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Lot me go where none are weary,
Where is raised no wail ?I. woe ;
Lt me go and bathe my spirit -
 1a the raptures aogels koow ;
Let me g0, for bliss eternal
Luses my soul away, axay !
And the victor’s sorg triumphant
Thrills my heart ; T cannot stay.-
Let me go, etc.

Let me go ; why should I tarry ?
What has esrth to bind me here 4
Woat bt cares, and toils and sorrows,
What but death and pain and fear-?
Lt me go, for hopes most cherished
Blasted round me often lie ;
0Ob ! I've gathered brightest flowers,
But to see them fade and die.
Let me go, etc.

Let me go where tearsand sighing
Are forevermore unknown ;
Where the joyous songs of glory
Call me to a bappier home.
Let me go ; I'd cease this dying,
] would gein life’s fairer plains ;
Lst me join the myriad harpers,
Lét me chant their rapturous straine.
Let me go, etc.

Le me go ; there is a gloty ™ _
That my soul hath longed to Kow ;
[ am thirsting for the waters
That from crystal fountains flow ;
There is where the angels tarry,
There the saved forever throog ;
There the brightness wearies never,
There I'd sing redemption’s song, °
3 Let me go, etc.

Let me go ; oh ! speed my journey,
Saints and seraphs lure away ;
04! I almost feel the raptures
That belong to endless day :
Oft methinks I hear the singing -
That is only heard above ;
1&me go ; oh ! speed my going,
T#me go where all is love.
Let me go, etc.

Bear me <ver, angel pinions—
Loogs my soul to be away.

How to Trust Him.

' Buat 1 don’t know how to trust Christ for my
Seviour; said & young girl in sc inquiry-meet-
ing. *1hear whatis said, but I de not under-
stand how it is ;1 do not see the way.’

Do you feel,' ssid one who had addressed her,
that you are o siznér, and in danger of being

34 :

‘Ido; kfesl that | am eon:lcﬁmed for my

dresdfal sina,” - :

*And what ean you do in the case ?’
‘0!I eannot do anything. I haye tried and

tried; but I get no better.’

said Mr.—-, ¢ but my business was very preas-
ing, and so I kept about until Suaday. Then I
went to bed—sent for the doctor and took s dose
of medicine, 20, I aw sorry to say, I didn’t hear
the great gun who filled our pulpit on that oe-
casion.

‘Dr.—— is really becoming unbearably pro-’
8y,’ exclaimed youug , removing his cigar
from-his mouth, and shaking out the ashes,’ ‘I
timed him last Sunday, and he actually preach-
ed thirty-five minutes, so I didn’t patronizs him
to-day. I have always been used to goieg to
church—but somehow I am growing terrible ver-
vous of late, and sitting s0 lorg makes me feel
as though I was in s strai: jacker.’

This hopeful youth, as he puffzd at his sixth
Havana, did not mentiou that he sat late itto
the night on Saturday, over = game of chess,
quite oblivions to nerves or strait-jackets either.”
¢ I should bave been s disappointed if it Had
rained to-day,’ said pretty Miss—— locking up'
at the sky from which heavy clouds were fast
dissppearing. I want to go to church 20 mush, ]
for there’s all my new suit that came home last
-night, and nove of the Browas have got theirs !’
_ *I woulda’t fail of being on hand at morning
dervice for anything,’ remarked a leading so-
prano. * There’s our splendid voluntary, we
expect to make a sensation with, so you .must
keep your ears open.’

All the persons referred to belong to real life.
Of how many of them can it be said their
Sabbaths on eartk are preparing them for a nev-
er cading Sabbath above P— Presbyter.

Little by Little.

We are not made ourselves by great events,

nor’ do we-meke others by separate events and

determinations. It was the glory and heauty of
the great and:good Dr. Araold, of Rugby, that,

whether he bathed with his scholars at evening,

or walked with them at day, or preached to |
them on Sundsy, they felt at all seasons the

geatle influence of a good 2ud true Christian

man. There was no iryiny to be a power., He

let his {ife work speak, and the result is known,

¢ Little by little” is the law of nature's infinence,

It is the motto of the dew, the lesson of the
light, and in the manifold quickenings of the

spring, and the glorious unfoldings of the sum-

mer, you cannot watch the steps of progrese—
it is ’ bere a little, and there a little.” Thas we

influence others, and are influenced by them. 8o

the son becomes like his father, and the sobodl.
boy like his classmate, and the daughter like
ber miother. Seek for some great thing to do,
and where will you discover it? Set to work at
a great reading,a great visiting, a great writing,
and what have you achieved ? Yet try silent
and steady working, and then “how vast the
achievement !

