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Birthday Stanzas.
Are ! ’tii a festal day, and holy Thought, ^ 

In her own countless hidden cells awakeing, 
From the young spirit's fresh and fragrant trea

sures,
And bright and gushing founts, the seal is 

breaking ;
An hour of sacred promise, fair and high, 
Whose tones shall echo through Eternity,

Youth’s brilliant flush is on thy brow, and Hope 
With changeful glowing light, hath lit thine

eye;
Lite’s spirit-witching dreams, are all before thee, 

Undying, glorious hopes that live on high ; 
Thine is a stainless banner—spread it free,
Till the red cross shall wave o’er land and sea !

Oh 1 we are sadly parted, yet to-day.
As the full solemn Sabbath chimes ascend,

1 would not win thee to thy home ; for life 
The sunlight with the shade doth ever blend ; 

And life were bitterness without the smile 
Of Him, who can the wanderer's hours beguile.

Gird, then, thine armor on, and may the joy 
Which heaven alone doth give, be ever 

thine ;
The joy to toil for gems of priceless worth, 

Around the everlasting throne to shine ; 
Earth hath no purer, holier gift for thee ; 

Heaven hath no higher boon than victory.
Bessie Bbbangeb.

April 17fA, 1853.

[ROB THE PROVINCIAL WNSLBTAN.)

The Martyrs «f Madeira.
MO. I.

Avenge Oh Lord thy slaughtered saints, whose bones 
Lie scattered on the Alpine mountains, cold.—Milton

Nearly two hundred years have rolled 
away, since among the peaceful valleys and 
hills ol Piedmont, the fires of persecution 
raged fiercely, in the rent less endeavor, to 
exterminate the faithful band of chosen ones 
who, in the midst of surrounding darkness 
and defilement, had preserved their garments 
white and unspotted from the world. Hunt
ed from mountain to mountain, the tale of 
their wrongs and sufferings, the record of 
their unflinching constancy, and the sublime 
consolations which sustained them, alike in 
life and in death, echoed through the length 
and breadth of Europe, and enshrined their 
memory in the hearts of all, who receive 
“ the truth as it is in Jesus.” Their spirit 
has not passed with them into the skies,—it 
has outlived the wreck of successive genera
tions,—and amid the surgings of the great 
ocean of Time, we see it rising, undimmed 
and unquenched, from the billows of perse- 
culion, and, with clear and steady ray, pour
ing its lustre over the wild waste of waters. 
And thus shall it ever be,—while the hosts 
of darkness wage their deadly warfare, 
against the Lord and against his anointed, 
the redeemed and purified nature of man 
shall, by the aid of the Omnipotent, rise 
pbenix-like from the ashes of the fires, where 
intolerance sought tv destroy the undying 
principle, with ilie fragile tenement which 
shrined it, aoj triumph finally and gloriously 
over every fin:. !r- latest arena of conflict, 
with the legions of Antichrist, was on the 
plains of Tuscany, where the struggle waxes 
yet more fearful. Of many of those, who 
have so nobly suffered for righteousness’ 
sake, we have but slight and imperfect in
formation. The names of some are irreco
verably lost to Earth, while over the history 
of olhefs, “a veil of necessary secrecy lias 
been drawn, shrouding the details from pub
lic view.”

Such, among others, was the case, until 
Very lately, with the deeply thrilling me
moirs of the Madeirenses, or natives of the 
island of Madeira ; and as there can be now 
no apprehension, in unfolding the scenes of 
peril, through which her martyrs passed, of 
increasing that peril and suffering, it may 
not be unpleasing for us to linger for a 
moment, over the records of unswerving 
trust and confidence in God, which the mis
sion of Madeira presents. As a Portuguese 
Colony and a Papal missionary station, thick 
moral and spiritual darkness had long 
shrouded that beautiful island, where the 
very air breathes song and fragrance.— 
Bright and gorgeous, as are all the aspects 
of nature in that climate, the eye of the 
Christian might not rest on it with pleasure, 
nor with feelings, unallied to those expressed 
by the Gentile apostle, when standing upon 
Mars’ Ilill, and viewing ancient Athens in 
all her glittering beauty, his spirit was stirred 
within him, as he saw the city, “ wholly 
given to idolatry." Such was Madeira, 
when about the year 1838 or 1839, the at
tention of Dr. Halley, a Scotch physician of 
celebrity, then resident in Madeira, was 
directed to the spiritual condition of those 
around, and with the view of exciting their 
attention, lie commenced holding meetings,

