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THE CHRISTIAN.

they had procured for us just before the cold season
came on.  With emotion we oxpressed our apprecia-
tion of the kindness and liberality of the brethren
in supporting us so long in our eftorts in preaching
tho gospel. We apoke of our dependonce upon ono
another and eapecially of our dependence upon
Gud our Heavenly Yather, who in giving His
dear Son freely gives to us all things we enjoy.
God sends ua tho very things we nced, bath tomp-
oial and spiritual, and sends them by His own
faithful servants. Thanks to God our Father in
Hoaven through Christ our Lord and Saviour for
all His goodness to mo and mine,

J. B. Warracr.
WWest Qere, Jan, 16th, 1890,

WESTPORT,

Weo began our meoting on tho 20th of Docombor,
Bro. Howard Murray, 6 Queen’s Co., being pre-
sont. At 10.30 A. ., a large congrega,tioii
gathered within the old Bethol, the old familiar
spot, thesceno of many a happy and joyous event’
in the records of tho churcli at Weatport.. As the

grand old fainiliar hyon radig ouf, the words ‘
(Kindred in Christ for His dear sake) gave impfet'ué :

to our faith and séomed to add now inspiration to '
our- vory souls, Tho lesson was read Ly Bro,
Murtay (John xiii.), after which the writer offered

prayor, adothér hymn' followed and then Bro, |

Muiray took for the basis of his rematks John
xiii. 17.
was a grand disclosdre.
pretsive wg'y he madé us foel and understand the

worth ot Ohristianity. In the evening the Bethel was |
filled ‘to’overflowing, wheri we again enjoyed a vory |

interesting and eticouraging discourse by Bro.
Murray, based upon’the subject found in II. Kings,

v. 3. Monday was spent in visitingand at7 r.ag,, |

we ‘asseriibled for woreliip.  Bro. Mudrray again

delivered otié of his practical and gtirrixig discvurses |
frond Luke viil. 48. After the sermon we con- |

ducted a socisl mesting in which a number took
part.  On Tuesday evening, at 7 ». 2., Bro.
Murray spoke to us from Heb, iii. 6, 6, 7. This’
was indded a tolling diséourss and we greatly en-
joyed it. After the preaching our social meeting’
was’a grand one and a large number took part.
We were lovking forward to a grand, good time

but our hopes were blighted by storms, sickness {-

and‘a'e;ath. Nover in the history of Westport has
such a wave of trouble rolled over the community.
But notwithatandirg, when the weather would
permit our meetings wero good and interesting,
We greé'él_y_ enjéyo& Bro. Murray’s visit, and
aithql}'gh no iwmediate results have marked our
offorts, yo’.t"wq rejoice to kuow that somo have been
reclaimed wl}p havé been inactive .for years in
Christisn’ duty. We cannot here numerate tho
mony hindraiices that came up to retard the pro-’
gress of otif meeting, yet we feel thankful to our
Hea’véh’ylFaeixgr for'the mannet in which He leud
us thx‘guéb', and the miany encouraging tokens of
His love aid mighty power tipnifested as lessons
capable to impreés our miuds that He doeth all
things'well. Bro. Murray returns home on the 21at,-
stoppiog at Tiverton to aid Bro. DéVoe for a few
days. . On.the Lord’s day, of the 20th, we greatly .
enjoyed a discourse from Bro. B, A. DuVos, from
Luke-xxiii. 42. This was a plain, practical and
enooliraging discourse and was listened 1o with in-
terest by all, Bro. DeVoe visited us on the 18th
and remained over Lord’s day. His many on-
couraging words helped us greatly in our meetings,

While we record the many ericouraging events of
lifo, wé albo'have to redurd the sid and discoutag-
ing evonts that beset our way.

1t is with regret we record the sad loss that has,
cast a_deep gloom over this community. Oa the
8th in¥t., ‘Arthur Titus, eldest son of Bro, Howard
Titul, and Edgar'Greenwood; of Barrington, N.S.,
atartéd out.td sed with a'number of other boata for-
a day/efishing. As_the day wore.away the wind.
inoreased and astorip was inoyitable, ‘Veasols put,
ont to'tho gescile, but the kLoal containing the un..
fortuiiaté "young “men 'cvuld not be ‘found." Thé
stordr-cahid up .with - viclencs. and ‘the weathei
severely cold, all hopes of their safety being aban-

Dealing with the idea of happiness, this !
In hi§ practical andim- |

doned. On tho following day their romains were
found on the north shoro of Dizby Neck, two miles
north of Tiverton passage. Arthur ‘Titus was buried
at Westport, and the remains of young Greonwood
was sent to his home at Barrington. Tho bereaved
familios have our doepest sympathies and prayers.
May God sustain and comfort them as Ho alone is
our ounly source.

P. S.—Itis understood that the friends of West-
port and Tiverton defrayed nll exponses in this
mattor. H. E. Cooxe.

PATIENCE,
Let patience do her porfeot part
_And think of patient Job;
With trust in God ho kept his heart
While on this atormy globe.

The whicling winds and atorins of time
And wara that desolato

Did make him seck a peaceful climo
Hia soul to satiatoe.

The aches and pains of soro disoase
That tear our bodies so,

Are not the-things our senso to pleaso
In (his dark vale of woe.

