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Religions  Fliscellang,
“Till He Come.”
«Till He come”—O ! let the words
Linger on the trembling chords ;
Let tae little while between
In their golden light be seen ;

Let us think how heaven and home
Lie beyond that—* Till He come.”

When the weary ones we love
Enter on their rest above,

Seems the earth so poor and vast,
Al our life-joy overcast ?

Hush, be every murmur dumb:
It is only—* Till He come.”

Clouds and conflits round us press :
Would we have one sorrow less ?
All the sharpness of the cross,

All that tells the world is loss,
Death, and darkness, and the tomb,
Only whisper, “ Till He come.”

See, the feast of love is spread,
Drink the wine and break the bread :
Sweet memorials—till the Lord
Call us round his heavenly board :
Some from earth, from glory some,
Severed only—* Till He come.”

—** The Blessed Dead,” by Rev. E. H. Bickersteth.

‘A Word in Season.’
BY THOMAS GUTHRIE. D. D.

A wild cry from groups of people scattered up
snd down the banks of the flooded river, and a
sudden rush to where a dam-dyke streteched
across it, startled me. Hurriedly climbing a stiff
brae, and dashing through a small wood that
fricged a ravine, [ came in view of the point to
which the crowd were running, and saw a
sight 1 never shall forget. A strong man, up
to the middle in the broken water—steadily
breasting the flood, was making for the shore,
with a child seven or eight years of sge in his
arms. Her head lay on hia shoulder, and her
long flaxen bair dripping with water, slmost
swept the stream; her face was turned to the
sky, and while one arm hung down, the other,
resting on his, was stretched right out—pointing
up as it were to the heavens where her spirit
had gone. The attitude and face were so life-
like, that at first I fancied it to be some girl who
had fallen in, and been swept away; and that
the man on whom all eyes were bent, was a fa-
ther perilling his own life to save hia child’s. But
women weeping, men looking on with faces pale
with pity and wrath, and especially the frantic
exeitement of a poor, ragged old woman, who in
a voice almost choaked with grief, cried, as she
tossed aloft her bare and withered arms. ‘The
sweet lamb, the puir drooned lamb; ob the mon-
ster, to droon his own sweet bairn,’ soon unde-
It was the body of one that men
and women, pessants and mill-workers, with
boats and drags, and long poles shod with iron
had deserted their homes and business to search
for in the foaming river and its dark sul-
len poole. It was not disfigured ; the arms and
hands were pale as marble ; but the blood thrown
into the face, from the head baving lain lower
than the trunk, had left there the rosy flush of
health. And as she lay on the bank—s0 calm,
with her fair young head resting on her arm—
but for the glassy eyes, the clothes that clung
to her limbe, her long, dripping dishevelled,
loeks, and the crowd of boys and girls, and of
men snd women that stopped and wept over her,
I could have suppossed this to be some happy
child, that weary with play, had laid down, and
gone to sleep on the sward, already apeckled with
the flowers of spring.

She was one of the many thousand victims of-
fered up, year by year, to the Demon of this
land. Her father wa, a drunkard. The horrors
of delirium tremens had come on him. By wiles
be led ner and her brother to a place where the
river, hemmed in by horrid rocks, dashes through
with the rush of an eagle, and the roar of thun-
der. Appearing to fondle, perhaps, really fond-
ling them for a while, he suddenly seized the boy,
and, more like a devil thar a man, hurled him
in—and the water shot him away. By God’s
good providence, it swept the poor boy on to a
rock which raises its black head from the middle
of the swirling pool below ; carried within reach
of that, he seized it; with strong death-grasp
held on and elimbled up. By this time the man
has tossed in the other child, and followed her
into the jaws of death ; they are floating past but
near him, and calling her by name, he shrieks to
the drowning girl to make for the rock. My fa-
ther winnia let me she cried—and cried no more
—for then he saw a hand rise out of the water,
and, laid on her gentle head, press it down. The
hand was her own father's. He never saw fa-
ther or sister more ; their bodies went the same
way, but as the bubbles of their last breaths
broke on the pool, their spirits parted for ever.
That hand lifted up to press down the lips and
head of the drowning child, led many thoughtful

men and loving women to put their hands to the | fore its close, won't it be well he finds you deny-
Temperance pledge ; and, striking the neighbor- | ing yourself daily, attempting all the good you
hood with horror, made Abstainers by the hun- | can?

dred.
1t was never God that made that man the mon-

ster he was. Never! BSuch never came out of
Nature’s womb. We see the fathers and mo-
thers that God makes in one who perished in the
Rothesay Castle when she was wrecked years ago
off the coast of England. As the stesmer lay
bronen-backed on the sankbank in a dark stormy
night, one great wave after another came rolling
on and swept her deck. In a group that waited
their doom, there stood s woman with & babe in
arms, and her back to a broken mast; and as
they marked a giant wave advancing against
their part of the wreck, ske took the shawl from
her shoulders, and obeying the strovg instinct of
maternal love—although useless—she wraped it
round her infant, clasping the litle creature
close to her bosom. The sea hroke ; a wild shriek
rose, mingled with the thundering of the billow;
and where the living shivering group had stood,
not one remained. Bat the rude shoek had net
sgparated the mother and her child. The ruling
Passion is strong in death ; and one tells how he
saw the dying mother touchingly, but, alas ! use-
“"”o_"’ﬁu to save ber listle one—her last

thoughts given to it, . Her own form
suak out of sight, she beld her infant, to the full
streteh of her arma, up above the waves. It was

bim who raised a dying hand to press down the |
head of his own child till ber young breath was |
choked !

