements of other de
nominations, and the summary of religions news 
in most of thtm evinces extraordinary fairness 
and good wUL

Now that this important status of fraternal 
feeling has been inaugurated, it should be heart
ily and constantly encouraged. There ia room 
for a further progress. It should go on until the 
last discordant element of denominational ex
clusiveness shall be removed. We are no ad
vocate for the obliteration of denominational 
lines ; they may be necessary, and probably are, 
in the present state ; but we would see the high 
walls broken down, so that an open and free 
communication between all true experimental 
Christians might be kept up, and the good 
deeds of each be observed by all the rest. In 
heaven there will be no barrier to Christian fra
ternization. The church on earth should be as 
much like the church in heaven as possible.— 
“ Behold how good and how pleasant it is for 
brethren to dwell together in unity 1 ”—Buffalo 
Advocate.

êtntral JUistellann.

Italy.—Wesleyan Mission.
The Tuscan correspondent of the Nines of the 

Churches writes ; “ The Wealeyans have esta
blished a mission station in Parma, have bought 
an old Catholic church, and appointed Signor 
del Mondo their misaionary. The working 
classes are coming in crowds to hear him.” A 
Parma correspondent of the Patriotic writes thus 
concerning the movement : “ On Sunday will 
be opened the Italian Evangelical Church in 
Borgo delle Kane, and at ten o’clock there will 
be preaching of the Gospel. We do not give 
this notice with a view to make proselytes,/or 
our conviction it that no one ever wishes to aban
don the religion of kie ancestors, but to invite all 
who have received a bad impression of it from 
the priests to come and hear for themselves.' 
He adds : “ A certain priest who lived in the 
immediate neighbourhood of the Evangelical 
Church, not being able to tolerate the words 
from St. John painted above the door, ' The 
truth shall make you free,’ has left his domicile, 
and gone to live at a distance, though his rent 
is paid in advance. If all the priests who object 
to the civil and religious liberty would follow his 
example it would be well ! ”

The Living Word.
On the door of the great mosque in the old 

city of Damascus are inscribed these remarkable 
words : “ Thy kingdom, O Christ ! Is an ever
lasting kingdom, and thy dominion endureth 
throughout all generations.” For twelve centu
ries that mosque, once a Christian church, has 
ranked among the very holiest sanctuaries in the 
Mohammedan world. For twelve centuries the 
name of Christ has been regularly blasphemed 
in it, and the disciples of Christ have been regu
larly cursed in it The inscription, nevertheless, 
has remained, unimpaired by time, undisturbed 
by man, aa if to prove that no amount of human 
power, that no refinement of human cruel 
could destroy Christ’s kingdom. That inscrip
tion was unknown during the long reign of 
Mohammedan intolerance and oppression ; but 
just at the time when religious liberty wee par
tially restored, end Christian missionaries were 
enabled to establish a church in that city, it waa 
again brought to light, and served to encourage 
them in their work of frith and labor of lore, 
remembering and applying the prophecy—” And 
they shall build the old wastes, they shall n 
up the former desolations, and they shall repair 
the waste cities, the desolations of many gene
rations."

Denominational Fraternization.
We hail, as among the signs of the approach 

ing millennium, the increased and increasing 
spirit of fraternisation among the evangelical 
churches of Christendom. Christian charity— 
which “ suffereth long and ia kind,” which “ en- 
vieth not,” which “ vauntoth not itself, ia not 
puffed up, doth not behave itself unseemly, 
eeeketh not her own (exclusively), is not eerily 
provoked," which “ thinketh no evil ” (of others) 
but which “ rejoiceth in the truth ” (no matter 
by whom manifested), and which “ never faileth 
—has been universally commended, and as a 
theory has ever presented a beautiful portraiture. 
In too many cases among Christian man, and 
especially among Christian churches, the prac
tice has been in direct conflict with the theory. 
A« unpleasant spirit of competition or of rivalry 
has been sobstituted for the healthful one of 
emulation, until it has sotnrtimaa seemed that 
the golden gate ot the church—an age of real 
charity, whet the statement shell be tnitbfal-
ly gmOrni W ¥ M

