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“FAITH COMETH BY HEARING, ANDAIIEARING BY THE

WORD OF GOD.”—Paul.

Vel. 1.

SAINT JOIN, N. B., JULY, 188+

No. 9.

Thie @hristion.

THE MODEL PREACHER.

BY W. TAYLOR,

To preach the Gospel effectively, you must
firat nrrest the, attention of your hearers, The
mind of every man, woman or child you meet
is pre-oceupied, either revolving some theme, or,
more probably, indulging a reverie,

The same is true also of every person who
comes to hear you preach. Every memory and
imagination constitute the scene of u vast prnor-
amic display of images and associations as wide
ag the world. If, like the prophet Ezekiel in
the ancient temple of Isiael, you could diga
hole through the, wall, and look into the seciot
chambers ‘of the souls of your heuters, you would
see, right there in the Lord's house, farms and
farming implements ; horses, hogs and cuttle
lumber-yards and merchandize of every kind;
railronds and cnials ; bank stocks, commercial
contracts ; deeds and bLonds, houses of every
style of architecture, houschold furniture and
instruments of music, an association of old
fyiends and now ones; engaged in public dis-
cussions and privato conflabs on all the exciting
subjects of the times. 1n many minds you wouid
see n train of gloomy associations—inistakes,
“forgets, mishaps, and wrongs unredressed, All
‘these images, and a thousand ‘more, pre-occupy
the minds of your heavers and hold their pre-
occupancy, passing in and out in alinost eudless

“suceession and variety., .

Now it avails nothing for you tv-arise Letore
such an assembly and say, ¢ Please to give me
your attention.! They can't do it. Not one in

. thousand has sufficicut mental discipline to
give you undivided attention, till you arrest it
by somo power strongcr than the sparkling
reverie tide which bears him alung o gently us
scarcely to awake his cousciousness of the fuct.
High intellectual deselopment and piety on the
part of your hearers, do not enable them to give
.you their attention unless you arrest it.

Your friend sclects a good position in the
chapel, from which he can see every gesture and
catch every flash of your eye, determining to
give you undivided attention. Just as he gets
himself well fixed for receiving and digesting
every word of truth you may dispense, his atten-
tion is arrested by the opening of the dour be-
hind him ; ho inveluntary turns his head to-
wards the fellow-worshipper, as he walks up the
aisle, looking for a seat, and says to himself,
* That man looks very mauch like an old friend
of mine—my old friend, He went to Chicago
and bought land—increased in value—sold it for
one thousand dollars per acre—went to Cali-

* fornia—wrought in the mines—made & pile—
“went to trading and lost it—made another raiso
and went to Oregon—was in the Indian wars
there—came very near losing his life—went to
Australia, was shipwrecked on his voyage, and
‘came very near. going under. X wish I could
hear what has become of him. Fudge ! what

am I thinking about? 1've lost a part of the
sermon.’

He then tries to gather up and conneet the
loose ends of' the chain of your discourse, riven
and east out of his mind by the image of his old
friend, and now he is intent on hearing you,
through without interruption. Eyes and ears
open to' -ceive some stitring truth that will
wake the sympathies of his soul. Following
along in the path you have marked out for his
thoughts, he hears you say, * Some fastidious
porsons are like the old Pharvisees, of whom our
blessed Saviour said, ¢ Ye strain at a guat and
swallow n camel,’

*Yes,” says he to himsclf, ¢the boys at school
used to vead it, ¢ Stinin at n gate and swallow
asawmill.’ A great set of boys. Bill Moore
married his cousin. DBart got drowned, poor
fellow ! Andy Snider went to Shenandoah and
learned the blacksmith's trade.  Bob M'Cirown
is a poor old bachelor,’ &c. He chases those
boys nearly all over creatien befure he wakes
up, atrests Lis reverie, and comes back to the
subject of discourse.  Now he's your friend, and
doing his best to give you his attention.

Around Lim are others who don’t care much
whether they hear you or not. There sits the
architect, critivizing, not your sermon, but the
style of your church.

In the next seat is the physiognomist, scan-
ning the faces of his neighbors, and by his side
the phrenologist, counting the bumps on their
heads. ,

Farther back is the young lover, casting his
glances towards the othev side of the church.