What made the difference between that father
and this noble mother? Not God eertainly. It
was drink —notbing else thar drink. Foul parent
of by far the larger number of the evils that curse
| our country, disgrace of churches,"and afflict hu-

manity, it never made a woman virtuous, but has
made many virtuous woman vile ; it never made
a child obedient, but has, by rebellious children,
brought many grey heads with sorrow to the
grave ; it never made a buabend kind, but has
made many kind husbands unfeeling brutes ; it
never made & mother loving, but bas made mo-
thers monstegh, that they should not have com-
passion on the fruit of their womb.

What although it has wrought no such hate-
ful and horrible change on you? It has done,
is doing, and will continue to do it en thousands |
and tens of thousands. Kuowing than, can you,
as a Christian man, as 2 man at sll, justify your-
self before God, and your own conscience, for
lending the influence of your example to an in-
dulgence so ruinous to the world, and se oppos-
od to the objects for whieh the Baviour hung on
Calvary ? Stand by a low dram-shop deor ; mark
the palsied, emaciated, brutalised men and wo-
men, and the foul, sallow, ragged children going
out and in ; and think of the man who stands be-
hind the counter, who sees the misery his trade
produces, who grows rich on the ruins of all de-
cency, and love, aud human hsppiness, returning
te his home at night, to assemble his household,
and lift up his bande in thanks to God for the
trade of theday! If it were the Devil he were ad-
dressing, if, like some Asiatics, he were a Devil
worshipper, we could understand it. He does
what be can to spread the evil. Bat are we do-
ing all we can to stop it? No; so long as we
indulge in drinks which do us no good, snd
others an inealcuable amount of evil.

The reasons commonly given for their use
‘won't hold water.' To talk of gluttony and the
extravagant waste of dress, being as good argn-
ments against the use of food and elothing, as

country, the goed of mankind, dares to be singu-
lar, saying—
‘Lerd, mail my heart with faith and be my shield,
Aad though a world eonfrent me, I'll not yield.’

The Prayer Meeting.

The way to kill a prayer-meeting is to make it
sonventional ; and the chief secret of condueting
it so that it shall minister to edification is to
force people out of eonventional ways; to break
up hereditary and stereotyped forms of prayer;
to charm men into forget{ulness of the machin-
ery of the meeting ; 8o that they shall pray art-
lessly, naturally, and sensibly.

But, sbove all, let all pretence, all mock so-
lemnity and devotion be put away. Let no man
suffor himself to appear to his brethren to be
what e is not ; for this is part of the injunetion,
“ Let every man speak truth with his neighbor.”
If this rule be not observed, and the frequent
tendencies to violate it be not corrected, the
prayer-meeting will degenerate, and people will
lose firet all profic, and then all interest in them.
For, what if people should go to an evening par-
ty, not in their natural character, but one striv-
ing to be brilliaat, another to be witty, another
to be instructive, another to be profound ? Who
could endure the sham ? Thers is need in prayer
mestings of men who are willing to stand simply
and only on what they are and what they have.

The speaking in prayer-meetings should be
conversational, and so, natural. The wordsjspok-
en should flow naturally from the heart’s experi-
ence, or else it were better to be silent. Usually,
however, when a man has nothing to say, he gets
up and exhorts sinners to repent; er another,
whose heart is empty, informe the church that
they are very cold, and live far beneath their
privileges. Such prayjers or exhortations may
be very glib and fluent, but they are as dry of
sap or juice as last years's cornbusks. They are
not only profitless, but damaging. On the con-
trary, there are oftentimes prayers,humble timid,
half insudible, the utterances of uncultivated
lips, that may cut a poor figure as liters-
ture, that are nevertheless, not to be scornfully
disdained. If a child may not talk at all till be

the abuse of drink is against its mod use, is
nonsense. Food and elothing are necessary. Not
to use them, were to sin against life, health, de-
cency, godliness. But can say man use such an
argument in favour of intoxicants, uniess as a
medicine P All great physicians say, and all ex-
perience shows, that wines, ales, spirits, are not
necessary, but injurious te bealth and strength.

1 havé tried both waye; I spesk from experi-
ence. I am in good spirits, because I take no
spirits ; [ am hale, because I use no ale; I take
wo antidote in the form of drugs, because I take
no poison in the form of drinks. Thus, though,
in the first instance, 1 sought only the public
good, I have found my own also, since I became
a total abstsiner. I bave these four reasons for
continuing to be one ; 1st, my bealth is stronger;
20d, my head is clearer; 3d, my heart is hghter;
4th, my purse is heavier. Go thou and de like-
wise ; and be it likewise.

