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fie of one o? the patriarehs of old so venerabie and dignifled is h11î, aýppeuar-
ance. I fancy I see hilm ut iny father'b house, and now lie places his
hand upoiin y head, and invokzes heaven's blcssing upoin me. Tait, dig-

niidand soleimn, a weii-knit framol, hair of silver whitcness,' counteliane
wriakled by age, and wcaring the old-fashioncd breeclies, buciced at the
knee, is t'le Rev. John Ilickling, o? preclous meniory, since gone home Wo
hieaveri, Ilwhere the wicked cease from troubling, and whcere the weary arc
at rest." The dear old muan, 1 love to think of iîîî 1 Hie was tlie guar-
dian spirit and presidinggcenius o? oid-f'ashioned Methodism in the town
o? my chiildhood and youth), Newark, Nottinghamnshire. People used to-
regard hlmii with veneration and respect. Boys and girls would bc pleased
iudeed if they could but get lis recognition and sinile. Ail denoininations
would look upon hlmi as they would one oî the patriarehis o? old, arisen
frotn the dead. And suchi i5 tlc power exerted by peculiar sanctity, that
like M1ilton's angel appearing to the dcvii, it exerts a peculiar influence of
its own-

"Abashied the devil stood,
And feit how awful goodncss is, and saw
Virtiie in lier shape, how Iovely; saiw and pined
Jus loss."1

To give an instanc-% I knew an individual, a baeksfider. from God,
whose déiiberate purpose was to drown himself; deterred from the fatal
act on catciîing- a :,l'ht o? tlîis venerable and apostoiic-looking inan. In
the pulpit lic was dignifled, grave, and solemu, and wouid rcmind you o?
a mnan on thc borders o? the tomb, and about to appear before his Judge.
1 shail neyer forget~ those beautiful liues in Wcsley's Ilymus, us rcpeated
by the old gentleman:

"Thou, O Christ,. art ail 1 ivant,
More than &Il in thice 1 findi, &c..

.kud the manner ln which hoe raised his right hand lu the puipit, when
uttering something soIein ri, as >alwuys remni nded Ile of good Bishop cran-
mer, when surrounded by the flamies o? inartyrdoin, crying out with up-
raised ]iand, IlThis unworthy baud 1 this uuworthy hand V"

Very different was the regard and estecîn paid to Fat-lier flickling by
the inhabitants of Newark, to what thecir forefathers paid to Mr. Wesley
when lbe frst went there. The painter's brush was not uscd to besmear
the preacher, but the tongue was employcd to bless hlm. Thank God
those days o? persecution have gone bye 1 Methodism is now flourishing
lu the town, -for when the cloquent iPunshion hast preched there, sorne ten
or a dozen clergymen of the Church of England 'went to hear hlm-a
thing unpardonable in Wesley's day. I wili just naine one circunxstance.
more in conneotion with Father Hickling and I have douc..
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