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THE CHRISTIAN MINISTRY.
(Third Suaaav in Advi nt. -

ADV$Nt, as is'jryK\^known, is a time 
of preparation fbr^Chpist's coming ; (the 
word “Advent" mëansown"»./ to) and 
on the second and third Sundays in this 
season we are told of two great helps 
vouchsafed us for the work,—Gods 
hoi}* Book, and God's ministers. Both, 
if we but give heed to them, will yield 
us powerful aid in preparing to meet our 
God. Both, alas ! are too much neg- 
elected. As the Bible too ofteu lies on. 
the shelf untouched from Sunday to 
Sunday, so is the voice of God's ambas
sador unheeded. People calling them
selves Christians pay no respect to their 
clergyman, listen to him without atten
tion, and neglect to pray for him, as to 
day’s Collect teaches us to do. Surely 
we may learn a lesson from a convert 
of old, who even laid down his life for 
the minister who had converted him to 
Christ’s faith.

St. Alban was by birth a Briton, one 
of the original inhabitants of our island, 
before Saxon, Dane, or Norman had set 
foot on it. He lived more than 1500 
years ago, at Yerulam, which was then 
one of the richest and most populous 
cities in the country, situated in what 
we now call Hertfordshire. The Gospel 
had been preached in Briton long lie- 
fore his time; some say by St. Paul, 
some say by Joseph of Arimatliea ; or 
at least, we my suppose, bv the com
panions of the Apostles. Still it drove 
out heathenism but slowly ; and Alban 
was brought up as a heathen. He was 
instructed In all the learning of the day, 
travelled to Rome to complete his edu
cation, and then settled down as one of 
the principal citizens of his native town. 
He appears to have been a wealthy man, 
and was hospitable and kind, as well as 
upright.

Britain wus at this time a colonv of 
Rome, the great city which ruled over 
the kings of the earth. It was subject 
to the Roman emperor, and ruled by- 
Roman laws ; yet either from its remote 
situation, or the mild character of its 
governors, it had hitherto been free 
from " persecution. The edicts against 
the Christians, w hich had spread slaugh
ter and desolation through the rest of 
the empire, had not yet been put in 
force within our island. At last, how
ever, the rage of the cruel emperor 
Dioclesian overspassed its shores, and 
the fearful cry, “ Death to the Chris
tians ! ” echoecrthroUgh the towns and 
villages of Britain. The clergy,as usual, 
were the first sueffrers; and oue of 
them, .named Amphibalus, flying for 
his life, asked shelter at Alban’s door. 
Alban had too kind a heart to refuse it ; 
and thus, strange to say, in the house 
of a pagan did Christ’s persecuted ser
vant find safety and rest.

Meanwhile, he who received the pro
phet was to receive the prophet’s re
ward. Alban marked the blameless life 
of his guest, his meekness and humility, 
his earnestness in prayer, till his heart 
opened to the religion which bore such 
fruits, and he prayed to be instructed 
in it. Ahd gladly did Amphibalus 
teach him, repaying a hundredfold the 
benefits he had received. The divine 
seed fell into good ground, and Alban 
became a Christian.

A few days later the government re
ceived information of Amplubalus’s hi
ding-place, and s6nt a troop of soldiers 
to take him. Alban had just time to 
change his clothes with his guest, and 
■end him away thus disguised, when the 
soldiers arrived at his door. Wrapping 
himself up completely in the cloak of 
Amphibalus, he immediately gave him
self up to them. They bound him with 
cords, and carried him before the judge, 
who happened at that very time to be 
sacrificing at a heathen alUr. The 
judge was rejoiced at the ti*ght of 
having secured his victim, and ordered 
his face to be unmuffled. This was 
done, and he gazed at it in surprise. It 
was not the face which he expected to 
see. The citizan Alban, not Amphiba
lus the Christian priest, stood before 
him. When he recovered from his 
astonishment, and realized that he had