How kind hearted, and especially Cbristian
people, ean lend their sountenance to the use of
stimulants, that make such frightful bavee on
the virtue, happiness, present and eternal well-
being of their fellpw-creatures, sstonishes me.
They profess they ean do-without them. If so,
since they know the ill they work on others, why
do they not abandom them P Sometbing like an
excuse may be pleaded for those who honestly
say they cannot want them ; but none for these.
It looks as if they loved their glass and tumbler
better than their Saviour—than these for whom
Christ died. 1 should be sorry to entertain such
thoughts of many whom I love and revere. I do
not. But it looks eo, and can only be explained
by these words of Hood's :—

“ It never was in my soul, to play so ill ¢ part;

But evil is wreught by want of Thought, as well
as waat of Heart !

You cannot do harm to yourself or to any one
else by giving up the use of wine, spirits, or
ales; but you may, 1 would certainly say, you
shall do others good by it. You will cease to
farnish thoss who wish to drink with an
excuse for indulging; you will cease to dis
eourage those who wish te abandon that
which, like s whirlpool, is sucking them down
to ruin; end you will prevent some from ever
venturing oa the ice which breaks beneath the
feet of man. Supposing you did it igmorantly,
that you had not thought of it, you think of it
now. The excuse avails no more. 1f ye were
blind, ye should have mo sin. Bui now ye say
(or at least admit,) we see, therefore your sin
remaineth. God help you to ehoose the better,
the nobler part ; for supposing it should expose
you to some idle chaffing, and that it required in
the first instance, even s painful struggle to pass
the bottle, refuse the glass, and throw off old
habits, never is a man so Christ-like, as when he
suffers for the good of others. Then we spproach
nearest the Son of God. Be filled with pity for
poor struggling wretebes that need a helping
band! Full of regard for those hely interests ef
which drink is the direst enemy, begin & new
pagein life! If death should overtake you be-

Wko bears the Cross, shall wear the
| Crown.

With old Bacchanalian eustoms, the lingering
traces of heathen times, ‘the ememy cometh in
like & flood ;' and now is the time for us to show
our colors, and meet them in the breach. At this
time more than at any other, our example, being
most observable, will be most influential for
good. It is when nights fall darkest, and seas
| rise stormiest, and there is most danger of ships
being wrecked and sailors drowned that the Light
House is most needed ; and, standing on » sunk-
en reef or lofty headland, should pieree the gloom
with brightest light. Let your light so shine be-
jmm,udﬁq-qm'npodmlu.md
glorify your father which is in hesven. By the
F.aiaol‘l‘onlAbﬁma.you will be blessed
10 save men, s well as to glorify God. Thousands
'“ub.uud!n-ninbothhonmdw-
ter, were they thus armed against temptation.
We have temptations enough without creating
them. We need all precautions, and he who
sneers st them as betraying a eowardly spirit,
thinks himeelf wiser than He who has taught us
wpn,,wummmim A coward-
ly opirit! Which is the braver and better man,
he who shrinks from doing what conecienes ap-
prove because it may cost bim pain, and expose
0 the jeer of fools, or be who, for the glory of

ean speak fluent English he will never learn.
There should be a process going on continually
of education, by which all the members of the
chureh should be able to contribute of their ex-
periences and gifts; and in such a .course of
development, the first hesitating, stumbling, un-
grammatical prayer of a confused Christian may
be worth more to the Church than the best
prayer of the most elequent pastor. The prayer
may be but little; but it is not a little thiog that
a chureh has one more man who is beginning to
pray than it had before.

The conductor of a prayer-meeting should
have a distinct conception of what such s meet-
ing is to be, and to do ; and as it is & mutual in-
struction class, a place for religious feeling to
take the social element, his chief duty should be
to draw out the timid, to sheck the obtrusive, to
encourage simple and true speaking, and to
apply religious truths to those wants, and strug-
gles, and experiences which are freely mention-
ed there.—4ids fo Prayer.

Silent Preaching.

Years ago in our Western country s yeuag
couple were united in marriage. They at once
entered their humble abode, contsining two
rooms, one serving as kitchen and dining-room
and the cther as a sleeping apartment. The
bride was a simple-hearted chlid of God, but the
husband knew of religion only by the hearing of
the ear. It was not long before the latter dis-
covered that at a certain time every morning his
wife disappeared, and was nowhere to be found.
The mystery was soon solved. This was ber
hour of secret prayer. Here was a new and no
very welcome revelation. One in affection, one
by ordinance of God in bonds which only erime
or death could shudder, between them yawned a
gulf wide as between heaven and earth. To the
wife was open a world of hopes and joys to whieh
the husband was a stranger. While he was en-
gaged in such reflections every day the silent
sermon was preached. At length he could en-
dure it no longer. By Divine grace ho was
drawn step by step to faith and repentance, and
ere long be found himself by the side of his com-
panivn at the same mercy-seat and at the same
eommunion table.