Macaulay on the Jesuits.
The following portrait of the Jesuit* (the Or

der of Jesus, as they are impiously called,) is 
drawn by Macaulay, and is to be found in the 
second volume of his History of England :

It ia alleged, and not without foundation, 
that the ardent public spirit which made the 
Jesuit regardless of his ease, of his liberty, and 
of hia life, made him also regardless of truth and 
of mercy ; that no means which could promote 
the interest of his religion seemed to him unlaw
ful, and that by the interests of his religion he 
often meant the interests of his society. It wss 
alleged that, in the moat atrocious plots record
ed in history, his agency could be distinctly 
traced ; that, constant only in attachment to the 
fraternity to which he belonged, he was in some 
countries the most dangerous enemy of freedom, 
and in others the most dangerous enemy of or
der. The mighty victories which he boasted that 
he had achieved in the cause of the church were, 
in the judgment of many illustrious members of 
that church, rather apparent than real. He bad, 
indeed, labored with a wonderful show of suc
cess, to reduce the world under her laws ; but hr 
had done so by relaxing her laws to suit the 
temper of the world. Instead of toiling to ele
vate human nature to the noble standard fixed 
by divine precept and example, he had lowered 
the standard till it was beneath the average level 
of human nature. He gloried in multitudes of 
converts who had been baptized in the remote 
regions of the East ; but it was reported that 
from some of those converts the facts on which 
the whole theology of the gospel depends had 
been cunningly concealed, and that others were 
permitted to avoid persecution by bowing down 
before the images of false gods, while internally 
repeating Patera and Aves. Nor was it only in 
heathen countries that such arts were said to be 
practised. It waa not strange that people of all 
ranks, and especially of the highest ranks, 
crowded to the confessionals in the Jesuit tem
ples ; for from those confessionals none went dis
contented away. There the priest waa all things 
to all men.

“ He showed just so much vigor as might not 
drive those who knelt at hia spiritual tribunal to 
the Dominican or the Franciscan Church. If he 
had to deal with a mind truly devout, lie spoke 
in the saintly tones of the primitive fathers ; but 
with that large part of mankind who have reli
gion enough to make them uneasy when they 
do wrong, and not religion enough to keep them 
from doing wrong, he followed a different sys
tem. Since he could hot reclaim them from 
rice, it wee his business to save them from re
morse. He had at his command an immense 
dispensary of anodynes for wounded consciences. 
In the books of casuistry which had been written 
by his brethren, and printed with the approba
tion of his superiors, were to be found doctrines 
consolatory to transgressors of every class 
There the bankrupt was taught how be might, 
without sin, accrete the goods from bis creditors. 
The servant was taught how he might, without 
sin, run off with hia master’s plate. The pander 
was assured that a Christian man might inno
cently earn hi* living by carrying letters and 
messages between married women and their gal
lants. The high-spirited and punctilious gentle
men of France were gratified by a decision in 
favor of dueling. The Italians, accustomed to 
darker and baser modes of vengeance, were glad 
to learn that they might, without any crime, 
shoot at their enemies from behind hedges. To 
deceit was given a license sufficient to destroy 
the whole vaine of human contracts of human 
testimony. In truth, if society continued to 
hold together, if life and property enjoyed any 
security, it was because common sense and com
mon humanity restrained men from doing what 
the Order of Jesus assured them that they might 
with a safe conscience do."

day in advance of me. Riding up a very steep I 
hill, I heard a thrill, sharp sound, and thought 
it must be a locomotive. At this time I was 
surrounded by trees on either side—sound con
tinued. Finally I heard such a terrible rum
bling in the woods among the trees that 1 put 
spurs to my horse and started off aa feat aa I 
could go, and the further and more swiftly I 
sped, the greater the rumbling. At last I came 
to the serious conclusion that I was “played 
out,” and must surely fell into the hands of the 
rebels.