schools for adults. At these schools, up
wards of one thousand persons, were estima
ted to have learned to read and search the 
word of God for themselves. Great and 
increasing interest was evinced, in the truths 
of the gospel, and many, from time to time, 
as guided by the teachings of the Spirit of 
Truth, renounced the delusions of Human
ism, for the surer and unfailing hope of sal
vation, through the atonement of the Lord 
Jesus Christ. At this time, the meetings 
were held at nine o'cloak A. m. on the Sab
bath, and the police were stationed by the 
governor in the roads and at Dr. Halley’s 
door, to repulse and drive away the people 
as they came, frequently resorting to blows 
for that purpose. To avoid this, the people 
came at seven, then at six, and last at four 
o’clock in the morning, the police following 
them, as they came earlier and earlier.— 
Finally, undaunted by opposition, many of 
them assembled at the doors on Saturday 
night, determined there to remain, rather 
than lose the blessed privileges of the Sab
bath. Legal proceedings were then institu
ted against Dr. Halley, but after examining 
witnesses to tbe number of forty, the case 
was dismissed as it could not be proved, that 
any existing law of Portugal had been 
violated.

During a temporary absence of the judge 
from the island, the opportunity was embra
ced of reversing the sentence, and warrants 
being issued, Dr. Halley was accordingly 
imprisoned in July 1843. During the six 
months of his imprisonment, bis cell was 
crowded daily, by those who came in defi
ance of- all opposition, as anxious inquirers 
after truth. Having succeeded in partially 
silencing Dr. Halley, at least for a time, a 
pastoral letter was read from all the pulpits, 
condemning, as unfaithful and adulterated, 
the version of the Scriptures circulated by 
this faithful missionary, andexcoramunicnting 
all who should continue to read it, Having 
obtained a copy of the Portuguese bible, 
Dr. K. undertook a diligent examination and 
collation of the twe, in which he discovered, 
that in 5000 verses, there were only seven 
verses, in which the versions at all differed, 
and these differences did not in the least 
affect the sense. A notice to the Madeiren- 
ses, stating this was then published, and 
placed by the side of the bishop’s letter on 
church doors. This notice was not without 
its effect upon the people, and many copies 
of the London edition, were sold by colpor
teurs throughout the island. In tbe gloom 
of the Funchal prison, we shall for tbe pre
sent take our leave of Dr. Halley, cheered 
and sustained as he was, through bis trying 
imprisonment, by the consolations o( reli
gion, and the smile of the Most High, so 
evidently resting upon bis labors. Mean
while, let us count dearer than ever, those 
prêtions civil and religious privileges, which 
are preeminently the birth-right of every 
British subject. ; praying, that should the 
blight of persecution ever visit our shores, 
our faith and hope may be as firm, and our 
constancy as unshaken, as those of the 
scattered and persecuted Clm-tians of Ma
deira. Bessie Bbbangeb.

April 2Zrd. j8ô3.

Appeal to an Unbeliever-
Near the close of the admirable work en

titled the “ Eclipse of Faith,” the author 
introduces himself in the following eloquent 
and touching appeal to his skeptical nephew 
-Hs———who had been placed under 

his care by a dying sister :
1 We had been talking on till long past 

midnight, and the lamp suddenly warned us 
that its light was just expiring. Harrington 
took off the shade, and was about to light 
a candle by the dying flame, when it went 
out. “ It matters not,” he said, “ I have 
the means of kindling a light close at home. 
—•“ Let it alone,” said I, rising, and gently 
laying my hand on his arm, and speaking 
in a low voice, but with much earnestness, 
“ this darkness is an emblem of our present 
life. You can not see me, but you hear 
my voice, and feel the touch of my hand. 
For any thing you know, I may be seized 
with a sudden fit of insanity ; 1 may be 
about to stab you in this darkness ; such 
things have been. You have lost with the 
light, more than half the indications of affec
tion which that would disclose. But you 
trust to the probable ; your pulse does not 
beat any the quicker, nor do your nerves 
tremble. You may have similar, nay, how 
much stronger proofs—if yo« will—of the 
confidence with which you may trust God, 
and him, the compassionate one, ‘whom he 
hath sent,’ in spite of all the gloom in which 
this life is involved. That certainty for which 
you have just now asked, will only be grant
ed when the darkness has passed away ; and 
then will you ‘ rejoice in the light of his 
countenance.’—And further," 1 continued, 
“ there is yet one thing which I wish to say 
to you ; and I feel as if I could say it better 

darkness ; for 1 will not venture to

You know whether I have in any degree ful
filled my trust. But is it possible that I 
can think of an utter failure, and not be 
more than troubled ?

