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BIOGRAPHICAL NOTICE OF THE LATE
ROBERT SALTER, Esq.

The following biographical notice of the

Jate Robert Salter, Esa., Circuit Steward of

the Carleton (St. John; N. B.) Circuit, was

read at the close of a sermon, preached on the
occasion of his decease, to one of the largest
congregations ever gathered .in-the Guilford

8t. Methodist Church, from Revelation xiv.

13, by the Rev. Robert Duncan, Superintend-

ent of the Circuit.]

In every age, when men of rare talent and
piety bave graced ber ranks, the Church has
been characterized by joy and rejoicing. When
in the providence of God, however, these stars
of larger magnitude, baving reached a culmina-
ting poirt, bave faded away in the sunlight of
immortality, a sbade of sadness has mantled
ber brow and the grief of ber sorrow stricken
beart bas found utterance in the language of
the Psalmist, *“ Help Lord for the godly man
ceaseth, for the faithful fail from among the
children of men.”

The Methodist Church of Carleton has just
been called to this experience. One of her
standard-beargrs bas recently fallen; one-who
stood in the front rank of her loyal and devo-
ted sons: one who was not a raw recruit un-
skilled in the use of the panoply of God, but a
veteran warrior, whose trusty sword bad

wgleamed in many a conflict, and by whom many
a victory bad been wrung from the Christian’s
triple foe ; one whose name is *‘ a household
word” in many a family in this community, and
which shall long continue to be *‘ as ointment
‘poured Yorth ;" one who has gained the *‘rest” of
beaven, and whose ‘* works do lollo';" him.

Robert Salter was born at Newport, Nova
Scotia, on the 26th day of October, 1799, and
departed this life on Tuesday, the 13th of Aug.
1872, aged 72 years and 10 months. He came
to this city (St. John) intne month of June,
1826, being then in the 27th year of his age,
and in the February following was united
in marriage to his now aged and sorrowing
widow. ) i

The subject of religious impressions from his
early childhood, he nevertheless lived a stranger
to the converting grace of God until he bad
reached the 20th year of his age. The late
Rev. Adam Clark Avard, in whose field of min-
isterial and pastoral toil Newport was incladed,
was the honored instrument, in the hand of
God, of his awakening and conversion. For
that devoted servant of the Lord Jesus he ever
afterwards cherished the tenderest regard, in
proof of which may be mentioned the fact that
his only surviving son was called by his name;
and when, in 1823, the Master summoned Mr,
Avard to his reward, our departed brother ex-
pressed his griet in a well written elegy, ome of
the stanzas ot which is as follows :—

“Farewe | thon “Gospel- Trumpeter’’ whose sound,

More loud than peals of thunder,

First awaked my s:eepy conci.nee.

Isigh! for thou art gome.”’

Immediately after his conversion Bro. Salter
identified bimself with the Methodist Church.
To This branch of God's Israel, baving by de-
liberate and intelligent choice joined himself,
be clung throvgh all bis future life with ever
increasing affection ; and, for more than haif a
century, continued within her pale, a useful,
consisteut, and faithful member.

Mr. Salter's name first appeared on the class
list as that of one of a few, in his native towa-
ship, who were willing to encounter the odium
which in that day usually fell to the lot of those
who espoused the earnest form of Christianity
called Methodism. That the Superintendent
of the Circuit should soon atter place the class
paper in the hands of a young man whose name
stood twentieth on the list, with the authorita-
tive’intimation that henceforth he must assume
the responsibilities of leader, proves conclu-
sively that even then the gifts and graces,
which so eminently qualified our departed
friend to fill with rarely equalled ‘zeal and fi-
delity the numerous official positions afterwards
assigned him in the Church, bad begua to de-
velop themselves.

The Charch in which during the last thirty
years of kis life be worshipped God twice,almost
every Sabbath, was projected in 1838, and
solemnly dedicated to the worship of Jehovah
in 1841. Into.this enterprise he threw bimself
with characteristic eaergy and zeal.

In the manner of performing the duties con-
n:cted with the various offices filled by him,
Bro. Salter was a model .to many. As a Leader
Le was punctual, painstaking, pointed and
prayerful.

No Trustee ever, perhaps, surpassed him in
his readiness to attend those business meetings,
which have relation more: especially to the
secularities of the Church, and few certainly
have manitested greater love for the place in
which the name of God is recorded, or in pro-
portion to his means bave given more freely
and generously for its comfort and continua-
tion.