I halted, and in less than five minutes, I saw 
hogs of every grade, color end aperies, mthieg 
the tallest kind of tracks down the hill toward 
where the music came from. There were black 
hogs, white hogs, yellow hogs, speckled hogs, 
end gray hogs—ell running in one direction. I 
panted for a moment end surveyed the sees*, 
and, finally, I followed in the train, and as I de
scended, there stood before me a nigger, ee 
black as ebony, blowing away on an old horn, 
surrounded by at least five hundred listener* in 
the shape of hogs. As 1 approached, the old 
darkey saluted me with a “ Good morning. 
Massa.”

“ Well my friend,” I remarked, “ what in 
creation are you blowing that old horn for?"

Ebony opened his wide mouth, displaying at 
the same time as fine a set of white teeth as I 
ever looked at, and laughed as loud as he could, 
and then said :

“ Massa, you'se bain’ from the Norf, where 
none of these things is gwine on.”

I answered, “ Yes, but whst does it all 
mean ? ”

“ You see Masaa,” responded the old man, 
“ all these hogs thar ; before I commenced play
in’ thar wasn’t one hog here, but when I fust 
blowed this horn they all started from every part 
of de woods an some up here, lse at dis bisi- 
nia for the Lord knows how many years, and I 
has brought in millions of bogs with dis music. 
I set to play every morning at daylight alongside 
die fense end den atop for one hour, and at the 
end ob de hour all maaaa’a hogs are ia from de 
woods. Ise a good music man, masaa, I is."

glndsttrnl.

The Two Characters.
There is a negative ness of character which ia 

often mistaken for amiability, or impartiality, or 
some other kindred virtue. The person possess
ing it never takes sides on a question of import
ance enlisting the interest and action of men, 
and ia equally well pleased whichever party wins 
in the contest. The future of the Church, of 
the government, of society, of man, are of but 
little account to him, ao that he is left undis
turbed in hie quiet, plodding, aimless journey 
through life. He avoids the opposition, strife, 
and bitterness encountered by the positive pian, 
but then he is practically, and for all ueefbl pur
poses, nobody ; accomplishes nothing in life, end 
dies to be forgotten as soon as he is buried.

On the other hand, there is a positiveness of 
character not unftequentiy mistaken for hard
ness, selfishness, arrogance, querulousness. The 
positive man has a purpose in life, and in all 
questions of great interest firmly planta himself 
on one side or the other, and will mike himself 
unmistakably felt, whether the decision be for 
him or against hi* cherished views. All matters 
of public interest engage his best powers, end 
find in him either an earnest advocate or en 
active persistent opponent. Men will call him 
hard names, and some will heartily bate him. 
But then he ia a fores in the world, and ell there 
it of science, art, education, government, is at
tributable to him. While be livee he is the only 
useful element in society ; end after his death 
even his enemies will rejoice at hia virtues, and 
vie with hia friends m their efforts to perpetuate 
his memory among men.

Strong Character».
Strength of character consists of two things— 

power of will and power of self-restraint. It 
requires two things, therefore, for its existence— 
strong feelinga and strong command over them. 
Now it ia here we make a great aaistaka ; we 
mistake strong feelings for strong character. A 
man who bears all before him, before whose 
frown domestics tremble, and whose bursts of 
fury make the children of the hoeeehold quake 
—because he has hia will obeyed, and hia own 
way in all things, we call him a strong man. 
The truth ia, that is the weak man ; it i* hia 
passions that are strong ; he, mastered by them, 
ia weak. You must measure the strength of a 
man by the power of the feelings be subdues, 
not by the power of those which subdue him. 
And hence composure is vary often the highest 
result of strength. Did we never see a n 
receive a flagrant insult, and only grow a little 
pale, and then reply quietly ? That ia a a 
spiritually strong. Or did we ever see a n 
in anguish stand, as if carved out of solid rock, 
mastering himself ? Or one bearing a hopeless 
daily trial remain silent, and never tell the world 
what cankered hia home peace ? That ia strength. 
He who, with strong passions, remained chaste ; 
he who, keenly sensitive, with manly powers of 
indignation in him, can be provoked, and yet 
restrain himself, and forgive—these ere the 
strong men, the spiritual heroes.—lier. F. IF. 
Robertson.