“ And if Christanity be true, and if I am 
so happy as to obtain admission to that 'hap
py country,’ into which an enemy never en
tered, and from which a friend never went 
away, and she whom I loved so well should 
ask me why you come not—that she had 
tarried for you long—must I say that you 
will neveb come ? that her child had wan
dered from the fold of the good Shepherd, 
and bad gone, I know not whither ? that I 
bad sought him in the glens and mountains, 
but found him not ? I hardly know, but I 
almost think—such was the love she bad for 
you—that such a reply would shade that 
radiant face even amidst the glories of para
dise. And now—let all this be a dream— 
suppose that not simply by your own fouit, 
you will never see that mother more, but 
that from the same truth of your NO truth, 
you never can ; that the ‘vale, vale, in rnter- 
num, vale,’ is all that you can say to her ; 
yet I say this—that to live only in the hope 
of the possibility of fulfilling the better 
wishes of such a friend, and rejoining her 
forever in—if you will—the fabulous ‘islands 
of the blest,’ would not only make you a 
happier, but even a nobler being than your 
present mood can ever make you. My fa
bulous is better than your tbue.”

The Star Vision.
A dying boy lay on bis couch of pain, 

watching the fading light of a beautiful day, 
and ever and anon turning to gaze upon his 
mother as she hung over him with an ach
ing heart and saddened brow.

Day by day she had watched him, as he 
had paled and faded in the shadow of the 
angel of death. Her pride, her hope, her 
earthly idol was passing away, and the bright 
boy who bad cheered her declining years 
lay struggling in the last conflct of life.

He was now lying gazing earnestly 
through the open window into the clear blue 
iky, as if the Chaldee’s mantle had fallen 
upon him, and he sought to read the my
riad stirs of heaven.

Spasms of pain would contract his brow, 
and extort an involuntary groan, but as they 
passed away his clear blue eyes would turn 
again to gaze ia fixed earnestness deep into 
the vaults of heaven.

Night came slowly on. One by one the 
stars came out, and he hailed them as the 
dew-drop greets the sunshine, or the sum
mer flower tbe rain. A smile came over 
him, and a more than earthly beauty lighted 
up his brow, as if angels were robing him 
in the celestial light of paradise, before the 
cold breath of tbe destroyer should liberate 
tbe spirit from its earthly tabernacle.

His mother had watched his earnest gaze, 
and knew that thoughts or more than com
mon interest were passing in hie mind.

“ Why do you look so earnestly at the 
sky, Frank?” said she, rousing him from 
his reverie.

* 1 was thinking of my dream last night 
mother. I had hardly fallen asleep when I 
heard music. Oh, how soft and sweet ! It 
seemed to come stirring my soul, as the 
evening breezes now lift the hair upon my 
forehead. I could not tell whence it came 
until I looked up into the sky, mother, and 
tbe stars seemed coming nearer, and one 
brighter than all the rest came close to my 
window and said, in a voice strangely sweet, 
“ You will sing our song to-morrow night.” 
Then 1 wished to be a star, mother.”

A spasm of pain came over him, and he 
writhed as the angel Azziel loosened one by 
one the cords o^hfe. It left him, but as the 
mother gazed upon him she knew that he 
was dying, and she knelt beside him in ago
ny of grief as the soul bade its last fare
well to its dissolving tenement That no
ble eye vas losing its light, and his raven 
locks fell over a brow cold with the damps 
of death.

His eye lighted for a mbment, and he mur
mured, “ The stars again ! they are coming ! 
oh, mother ! bear their sweet music ! aud 
that bright star is calling me. It says, you 
will sing our song to-night. May I Ira a 
star, mother ? a star !" star ! star!”

His voice ceased, and the death-angel 
smiled as he broke the last heart-string. He 
had quenched a light on earth, but lighted 
a star in heaven, and angel forms, on swift 
wings, bearing a soul to the realms above ; 
plucking a flower on earth that it might 
bloom in the celestial garden of paradise. 
And the beautiful boy who had heard in his 
dream the song of the stars, had gone to join 
their chorus, and to shine forever a star in 
the diadem of Heaven.— Christian Parlor 
Magasine.