When the good SBamaritan gave his loving help
to the man who had fal en among thieves, be
evidently obeyed only the law of his nature, and

{Jemus sags to such as you, ¢ Believe in mﬁ did ;that which he was sccustomed to do/ Tt

Uit me ; cast your sins upon me.’ "
‘Iwould if I could ; but when I try it does not | 90iet way ; q

was a little act, an unobtrasive’ deed, done in o
ntly the d of his deed

®mas if he received me; I am always afraid has moulded the lives of many more. Just a

ud trust.’

Hdoesnot. O! I do not know how to believe word here and a word there, a visit here and s

visit there, a little kind deed here and another

‘Let me illustrate faith to you. The other|tbere, and you are a missionary of Christ, »
iy, alittle boy climbed a ladder to the roof of a | {ricnd of the sorrowful & belper of the needy.

nge, It was an unsafe place, and_his mother
mtened to call him down.

Alas ! how we all seek' for some great thing

The roof was slip- | to do, forgetful of the fact that an earnest and

Py, and bis little feet alid in the descent ; so be | boly life acts like quiet sun-light and gentle sir,
@t to the edge where hls friends stood anx-fand that, in living near to God ourselves, every-
ioua for biggafety. Mr. O. reached up his arms | thing- in our life hss been a telling quantity,

- md wid, * Now Willie, jump, and I will eatch | though we may not see it soto be. No Cliristian

M’ Willie looked at the stone pavement be-|man would be, or could be, what he -is; without
bv,and drew back. Mr. O, tried to persaude | those little meditations, prayers, submissions

lim, but the child was afraid to trust.’

and self-conquests which have been all blended

#*Willie,’ sald his mother, Mr. O, says he will | together in the formation of his Christian life
sertaiply eatch you ; does he not always tell you | —The Quiver. g

e truth P

“0 yes, he says true, Willie answered.

"' Now obey, Willie,’ said his mother; don’t
Bake him wait ; he is all ready.’

*The boy, trembled ; but there was no other . -
.M, a0d he leaped from the roof. His trust in|ing by the chaplain of the Swansea eounty pri-

The German Prisoner and the
Gospel of St John.

A touching incident, related at a Bible meet-

M. 0, was faith ; and when he was clasped in|son is given in the London Bible Society Re-
‘Jir of strong arms he did not doubt that he | porter :—

¥ there ; he was not afraid to rest. Christ

« Among the prisoners recently under his

ftlls vy t0 cast ourselves upon him just 80, and | charge there was s young woman, s German by

believe that he receives us.’

birth, who, although she could speak u little

‘Is that the way ? asked the young girl; do|English, was unable to read in that language.

Jou trust Christ so ?* -

‘Yes, just in that way ; simply and wholly as | never read the Scriptures.

She was brought up a Roman Catholic, and had
She asked him for

Wilie threw himeelf into Mr. O’s. arms. Can-|a book in her own langusge, and he was glad to
%t you do uo, believing that he does his partas | have it in Lis power to place in her hands the

¥ %8 you trust him ?’

‘Inever saw the way_so clearly before. Yes,
1 will cast

a0 trust bim ; I do

jeve him.

Gospel of Bt. John in German. He visited ber
in her cell, but made no farther allusion to the
book thsn to ask whether she read it. He,

Bysell upon him, sins and ail. O, am so glad I’| however, noticed a great change in her manner,

And the face that had been shadowed with
and discouragement lighted up with & new

i9y.—Christian Banner.

+« ®oe

Going to Church.

both in her cell and in the chapel. The day be-
fore her discharge he visited the prisoner, and
during the conversation she manifested oonsid-
erable emotion. Presently she ventured to say :
« Will you please, sir, to give me the little bock
which you left with me? It did not occur to

‘Lhave not seen your mother out at church | him at first that she meant the German Gospel,
teveral weeks, sald a lady to a little gitl, ‘Is | be therefore said that the books were the pro-
e sick ” ¢ No the little maiden paively re-|perty of the county, and could not be given
Pied— byt then she has worn her pew bonnet|awsy. Her lips quivered,§and her eyes were

- % wany times, that everybody bas seen it now !’ | filled with tears. She then said; ‘O, sir, I am

‘ You did not hear our minister's sermon on | go sorry for that ; nothing bas ever done me so

ian benevolence, yesterday morning,’ re-

much good as that little book. I am sure that

Wtked Mrs, ——, to a lady engrossed, in shop- | it I bad read it before I should mever have been

i"""ly one Monday. * No,’ snswersd the
by, ‘My baby is cutting teeth, and the poor

sent to prison.’
When she was asked what book she meant, she

ting clung to me so, I could not bave the | o0k it out from the place where she kept it, and

1o leave it fo go out at all yesterdsy.’
‘.mduoud mother neglected to mention that | | never resd such a book before.’