Pulpit Force.
If I may be allowed the privilege, I will ven

ture a few brief hint* on this topic. So far as l 
see, our chief deficiency is at this point ; we lack 
force in our pulpit performance. The orthodoxy 
of our ministers is but little questioned ; our ed
ucational advantage* are considerable and in
creasing ; we have comfortable churches, well 
filled with auditors who appreciate and support 
the Gospel In all these respecte we are more 
highly favoured than our father* were. Yet in 

*ical usefulness they excelled us ; their 
preaching waa more successful than ours is. As 

lit orators we are but children compered to 
our father* in Christ. Many of our early Metho
dist ministers spake with such wisdom and pow
er ae their enemies could not gainsey nor treat. 
Called of God to the work of the ministry, they 
wen endued with power from heaven, spake the 
word with boldness, and the effect was glorious.

Now if we would he alike tucceeaful, we must 
aim to wield the same power which our fathers 
did, and for the same purpose, that ia, to glorify 
God in the salvation of men, women and chil
dren. In order to do this, we should have re. 
sped.

First, to the choice of «abjecte, selecting rich 
as plead directly to the heart and remarient* of 
our hearers. Here we often fail. A well put 
up, logical argument on a speculative question 
may interest the curious, and elicit a tittle praise 
or censure, according to the notion of critics re
spectively ; but few ere permanently beuefittod 
by it. The greet truths of the Gospel, such as 
human depravity, the atoning sacrifice of Christ, 
the agency of the Holy Spirit, and man’s person
al salvation, are the most effectual pulpit topics.

Secondly, we should preach those doctrines in 
faith, nothing doubting. When we faithfully ex
ecute the commission which God gives ae, why 
should we doubt his blessing upon Ms own word? 
But to maintain fall confidence in the Gospel 
message we must ourselves he living exemples 
of its power to save. Then our preaching will 
be “in demonstration of the Spirit and of pow
er.”

Thirdly, let ue not burden ourselves with notes 
to look at in the pulpit ; they are worn than Bai
lees. Who would think of moving n multitude 
by reading a manuscript with his finger on 
the tinea end Ms eyes on the words P He 
might ee well attempt to box with his hands 
tied, or to run with Me feet hoppled. Awey 
with such incumbrances. Give us a clew field, 
with bead end heart full of the subject on baud, 
with faith in vigorous exercise; let us look oar 
auditor* fully in the eyes, end watch to see whets 
the word takes effect, where the sword of the 
Spirit strikes, end repeat the blows till the sin
ner yields to be saved by grace.—Bishop Morris.
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Philosophy and Thiologt.—“There ia 
—that emerges in Philosophy,” saya Sir 
William Hamilton, the greatest psyobologiit 
of our own day, “ that has not first emerged in 
Theohffiy." In other words, 6NH» the centre 
,f truth, and all light that >«eee from Mm 
to outer «phares murt previously pee. through
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A Curious Hog Story.
The correspondent of the Cincinnati Tunes 

with Gen. Mitchell's command is responsible for 
the following yarn :

The hogs in this part of the country are mu
sically inclined, and all come up to breakfast to 
the tune of Dixie. On every plantation the 
oldest “ darkey " has the honor of playing music 
to the hogs for about an hour every morning, 
and from the very moment when he first com
mences, till the end of the piece, the shrill, pierc
ing notes of the hogs are heard coming from all 
direction*, and blending with the music of the 
darkey, from the very full grown sow to the 
.m.lUa, of the titter; these notes are audible a 
mile distant I can never forget when I first 
witnessed the scene, and for the life ef me l, 
could aot taller make out what it meant

Iwasonmy wajr fram Bfaalbyville, Tenu» to 
Hnntrrttla, Ala., and being alone, I started 
early, reiiM roaffakt (he i
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How to Reduce a Congregation.
It ia uncomfortable being in e church that ia 

so densely crowded that all the «tending room ia 
occupied. If any of our brethren in the minis
try are troubled by such congregation*, end can
not do dull preaching enough themselves to 
reduce them to a comfortable aise, that kind of 
prosy sermonising which leaves vacant seats may 
be procured without great expanse or trouble 
and with no doubt aa to the results, for the same 
old manuscripts have been repeatedly tried with
out a failure. Even convicts in a State Prison 
cannot endure this sort of preaching for a great 
length of time, without getting uneasy and dis
contented.