Card Playing.
Playing card* for Money is itself 

a dishonest practice—it * an effort 
to get what belongs to another, 
without rendering hie an equiva
lent ; but bow few there are who 
follow this practice, who do not 
make use of foul m«an«, and dis
honest tricks ? From the testimony 
of Green, the reformed gambler, 
who is considered a sincere couvert 
to Christianity, card playing is re
duced to a perfect system of swind
ling. And shall professors of Chris
tianity countenance eoeh a sport ? 
We do not ask if they shall bet at 
cards, but shall they play at cards 
even for ariusemeot? Are we not 
exhorted by the A poetic, “ have no 
fellowship vhh the unfruitful works 
of darknes., but rather reprove 
them." In not this a most unfruit
ful work of darkness? Is it not 
associated with intemperance and 
vice in every form, nod with misery, 
woe and ruin, in ten thousand in
stances ? How many promising 
young men have been swallowed 
up in this moral malstrom ? How 
many wrecks of once noble charac
ters have bien found Wing upon 
the shores of ruin? Do we not 
know that by indulging in the fas
cinating play, many have acquired 
a passion for it, that become per
fectly ungovernable ?

Card playing, even for amuse
ment, is one of the most deleterious 
practices, and one to which young 
persons are much exposed ; by 
which, thousands have been ruined 
in property, reputation and person ; 
and which b so intimately connect
ed with c her ruinous vices, and 
which ver - often leads to cheating 
and thiev.ig, to be tolerated by 
professors if religion of the Lord 
Jesus Chri-t, b an evidence, posi
tive and conclusive, that they are 
mere profei-eors, not under the in
fluence of the pure and elevating 
principles of Christianity.

Eternity.
What if a little bird should come. 

Once in a hundred rears ;—
And from the sea-shore take a sand, 

Once ia » hundred years ;__

Oh many are the hundred years.
Yea—millions it would be,

Before the seashore stripped at sand 
That little bird should see.

ted intervals. Perhaps a good methodist 
Cornish miner, or one equally unskilled in 
the science of music, rises alone before the 
multitude of faces arranged in circles, round 
that vast amphitheatre of Nature’s own con-

And when hie work was done, should then, 
Once ia a hundred years,

Back to the seashore take a sand,
Once ia a hundred ;l years;—

Millions on millions then we’d count,
Of years that fly away ;

Eternity, compared with thee.
They’re but a single day.

Nor even that ;—for finite m»«
Can ne’er thy depths explore ;

Thou’rt like an ocean without bound,
A sea without a shore.

We, then, the creatures of an hour,
Cast on life’s narrow stream,—

Should for that long, long fife prepare,
To which this life’s a dream.

—Olive Branch.

Books for the Fire.
Young readers, you whose hearts 

are open, whose understandings 
are not yet hardened, and whose 
feelings are neither exhausted nor 
ioc rusted by the world, take from 
me a better rub than any profes
sors of criticism will leech you.— 
Would you know whpther the h 
dency of n book isjgood or evil, 
easinine in what state of mind yen 
by it down. Has it induced you 
to suspect that what yon hare been 
accustomed to think unlawful, may 
after all be innocent, and that that 
may be harmless which you have 
hitherto been taught to think dan
gerous ? Has it tended to make 
you dissatisfied and impatient 
under the control of others; and 
disposed you to relax in that self- 
government without which both the 
laws of God aud man tell us there 
can be no virtue, and consequently 
no bappinesa ? Has it attempted 
to abate your admiration and rever
ence for what is great and good, 
and to diminish in you the lore of 
your country and your follow-crea
tures ? Has it addressed itself to 
your pride, your vanity, your sel
fishness, or any other of your evil 
propensities Î Has it defiled the 
imagination with what is loathsome, 
and shocked the heart with whatis 
monstrous ? Has it disturbed the 
sense of right and wrong which 
the Creator has implanted in the 
human soul? If so, if you have 
felt that such were the effects that 
it was intended to produce, throw 
the book into the fire, whatever 
name it may bear on the title-page. 
Throw it into the fire, young man, 
though it should have been the gift 
of a friend ; young lady, away 
with the whole set, though it 
should be the prominent furniture 
of a rosewood book-case.—Southey.

[roe tub raonxciAL wnsletan.]