¢ Here it is—I am sorry to part with it.
The chsp-

said :

Sttended a musical matinee on Saturday, | lain then remarked : ¢ If that is the book you
™4 & number of calls after it, aad went out to | refer to, I will give it to you with all my heart,
i the evening. Her remarkable baby must | and may God bless it to your soul I B.hc then
®utits eye teeth, or it would not bave clung [ went down on the floor, pressed the little vo-
.h"l"ﬂinuiouly, the only day in seven it | jume to ber heart, and exclaimed: ¢ Ohb! be

‘4‘“ the least good.

has blessed it to me already. I thank Him,

s ""iMoomointonkyontomu!cv and 1 thank you for it. 1 shsll read it again

structure of the soul of man to show the D:

enough of vicious deformity to complain He is
now retired and gone. The lamps arg extinct,
the altar overturned, the light and loye are now
vanished which did the one ‘shine with o hea-
venly brightoess, the other burn with so pious
fervar ; the golden candle-stick is displaced, and
thrown away as a useless thing, to make room
for the throne of the prince of darkness; the
sacred incense, which sent rolling up in clouds
its rich perfume, is exchanged for a poisonous,
hellish vapor, and there is, * instead of sweet
savor,” a stench. The comely order of this
house is turned all into confusion ; the * beau-
ties of holiness” into noisome impurities ; the
house of prayer into a den of thieves : for every
lust is a theft, and every theft sacrilege. He
that invites you to take a view of the soul of
man, gives you but such snother prospect, snd
doth but say to you, Behold the desola’ivn !”
all things rude and waste. So that, :bculd
there be any pretence to the Divine Presence, it
might be said, If God be here, why is it thus P
The faded glory, the darkness, the diso: der, the
impurity, the decayed state, in all respects, of
this temple, too plainly show the great Inhabi-
tant is gone.— Howe.

) hglons | rgnn_ﬂiggnrt.

The Presbyterians of Scotland.
The following letter from Peter Bayne, the
well-kuown writer, published in a late number
of the Watchman and Reflector, gives a very in-
teresting description of some of the notabilities
of the Scotch Presbyterian Churches :
If you happen to be in the ancient and world
renowned capital of Scotland in the month of
May, you catpot fuil to perceive that tne steets
swarm with black coats and white cravats, and
solemn, thoughtful, but by no means gloomy
faces. It is the month when the ecclesiastical
parfiament of Scotland meets in Edinburgh,
parliament still thoroughly Presbyterian, al-
though it meets in three sections, under separate
roofs, and with different denominaticnal names.
There is the General Assembly of the Establish-
ed Church of Scotland; there is the General
Assembly of the Free Church; and there is the
Syvod, which is, in fact, s General Assembly ot
the United Presbyterian Church. Nearly a thou-
sand ministers are present in the town, and per-
baps as meny elders, grave and devout men,
from every town in Scotland, and from her re-
mote hills, and dales, and islands. Beginning
with the most ancieat of the assemblies named
~—for before the United Presbyterians or Free
Churehes were in existence, the old ¢ Kirk” held
her Assemblies under the Castle Rock—you en-
ter that of the Established Church. You behold
a quiet and dignified company of clerical gentle-
men, particularly well dressed, msny of the
younger clergy having a spruce and dapper air,
with taper fingers, adapted rather, as might ap-
peat,to parform upon-the piano then upon the
“ drum eecclesiastic,” and the general air of
fashionable exquisites,.—But there are seversl
noted sod notable men. Yonder sleek and
plausible parson, with face of calm assurance,
ineffable. conceit, and & teuch of pensive resig-
nation, as of one who is a martyr and knows it,
is Dr. Rabert Lee, of Greyfriars, who kas given
mortal offence to the ultre-Presbyterian section
in the church by his read-prayers, his organ, his
departure from the stereotyped attitudes of di-
vine worship in Scotland, and his general lesn-
ings toward Broad-church Episcopacy. Dr. Lee
has the countenance of an adroit, clear-headed,
clever and mellifluous man, fond of a little
notoriety, but who would never think of being
more of a martyr thaa he could with comfort.
A very different face is thet of Dr. Norman
MacLeod, editor of Good Words, one of Queen
Vigtoria’s . chaplains for Scotland, and minister
of the Barony parish in Glasgow. In the very
name * Normen MacLeod ” there seems to be a
suggestion of Highland warmth, and strength,
and plentitude of genial life. The features have
s Mirabeau-like breadth and freedom; sod a
radiance of kindliness and frank audacity, of
boundless sympathy, and liberality, and benevo-
lence plays over them like sunlight over the crags
snd green expanses of an old Scottish mountain.
Dr. MacLeod has drawn down upon himself of
late the utmost wrath of the old school religion-
ists of Scotland, by speaking of the Decalogue
as * abrogated.” The word is, I think, objec-
tionable, and I believe that, as a type or form of
duty, the moral liw never has beep, and never
will be abrogated. Bat Dr. MacLeod, I am well
assured,jmeant only to say that, in the Cyristian
experience, all routine service becomes labgr of
love, and that those who sre in Christ are Xis
not by law, but by life—not by a merely formal
obedience of rules, but by participation of his
Divine Spirit; and in that faith their is nothing
h"%?:tl.duk eye is that which sends around
glances so keen, yet so glowing, beneath locks
of raven hair, showing at intervals the silver
stresk, and in fine harmony with the pale, open
brow, and delicately sensitive lip, the whole
bearing unmistakeable testimony to the presence
of genius, and recalling Carlyle’s remark ub?uz
the face of Camille Desmoulins, that genius
burnt through it like a 1:aptha lamp? That eye
and brow belong to John Caird, the Prince of
Scottish preachers of the generation now in its
prime, who, to a fervor as of Chalmers, added a
finsh, an elegance, a chestened splendour as of
Addison, and ‘who has repeated the career of
Chalmers by passing from the pulpit iato a pro-
fessorship of theology. 1hese, with Principal
Tulloch, of 8t. Andrews, and one or two others,
are the most emisent men of the Scottish Kstab-
lished Church ; and while she can boast of ‘men
like these, the somewhat antiquated and shrivell-
eod K&E.md not hang the head among ber