Grayson says t “ It is melancholy to think of 
the havoc which a dull speaker will soon make 
in a crowded audience. The preaching of seme 
good persons is tike reading the riot act, or re
minds one of that ingenious method by which jt 
is said the magistrates of SL Petersburg some
times cool the seal of the mob in that genial 
climate—that Is, by playing cn them with a fire- 
engine.—1 cannot see of what usa this poet 
clergyman can be, unless oar churches and 
chapels were crowded to suffocation ; then one 
or two like him might be employed to itinerate 
about the country, and bring down crowded con
gregations to par. A vary few, however, would 
be sufficient ; the effect of the sermon, end, 
consequently its length might be regulated by a 
thermometer. But great oare would be necoseary 
in the application ; for a little «sees* in the dura
tion of the humdrum might end in the extinction 
of the audience altogether. In any casa, I think, 
it should be provided by law that no such enthu
siasm extinguisher should be permitted to play 
more than an hour, lest the congregation should 
be annihilated. One might then read such an
nouncements as these :—1 The church of that
lively preacher, Rev. --------- , we* on Sunday
se'nnight ao excessively crowded, even to the 
aisles and pulpit stairs, that it was necessary to 
•end for the most “ distinguished of the extin
guishing ” preachers to counteract the effects of 
hia oratory hut Sunday night. So effectual waa 
the eloquence of this gentlemen, that in twenty 
minutes the thermometer fell ten degrees in the 
gallery, and the air of the church before the 
benediction became delightfully cool and Salu
brious.' "

An Unseemly Organ
in a small church at a village near Brighton 

where the congregation could not afford to pay 
*n organist, they recently bought a self-acting 
organ, a compact instrument, well suited to ploy 
forty different tunes. The sexton had instruc
tions how to art h ageing, and bow to stop it ; 
but unfortunately he forgot the latter part of hia 
business ; and after singing the first four vi 
of a hymn before the sermon, the organ could 
not be stopped, and it contiued playing two verses 
more ; then, just as the clergyman completed the 
words, ‘ let us pray,’ the organ clicked, and 
started a fresh tune. The minister sat it out pa
tiently, and then renewed hia introductory wank, 
' let us pray,’ when dick went the organ again, 
and started off on another tune. The sexton end 
others continued their exertions to find out the 
spring, but no man could put a atop to it ; ao they 
got four of the stoutest men in the church to 
shoulder the perverse instrument, end they cm 
tied it down the centre aisle of the church, play 
Mg away, into the church-yard where it contine-

I started vwy ad dieting a way
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Ministerial Scholarship.
Dr. T. T. Peck gives the following excellant 

thou.hu on the importance of general know- 
ledgv to ministers : “ Let no young nun whom 
the Church recognises as s candidate for the sa
cred office, rush prematurely into its responsi
bility», nor one among us neglect the cultivation 
of his mind. Get wisdom, get understanding. 
Study—study prayerihlly, thoroughly, every
thing that any man can or ought to know. Do 
not be misled by the idea thet you bare only to 
learn to preach, and hence you are to study 
merely such things as are directly connected 
with the preparation and delivery of sermons. 
A general scholarship, which will give you a 
good relative position in society, is as important 
to you as to any other gentleman. Why should 
your Methodism, or your ministerial professions 
exclude or excuse you from any degree of men
tal culture as scientific attainments wMch make 
up the leading forces of elevated etfeiety ? Why 
should you allow erroriate, or rivals or infidels 
to understand and avail themselves of languages 

sciences which you will not learn, and there
fore cannot use, for the development, and illus
tration and defense of the truth ? Why murt 

aa veaeoewnt to an inferior position in w*tp,
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