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er delmed the finest effort of the oc-
oasion, and aroused the feelings of the
company to the highest, with. his
passionate sentences. MacNabb was
absent, on government - business.
‘Wilson, who was peouliarly happy
apon festival ocoasions, was partioul-
arlyso on this. My part wasa poem
written a few hours before with which
(if the Canapran Crarrsuan will break
its rule and publish the verses) I will
nonclude my artiole.

‘Thore nevex‘ wasoccaslon, and there never was

an bhou
When spirlts of peace on Angel wings so
near our heads did soar:
Thetxie is a;) event, g0 glorious on the page of
me
Asthe unlon of the Brotherhoodsealed by our
coning here.

Twas in the hea:ts‘ot many, 'twas in the
prayers of som

That the good old days of Bmther]y love,
might yet in mercy com

’Twas Wluspered in our lodges, in the E.and

d W,
That the time was n é:h when the plaintive
cry, our God would hear and bless.

Buat nolxlxe t:ielle‘ved'the momentof fruition was

at hand:
How could we deem 50 rich acup was wait-
ing our command}
It came like rair in summer’s drought, on
oping follage poured
A.nd b o us 100k henceforth for help, in all
our cares to God.

The l‘ugvs has gone already upon every wind
of Heaven

The wire, the ) gress tho busy toncue, the in-
telligence

And every one who heard it, and who loves
the sons of p

Has cried, “Pralse God, the God of love! may
God this union bless.”

'Ven{xont tg.kes up the story, her “old man
eloquen
Long be his éays among us, in deeds of mercy

He speaks for the Gteen Mountains, and you
ard him saf'
“Bless God that have lived till now to see
this happy sight.”

Kentucky sends you-greeting, from her broad
and generous boun

Once st.yled of all the Wesf/em wild, “the dark
and bloody groun:

She cries aloud *God bless:you! Heaven’sdews

Y R e be In the right, th
o first took care e in the right, then
boldly went ahead.

}i‘tomyog%er wnstellnhon, from the Atlan-

’Whler& the grtea* pines of Oregon rearup their

10!

From tyhe Howery glades of °
Minnesota’s plain,

Each voice will 88y, “Huzza! huzza ! the Cratt
is one again.”

slorida, from

Ola 1;31\ land soon will hear it! not alwuys

will the ¢
or s&fi&un Brethren meet her ear, and she
CO!
There’s a chord l{m Brmsh hearts vibrates to
i every tale of-
And showill sond &velcome, and a Brother's
hand ere long.

Then Joyful be this meeting, and many more

ke'this, - .
As year by year shall clrele round and bring
you added bliss:

e
In quarry hill nnd temple peace, nor cruel

word nor thoy,
msturb the errect ‘harmony, the graclous
God has wl;onght. ¥ &

These reeolleotiona to me now are
a8 phantesmagoris, from which the
moving figures havevanished. Wilson
has joined the majority, with Mae-
Nabb, Tucker, Bird Harris, Harmg-
{on; and Idon’t know who remains,
save MoLeod Moote, (may he fulfill
hiy century,) Kivas, Tally, and the
invalid Kentuckian, who leans over
thig sheet, and to make these remin-
iscences, avolds to drop histears upon
;t ;nemonal tears for the loved and
o8

MUST A MASON BELIEVE II¥ THE
INSPIRATION OF THE BIBLE?

To the Editor of the Detroit Freemason.

Dear 8m axo Bre.—The Grand
Liodges of Texzas and OQhio, as well
a8 the Grand Master of Canada, have
anawered in the affirmative to the
above question. But &8 neither of
the said high luminaries have ex-
plained, in the first place, the mean-
ing of inspiration, I asked & Catholic
priest for an' explenation thereof anii
he answered thys: °

#When an evangelish took the peix
to write a ‘Gospel the Holy Ghost
guided his hand, while the writer was
utterly unconsowua of what he was
doing.”

“But,” said I, “what anthonty
‘have you to believe?”

He zeplied, ‘‘the authorify of the
church.”