As Cireuit Steward he not only acted well
the part of General Treasurer of the Circuit,
but proved himself the friend, who among the
first to welcome the minister to his new home,
was ever ready to counsel wisely on all matters
partaining to the administration of the Church’s
affairs. That departmest of Thurch labour
however which seemed especially congenial to
hLis tastes was the Sabbath School. le was
vmp!;ﬁically a lover of children; and many of
those whom he has had under his care in the
school of which, for upwards of 30 years—with
a slight hiatus of thifty months—he was con-
li.h!iu‘uﬂ'\’ the Superintendent, rise up to-day to
call bim blessed. No one, we think, who was
present at his faneral on that sad day when
men of all creeds and classes came to pay the
last tribute of respect to Lis meémory, and saw
those children for whose spiritual interests be
had cared so unremittingly up to the last Sab-
bath but one that be spent on earth, the sub-
jeets of uncontrollable emotions, as;the solemn

curtege passed to the place of burial, could
witkbold the concession, ** Behold bow they
loved bim !”

Mr. Salter was a man, and to ** err is hu-
man.” His errors, however, were those of the
Liead rather than of the beart, and so few withal,
as compared with the virtues that adoroed his
life, that little effort is required to cover them
with the mantle of our charity.

He was a man of intelligence. The years of
his youth, it is true, were not those in which in
bis native Provinee, edueational advaatages ot

la very high ordér were eommon. Yet our de-

parted brother had so cultivated and stered his
mind that be was enabled to fill creditably the
important positions “in civil society, to which
be was called by his fellow citizens; and his
public addresses on all occ , but espeeially
in behalf of the Bible Society, with which he
was long and honorably connected, and the
temperance cause, of which he was an earnest
and self-sacrificing advocate, gave proof of not
a little thought and culture.

He was a man of decision and integrity. So
marked, indeed, were tnese qualities that hav-
ing reached his | , 83 be always seem-
ed to do, with the utmost care he adhered to
them, with the most resolute tenacity. In this
was seen the firmness ot the man, however,
who anxious for the right, disdained to stoop
to any and everything which bis judgment and
his conscience d 1. Of few could his
fellow-men say more truthtully. ** He bath not
lifted up his soul unto vanity nor sworn deceit-
fully;» ¢ He sweareth to bis own burt and
changeth not.”

He was a man of piety. Nor did the pigty
of our sainted brother ever degenerate into
merely denominational zeal. A Methodist
from choice and principle, he nevertheless,
loved all ** that love our Lord Jesus Christ in
sincerity.”
class of religionists that can see nothing good
beyond the limited circle of their own ecclesias-
tical horizon, who, wrapping themselves up
in the scant attire of their own narrow sec-
tarisnism, self-complacently say, ** We are the
people and goodness will die with us.”

Translated in early life, out of the kingdom
of darkness into the kingdom of God's dear
Son, he ever after deemed it his duty, in the
diligent use of the means of grace, to build
himself up on his most holy fai:h. To him
‘‘ the Sabbath ” was a ** delight the holy of the
Lord honorable ;” and, at the services of the
week-day evening, and on other ocrasions. he
esteemcd it as alike his duty and bis privilege
to say, ‘“Come ye that fear God and I will
tell you what he hath done for my soul.” Who-
ever could, or could not be reckoned upon with
certainty for these services, he whose absence
we mourn to-night did not often disappoint
those who expected to find him in his place.
But that place, at the bidding of the Master,
has at length become vacant! The stroke by
means of which it has been accomplished has
fallen both upon the Church and his own family,
with upexpected suddenness and force. ‘- We
sorrow not even as others which bhave no hope.”
We are thankinl that the boon ot his presence
and precious life was ours so long. And, recog-
nizing tke right ot the Master, at such times
and in such a manner as seemeth best to him,
to lift up his servants from the work of the
Church in conflict to the joys of the Church
triumpbant, we look upward through our tears,
and strive to say, ‘* Even so Father for so it
seemed good in thy sight.”

TRUTH AND ERROR.

Both abound in our day. Truth has taken
immense strides during the last fifty years, and
were it not for the marvellous efforts of Satan
and his human agents to neutralize its influ-
ences the world would soon rejoice in the com-
plete emancipation of our race from the shackles
of error, °‘But it seems that the enemy of all
good has power to oppose with alarming suc-
cess, the advancement of truth, aud even so to
mingle his lhes with the traths of God, as to
render them of no effect in saving the souls of
men.

We should however, always remember that
the ability of the devil to injure man, is limit-
ed to that of femptation jonly. No man is
obliged to submit to the galling yoke of iniquity,
since the gospel proclaims ** deliverance to the
captives'” It he does so, it is becausc he has
listened to the wily tempter, and voluntarily
yielded himselt to his service. The devil's
work cannot destroy human responsibility.
Every man that embraces error instead of
truth, is accountable for the act, and for all its
consequences on earth.

As some truths are of greater importance
than others, some errors are less serious than
others. A political or scientific error is less
dangerous than a religious errot, especially if
such an error affects fundamental truth. In
the present day some of the most important
truths respecting the nature of God aand bis
creature man, are being denied not only by
professed infidels, but by Christians so called.