‘he is.

and thundering emphasis of ce-
clamation, does Cunningbam lay dowr the law,
in logie not to be nsin!é But we have Chand-
lish, with sour face masking a kind heart, glit-
tering eye, restless hands, huge head, and little
body—a sort of iatellectual monster, all brain
and legs, whom yon carnot look at without re-
calling the nick-name, # Black Dwarf,” by which
he was known when at the Univ ‘rsity of Glasgow,
or thinking of the lines of James Smith—

““The power that props the bedy’s length,
In due proportion spread,
In you mounts upward, and the strength,
All settles in the head.”

Candlish is a man who bas the power of mak.
ing many eremies, and he unquestionably falls
short in gentleness, moderation, and sympathy.
But the talent of him is prodigious. As a
preacher, as a platform orator, as an ecclesiasti-
cal leader, seldom has he been equalled. Had
his profession been law, his career would have
been more brilliant than Brougham’s ; had he
entered Parliament when thirty years of ege,
he world at this tour have been Prime Min_
ister,

Of cor rse, ws recognize Guthrie—the large,
loose figure, in diny appare!, as if it were in the
way « f being rubbed, and tugged, and twisted as
the hithe and bony frame of its wenrer, ever in
motion, requires—the bushy ¢ye-lrows, from
beneath wlich gleam out eyes nos twinkling
with laughter, now gleaming with tears, always
lambent with genius—the large; mobile mouth,
without any particalar shape, but adapted, like
that of a great actor, to take any shape, and
wear any expressicn at will—these can belong to
none but Guthrie:

Dr. Begg, lea ler of the anti movement party
in the Free Church, sternly denunciatory of
“‘innovations” on the old Presbyterian mode! of
worship and discipline, hater of bymns and
of organs, attracts attention by the rugged saga-
city, and pith, and swarthy manhood of his whole
appearance. 1 do not agree with Dr. Begg. 1
do not believe that the Presbyterian, or any
other church, has a right to restrict congrega-
tions to a particular form of worship. ' But there
is something in the honesty, and earnestness, and
good humor of the man, not to mention his in-
dubitable ability, which forces me to admit that
I would not have Dr. Begg different from what
The grey rock that stands on the lone
hillside bears no corn, but it has & beauty and
seemliness of its own; it is a relic of the vener-
able past; it marks the spot where martyrs rest,
where hallowed associations centre ; you will
not, for all that political economists may say,
break it up with sledge-hammer and gunpowder,
and chisel it into paving-stones. Dr. Begg, 1
believe, belongs to the days goné by, and the
living preseat will hurtle past him; but there is
a grandeur in his conservative sympathy for the
olden time, and 1 would not like to see him aping
the airs of religious liberalism.