A Christisn patriarch relates of his own his-
tory : * When a young man I was distinguished
for profanity and ungodliness. 1 married, how-
ever, strange as it may seem, & young woman of
exemplary piety, and we went at once into our

withdrew. 1 bhestened to the orchard; every
step increased my snguish. Iran; my resson

nyulfindn'oo‘l beyond. Overpowered by |
How long I lay I know not ; an eternity seemed |
crowded into that period ; & berror of great dark- |
ness passed over me in view of my sins. Butin
the thickest of the darkness, and when despair |
seemed resdy to settle down in endless night, |
light broke upon my seal. Tkere was Jesus in
all the fullness of the Godhead. I saw and be- |
lieved; I loved, and lived ; I sprang to my feet |
the happiest of men. From that hour I have |
known searcely s moment of doubt or fear. ‘

As the ol man spoke, the tears fell from his
cheeks upon the floor, and his aged form shook
with emotion.

What sermons were thess, without untm-l
ed word! What Christian living near to God
cannot thas preach ! Would God all the Lord’s
people would become preachers by a holy, con-
sistent life,—American Messenger.

Constancy in Giving.

After eontributing & small sum for several
years to & Jewish Mission, a good woman said,
when the application was remewed, *“ Are the
Jews not eonverted yet P” 80 it is with not a
tew. They wonder when this giving will come
to an end. The reply is, Never ! If Christ be
true, and if His word be true, * it is more blessed
to give than to receive,” and constant giving is
a Christian duty sad privilege.

1. Chris€s eause demands eomstant giving.—
Sinners are eonstantly dying, and souls are daily
perishing for ever. The heathen are leaping by
thousands every day into eternity, without God,
and without Christ | The missionary is unre-
mitting in his toil in the high places of the field
where you have placed him. Like good Dr.
Carey, be has gone down into the pit, and will
you let go the rope P While there is one land to
be evangelised, one tribe to be taught the truth
as it is in Jesus, one s6ul to be saved, we who
bave “ freely received ” must ** freely give.”

2. Oonstant giving is not pesuliar to Christ's
cause.—Are you net always giving to self ?
Daily wacte and eravings are regularly met. Ie
not supply needed for your family and
friends ? Do yoa or your children mean to
starve Lo-meorrow, beeause you bave feasted to-
day P Every department of life, whether sesular
or sacred, needs daily ministration ! Why should
the eanse of Christ and Christian benevolence be
made an exception P Why should it be thought
the only cause which needs not daily giving ?

3. Constant giving isno hardehip.—Hardship !
why, it is s grest blessing ; a souree of happi-
ness, if you bave the means to give. Some few
Christians feel thus j and for every opportunity
presented to them, instead of grudging, they
say, “ Thaak you fer calling on me.”

Constant giviag is no bardship, because it ele-
vates the Christian affections ; it fosters the joy
of Christian benevolenes ; it makes men fellow-
workers with Ged.

4. Consiant giving should foliew constant gei-
ting.—Christians are ever receiving, and why
should they not be always giving ? What have
we that we have not received P Daily God load-
eth us with benefits, daily He canseth His sun
to shine upon us, daily our bread is given; and
our water made sure.

Do you ever weary of getiing, my brother ?
Why then weary of giving out s portion of what
you daily get? ‘* Freely ye have reeeived, freely
give.” The world, the Charch, the souls of men,
have claims on you which must be met and dis-
charged.

8. Censtant giving sesures a greal reward.—
** Be not weary is well doing, for in due sesson
ye shall resp if yo faintnot.” Why step? Why
imperil the issue by & temperary or occasional
suspension of Christian effort P If the racer
suspends his care in the stable, and his skill and
exertion on the racesourse, be loses the prizse. 1f
the merchant suspends his business ever and
anon, and gives himeelf up to self-indulgence, be
soon becomes a bankrupt! ¢ Therefore, my
beloved brethren, be ye steadfast, unmovable,
always abounding in the work of the Lord, for-
asmuch as yo knew that your labour is not in
vain in the Lord.” * Giving is living, to deny is
to die.® We mast go on living for Christ, toil-
ing for Christ, giving for Christ, until every aity
bas beeeme & Jerusalem, every village a Bethle-
bem, and every bouse & Bethel : until the sane-
tuary of the living God shall beautify the face of
every landscape and the voice of prayer and

humble home full of anticipations of happi

As the first day of our residence in our mew
abode drew to a close, the supper table being re-
moved, my wife, without saying & word, placed
a little table by my side, laid a Bible on it, and
sat down opposite to me in evident expectation
that I would conduct family worship. What
could 1do? I was spell bound. I could mei
disappoint her. She probably knew nothing of
my profanity and wickedness. And yet how
eould such a wretch as I kneel before Almighty
God and utter words of devotion? Yet I did.
I read and prayed. But oh!as I took the name
of Jehovah on my lips a terrible sense of guilt
and hypocrisy stung my soul. I rose from my
knees in anguish of spirit.