Tho friends of Job esch tricd his skill
To-leseou his distress,

Advico onough a book to fill,
But failed to make it less,

But God removed his bitter cup,
And blessed his latter years.

So God will take His people up,
From tbis dark vale of tears,

We.havo not borne such troubles yet
As ancient heroes bore.

Why should wo fear and frown and fret
When all 8o soon is o'er.

With trust in God we'll kcop our hetrt
While on this stormy globe.
Let patience do her perfect part
Aund think of patient Job.
J. B, WALLACE.
The ubove vurses were written on a very stormy
day for our dear daughtor Edith M, Wallacé, dur-
ing an illness which terminated in her death,
She was 8o well pleased'with thom that I think they
may afford sowe comfort to others in afiliotion.
J. B.W.

JESUS WEPT.

In the life of Jesus, as recorded for ue by the
spirit, there are two weepinge. Twice in the body
and on earth the man Jesus shed tears, but iu
neither caso were they shed for Himself. Not in
Gelhsomane, not on the cross, did Jesus woep.
Both the sarrows were for our sakes, but they dif-
fered widely from esch other. When EIe drew
near Jorusalera and beheld the city, He wept over
it; when He saw a bereaved sister mourning for a
'dead brother He wept with. her, The one weeping
wa§ for human guilt, the other was for human
sorrow, The one marks his divine compassion for
the sinful, the other His human sympathy for the
sufferer. . Each is precious, in its own plage, but
‘the places are widely diverse. The two examples
oxhibit different qualities of the Saviour and ‘meot’
different necesdities of men.  His compassion for
sinpers manifssted in His tears over Jertisalom is a
link in the chain by which we are saved, but it ja
an upper link, His sorrow with a aistér beside a
brother’s grave is a link lower dowu aud therefors
néarer us. His pity for me as a sinnér shows that
He'is great aud good. His weéping with tne.shows
that His gceatness aud goodness are within my,
reaph. When 1 could not rise to meet Him in the
region of His own spiritual compassion Hé had
bowed:down to' meet me in my nitural’ weakness.
I could not rise to lay hold of Him, bit He bends
 tq take hold of me. Standing where. 1 ‘stand,.and
wegping where I weep, He enters by the operings
wh gh gtief’ hds made into my heart and geutly
makés it.all His own. Mg brothér, He insinuates
Himself into.me through the .emotions of our com-
mop. natyro, that, po I might be. borne up, with
Him into the regions of spiritual Jight and hiier; .
‘He! takes 'hold of ‘mé ‘by my sorrow that I might
got hdld: of Rim fot deliverarice from sin,— ..

Arhot. .

0, WHY SHOULD TUE SPIRIT OF
MORTAL BE PROUD,

0, why should the spirit of mortal bo proud?
Like a fast-flitting meteor, a fast-flying cloud,

A flash of tho lightuing, a break of the wave,
Ffo passoth from life to his rest in the grave.

The leaves of the oak and the willow shall fade,
Be scatterod around and together bo laid;
And the young and the old, and tho low and the

ig
Shall monldor to dust and together shall lie,

The child that a mother attended and loved,
The mother that infant’s affection who proved,
The husband that mother and infant who blessed—
Each, all, and away to their dwellings of rest.

Tho maid on whose cheek, on whose brow, in whose

eye,
S' one beauty and pleasure,—her triumphsare by;
And the memory of those who have loved her and
praised,
Aroe alike from the minds of the loving erased.,

The hand of the king that the sceptre hath borne,
Tho brow of the prieat that the mitre hath worn,
Tho agu of the sage, and the heart of tho brave,

Are hidden and lost in the depths (%tho grave.

The poasant whose lot was to suw and to reap,
The herdsman who climbed with his goats to the
steep
The beggar who wendored in search of his bread,
Havo faded away liko the grass that we tread.

Tho saint who enjoyed the communion of heavon,
The sinner who dared to remain unforgiven,

The wise and the foolish, the guilty aad just,
Hsdve guietly mingled their bones in the dust.

So the multitude gnes, like the flower and the weed,
That wither away to let others sticceed;

So the multitude comes, even those we behold,
To rvpeat every talo that hath often been told.

For we are the same things our fathers have been;
Wo 8sse the same sights that our fathera have
seen,—
Wedrink tl;o samo stream, and we feel the same sun,
And run the same course that our fathera have
run,

The th(‘)uall:ts wo are thinking our fathers would
* think;
From the death we aro shrinking from, they to
. would shrink;
To the life.we are clinging to, they tov would cling;
But it speeds from the earth like a bird on the
wing.

Théy_ loved, but their story we cannot unfold;
They scorned, but the heart of the haughty is
cold; -
They griev,ed, but no wail from their slumbers will

come;
They joyed, but the voice of their gladness is
dumb.

They died,— ay! they died; and we things that are

now
Who walk on the turf that lies over their brow,
Who make in their dwellings a transiont abode,
Meet thg changes they met on iheir pilgrimage
road.

Yea, hope and despondence, and pleasure and pain,
Are mingled together in sunshine and rain,

And the smile aud the tear, the song and the dirge,
Still follow cach other like surge upon surge.

"Tis the twink of an eye, tis the draught of a breath,
}3‘1’0:::i gh& bloasoin ‘of heslth to the paleness of
)t
From the gilzled saloon to tho bier and the shroud,~—
0, why should the spirit of mortai be proud?