We bave still, however, to visit the third great
Aseembly of Presbyterian Scotland, the Synod
of the United Presbyterian Church. Among the
bundreds of faces which surround us, we remark
an extraordinary diversity and contrast of ex-
pression. In one sense, the United Presbyterian
Church is the youngest; in another, it is the
oldest of the Scottish Presbyterian Churches.
1t is the youngest in that it is more imbued with
modern ideas than any of the otbers, and has
more completely than any other divested itself
of those theories, in accordance with which the
State churches of England and Scotland were
established. In sevaral points, besides, it is be-
lieved that the rigid angularity of old Scottish
Calvinism has been smoothed dwn by its mia-
isters, and that the freeness of the gospel offer
has been more boldly snd éxplicitely stated by
Uhited Presbyterians than by any other Presby-
terian preachers in Scotland. Hence, among
the younger men especially, there is an air of
quick intelligence, of open-minded sympathy
with the ideas of the time, of what may be called
clerical dash and vivacity, which might bave been
looked for in vain in the Aesemblies previously
mentioned. But there is a sense in which the
United Presbyterian Church is older than her
sister churches. She has within her that pure
old covenanting blood for which the Established
Church was tuo much of a compromise, and her
fathers and founders left the Establishment a
century before tne evangelical majority of 1843
constituted themselves into the Free Church,
Accordingly, it may be presumed, that in the
Synod of the United Presbyterian Church will
be found those faces which most nearly repro-
duce the Pedens and Camerons, the Cargills and
Renwicks, the Balfours of Burley, and old Davie
Deaans, of the covenanting time.

As we look along the benches, however, there

is one face which infallibly attracts and fixes our

,Ation, which we pronounce without hesitation
ti% noblest face in the Assembly, and which, on
the whole, seems to denote a greater man,a
higher type of intellect and character, than any
face which, in this survey of Presbyterian Scot-
land, has arisen before us. The lineaments are
massive ; there is great capaeity of brain, and
irresistible suggestion of general power; the eye
is clear and steadfast, anl a majestic calm reigns
over all. But with this power there is a wonder-
ful and beautiful, though in words quite inde-
scribable attestation in the face of gentleness,
and faithfulness, and real-bearted friendliness
end simplicity. The child, unasked, would twine
his hand in that of this man, and women could
pour into his breast ber tenderest secrets, with
assurance of sympathy and of kindness. It is
John Cairns, D. D., minister of the United Pres-
byterian congregation worshipping in Gclden
Square chapel, Becwick. He is the greatest
man in the United Presbyterian Church—the
greatest man, I believe, in Scotland—one of the
very first men in the whole religious world. Of

sister demominations. lut we must not Joiter |

the best blood of Scotland, that is of the old
pessant stock which, since the days of Bruce and

as one of the ablest students he kad vver taught
He took the decree of Master of Arts wi
ours, havicg previously commenced the study of

of the United Presbyterian Church. Before
commenciog to preach he proceeded for a year
to Germany, where he stadied under Neunder,
snd obtained the immense benefit which « spirit
80 keenly and widely and respective as his wus
fitted to receive from the moet original, profound,
and suggestive theologien of mcdera times. On
becoming a preacher, he was called to be pastor
of the congreation already indicated—an extra-
ordinary distinction for & young men, as Dr.
Palmer, his predecessor, had been one of the
most eminent men in the denomination. He
soon.became famous as a preacher, but his repu-
tation in the world of philosophy and literature
was still greater. His contributions o the lead-
ing reviews on phi'osophical suhj-cts were, with-
out exception, masteriy, and afler the death of
8Sir William Hamiiton, bis name stood higher as
8 metaphysician than that of any man in Scot-
land. It is commonly believed that he could
bave had any one of the two philosophical chairs
which bave become vacant in Scotland since
Hamillon's death, and it was his word, in favor
of Prof. Fraser and agaiast Prof. Ferrier, which
seated the former in the cheir of Sir William.
Why did he thus, while keenly interested in phil-
osophical speculation, and in some sense leading
the philosopkical mind of his country, decline a
carecr of academic distinction? Why bas he,
who has been earnestly invited, once and again,
and yet again, to preside over the largest and
wealthiest congregation of his dencmination, in
Edinburgh and in Glasgow, stezdfastly refused ?
Because of his supreme devotion to the work of
the ministry. Because of his paramount and
absorbing, though not narrowing ambition, to
win souls for Christ. Because, while the voice
ot fame is too often but the rong of a syren;
while the speculations of philosophy are too often
but exercitations of human pride; while the po-
pularity of city preachers is top often but a
breath of fleeting excitement, the raising of one
human soul from the dead, as the minister of
Christ and the instrument of the 8pirit's efficacy,
is a glory which sngels might covet. And so
one of the foremost minds in Great Britain, a
man whose writings in philosophy, in biography,
in anti-sceptical controversy, would flll many
volumes, still preaches to the congregation that
called him when he was almost a boy-pastor in
the grey and withered old town of Berwick. To
kneel by the death-bed ; to converse on ehristian
experience with the godly old man or woman of
bis flock ; to lead little children to Christ that
He may put His hands on them and bless them,
—in these he fiads a deeper joy, a more endur-
ing profit, a higher reward, then in any wreath
which academic fame or urban popularity could
twine around his brows. But though he minis-
ters weekly ip Berwick on Tweed, he is one of
the leaders of religious Scotlard, and to him it
is, under God, largely owing that the union be-
tween the Free and United Presbyterian
churches, from which blessing may be expected
to Christendom, is rapidly approaching consume
mation.