Professed Christian ministers boldly declare
that God has a body like man, and that man has
no immortal spirit associated with his body.
That the spirit of man is but a part of his or-
ganism, the breath; and that when be dies he
sleeps, the whole of him, in the grave. And
that when raised at the last day, the wicked
will be burned up root and branch. Thus blot-
ting out from the sacred page the doctrine of
‘¢ everlasting punishment.”

All these notions are claimed by those delud-
ed errorists to be taught in the word of God.
And yet that word declares that ** God is a
spirit,” and there is a spirit in a man, which is
| not touched by those who kill the body. That
the spirit as well as the body needs to be
sanctified, and that to be. ‘‘ absent from the
body is to be present with the Lord,” that the
unjust will be raised from their graves, as well
as the righteous, and their spirits come from
Hades, the invisible world, and in union with
their bodics be judged according to the deeds
done in the body. The result of the jndgment
being eternal life in the one case, and in the
other, a going into everlasting fire prepared
for the devil and his angels.” Whatever the
fire means there, it is to be everlasting. The
very same words dre used to express the dura-
tion of the punishment, as are.used to signify
the duration of the bappiness of the righteous.

The great effort of the enemy in the present
age seems to be to hide from mortals the great
danger in which they are involved, in conse-
quence of having sinned against God. To make
sin only a matter of trivial importance is the
evident tendency of the prevailing errors of
our day. It is plain that wherever this notion
prevails, there cannot be cherished right views
of the atoning work of the Lord Jesus. We
can account for the amazing sufferings of the
sinner’s substitute,«pnly on the ground that
terrible results must follow sin, unless pardon

He bad no ‘sympathy with than

'can be cbtained. Eternity alone can fully
show the awful import of the word salvation.

We have no fears as to the ultimate triumph
,of truth, even on earth, but many souls may
be lost in the meantime while the contlict lasts.
{*“ Woe unto them that call evil good, and good
l(!\ril; that put darkness for light and light for
idnkneu. that put bitter for sweet and sweet
| for bitter.” Extremes meet us on every side.
Here is a spiritualist, pretending to Kold coa-
verse with the spiritual world. Here a mate-
rialist who like the Sadduces of old, scarcely
believes in any spirit at all. Both have notions
of truth in their opinions, while both abound in
error. The old landmarks, we -believe, yet
guide safely. ** Thus saith the Lord, stand ye
in the ways, and see, and ask for the old paths,
where is the good way, ard walk therein, and
ye shall find rest for your souls.”

G. 0. H.

|

Canning, Aug. 1872,

THE SEA-CAPTAIN'S STORY.

Rev. P. Kitwood narrated the following at a
recent SBunday-school Teacher's Meeting, Mil-

aukee, Wisconsin. We copy from the Sun-
ﬁay-achool Times :

