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THE WESLEYAN.

AN EMINENT MINISTER.

{We are obliged to our kind correspondent at
Guelph for the following communication, espe-
cially as we well knew and frequently heard the
s¢ Essust Misisten®? portrayed, during sixteen
years spent in London.  We can bear testimony
to the accuracy of the delineation, and to the
character and talents of the preacher.~—Eviton.]

Tux following atticle is extracted from a work
entitled ¢ Dialogues, Moral and Scientstic.”?

¢ I have occasionally hieard discourses from se-
veral eminent men in the (Wesleyan) conneaion,
who have long since gone to their reward. Per-
haps you will not be impatient if 1 allude to one
of tham. I remember that some years since I was
invited to attend the public service at the City-
road Chapely in London. ‘The time was Sunday
evening; and the minister appointed to preach
was said to be popular.  The building was crowd-
ed to excess; and just as the clock struck six,
all eyes were directed to the passage leading from
what is termed the moining chapel, through which
the minister procecds from the vesty. Having
heard of his pulpit talent, and consequent celebr-
ty, my imagination had pictured the idea of an
ercct and portly personage, rusthng to the soene
of action with a due measure of clerical dignity ;
when, to my surpuse and dissppointment, camne
forward with solemn pace, a spare, ufassuiing
figure, habited in a strait-fionted black coat, of
the plainest formn.  There appeared in him an
inwatd lowliness, which I thougzht unique and re-
matkable ; his countenance was composed and
placid, and of that cast which indicated decp
thinkinzg; he was about the medium height; had
a small stoop in walking; and, from the few
strazgling hairs which yet bately lingered on his
forehicad, he must have been advancing in years.
On ascending the pulpity my first impression was,
that the congregation was disappointed § the fa-
vourite, thoughit T, is not come ; this person is the
deputy, and I wonder what such a dry stick can
have to say. ¢ Judge nothing before the time,™
was the wise reply of my fiirnd. 1 consented,
therefore to hear with patience, or, at leasty to
try. On giving out the hymn which was to be
sung, I found the minister had the divadvantaze
of 2 voice by no means musical, and exceedingly
weak \\'ith;af. The prayer which followed was
delivered in atone rather luw, but was remarka-
ble for its comprehensiveness and fluency. In
pronouncing the teat of Scripture on which the
discourse was to be founded, it was with some
difticulty that he was heard, especially at the
most di~tant parts of his andience, where I hap-
pened to sit. With the exception of a few notes
written upon a small picce of paper, placed before
him on the opencd leaf of the hible, his sermon
was eatemporancous; and the utterance of afew
sentences was sublicient to show that he was no
ordinary man. ‘The exordium was finely con-
ceived, was dehivered with a clear and distinct
voice, and with an earnestuess of manner whck:
visibly increased as he proceeded.  ‘The structure
of the discourse, and his intendod line of reason-
ing, were then propotunded, with remarkable per-
spicuity and fotce ; and for a fuil hour, which was
the time the exposition lasted, not fewer than two
thousand petsons listened with breathless atten-
tion to this masterin Istacl.  But, beautiful and
jimpressive as was the manner in which the argu-
mentative paits of the scrmon were sustained, it
was towards the clnse that the pecu'iaritics of this
matvellous man were evinced.  If the most diffi-
cult part of a discourse be the application, it was
here that he particularly shone.  Supernatural
aid seemed to come down: out of weakness he
was made strong—the disadvantage of a weak ané
tremulous voice was forgotten in overwhelming
appeals to the consctences of the auditory.  They
secmed to expect an approaching storm 5 allbent
an eapectant ear, and sute enough it came. Oun
this occasion the preacher made a tremendous
calculation of the rcquisitions ef the moral law,
and the p:nalties attached to disobedience. There
was blackness, and darkness, and tempest ; Sinai
was altogether on a smoke ; and great searchings
of heart were produced, as whea of old the trum-
pet sounded long, and waxed loud, anid the people
did exceedingly fear and quake. Then, by a
transition of thought, managed with singular abi-
hty, the terrors of the last day were cxbituted:

the Aucie-* of I)af’s did sit 3 the books were open-
ed 3 creation crashed to its centre, and was pass-
ing away with a great noisc; the inexotable
throne was unveiled, and before it stood the cited
dead of a thousamt generations, The condition
of those who had perished in an impenitent rejec-
tion of the Gospely, was then portrayed, in colours
vivid as the light of truth § guilt stood inpeached
and abiashed ; subterfuge and evasion were duven
from their last retreat forgotten sins secmed to
be remembered——andy like the ptophetic roll, were
eahibited in characters of Limentation, and moeuin-
ingy and woe. ¢ See,® said the preacher, * see that
ye refuse not him that speaketh 5 for if they es-
caped not who refused him that spake on carth,
much more shall not we escape it we turn aw.ay
from him that speak:*  from heavens?  This and
other passages of saco vl wint weie quoted i the
utmost height of excied fervoury, wheny as was
commonly the case with Liim, his voice pattially
faledy and gave way before the fulness of lus
sphit; but this circumstance, so far from impud-
ing the current of his eloquence, rendered it ex-
ceedinzly touching.  Bvery one saw that bie was
big with matter, aud that € the spirit of convincinyy
speech® was with him.  There was no failure
but that of corporeal strength,  Many were deep-
ly smitlen ; many sorrowed after a godly sort 3
and not a tew were melted into tears; when, with
the skul of a physician who knew lis time, and
wlien to probe, and when to stay his hand, the
preacher opened another leef of Ins commission ¢
and the promises of the Gospel, of wiich he had
an ample store at command, were announced with
chanining pathos and volabsliny. The perspira-
tion hady for some time, stool in drops upon his
forehead, which hie rep catedly removed with his
handkeichief ; meantime, the heaters remained
mute with attention: you might have heard a
sigh,  ‘The cutrance of the word seemed to sive
life. ‘There came on a littin up of the head, as
if redemption drew nigh. ‘The expectation of
some spintual blessing was tremblingly alive 3 as
m the year when king Usziah died, the door-posts
scemed to shake at the presence of the Lord, 1t
reminded one of the moment when Moses smote
the rock, and of the eager multitudes who pressed
to catch the guslung streanme  The preacher con-
cluded with a short aspiration of prayer, which
was instantly followed by an ¢ Amen?® which, as
the voice of many waters, azose fiom all parts of
the chapel—and the cflect was singularly pow-
erful.