lost his intended prey, be broke ont in
to a rage, and exclaimed to Alban, 
while dragging him to the altar of his 
idol, “ As von have chosen to hide an 
impions m À h, and a blasphemer, his 
punishment shall fall on you, if you re
fuse to join in the worship of the gods." 
But Alban replied,with noble courage, 
“ I can never again do so. ” The judge 
began questioning him about his family. 
“ To w hat purpose do you inquire about 
them ? ” lie answered. “ If you would 
know my religion, I am a Christian." 
Being asked his name, lie said, “Mv 
name is Alban, and I worship the true 
and living God, who created all things.’’ 
" If.you would enjoy the happiness of 
life." exclaimed the judge, “ sacrifice 
instantly to the great gods." But Alban 
still refused, saying, “ The sacrifices 
you offer, you offer to devils, who nei
ther help their worshippers, nor hear 
their prayers. Those w ho sacrifice to 
devils, shall receive for a reward the 
everlasting pains of hell." Eu raged be
yond measure, the judge ordered his 
prisoner to he scourged; This was done 
most cruelly ; but the sufferer’s faith 
and patience were unshaken. He was 
therefore condemned to be l>eheaded 
outside the city walls. The inhahitante 
of X ernlam, deeply interested in tin- 
fate of their fellow citizen, and touched 
by his heroism, w ent out in a large body 
to witness the execution. The prisoner 
was led away after them under a strong 
guard, and the judge remained almost 
alone in the empty city. Crossing the 
little stream of the Coin, Alban was led 
to the place of execution. It was a 
grassy knoll, gay with many sorts of 
sweet flowers, and lit by the sun of a 
bright summer’s day. A flowery plat
form it seemed, decked by nature for 
the sacrifice to lie offered. Arriving 
there, the prisoner fell upon his knees, 
and prayed to Him he had so lately 
learned to know, yet loved so truly. 
The executioner, deeply moved, flung 
away his axe, and throwing himself at 
Alban’s feet, confessed himself a Chris
tian. and begged to die with him. There 
was astonishment and delay ; then 
another executioner was found, and Al
ban was beheaded with a yet newer 
couvert.—the soldier who had refused 
to shed h& innocent blood. Many of the 
spectators, deeply moved, sought Chris- 
tibn teaching, and were converted. It 
is said, in Church history, that some of 
them were instructed and baptized by 
Amphibalus himself, and were after
wards cut to pieces by the heathen. 
And that servant of God, when his work 
was done, is supposed to have been also 
taken by them, and stoned to death.

Sfc. Alban, the first martyr of the 
British Chnrch, entered into the joy of 
his Lord June 22, a.d. 303. A noble 
clmrch stands on the spot where he 
shed his blood for Christ’s sake; and 
his native town is no longer called Ver- 
.ularn, but St. Alban’s. Besides the les
sons taught by martyr's history, there 
is surely a special one to be learnt from 
that df St. Alban. Surely it says to ns, 
“ Obey them that have the rule over 
you, and submit yourselves ; ffir they 
watch for your souls.’’ We are not like
ly lobe called to lay down oar lives for 
God's ministers ; let us at least be obe
dient to them, and learn with do
cility ; and at this season let us pray for 
them, as other good Christians are doing. 
So through them may a blessing descend 
on us from the great Bishop and Shep
herd of our souls !

A kind expression of countenance can 
make the most homely pleasing. An 
honest heart and friendly act make the 
dullest lovable.

Thk Awfulnkss ok Likk.—Oft in my 
way have I stood still, though but "a 
casual passenger, so much I felt the 
awfnlness of life.— Wonhtrorth.

Don’t Count the Steps.—It is, per
haps, well for us that wc do not count 
up in early life the number of steps, 
many of them weary ones, 
have to take in treading 
road that reaches from the 
the grave.
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the long 
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ONLY A SMILE.

Om.y a smile that was givgu to me 
On the crowded street one day !•

But it pierced the gloom of my saddened 
heart

Like a sudden sunbeam’s ray.
The shadow of a doubt hung over me.

And the burden of pain I bore,
And the voice of Hope I could not hear, 

Though I listened o'er ami o’er.
"I

But there came a rift iu the crowd about. 
And a face that I knew passed by.

And the smile I caught was brighter to 
me

Than the blue of a summer sky.
For it gave me back the sunshine.

And scattered each sombre thought, 
And my heart rejoiced in the kindling 

warmth
Which that kindly smile had wrought.

Only a smfle'ffroiq a friendly face 
Ou the busy street that day ! 

Forgotten as soon as given, perhaps,
As the donor went her way.

Bnt straight to my heart it went speed- 
■ ingT

To gild the clond< that were there. 
And I found that of sunshine and life’s 

blue skies
I also might take my sharer.

TREATMENT OF CHILDREN..

Sydney Smith was as wise as he was 
witty. He said one thing which is good 
for youth to have quoted in its behalf, 
and as a reply to the maxim they like 
not, namely, " Spare the rod and spoil 
the child,’’ To hardship, sav some 
people—to whom it is easiest to lie 
hard—children should be early inured, 
so that in after life they may be better 
able to bear it, though if it. should not 
come at all in after life their labour is 
not in vain. Sydney Smith, on the con
trary, says :—“ Those yonug people will 
turn ont to be the best men who have 
been guarded most effectually in their 
childhood from every species "of useless 
vexation ; and experience in the greatest 
degree the blessings of a wise and 
rational indulgence."

FOOLED ONCE MORE.
Markdftle Ont. Standard.