When I was in the city of London, several
years ago, I attended service in a sailor's
chapel. At the close of the regular worship,
an experience and prayer meeting was opened
for the beriefit of those who wished to remain
and participate in the exercises. Soon a lad of
sixteen years of age made his appearance at
the door, and walked down the aisle to the
altar, followed by fifteen men, the foremost
being a tall, noble-looking man in the prime of
lite. When the opportunity to speak was off-
ered, the tall, bandsome man who seemed to
be a leader, arose, aud placing his hand upon
the head of the boy, said; ** This boy has been
a blessing ‘to me. Usder Providence I owe
much to him. Allow me to state the case. A
small company of Sunday-school teachers in
England visited a poor-house, and asked per-
mission ot the superintendent to teach school
there on the Sabbath. At first the superinten-
dent laughed at the idea of teachiog paupers in
classes on the Sabbath; but he finally gave his
consent, and this boy Johnny was among thore
who availed themselves of the advantages of
the school. - He soon mastered the alphabet,
in a shert time was taught how to spell, and
very soon he was able to read the New Testa-
ment. I am a sea-captain. It so bappened
that I wanted a cabin-boy, and some one di-
rected me to the poor-bouse in question.
* There,” said the supérinteadent, ‘is an able-
bodied boy,” pointing to Jobhnny; ‘ you can
have him; be is industrious, intelligent, and
faitbful, but he is very pious.’ I said, with an
oath, that I did not care any thing about his
piety, that I would soon kick his religion out of
him, because I did not intend to have anything
of the sort in my ship. I consented to take
the boy, and, just before leaving port, his
Sunday-school teacher called to see him. He
presented a Bible to him, and asked him to
make three promises. which were, that he
would read a few verses every day, that he
would pray every day, and that he would be
faithful and obedient. The wind blew a gale
when we left port, making the sea rough, and
Johnny so sick that he was confined to his
berth a number of days. When he was ablé
to attend to his duties, I bappened one day to
find him on his knees in the cabin, praying. 1
gave him a kick, and told him to stop praying,
stating, with words not fit to repeat, that
I would not permit any praying on board of
my ship. Jobony knew not what to do, or
where to go,but be deemed it his duty to pray,
so he climbed to the maintop the next time he
poured out his heart in worship. I caught him
at his devotions, and taking a rope in my hand
I went tor bim, and flogged him severely. His
next biding-place for his praying was uonder
the bowsprit. He thought no one would look
for him in such a place; and there, with the
waves of the sea dashing and roaring under
him, he kept the promise he made to his
teacher, and to the great Teacher above.
When off the coast of Newfoundland, we were
overtaken by a severe storm. The wind blew
as though it were blowing its last, and the
churned waters rolled heavily against the ship
and over it. Louder blew the wind and high-
er rolled the sea, until the ship became un-
manageable, and soon she was threwn upon
her beam-ends. It seemed as though our last
bour had come. It appeared to me that no
human effort could save the ship from sinking.
The heavens were black with storms, and the
merciless waters yawned like open mouths to
swallow us. In this dilemma I looked about
for my mates and men, and found all hands
save my cabin boy Johnny. I inquired for
him. One ot the mates said he supposed he
was washed overboard. I then began to think
ot my cruelty to him, and of my great wicked-
ness. While I was thinking about his courage,
his fidelity. and his religion, which I needed at
that moment to sustain me, I heard a low voice
from under the deck. I command the men to
be still, and then lowering myself with a rope,
I found Johnny in a secure place, praying for
his captain and all bands. I threw my arms
about his neck, begged his forgiveness, and as-
sured him that he might pray as much as he
pleased. * Had you not better pray for your-
self ?* asked Johnny, modestly. It the ship
goes down, are you prepared to meet your
Master ?' 1 did pray tor myself, so did my
mates and the scamen, and Johnny prayed that
He who holds the winds in his fists and the
waves in the hollow of his hand would save the
ship and the souls on board. Directly the
wind lulled, a calm soon followed, the ship was
righted, and when she reached her destination,
we all went ashore and publicly ackaowledged
'the goodness and mercy of God. Here we
are, glad of the opportunity to consecrate our-
selves afresh to the service of the Divine
Master.”

The Rev. Mr. Kitwood stated, further, that
the captain and the' boy both became eminent
preschers ot the Gospel; that be bad often
beard the former preach the gospel. Mr. Kit-
wood, who is a Methodist minister in Brooklyn,
has been a sailor many years, commanding a
merchant-vessel, and preaching the Gospel
whenever opportunities were offered to him.

RESTING IN GOD.

Since thy Father's arm sustians thee,
Peaceful be;

When a chastening band restrains thee
It is be.

Know his love in tull completeness

Fills the measure of thy weakness ;

1f be wound the spirit sore,

Trust bim more.

Without murmur, uncomplaiaing,
In his hand

Lay whatever things thou canst not
Understand.

Though the world thy folly spurneth,

From thy faith in pity turneth,

Peace thy inmost soul shall fill,
Lying still.

Like an infant, it thou thinkest
Thou canst stand,

Childlike proudly pushing back
The offered hand,

Courage soon is changed to fear,

Strangth doth feebleness appear;

In bis love if thou abide,
He will guide.

Fearest sometimes that thy Father
Hath forgot ?
When the clouds arouud thee gather,
Doubt him not.
Always bath the daylight broken ;
Always hath he comtort spoken ;
Better bath he been tor years
Tkan thy fears.

Therefore, whatsoe'er betideth,
Night or day,

Know his love for thee provideth
Good alway.

Crown of sorrow gladly take;

Gratetal wear it for his sake :

Sweetly berding to his will,
Lying still.

To his own thy Saviour giveth
Daily strength.

To each troubled soul that liveth,
Peace at length.

Weakest lambs have largest share

Of the tender Shepherd’s care;

Ask him not the ** When" or ** How ;”
Oaly bow.

(From the American Messenger. ) )
A REVELLING METHODIST'S PRAYER.

It was in the mid-winter of 1836, that the
passer by of the *‘ Sailors’ Home,” so called,
in H —, might one evening have heard
sounds of boisterous merriment proceeding from
the crowded bar room, while occassionally a
stunning oath fell upon the ear. The room was
filled with a motley crowd, such as were usually
found there—sailors, boatmen, and raftsmen—
all apparently in high uproarious mirth. On
one side of the room was a cheerful fire,
around which sat a number of dozing topers,
while on the opposite side was the bar, with the
usual array of well filled decanters dimly seen
through the murky cloud of smoke.