General  Pliscellany,

The United States’ Flag Soliloguy.
BY L. ALBERTINE Cm!!.

Here I am, & poor, tattered, worthlcss flag.
My stripes look faded and my stars dim beside
your banner that is waviog so proudly in the air.
Once like it, I waved as proudly ; but not while
the wings of peace hovered over me, to protect
me from harm, and the happy songs of freedom

hoed and re-echoed through bhill snd vale.
No, one glance at my marred face will tell you
that, for it bears the unmistakable marks of the
mionie balls that flew so thick And fast around
me, but if you will bear patiently with me, I will
tell you the history of my life as briefly as pos-
slble. :

The first recollections I have of anything, was
of a number of young ladies who procured pieces
of cloth of different kinds, which they tore into
long stripes and cut into cunning little stars. I
could not conceive what was to be done with me,
or what shape to assume or miesion to fulfil; but
judging hy the conversation, I inferred that I was
to fill some important place. But I determined
to await my destiny with patience. And I had
not long to wait, for I was soon completed, fas-
tened to astandard, and presented to a regiment
of Union soldiers. My reception was welcomed
by three loud cheers, and I was called the “ STAR
SPANGLED BANNER,” ¥ THE RED, WHITE AND
BLug,” ¢ THE GLORIOUS FLAG OF OUR Co UN-
TRY,” “ THE STARRY EMBLEM OF FREEDOM,”
&e. Indeed, I was quite flattered by the multi-
plied encomiums ; and my stripes blushed deeper
and my stars twinkled brighter, as I unfurled
myeelf proudly and floatea gracefuily on the
breeze. But my life was not to remain such-
Soon sterner realities set in. I was borne flut-
tering in front of the regimert, and the fife and
drum played mourafuily,

“ When this sad war is over,”
as the brave boys waved sad adieus to home and
friends.

We marched many hundred miles, night and
day ; and I began to look quite rusty and wea-
ther-beaten, being go constantly exposed to all
kinds of weather. I soon learned, however, that
a great battle was expected ; and I supposed
that I would have some little time to rest, as I
would certainly be of little service in battle in
battle. But not so. found I was to be one
among the first to lead and cheer the men on ;
and during that bloody fight on Lock-out Moun-
tain I saw of how much service I was ; for when
the brave boys would become weary with fatigue

and over exertion, their leaders wguld point to

theology, with a view of entering the mivietry |

| After some time, all became quiet, except the
'h hon. | Occasional moan of an expiring soldier. But

AbR f f b fife. | 0 stitl @ vt ~srabl
“ | more, with gigantic frame, uncouth gesture, up- | regarded by that prizce of Scottish philosophers | above the fesble notes of the drum and’ file.| 180 years. Near the grave e

. vine | }fed welking-stick, (brawny and big as the club
Presence did some tims reside in it—more than |of Herculss,)

[upplo-uee. when and by wicm = not

known. This tree bad sent ¢ inroots

while lying thus, a fairy form suddenly sppeared | into the graves of Mr. and M: ume.  The

vefore me. and stooping over, caught me in her
| arms ; aad quickly brushing the dust from cff | till it reached the precise epc:

me, she hid me beneath tbe folds of her gar-
wments, and sped away io 4 dense forest, where
she hid me carefully under some brush, and in
wiso.uer moment I was left alone. Twice waa 1
thus sccreted, and ounce buried, to secure me
from falling into the enemy’s hands ; and more
than ouce was the life of the fair heroine threat-
ened if she did not disclose my hiding place.
But she was firin and true to her trust, I was
not a litle surpriscd oue night, on secing my
grave suddenly opened, and being sgain resur-
rected and borne i1a my protectress’ arms to
Union men of the North, sud sold for quite a
sum of mocey, which went to aid the Chri
Commission. Since thea, I have been quietly
banging on the wall; and many who see me
wonder at my strange bis'ory, and regard me
with much admiration

I have often wondered why I am valued so
much ; but T learn that the proud eagle which
often graces me, is the emblem of liberty ; my
etripes and etars represent the Union. of the
States. 1 am seen skimmiog the wide ocean
oa skips and steamboats. 1 weep over the
graves of Washington and Lincoln, and am cut
on the marble glab of the humble soldier. lam
seen waving from almost every spire and steeple.
I am found in|the tiny hands of * Young Ame-
rica ; ”
* War Horee.”
time.