Mr. Editor :—The most of people 
relish a good story, provided it be a 
truthful one. Tales of adventures, da
ring, heroism, dangers of the deep, bat
tles, Ac., all have their charms. Who 
amongst ns could read the adventures 
of Robinson Crusoe half way through, 
and not have a desire to know the end 
of it. We confess being of this class. 
Now, the first thing we do when we re
ceive onr weekly newspaper is to hor
ridly glance through it -and pick out 
what we consider the most important 
items. These are generally distin
guished by their headings ; bnt yon don’t 
catch ns trusting any longer to these 
glaring impositions." We could laugh 
at being fooled once or twice, but to get 
caught a third time is onr reason for re
monstrating. Two or three weeks since 
we got to reading what we thought was 
a very nice story in one of onr Toronto 
weeklies, and towards the end it in
formed ns about St. Jacobs Oil ; we 
only laughed, and said hnmhng. The 
week following we notie d another 
heading, “How Mark Twain Enter
tained a Visitor.’’ Well, thinking we 
might learn a little etiquette, in case 
Mark should take a fancy to send ns an 
invitation, we read it. blit by St. Pat
rick, if they didn’t finish by making 
Mark introduce St. Jacobs Oil. Well 
confound it, we exclaimed, but they 
have got another dose of that St. Ja
cobs Oil on ns again, determined not to 
be caught so simple next time : bnt now. I

sir, I admit the corn ; «long comes m„ 
loroHto Mail on Thursday, down 
sat, and almost the first tiling we cauoln 
our eye was the adventures of Cant 
Paul Boynton : it appeared quite inter" 
estmg : it told how he had bumped 
against sharks, As. At this point we 
1-egau to feel a little incredulous, be 
cause, from our knowledge of these 
geutry, they would relish the captain 
alive or dead, all the same. However 
determined to leitrn some more of his ex
ploits, we read a little further, when— 
O, well, it don't matter what wo said 
you can t find it iu any dictionaries. 
I ’m—dashed if the captain wasn’t oil" 
ing himself all over with St. Jacobs 
Oil, it may lie, the more easily to evade 
the sharks, for we made no further 
search, onr curiosity was satisfied. 
Now Mr. Editor, in order “to tool us 
again, it will require to lie printed 
wrong end up. XVe have made up our 
mind to look out for anything and every- 
thing iu the shape of St. or Saint at
tached to their name.

We are sorry for the readers, of any 
journal to be thus “taken iu," so to 
phrase it, bnt what can they expect 
when w e editors are caught in the same 
storm without any protection. Wlnht 
sympathizing with them, we cau only 
admire the ability shown in any enter
prise that can thus compel, as it were, 
the attention of people. When it is con
sidered that.only a short time ago St. 
Jacobs Oil was scarcely known in Cana
da. and now has so commended itself to 
the favour of the? people of the Domin
ion as to become the household remedy 
for rheumatism, neuralgia, pams, 
bruises, chilblains. Ac., and all because 
of its surprising efficacy iu these ail
ments. we think it will be regarded by 
everybody, as a matter of congratula
tion that we possess, so easily attain
able, such a reliable means for the cure 
of disease. Such is our view of the 
matter, although we are “ fooled,"1' on 
au average, about five times a week. 
If St. Jacob cau stand it, we "ve made 
up our mind to “tight itont on that line, 
if it takes all oint r.

A Smile costs the giver nothing, yet 
it is beyond price to tlio erring and re
lenting, the sad aud cheerless, the 
lost aud forsakeu. It disarms malice, 
subdues temper, and turns enmity to 
love, revenge to kindness, and paves 
the darkest paths with gems of sun
light. A smile on the brow betrays a 
kind heart, a pleasant friend, an affec
tionate brother, a dutiful son, and a 
happy husband. A smile resembles an 
angel of Paradise.

Cause and Effect.—The main caust 
of nervousness is indigestion, and thaï 
is caused by weakness of the stomach 
No one can have sound nerves and gooc 
health without using Hop Bitters tc 
strengthen the stomach,purify the blood 
and keep the liver and kidneys active 
to carry off all the poisonous and wash 
matter of the system.—Ailcam-»-.

Ls" IF* hope some uf onr lit tlx teaden 
trill try ami get all their friemls to sub 
scribe for the Dominion Churchman.

L nselfish Love.—Wherever an un
selfish love is the mainspring of men’s 
actions, wherever happiness is placed, 
not on what we gain for ourselves, but 
on what we can impart to others; 
wherever we place our highest satis
faction in gratifying onr fathers and 
onr mothers, our sisters and brothers, 
our wives and children, our neighbours 
and friends, we are sure to attain all 
the happiness which the world can be
stow.

A Lady’s IWish.—“ Oh, how* _ . 
wish my skin was as clear and soit à 
yours," said a lady to her friend. “ Y'o 
can easily make it so," answered tli 
friend. “How?" inquired the fin 
lady. “ By using Hop Bitters, the 
makes pure rich blood and hloomiu 
health. It did it for me. as you ol 
serve.’’—Cairo Unite tin.