In the centre of the crowd, and the object of
their undivided attention, stood a man, in ap-
pearance abont filty years of age. In former
years he bad been distioguished in political lite,
and was known as a man of fine talents and
acquirements, In bis early life be had become
a member of the Methodist church, and was
still remembered as baving been a preminent
class-leader. His hair was grey, tangled and
matted, and fell in spare locks upon his should-
ers. His eye was dim and bloodshot ; bis face
bloated and unshaven, and his whole appear-
ance gave evid of a wretched and miser-
able conditio. A silly smile was playing
over his haggard features, as he listened to ‘the
rude and profane commendations of the wretch-
es around him, for he had just finished a song.

““ Give us another, Jim,” said one. *‘ Give
us one more,” roared the crowd, ** Well, and
what stall it be, gentlemen ?"” said he. ** Meth-
odist,” said the first speaker, and a peal of
laughter followed. ‘‘ Give us a regular Meth-
odist, old fellow.”

For a moment he hesitated, and then with a
voice shattered, but still noble, he commenced
a favorite and beautitul Methodist bymn.

As be proceeded, it seemed to come to his
heart ; for at times his voice faltered and his
tace seemed as if a shadow had fallen upon it.
Were the turbid fountains of the beart being
troubled by an angel ? or had that simple mel-
ody brought back a tide of resollections of old-
en times—bright, hopeful, happy days long
since passed, and which had long been to him
but as a dream ?

He ended, and the rude and noisy crew
loudly applauded, mingling many an oath in
their commeadations ; but his face bad lost its
smile.

Then one called upon bim for a prayer *‘ to
end with,” as he expressed himself, and they
all gathered still closer around him.

“ No, no, I can’t pray; 1 can’t pray now,”
exclaimed the poor wretch, and he seemed to
be troubled. But they would have no refusal ;
be must give them a prayer. Prayer! he used
to pray much once, for then it was dear
to him, and it seemed to make life brighter,
and joy and happiness nestled in his heart.
But that was a long time ago, and many a
weary day and even year had passed since
then.

Sometimes, to be sure, in his utter and de-
graded misery, as memory reflected a gleam of
momentary light from the past; startled in the
instant, perhaps with hand bard-pressed on an
aching, burning brow, he would cry out, ** O
Lord !” but it was of bitter, despairing misery,
and not hope ; and then, unable to endure such
terrible remorseful thoughts, he would plunge
into mad intoxication, till all reflection was
gone.

It was not always thus. At times better and
kindlier thoughts came to him, and though he
was fallen very low, still he would resolve to
reform and be a better man; and =o, as it
were, ‘‘smiting on his breast,” and scarce
daring to lift up his eyes, he would arise and
go softly on, till overpowering temptation with.
in and without seized him and flung him back
again.

But now as he stood there, kind thoughts

'and even tender, called up by that song, bad
| touched his desolate heart. and hope seemed
returning once more to him—perhaps God will
bear his prayer. So slowly lifting his oid bat
| from his bead, be said, *‘ Let uspray.”

f The peal ot laughter was upon the lips ot
i those around, but the unaffected solemnity of
{ his manoer awed and suppressed their noisy
lm'u':h, and they gazed upon him in silence.
|+ Our Father which art in heaven, hallowed
| be thy name.” His voice was broken with
emotion ; but as he proceeded it became clear-
er. The spirit of other days bad seemingly
returned upon bim, and be prayed as ot old, |
moving as with the Spirit of God the hearts|
of all who heard him. He prayed 'ilh;
agonized earnestness for pardon, for re-|
conciliation with the Saviour, for strength |
in the hour and moment of temptation, .nd’
light through all of future life to guide and di- |

Redeemer.

Ile ceased; but a spell had fallen upon|
that crowd, and not a word was heard. lle‘
took up his old hat and turning away left the I
house. From that hour he became an altered |
man, and the earnest self denying Christian |
labors of many subsequent years, were not. we
trust in vain.

*“ The wind bloweth where it listeth, and
thou hearest the sound thereot, but canst not
tell whence it cometh and whither it goeth, so
is every one that is born of the Spirit.

John iii: 8.

-

“THAT'S YOU, JEM!”

The ** Prodigal” in the parable of our Lord
was a type ot a class—unbappily a large class
—of men. How many individuals are, or have
been, prodigals! How many families have to
deplcre a son, or other relatives, who bas been
“ sent into the fields to feed swine!” I desire
to communicate to my readers an illustration
of this in a narrative which was communicated
to me by one of the parties concerned.

1 wes, some few years ago, sojourning at
a very beaatiful and much frequented English
watering-place. I met with an earnest Chris-
tian tradesman of the town, whose labours in
the cause of religion are many and great. Al-
though his occupation was not in selling bocks,
yet he had, in a prominent place ig his shop
window, an assortment of Bibles, with an illus-
trated card containing this announcement—
* Luther's Sword sold here!” With one of
these ** swords” that Christian soldier, whom I
shall call by the name ot Mr. Carr, fought and
won the follo #ing battle :

A band or “‘troupe” of young men, with
hands and faces blackened, and dressed in very
grotesque costumes, arranged themselves be-
fore this gentleman’s door one day, for an ex-
hibition of their peculiar * performances.”