¢ It has been asserted, that the minustry of this
extraordinary man had heen of special spiritual
use to no fewer than fen thousand persons. s
name was JosErH Bexson.”?

In this iniquitous wortld, for the most part, mis-
takes and misconceits, though never so unjustly
apprehended, are graven in brass; and good tu.ns
and benefits, though never so kinlly bestowed,
are written inthe dust.—Sackeille, Earlof Dorset.

—— —

Nosr do so foolislily, and yet so deservedly,
tniss ot happincss, as those who are veiy careful
to learn the way to Haaven, and when they have
done, will take no pains to get tinther—Arch-
bishop Tillotson.
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POETRY.

LINES ADDRESSED TO A MUMMY,

Tue following very original picce, by an un-
known author, theugh it has oftcn been reptinted
in Britain, is not, it is belicved, very generally
known in this country, and will probably be -
teresting 1o our rcaders.

AND thou hast walked about, (how strange 2 story !)
In Thebes’ streets, three thowsand years ago,
When the Mcmnonium was in all ats glory,
And time had not begun to overthrow
These temples, palaces, and piles stupendous,
Of which the very ruins are tremenduus.

Speak—for thou tong enouzh hast acted dummy ;
Thou’st a tongue—~comc, ict us hear its tune s

Thou’rt standing on thy legs above ground, Mummy,
Revisiting the glimpses of the moon:

Not like thin ghost or disembodicd creatures,

But with thy boncs and flesh, and Limbs and fcaturcs.

Tell us—for doubtless thou canst recollect—
To whom shoull we ascribe the Sphinx’s fame ¢
Was Ceops or Cephirones architect
OF cither pyramid that bears his nane
Is Pompey’s Pillar rcally a misnomer 2
Had Thebes a hundred gates, as sung by Homer ¥

Petlaps thou wert a mason, and forl'dden,

By oath, to tell the niysterics of thy trade 3
Fien say what sceret melody was hidden

Tu Mcmnon®s statue, winch at sunrs 2 play'd 2
Pethaps thou weit a priest—if so, my struggles
Are vain, for privderaft never owas its juggles.

Perehance, that very hand now pinioned fast,

Has hob-a-nobb*d with Pharoab, glass to glass :
Or dropp*d a halfpenny in Homer®s hat;

Or duti"d thine own, 10 let Queen Dilo pass ;
Or held, by Sulomon®s vwn invitation,
A torch at the great tunple's dedication,

I need not ask thee o that Jiand, when arm'd,
Has any Roman soldier maul'd and knuckled ;

For thou wert dead and buricd, and cinbalm®d,
Ere Romulus or Remus had been suckled :

Antiguity appears o have begun,

Long after thy primesal race was run.

Thou couldst develope, if that wither™d tongue
Might tell us what thosc sightlcss orbs have seen,

How the world look'd when it was fresh and young,
Aud the great deluge still have leftat green !

Or was it then so old, that lustory’s poges

Contain’d no record of its carly ages 1

Still silent, incommunicative ¢If' !
Art sworn to scereey 1—then keep thy vows,
But prithee tcll us something of thyself—
Reveal the scerets of thy prison-housc ;
Since in the world of spirits thou hast slumber’d,
What hast thou scen, what strange alventures nume
ber'd?

Siuce first that form was in this box cxtended,

We have above ground scen some strange mutations :
The Rumau empire has begun and ended,

New worlds have risen, we have lost old nations—
And countless kings have into dust been humbled,
\Whilst not a fragment of thy flesh has crumbled.

Didst thou not hear the patter o'er thy head,
When the great Persian congueror, Cambyses,
Marcir’d armies o'er thy tomb with thundering tread,
O'crthirew Osiris, Orus, Osis, Isis,
Aud shook the pyramids with fear and wonder,
When the gigantic Mcmuon fell asunder.

If the tom®'s =ccrets may not be confess'd,

The nature of thy private hfc unfold;
A heart has throbb'd beneath that leathern breast,

Aud tears adown those dusky cheeks have roil'd ;
Have cluldren cdimb’d those knces and kiss’d that face ¢
What was thy name and station, age and race ?

Statuc of flesh—immortal of the dead—
Tmperizhable tyne of cvanescence-—
Postlumous mau, who quits his narrow bed,
Aund standest undecayed within onr presence :
Thou wilt hear notlung till the Judgment mormng,
Whicn the great trump shall thrll thee with its warning.

Why should this worthiess tegument endure,
1fits undying Zucst be lost forever 2
Oh, lct us keep the soul embalm®d and pure,
In living virtue—that when both must sever,
Although corruption shall our frame consuine,
The immortal epirit in the skics may bloom !
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