Another day rolled by, another sunset eame.
Again the tes-table was spread and removed, snd
before I was aware there at my side was the
same stand with the dreaded Bible upon it, and
my wife seated in full expectation of the evening
devotions. Having yielded once, I was less able
to resist again, and sgain I yielded. A new hor-
ror now came on me—A dread lest, like Uzsah,
1 should perish in my sacrilegious act. The sins
of a life-time stared me in the face ; my soul and
Satan bade me curse God and die. Morning
brought oniy s deepened sense of guilt, and all
day long I could do nothing but brood over the
gall of bitterness within, and the bonds of in-
iquity which bound me.

The third evening drew nigh, and with it the
inevitable table with its ‘saéred furniture. To
yield again was impossible.  Increasing horror
took hold upon me. As I sought mo sid from
Heaven, Satan volunteered his. My mifad wa,
made up. I resolved on suicide. A rope hung
from & tree in the orchard, with #hich I parposed
to terminate, ss I madly dreamed, the ' horrord
of my soul. ‘W took our third, and ss I'belivvs-
od, our last supper together. I lingered in the
room until I saw the dreaded moment at N.J

® pitiful sight) but whet a besutiful contrast to
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praise d te heaven from every quarter of the
babitable globe

The Sunday-school Teacher and his
Work.

In the examinatien of eharacter at an Annual
Conferenee, I heard it said of a brother, ** 1
think he accomplishes more with the sume degree
of intellectual eapital than any man I ever knew.”

At first I thought the representation of doubt-
ful propriety ; then I thought of the woman of
old, of whom it was said, * Bhe bath done what
she eould,” and coneluded that it was the best
possible recommeadation.

The cireumstance has often been brought up
in my mind in observing Sabbath-school teachers.
Frequently we see teachers of very slender na-
tural abilities, whe are acknowledged to be among
the most efficient in their respective sehools.
Would it not be well to inquire inte the reasons
of this practical result P for in many respects
the work of the Sabbath-sehool teasher and the
minister of the Gospel is identical. They are
both engaged in teaching and «nforeing the ob-
ligations of religion, and labouring to ssve pe-
rishing sinners. [Fidelity in each is eseential to
success. No more should trivial excuses keep
the teacher from his class than they should keep
the minister from bis pulpit. A laek of punetu-
ality also will disperse a ¢lass, on the same prin-
ciple and a8 certainly as it will ‘a congregation.
If the teacher comes in & quarter or balf-an-hour
late, or takes a seat in some distant part of the
room, the elass will feel themselves neglected,
and some will decline to eome agein.

X burning sed] i’ 'the work is necestary, and
will atone for many imperfections and mistakes.
‘Lovete God snd love to the children will awsken
sad apply thris seal, snd render it successful to &
wondetful extent. 1t willeave us from becoming

weary snd distouraged, and from fainting by the
Fod it bl g . i, ki .
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took a last look st my bride and my home, andiny,umnydo who give fair promise of nu-}thk'.olhq..iahhnjﬂ:’;ofubjoaio@!
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fulness.
In this deseription native talent and extensive

seemed to reel. I passed the orchard, and found | gdyeation have not been recognised ; and yet I

basard nothing in saying that where the qualifi-
cations named are connected with very moderate
abilities and edueation, they will make a good
and useful teacher.  Remember, too, the inter-
ests that depend on the proper performanes of
your duties! The souls you are training, as
Sunday-school teachers, are aow receiving a bias
for time and eternity which it will be very diffi-
calt, if not impossible, to eontrol in after years.
¥ou scatter seed upon a fruitful and virgin
soil, and how can you, how dare you peglect or
carelessly perform such a work ? Neglect here is
treachery, which makes Zion bleed, and at which
saints and angels might weep in sad and bitter
disappointment.

Thai guileless and trusting eye that looks up
into yours, that hungry soul that waits to receive
from you the word of life, will soon be poisoned
by the sting of the serpent, and polluted with
transgression, if you do not lead it speedily to
the sanctifying fountain of the Redeemer’s bloed.
How could you render up your secount after
such cruel neglect ? \He that said, * Feed my
lambs,” is acecompanied with a great “ cloud of
witnesses,” and they are looking down on the
doings of the Chureh, and are all intensely in-
terested in the success of the work assigned to
you. Never yield to the temptation that your
work is small and unimportant, for it might well
fill an angel’s hands. If it is unproduetive, you
should not rest ; but labour, and strive, and pray,
until you see the flowers blooming sweetly in the
garden of the Lord where you toil.