These: people used to be called *‘ Ethiopian
Serenaders.” After they had sung some comic
and some plaintive melodies, with their own
peculiar accompaniments of gestures aud -gri-
maces, one of the party, a tall and interesting
young man, who bad the ** look” of one who
was beneath his proper station, stepped up to
the door, talnbourine in hand, to ask for a few
** dropping pennies” of the people. Mr. Carr,
taking one of the Bibles out of his window, ad-
dressed the youth:

‘‘ See bere, young man,” he said, 1 will
give you a shilling, and this Bible besides, if
you will read a portion of it among your com-
rades there, and in the hearing of the bystand-
ers.”

* Here's a shilling for an easy job!"bLe
chuckled out to his mates; *‘ I'm going to give
you a public reading !I™ J

Mr. Carr opened at the fifteenth chapter of
Luke’s Gospel, and, pointing to the 11th verse,
requested the young man to commence reading
at that verse.

‘“Now, Jem, speak up!” said one of the
party, ‘‘ and earn your shilling hke a man!”

And Jem took the book, and read, ** And he
said, a certain man bad two sons; and the
younger of them said to his father, Father,
give me the portion of goods that falleth to me.
And be divided unto them his living.”

There was something in the voice of the
reader, as well as in the strangeness of the cir-
cumstances, that lulled all to silence ; while an
air of seriousness took possession of the youth,
and still {urther commanded the attention of
the crowd.
~He read on—** And not many days after the
younger son gathered fall together, and took
bis jourriey into a far country, and there wast-
ed his substance with riotous living.”

* That’s you, Jem !” ejaculated one of his
comrades—** It's just like what you told me of
yourself and your father !”

The reader continued, ‘* And when he had
spent all, there arose a mighty famine in that
land ; and be began to be in want.”

‘ Why, that's you again, Jem!” said the
voice—** Go on!"

** And be went and joined himself to a citi-
zen of that country; and be sent him into his
fields to feed swine. And he would fain have
filled his belly with.the busks the swine did eat,
and no man gave unto him.”

* That’s like us all !” said the voice, once
mere interrupting ; we're all beggars, and might
be better than we are! Go on; let’s hear what
come of it I”

And the young man read on, and as he read,
his voice trembled—** And when bhe came to
himself, he said, How many hired servants ot
my father have bread enough and to spare, and
I perish with hunger! I will arise and go to
my father!”

At this point be fairly broke down, and could
read no more.  All were impressed and moved.
The whole reality of the past rose up to view;
and, in the clear story of the Gospel, a ray of
hope dawned upon bim for his future. His
father ; his father’s house,and his mother’s too;
and the plenty and the love ever bestowed up-
on him there; and the hired servants, all hav-
ing enough ; and then himself, his fathe’rs son ;
and his present state,, his companionships,
his habits, his sins, his poverty, his outcast
condition, his absurdly questionable mode of
living : all these came climbing, like an invad-
ing force ot thoughts and refiections, into the
citadel of his mind, and fairly overcame him.

That day, that scene, proved the turning

point ot that young prodigal's life. He sought |

the advice of the Christian friend who bhad thus
providentially interposed tor his*deliverance.
Communications were made to his pairents,
which resulted in a long lost and dearly loved
cliild returning to the familiar earthly home;
and, 7 still better, inhis return to his heav-
enly Father! He found, as I trust my readers
will, how true are the promises of the ** Prodi-
gal son,” both for time and for eternity !
“ Yes there is One who will not chide nor scoff,
Baut beckons us to homes of heaven'y bliss ;
Beholds the prodigal a zreat way off, .
And flies to meet him with a Father’s kiss "
— Episcopalian.

THE UNEXPECTED FRUIT.

[From “ Recollections of Old Minister ”
Christian Intelligencer.

in the

At a session of the General Synod of our

Albany, more than thirty years ago, Mr.
Bourne was a delegate, as was the writer.
The clerk was calling the roll when tbe Rev.
Dr. T. B. Welch, then Pastor of the Baptist
church in Pearl street, came in and seated him-
self by me. Soon the name of George Bourie
was called and the answer was given ** Here.”
Dr. Welch turned to me and said, ** Is that
George Bourne, who was formerly pastor of a
church in Germantown, near Philadelpbia?”
I replied, ** Yes, sir.” Do you know him? "
** Very well, #ir.” Will you introduce him to
me? " ¢ Certainly, sir. At the recess, the
introdaction was given, when the following
conversation ensued :

Dr. Welsh asked Mr. Bourne: ** Do you re-
member when your home was in Germantown,
your preaching a sermon to young men in Dr.
Stoughton’s church in Sansom street, Philadel-
phia, where there was an immense assembly
present ? ™

‘** Yes, very well,” said Mr. Bourne.