I am everywhere at the same
Muees have chanted and bards have sung
my praises, ugtil I am familiar to all from the
great statesman down to the lisping infant. Al-
though there sre untcld numbers just like me,
yet we . aro A unity, or, “E Pluribus Unum,”
wany 1n one, representing one grand truth,—
“ union.” And I am proud that I ever-aided in
tearing down this wicked rebellion, which would
ere long have rendered desolate our happy coun-
try ; and I hope literature may never fade as
mine have, but continue to grow brighter as
freedom spreads her -hallowed banner over all,
—Religious Telescope.

Theatres and Operas.

Theatres and operas, as they are, are satanic
and soul-destroying. Why ? Not in their es-
seace, but in their imvariable concomilants. Let
me briefly meptioa four items :

1. Every theatre is surrounded by brothels
and groggeries. They flock round a thestre the
moment one is built, as their choice ground of
su¢cess. What does that pfove P Does it argue
for a healthy atmosphere ? Does it show the
theatre to be & fit place for a Christian ? A sen-
sitive Christian should shrink from such a region
88 he would from the gates of hell.

2. The projession of the stage is notoriously
immoral. The actors and actrisses who come
before the audience, and are by them applauded,
are men and women living daily in defiance of
the laws of decency and morality, and usiog this
very profession as a means to such a wild and
wicked life. The exceptions to this are so few
that they cause universal surprise,

3. The plays are generally themselves immo-
ral. Low innuendo and doulls entendre sbound
in them. The name of God is blasyhemously
used, religion is ridiculed, and vice is white-
washed. - These immoralities are found more or
less in every play browght upon the stage.

4. The Ddallet, which is an sppurtenance to
every theatre, is so disgustingly vicious that 1
will here only name it.

Here are four arguments agaiust the theatre,
any one of which ought to crimson a Christiun's
cheek at the thought of. countenancing so vile
ap institution.

Now, in regard to the opera, the first and
fourth olbjections do not always obtain ; but the
second and third remain in full force. The
operatic profession is. generally immoral. The
incidents of the life tend to develop immorality.
These are, & roaming irregularity, and sudden
intimacies which have a downward slide ; sod
the very acting of a woman before a promiscu-
ous multitude ie itself a rapid poison tp her soul.
Some may withstand sll this, and remain pure
and upright ; but who would dream of gping to
an opera corps to find a zealous, happy Chris-
tian ? And then, as to the operas themselves,
you can count on your fingers all of them that
are mot immoral ; and even these have many
doubtful parts, But the favorite operas, those
that draw the most crowded houses, are such as
** Don Giovanni,” full of fiith, to which Chris-
tian ladies go, forsooth, that they may hear the
delicious music. Satan’s bait has taken.—Rev.
Howard Cresby, D.D,

Roger Williams,

Ninety years after his death, in 1771, steps
were taken to erect to him some suitable menu-
ment, but the storms of the Revolution came
on and the work was fergotten. But recentls
the question has been agitated anew, and Wil-
liams may yet at least have some ont=ar! i
to mark his greatuess aod perpciuste & )
During s period of 183 years, not even s rough
stone bas been set up to mark the grave of the
founder of Rhode Island, till the precise locality
of his grave bad been almost forgotten, and
could only be ascertained after the most careful
investigation. Scffice it to say, however, the
spot was found at the exbumation made a short
time ago though there was little to exhume. On
scrapiog off the turf from the surface of the
ground the dim outlines of seven graves, con-
tained within less than one square rod, revealed
the burial ground of Roger Willisths. ' In-calo-
pial times each family bad its own burial ground,
which was usually near the family residence.
Three of these seven graves were those of chil-
dren, the remaining four were adults, The
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leg to the heel, where they both 1u:
to the toe. Oane of these roots {y:o
crook st the knee, which mal.: :
a very close resemblance of a hun:
singular root is preserved with re
only as an illustration of & great principle in
vegetation, but for its great histo:ic ussociation.
There were the graves, emptied o cvery particle
of human dust ! Not a trace ¢ 2 . .ing was
It is kpown to chemist:; all flush,
and the gelatinous matter givin: «
the bones, are resolved icto ¢
water, and air, while the solid 1 .
remains.  But ia this case even tae pbosphate
of lime of the bones of both grav. : .. :s all gone.
There stood the * guilty epple v " as was
said at the time, caught in the ve:; «ct of ¢ rob-
bing the grave.”