Up in the amen cormer sit the good old
fathers, looking up at you with louging cyes and
thiisty suuls, thivkiug about the guod old times
they Lad Juoug ago under old Father Miller.

The good sisters; on the other side, ave as
varivwely and, fully engaged, sonie examiuing
bounets and jbbons, some taking patterns of
the uew style of dress, some pricing guods.

The motlier imagines she sces her boys iu
ueighbor Joney' orchard stealing apples, which
cacites hier holy hotror,  Another just remem
Leis that she forgut to retiin the clothos-line
she Lorrowed last week, and regretsit.  Auother
wonders if poor little Jimmy mightn't get into
tho woll befure she gets back.,  Auother is wou-
deting wlo did up your linen, gaying to herselt,
¢It's w pity our preacher cun’t fiud sumebody
who can do up o bosom for him.’ )

Others ave praying and trying to get their
spiritanl stiength renewed , butin spite of theic
efforts to gather in the wanderings of their
minds, and to have theic souls watered under
the droppings of the sanctuary, their roving
thoughts will run to and fro in the earth, while
you are proclaiming the tidings of mercy to
guilty souls. . .

They ave there to hicar the tidings, and wait
ing to bo arrested and interested. Some, to bo
sure, cave not for you nor your message, hut
you have them within range of yuur Gospel gun,
and ought to draw a bead on theni and fetch
them down, ) .

Frank Dodge once said in my hearing, ‘ The
best time I can get for maturing a commorcial

schome, or planning n sea-voyage, is at church

| while the preacher is preaching.” Away from

the care and bustle of business, under the soosh-
ing sounds of the Gospel, T have nothing to dis-
turb my meditations.’

Now, my brother, do not subpose that these
cases of inattention I bave enumerated ave rare
cases. I have only given you a glimpse at the
mental workings, or, rather, wanderings, of
every congregation you address, and of every
congregation that asseinble unywhere, till their
attention is arrested.  Not all indulging in vain
thoughts, to be sure, for wany are thinking of
God, and his law do they meditate day and
night.  All occupied with their own favorite
themes and thoughts, but noue closely following
the train of your thoughts, till you take them
captive, and draw them after you, by the power
of truth and sympathy.

You have nv right to compinin of their inat-
tention, and it will dv no guud to scold them
about it. Tt is your business to arrest them;
knock their thoughts and reverics into pi , and,
sweeping thew away, insert your theme in their
minds and hearts. To do this, you must wake
them up, stir the sympathies of their souls, and
thrill them, Ly all sorts of unanticipated means,
with the joyful tidings of sovereign wercy, or
the thundering peals of commor retribution.—
ZLcclestastical Observer. .
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EVENING WOLVES.

BY REV. THEQ. L, CUYLER, D..D,

Returning sumetimes to New York by a train
which brings me into the city at o very late
hour in the evening, or near midnight, I am
always impressed by one suggestive fuct, At
that . our the windows of most private resi-
dences are darkened, the inutes sve in theic
beds. Al useful shops aud stores are closed
up. But along all the thoroughfures conspicu-
ous lamps ave blaziog over the dramn-shop Jdoor-
ways. While honest fulk e asleop the "‘even-
ing wolves ” ave awake and ravening for their
prey.  While the traflic in useful cummodities
is suspended, the accursed traffic in human
bodies and souls 1s diiven forward, and deain is
dealt out Ly the dram, If the day is the time
for toil, the night is the time for temptation.

Toar fifths of all tho mischief to the characters
of our young people is wrought during the
hours of darkness. Not only *they that be
drunken are diunken in the night,” but the
chief temptations to drunkenness, whether ut
tho socind board or in the drinking-saloons, are
presented at that time. Aud happily are the
tempters to the bottle described by that Serip-
ture expressiun, ““ evening wolves.” They rend
and mangle and destroy thousands who have
been the joy and pride of the homeflock. “Ah,”
said & heart-broken fatlier to we beside the
silent form of a Leloved daughter, * this afilic
tivie does not distress me as much as the sight
of iny own son going right towards the drunk-
ard’s grave, He had become the prey of the
avening wolves, and forsiwken a Christian home
for the oonvivial club-room. And the most