Lining Out Hymns.
I do not wish, by the few remarks I am 

about to make, to provoke discussion on a 
subject, which, in these Provinces, has given 
ri-s to varied opinions ; but I am induced, 
from reading an article in your excellent 
paper of last week, on the old and Metho
dist trolly orthodox practice of lining ont the 
Hymns in our ’’congregations, to express 
my opinion, this will he done decidedly, 
plainly, and with no intention to renew the 
subject The practice was doubtless institu
ted by the venerated Wesliv in the infant 
days of Methodism allowed, that it arose 
out of necessity—this had in a great mea
sure ceased to exist, before his death, con
sequently, if a return to another form, had 
been the wish of our revered Founder, we 
should find some such an intimation in the 
legacy be left his followers, and surely if 
lining the Hymns had been regarded by him 
in the light of an evil, though a necessary 
one, or “am insult” to the numerous congre
gations under his care, he would have pro
vided for its removal, as soon as circumstan
ces would permit, or, left on record some 
apology to the wounded feelings of his 
followers, which might be applied to thoee 
of our day, “ who seek some occasion of 
off* nee but we have every reason to 
believe that Mr. Wesley regarded tbe

; struction, and in a clear full voice, commen
ces that tone, dear to all who love good mu
sic ; in an instant, every person possessing 
the ability, joins with heart and soul ; high
er and higher yet, after each pause, swell 

. the triumphant notes, piercing the very 
heavens, until angels hush their golden harps. 

1 aud listen to those earth-born strains, which 
1 seems to antedate the melody of Heaven. 

How would one possessed of a soul for mu- 
sic, feel on such an occasion ? In vain should 
I try to answer the question.—That gigan
tic harmony, if I may use the expression— 
once heard—would never be forgotten, but 
come over the soul in after years, as an echo 
from that happier land, where all earth’s 
redeemed and sanctified millions, will join 
with one voice, in singing the praise* of the 
Lamb for ever and ever.

Then let us rather cherish this good old 
custom, repudiated by some in our day, not 
only as a memory of our sainted Founder.but 
as an encouragement to that spiritual and 
congregational singing, to after enjoined by 
him.

Trusting you will appreciate the motives 
which induce me to request you will insert 
this in the Provincial Wesleyan, I remain, 

Yours truly,
Alda.

Neva Scotia April 23rd. 1853.

rible to endure, especially if it come from a 
companion, a son, a daughter, or a neighbour. 
What will the honours, pleasures, riches of 
yonder world, that robbed you of your Chris* 

«sideredtian zesl and hope, be consider 
you then?—Carr. Zion's Herald.

worth to

_ tbe prai!
of God as a very important part of Chris
tian worship, and that he took the best me
thod of impressing the beautiful sentiments 
of our hymns, on the minds of hfo hearers. 
Hence he says, “ have an eye to God in every 
word you sing. Aim at pleasing Him, more 
than yourself, or any other creature. In 
order to this attend strictly to the sense of 
what you sing ; and see that your heart is 
not carried away with the sound, but 
offered to to God continually ; so shall your 
singing be such as the Lord will approve of 
here, and reward when He cometh in the 
clouds of Heaven.” Which would be most 
likely to ensure this happy consummation— 
listening to the Choir while they sing some 
tune, in which the congregation are not 
expected to join, or, by slopping at the end 
of every two or four lines, while the Minis
ter reminds his hearers of the importance of 
the act, in which they are engaged, and the 
sentiments they are expressing, by repeating 
the lines following, in the singing ol which 
oZZ art exhorted to join t But congregational 
singing is now unfortunately seldom to be 
met with, the praises of God are too often 
confined to the choir, and a few adventurous

in this .
for the purpose of reading and explaining 3ay that I should not manifest more feeling 
the Scriptures. In the summer of 1812, an thao j8 consistent in a hard-hearted metaphy- 

might have seen groups of people, sician. Yes ! it is on the side of feeling that
will

observe:
wending their way over the soft slopes and 
rising bills, in the long quiet summer after
noons to a ridge, bounded by steep valleys

I would also address you. You will say, 
feeling is not argument. No ; but is man 
all reason ? I firmly believe, indeed, that

on the east and west, and lofty cloud-girdled j man j3 not called upon to do any thing for
which bis reason does not tell him that he 
has sufficient evidence ; but a part of that 
very evidence is often the dictate of feeling ; 
and genuine reason will listen to the heart.
as not always nor perhaps more frequently be given to the generous and unexceptioo- 
than otherwise, a suspicious pleader. If, as < able rulis contained in the covenant No
Pascal says so truly, it sometimes has its 
reasons, which the reason can not compre
hend, it has also its reasons, which the reason 
thoroughly understands.