To explain the phenomenon is 1
of this article. Such an explun>
given, and many other simiiar ca
But this fact must ' be admitt ',
matter of Roger Williams bad b smuied
into the apple-tree; it had passe voody
@bre and was capable of propel!:: - ) en-
gine ; it bad bloomed in tho
and had become pleasant to the
it had gone into the fruit fiom |
that the question might be aslk:
Williams ?—Hartford Press.
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Ruskin on Ju~

John Ruskin, in the Crown . 'Vild Olive
characterizes in his trenchant : those*who
like fo make money, as imitators of Judas:

We do great it justics to Iscurior, ia thinking
bim wicked above all common wickadness. Ha
was only & common money-lover, aud like all
money-lovers, dida't understanc C.cist; couldn’t
make out the worth of bim or r-:nivg of him.
He didn't want him to be killed. was hor-
ror-struck when he found that C would be
killed; threw his money aw:y in t:utly, and
hanged himself. How many of cur present
money-seekers, think you, wou'l have the grace
to hang themaselves, whoever th v i..lled ? RBut
Judas wes a common se!fish !l c-head, pil-
fering fellow ; his hand always i (Lo bag of the
poor, not caring for them. Il. (idn't. under-
stand Christ, yet believed him mu % more than

o miracles,
though he was quite strong encu;h to shilt for
bimself, and he, Judas, might a3 well make his
own little bye perquisites out [ the affair.—
Christ would come out of it enough, and
he have thirty pieces. Now, the: is t'e money-
secker's idea, all over the worl!. 7o Jdoewn
hate Christ, but can’t undeis ¢ 2
doesn’t care for him—sees ro ; ..  ia La-
benevolent bueiness; makes ! - iy ‘::
out of it, at all events, com= /.aa
tbus, 0at of every mass of m ) & CEpm
tain number of bag-men—; “fiee-first”
mep, whose main object is t ¢ money.
And they do make it—make it lsorte of
unfair ways, chiefly Hy the weig d f.rce of
money itself, or what is called " power of
capital; that is to say, the powes 1 money,
once obtained, has over the la! " the poor,
30 that the capitalist can take &'l itc 1o luce to
himself except the laborer’s fou!. 1'::. is the
modern Judes’ way of “ carryi: 7 the biag” and
* bearing what is put therein.”

An Old Woman and the P.'nco of
Wales.

At the gemes at Dunrobin on Friday one of
‘the spectators was an old wom:-,
between seventy and eighty year
had come from Dorpoch in oxd:r to see the
Prince and Princess of Wales, & 2 went to the
games, but found it diffisult to g~ a ght of the
royal party, es the general public
by the pclice from getting admiss:
closure, She was determined, bow: -, on gain-
ing the object for which she had cuiu, and she
continued her entreaties persever: zly till at
length Mr. Loch, the Duke's con
served her, and admitted her wi the circle.
Here she got into conversation w ', Camp-
bell, of Islay, who spoke with her , and
pointed out to her the Prince Toess.
She could scarcely believe that the ligh-
nesses could possibly be.so like < ! sple,
and she bad evidently forme: © . >uiiar
notions as to the appeararce t! i
presented. She has lived ail .
estates of the Duke of Satherland 1
to the Duchess-Counters, the gra -1t
present Duke, and the whole «{ the
The Duke recognized the o!! &
bands with her, and a disting:.

! cluding the Prince of Wales, ti- Di'ee of Elin-
| burga, Earl Spencer, the Marque - -f S:ufford,
and Lord Archibald Campbell, ¢: hered round
her. Aferwards the Duchess ¢
left her seat and also shock %
old women, making a few remarks.
The Duchess, on resuming bLer ¢~ bLeside the
Princess, mentioned the anxiety o7 ti.n old wo-
men, when the Princess, looked a:
and seemed interested in th:
Mr. Campbell of Islay showed th: » -~d
a book which was in one of the cr- azes, She
said she could not read it, as it wa - it in Gae-
lic, but she ‘expressed a hope ol ‘ repentarce
and salvation.’
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She seemed a kindly'old woman with deep re-
ligious feeling, and was not slow to direct the
attentionr of those with whomishe conversed as
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