*‘ Have you that sermon with you? "

‘*“ Yes, here,” putting bis finger up to his
bead. =

** Will you preach it in my pulpit next Sab-
bath evening? "

““ Whre’s your church ?

¢ In this street, sir.”

*“Then I will do as you wish.” The ar-
rangement was made.

On the Sabbath morning Dr. Welch, then in
the height of bis popularity, drawing large
congregations, invited the great assembly to
attend in the evening to hear the same sermon
under which, more than twenty years ago,
their pastor bad been converted unto God.

The church was thronged. Mr. Bourne
preached the sermon. At the close Dr. Welch
rose and told the congregation that they had
heard substantially the same sermon which was
the instrument by he had béen brought to re-
ceive Christ Jesus as his Saviour. Then turn-
ed around, he addressed Mr. Bourne, and told
him that when he preached *‘ that sermon in
Sansom street church, about twenty young
men were hopefully brought to Christ, of which
number I am one, and nearly all of us have be-
come ministers of the Gospel of the blessed
God " when, Mr. Bourne, deeply moved, said
aloud: ** I never heard of it before. * Bless
the Lord, O my soul.” '

A prayer >f devout thanksgiving then follow-
ed trom the lips and the heart of the over.
whelmed pastor of that church, in which the
congregation joined with deep emotion, while
Mr. Bourne was ascribing all the glory to
God.

-

THE WANT OF THE AGE.

The great want of the age is a higher degree
of life in God. The tendencies of this world
ever bave been to exalt the creature and to
deify men. And there is, indeed, a kind of
pleasure in being thus worshipped, and in thus
worshippiog. But of all things it is most dan-
gerous, and most offensive to God.. It is not
only ungratetul and rebellious, but pernicious.
For in no creature is there a self-sustaining
lite. No creature can diffuse a vital, healing,
exalting power among his worshippers. Nay,
be is rather a non-conductor between them and
God, and infects tbem with his own diseases.
Hence, in the better coming ages, all these
buman gods will be detbroned, and the Lord
alone exalted. The spirit of those days shall
be—Cease ye from man, and exalt Jehovah
alone! The all-prevading vital power of God
in those days is set forth by one of the sub-
limest and most beautiful analogies of the
Word of God: * The sun shall be no more
thy light by day, but the Lord shall be unto
thee an everlasting light and thy God thy
glory."—Isaiah Ix. 19. There is mingled
with all the benevolent operations of the day, a
desire for the exaltation of individuals, or na-
tions, or denominations, that prevents that in-
tense longing tor the revelation of God which
ought at this time to be predominant aud over-
powering in the Christian world. A revelation
of God is possible, beyond all that tlis world
has seen; a revelation that shall purify, unite
and vitalize the church. It is promised. But
betore it can come, it must be an object of in-
tense desire.

The prophet of old longed to bave God rend
the heavens and come down, and cause the na-
tions to tremble at His presence. Let the
same intense desire prevade the church, that
the heavens may be opened and Christ reveal-
ed with a power and glory unknown before.
Human combinations, however great, will but
oppress us by their weight, if they are not
vitalized and impelled by the life of God. The
mightiest argument against atheism and all
error, is God Himself, revealed as a present,
living, loving God. As the frosts of winter
are dissolved by the returning sun, so earth’s
winter will disappear, when God, fthe Sun of
the universe, is fully revealed.—Christian Un-
ion.

A PREACHER OR A PASTOR?

BY REV. W. R. GOODWIN, D. D,
S

I met a good brother from the country re-
cently, who felt inclined to speak about his
preacher. The usual question for this time in
the year was asked, viz., ** Will you keep your
minister another year ?” Slowly and cautious-
ly he replied: ** Well, hardly ; for you see that

while he is a superior preacher, he is no pastor,
and bis pulpit successes are tollowed by week-
day failures.” This, and much more be ssid
about a man who is above the average as a
preacher, but who neglects the harder, but not
less important work of pastoral visiting. Not
long since & wealthy man said to the writer of
this, ** We have one of the finest- preachers
alive, but outside of the pulpit he is not worth
the powder that it would fake to kill him."
| That was strong talk and smacked of salfpetre,
but it was an honest expression of a generally
| entertained opinion. In these practical days
’pastnrs are needed, for the sheep hear many
| voices calling them, and it their own shepherd
| does not call also, they will be apt to follow
. strange leaders. A committee of active laymen,
once said to a presiding elder, *‘ Send an ex-
| horter to our station next year, for we are
| preached to death, and we need a man who

rect in every path, and that at last they might | Reformed Church beld in the old lecture room | can "U"!‘ outside of the pulpit, and six days in-
all attain to eternal life through a crucified | of our North Reformed church in the city of stead of one.