{in 1 Sam. 10: 1; of reconciliation, in 2 Sam. 14: |
33; of valediction, in Ruth 1: 14; of approba-
tion, in Psalme 2: 12; of humble gratitude, in|
Luke 7: 38; of weleome, in Exodus 18 : 7; of
lonndjoy.i.nOu.':lholmminAcui
20: 37; of peace, in Romans 16:16; and of
idolatrous reverenes, in Hossa 13: 32 There
are also spiritual kisses, as in Canticles 1: 3;
sensual kisses, as in Proverbs 7: I3 end bhypo-
critical kisses, as in 2 Sam. 18: 5. Kiseses are
also traitorous, such as Joub's to Amasa, when
be kissed and them slew, (in 2 Sam. 20: 9,) and
that of Jadas to Christ, when he kissed and then
betrayed. It was customary to kiss the mouth,
and also the beard, which latter is still practised
by the Arabs. Kissingthe hand is not biblical.
Kissing the feet was aa expression of lowly and
tender regard, as in Luke 7:38, We are told
that the members of the charch at Epbesus wept
sore at St. Paul’'s departure, “ fell on his neck
and kissed him.” The Lkiss of peace was an
spostolic custom, and centinues to be one of the
rites in the eucharistio services of the Roman
Catholics, which, for obvious reasens, is omitted
on Good Friday.

ooble Jdogs. An alarm baving bhesa raised, @
rope was let down by a pulley, and we were alt
taken up the cliff, which is cne bundred and fifty
feet in height. We were shortly sfter enabled
to reach the lightshouse, where every attentida
was paid to us.

A
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Burning Old Sermons.

BY REV. JOHN TODD, D.D.

Many a minister cau sympathize with the wes
of the nerves, the whirl of the brain, and the
anxiety of the heart, in creating sermons. How
we try to get the full and exact meaning of G
text in the mind,—how we try to fiad its teashe
ings,—how we get up and walk the study, eadl
then sit down hastily and scratch a few words
on a loose piece of paper—then jump up ageinm,
aad try to force the mind to work when it is dry,
and barren, and stiff, and miry, and will not work ¢
How we sometimos, for a whole week, try to let
water on the wheel, but it won't stir, mer the
machinery move ! We would tell melaneboty

secrets abcut sermon-making !

kisses to the sun and to the moon, as well as to
the images of the gods, fearful of touching them |

it was customary for them to kiss whomsoever |
they honored. Kissing the feet of a Prince was |
a token of subjection, which was, at times, car-
ried se far that the print of the foot received the |
kiss, conveying the impression that the very |
dust became sacred- by the royal tread. When

General  Xliscellanp,
Labour no Curse.
As Amos the blacksmith was working one day,
Young Joseph the idler was passing that way:
The deor of the shop stood invitingly near,
And Joseph walked thither some new thing to
hear.

The blacksmith worked briskly from morning
till might,

And make what he would, it was sure to be right ;

When his arm rose aloft, with his powerful
swing,

The blow that came down made the huge anvil
ring.

The farmers all round who had horses to shoe,

Asked first whether Amos the business eould do;

He had jobs from the dawn till the set of the
sun,

For when Amos did work it was sure to bedone.

Young Joseph stood watching the blows as they
fell ;

Though Amos said nothing, he saw the boy well ;

But busily shaped he, and turned round his shoe,

While hither and hither the sbining sparks flew.

At length said young Joseph, * It seems to me
hard

That a man from all pleasure should thus be de-
barr'd,

Should work all the day through, from morning
till night,

Hardly stopping to rest, losing every delight.”

Quoth Amos, not pausing to look up or down,
« Better work for your bread than be kept by
the town :
Saith the Good Book, whose precept you msy
not defeat,
If a man will not labour, then shall he not
eat”

« Such labour, I'm sure,” said the youth in re-
plys

“In a fortnight would kill me, if once I should
try I”

“ Net a bit of it, lad: you'd grow active and
hale,

Whereas you are now looking puny and pale.

“ Depend on it, Joseph, there’s One who knows
best

How much we should toil, and bow much we
should rest:

His ordinance is given, and to it we must bow:

* Man shall eat of his bread by the sweat of his
brow.’”

“ Nor shall the decree be called penal alone,

Since the fall in our worlu hath such wickedness
strown ;

For oftimes doth labour drive sin from our head,

And toil proves no curse, but a blessing instead.

“ Thus while I submit to the rule God doth give,

I cheerfully work and I happily live ;

At night on my pillow, I peacefully rest,

And, by night or by day, sing, * God knows what
is bestI'”

Young Joseph the idler walked thoughtful away,

An idler no more to be called from that day,

But to work with his hands, or to work with his
head,

Binging, ‘ Toil is no curse, but a blessing instead.’

The Origin and History of Kissiag.
“ Seal the bargain with a hely kiss.”—Shakspesre.
There are few facts of more diversified and

contrasted significance than that of kissing. It

denotes as well the tenderest affection as the
most profound reverence. If its origin were
sought, it might be found in the fondling and ea-
ressing which a mother expresses for her babe.

But there are other theories of learned men, con-

nected with the early portion of the subject,

which eannot be overlooked. * Originally a kiss

had a symbolical character ; and though this im-

port may now be lost sight of, yet it maust be

recognized the moment we attempt its investga-
tion. Deeds spesk no less (far more) foreibly
than words, and in the primitive period of so-
ciety, actions formed s large portion of the mesns
of intercommunication between mankind, be-
ceuse the machinery of spesking was less deve-

- | thaginian ambassadors * kiseed the feet of the

D henes was carried into a temiple, he kise-
ed Ais own hand by way of adoration ; and when
supplicating the Romana for pesee, the Ches

eouneil.”
The kiss of homage—the ebaracter of which

the forehead, expressive of Aigh respect, which
was formerly, if not mow, in use ameng the B:-
douins.

A.mlnuhlm&'umdwtbrowl

with profane lips. Kissing the hand is first heard !
of among the Persians. Xenophon relates that ! high, I was standiug over the fragments of our

is not indieated in the Bible—was probably upon | lost all !

But how few can sympathize with sermofi-
burning ! Twenty years ago, on a very eold
morning, the earth covered with snow, and ithe
thermometer at 12 degrees, and the wind very

broken an | blackened furniture which had sar-
vived the fire. TDuring the night our house hed
been burned to ashes, and all my letters, snd
papers, and little tokens from my friends, had
been burned also. And with these—all plewsa-
ble sermons ! So I had not a sermon or shirt in
the world. The labor of fifteen years was all
gone ! Two of my ministerial brethren came
elosg and Gind 1o aympathize with me. What
did they kpow about my feelings? “ Weo are
glad to fiad you have so good spiriia” * Yeay
itaall L have lelt —except my family.” I had
But before the next Sabbath I
bed two ne¥ sermons. I bhave written maay
sinco—but [ ssy nothing about their qualityl
Qa the whole, I don't think the loss of these—

The Rabbins, in the falsely delicate apirit
which animated mueh of what they wrote, did
not permit more than fAree kinds of kisses—
those of reverence, of reeeptior., and of depar-
ture. Kissing the foot has been exacted, by the
sovereign pontiffs as g mark of respect since the
eighth century. It was first paid to Pope Con-
stantine by the Emperor Justinian, on his entry
into Conetantinople. When the ceremony takes
place, the Pope wears a slipper embroidered
with a eross, which is kissed, (and nef the foe, as
is generally believed) Recently Protestants
have not been required to do so—a slight incli-
nation of the knee being merely axpected.

As an oct of ordinary sslutation, the kies is
still commeon on the continent of Europe and in
the East. It was interchanged by the early
Christiane, in their sssemblies, aa o token of
their love one to smother and took plsce just
prior to the communion. When (accordiag to
Hebrew practice, and the still existing ecustom
of the Oriental churches) the men and the wo-
men set aurt, the hiss of peass was given by
the men to the meo, and by the women to the
women. However, the peculiar circomstances
bave vanished which gave proprety and empba-
sis to such sn expression of brotherly lave and
Christian friendship. It was aleo so far a mark
of respect among our forefathers, that for one
| person to write or say that he * kissed the hand”
of another, was a formulary of equivalent import
with the expressions of obeliswce and ssrvitude
with which our communieations and intercourse
with the world are now usually sttended. To
this frequent allusion is made by Bhakspeare and
the dramatic poets.

Oa a trial in the Court of Queen’s Bench in
London, in whish some Mahommedans gave tes-
timony, they were required to kise the Koras, on
which they were sworn—as the Jews om the
P h and Christians on the New Teota-
ment. At the eorenation of Queen Vietoria, the
peers of England did homege by kissing the
sovereign’s hand, as high officials are aleo re-
quired to do in acesptance of their appeintments.
This ceremeny of kissing ber hand is yequisite
on the part of gentlemen whea presented at
court for the firet time; but whea young ladies
are presented, the Queen kisses them on the
cheek. The most recent historical record of the

| perhape twelve hundred sermone—was any resl

loss to me, or to my people. What & confession !

But [ wok up my pen 1o write about sermons
| tbat we bura ourselves. Every year or two I
arrange all my old sermons, and hive a time of
burning. Two years sgo | burnt poe hundred
and fifty in ove day—a pretty hard day’s work it
was! Why burn them! O it you knew how
frigid, and dry, and powerless they scom, you
would never ask that question. They are mulle:
sta'ks lett by the side of our path. They are the
withered leaves out of which all that is green, e
freah, is gune. We are ashamed to look at them
as our eblidren. They, with ourselves, deserve
to be counted as chafl. There is not one of thess
over which we may not mourn. God forgive usl

The other day I got into a fit of sermon burne
ing. Inlookipg them over, I found also thet ¥
bad some parental feslings left—aud thus we
communed :

 Here, now, why should this be spared ? Ak
I remember. I preached that at the ordination
of a dear brother in the flesh, as well as the
spirit ! His wase a lovely spirit, in a siokly, fee-
ble, lame and suffering body. What a bright
eye he had ! The firat wcholsr in his class ot
Yale—a most industrious one—what might be
not have been ! But in nine months from his
ordinstion [ was ealied to see him die, to presch
st his burial, and to lay him in the graveyard
among bis loving, weeping flock. No! [een's
burn that sermon, Thers are so many tender
wemories eonpected with it,—though there is no
probability I shall ever use it again.