»

I said above that pastoral work— outside of
preaching—is much bharder than sermon prep-
aration or sermon delivery. To leave a cosy

| study in the winter time, and tace a biting
blinding storm to visit the sick, or the stranger,
or the erring, is not pleasant as men count
pleasure; or to leave the cool and heathiul
| shade where Harper, and Scribner, and the
| Quarterly are, to try pavements that will blister
t the feet, and to go where the dying are need-
|ing ‘the consolations of the gospel, or the
| bereaved are longing for comforting truths trom
the lips of the man.of God, thisis not pleasure
as the world goes; yet just such things a minis-
ter must do it his vows are to be kept, or his
regular work performed. A man may be, yea
should be, both a preacher and a pastor, for
each department of his work only adds to the
success oi&: other, and the grandest work in
the chur can only be done by him who
combines pulpit and pastoral abilities, and who
bas the will to use his abilities faithfully.
Count that man a success who can interest and
edify the people from the pulpit, and who can
instruct and lead the families of his charge to
Jesus at their homes. His pulpit work is
lighter and more highly prized whose week-day
labors have taken him to the houses and hearts
of those committed to his care. Thea Jet us
have both preacher and pastor in every minis-
ter.-—N. W. Christian Advocate.

MINISTERS' CHILDREN.

Rev. Robert Davidson, D. D., in the Observ-
er, writes : —

It has sometimes been flippantly said that
‘“ ministers’ and deacous’ children are worse
than any others.” In some exceptional cases,
the very relationship bas given a prominence
to misdoing, which has made it more noticed
and talked about. But in point of fact the
statement is not true.

¢ In Connecticut,” said Rev. H. W, Beecher,
on a public occasion, ** there were nine hundred
and thirty children over fifteen years ol age, of
ministers and deacons, only twenty of whom
turned out badly. Ia Massachusetts, out of
four hundred and thirty-three families of minis-
ters and deacons, there were fiftten hundred
and ninety-eight children over filteen “years,
and only tweaty ever became dissipated. lere
we have forty out of twenty-five bnndred and
thirty-five children, just 2§ per cent. of the
whole number. 1 will ask any business man it
he would not be glad, oftentimes, it his losses
were not greater than 2! per cent. I under-
take to say that no business has ever been so
safe as that of raising deacons’ and ministers’
ctildren in New Knglana.™”

We derive another corroboration of our po-
sition from Dr. Sprague's invaluable collection
ot clerical biographies. o

A hbundred clergymen may be taken out of
one of bis volumes, at random, and it will be
found that, of this first hundred, one bundred
sons became also ministers. Of the remainder,
the ‘largest proportion rose to eminence in
otlier professions or avocations. Can the same
be said of any other body of one hundred men,
taken at random trom other walks of life ? As
to the daughters of clergymen, it has been re-
marked by a keen observer that it is a pass-
port to the highest places, and a guarantee of
respectability and worth, both in Great Britain
and America, to say of any lady, ‘‘She was
the daughter of a clergyman.”

. THE PULPIT'S POWER.

If the pulpit is really God’s agency for sav-
ing men, or a main feature and method of the
divine agencies, it will be continued as such,
and not the seven sons of Sceva will be found
in it, with pyrotechnics or sensational extrav-
aganzas, but preachers of the word of God by
the Spirit of God. For the real power of the
pulpit is in God, not man, and in the maoifes-
tations of divine truth, taught by the Holy
Spirit, and not of philosophic, or scientific, or
historic truth, discovered or generalized by hu-
maan genius.

This, then, is the secret of prayer—namely,
the co-presence and co-operation of the Spirit
of God along wit the truth of God, presentcd
trom hearts set on fire with it to other hearts
for the same conflagration. Wherever there
is this fire thema: will be power,, and the ac-
knowledgment and admiration. of it. But, il
the Holy Spirit is neglected, and be absent,
nothing can be more uminteresting than reli-
gious truth; 1&r ** the natural man receiveth
not the things of the Spirit of God, but they
are foolishness unto bim.” And if, over and
above this, nothing but a natural man presents
them, then they must be doubly foolish and
mysterious ; they are as the dead coloring of
transparency presented by the showman with-
out its interio¥ light.—N. Y. Evangelist.

SErVING TABLES.—A missionary was once
complaining ia the presence of Dr. Goodell,
ot Constantinople, that his time had been used
up in attending to secular matters—accounts
with natives, book sales, making purchases for
missionaries- in the interior, etc.—till be' had
very little time for the study of the language,
or for that direct missionary work to which be
bad regarded himselt as devotcd. The reply
ot Dr. Goodell was characteristic: ** Were
not the disciples truly serving the Master when

at his oomman-, they weat after the Jonkey ?*’
Missionary Herald.
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