Well, bere is one op * receiving the kingdom
of heaven as a little child” 1 well recollest
writing that. [ was to preach before a ocollege,
and [ made it with great labor and care, in the
hope that some young men would be saved by
it. T went and preached it with ali the power [
could command. The result was, no young men
was converted, nor did I ever hear that any ese
was in the least moved or interested by it. But
last year, when at the West, a lady came to me,
a stranger, and with a beaming face to'd me that
her daughter happened to Le present, and my
poor sermon—useless to the college—was the
means of her conversion! Thaok God! Thaak
God! I can”t bura you !

* What next ? Why, here is the sermon whish

theme upon which we write, is that of the king
of Denmark to bis son, whom be kissed three
times on bis publie acceptation of the throne of
P &,. 1 A

“1 kiss your hand—and sew farewell I”

Wreck of the Anglo-8axon—
Singular Incident.

A gentleman belongisg to Greenock, who was
among the saved from the wreek of the ill-fated
screw steamer Anglo-Saxon, describes, in a letier
to a relative residing in that town, a remarkable
circumstanes connected with the landiug of one
of the boats belonging to the ship. The letter is
dated St. Jobn's, May 1st. He says:

The last time I saw Capt. Burgess—the com-

lower the small-boat, in which’ were embarked
twenty-two men, one lady, and myself. We left
the ship without food, water, compass, or suffi-
cient elothing. We were knocked sbout in s

driting. Toward eve, bowever, we spied a clifl.
off Belleisle, when we steered for Cape Race,
which we made. Approachigg the shore, we saw
& man carrying a gum, sod scsompenied by two
large Newfoundland dogs. He evidently saw us,
and made signal for us to sppresch the shore
cautiously. We followed his ecourse fur some
time till be was hid from ue by & large oliff which
it was impoesible he eould descend. The twe
dogs, however, soon sppeared, descending this
dangerous headlend, and, ressbing ‘the water,
dasbed precipitately into the ses, howling dread-
fully. Having sweiny ot elose to our boss, they
then turned "toward the shore, kewping = little
distanee abead of us, indieating that we were to

loped, words were less numerous, and books | g 1oy them. Our singuler pilote ssetmed to un-

were unknows, to say nothing of the

of the Oriental character.” Ia this language of|

action, a kiss was naturally the symbol of,afise-
tion, of respect, of homage, and of reverenee.
That itis & custom of remote satiquity appears
from the book of Geuesis, (27 : 34,) when lessc
kissed his sen Jaseb. This kiss is remarkable
as the first recended in history. Indeed the Bi-
ble sbounds with all sorts of kissss. 'ohnl
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derstad the danger of our position;, as we did
date to deviate froat'the -course ‘(iey were lead-
ing us,‘without v Jould how! behig uttersd by
them. At hidt we itrived i ‘8 ‘lavige, moberal
ﬁﬂ"m. “mm f Neo
us all to wotider af e dugucity diaplayed by

mander of the Anglo-Sazon—he was assisting to '

dense fog all day, not knowing whither we were |

I preached before Dr. Taylor, of New Haven—
the last time [ ever saw bim. 1 was ashamed of it
then, and have been ever since ; it was so infe-
rior, and #0 unlike those which I used to heag
him preach when I wasin college. Whatever
may be said about his speculations, there was o
mejestic power in his preaching which is seldom
tq'.lalcd. I have heard bim when he seemed to
hail, and every bail-stone was about the weight
of s hundred pounds. He must be a very strong
or a very conceited man who could presch before
!him, or before Lyman Beecher, and not make &
lfnilure. What's the twittering of the sparrow
1o the acream of the eagle ? I my sermon had
been good enough, I weuld not bave caved ; but
it was neither guod nor grest—ss I now remem-
ber. Yes—godlothi

“ Ab ! here is a modest little fellow that [
wrote out carefully, to preach in the school-house,
in 8 remote coruver of the town. I call it my
* sehool-house sermon,’ though I have pever
preached it but ouce. I wrote it as & model for
myse!f, by which o make schuol-house sermons.
1 wonder how it would read in print? I never
heard from it, snd presume it was like a dipper
of water poured gut on » rock—making no ime
pression, and Leither sofiening por washing 1%
Shall it go into the fire ?

“ And you, my good fellow ! I osn't barn you!
You crossed the watesrs of the ocean with me,—
and I recall it. liow, sfter the slrmy passage,
we arrived at Liverpool early on Babosth mora.
ing—how 1 hasted (v hear the good Dr. Rafilgs
preach— how sirange € ver) body and everyihing
seemed— how kindly he received me after moru-
itg service—how be insisted on me preaching for
pim the pext service—how Le put one of his great
gowns upos me— oW an usher, with a long rod
and & walk worthy of 8 msjor-general went be-
fore and conducted me iuto the candiestick-of-a
pelpit, just large enough to contain one man-——
now | d. livered this sermon, not kaowing whethe
or i swod on my feet or my licad—uow iie only
poveon 1 saw was tne guod Dr. R flles, who met
@ with tears as [ came down. Mewories faint
bat plessant—they keep thes, my poor old sere

flamen,
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