* You were early an orphan ; you do not 
remember your mother ; but I do, ah, how 
well ! I saw her the last time she ever saw

mountains on the south. The surrounding 
country was rich in the full glorious beauty 
of summer, and there, day after day, beneath 
the shade of the dark-spreading vines, 
gathered one, two, three, and four thousand 
of the native Madeirenses, to listen to the 
reading of the word of God. Deeply and 
solemnly interesting, as must have been the 
sight of so many immortal beings, many of 
whom had walked ten or twelve miles, and 
crossed mountains three thousand feel high, 
for the purpose of joining this devoted group, 
hanging in breathless earnestness upon the 
lips of the Seizure-reader, such proceed- ! you. You were brought to her bedside when 
ings could not fail to excite tbe bitterest 9he was in full possession of all her faculties, 
hostility, of both the civil and ecclesiastical a„d deeply conscious that she had not many 
authorities ; and a pastoral letter was accor- : hours to live. She looked at you as you 
dingly issued, threatening tbe penalty of i were held in her arms, smiling upon her 
excommunication, against all who should | w;th, to me, an agonizing unconsciousness of 
read the Bible. j your approaching orphanage. She gazed

In January 1843, an order was given to ! upon you with that intense look of inexpres- 
Dr. Halley from the civil governor, to desist sable affection which only maternal love, 
entirely from speaking to Portuguese sub- sharpêned by death, can give ; she looked 
jecis, on religious topics, either in his house long and earnestly, but spoke not one tylla- 
or out of it. This mandate produced no file. .As you were at length taken from the 
other effect, than causing the meetings to be room, she followed you with her eyes, till 
adjourned to Dr. Halley’s own residence, it the door closed, and then it seemed as if tbe 
bring Hound, upon examination, that by the light of the world had been quenched in them

from THE PROVINCIAL WNNLNTAN.]

Great advantages of Insurance.
Intended to be available for the whole 

earth. Capital, above the “ National Debt.” 
Indefinite amount. Bounty given to those 
who insure (beyond comparison.) Agencies 
appointed to suit the convenience of all. 
The resources of the Company forbid all 
possibility of “ failure." Letters are fur
nished free of expense, descriptive of the 
proper use and employment of all property, 
foe., to be recognized in the contract. 
Articles insured up to the highest value— 
provided, nevertheless, that attention must

law, no subject could be pr 
dwelling, if 1

Portuguese
vented from entering any dwelling, if he 
bad the consent of the owner. The people, 
therefore, continued to attend the mooting*, 
10 num'ju's, and aUc the evening

forever. * I charge you,’ said she at length, 
‘ let me see hio again,’ I made a motion 
as if to recall the attendants- ‘ Not here,’ 
she added, laying her band gently oom 
aim, and I understood her bet

on my 
i well.

recovery on goods wantonly exposed. The 
bounty consists in all cases in elevation of 
character. In general tbe sight will be 
greatly improved, sleep will be much more 
sweet, See. There will be a wider range of 
thought, See. Besides, it is arranged that a 
brotherhood will be established, and that 
universal uneasiness of the human mind 
will be cured, and there will be “ rest ” for 
all ; and finally, it is determined that all 
who “ ask and receive ” a policy, and 
govern themselves by tbe wholesome rules 
so generally approved, shall be made part
ners in the Company’s Capital.

Dear Doctor, let the matter be before tbe 
public as soon as possible, as 1 am sure that 
the most valuable property in the world is 
afloat without any insurance being secured 
thereon. I keep an office open at all hours, i 
and shall issue authorized documents gratis, 
with great pleasure. For further particu
lars information may be had almost every
where, as well as at the Subscriber’s. They 
must love folly and rain who will not insure, 
especially as terms are within the reach of 
all, and of present advantage also.

April 22,1858. Edwasd Woo».

Our Hope and Warfkre.
Religion was never calculated to diminish 

our joys in the least It subtracts, to be sure, 
from those sources of enjoyment from which 
wicked and depraved hearts derive their hap
piness t but it deducts nothing which is of 
any value. Many, very many erroneous 
opinions have been formed in reference to 
tbe religion of Christ Sad misconceptions 
have caused a wicked world to abuse and 
persecute this religion in a most shameful 
and wanton manner. It has been made the 
butt of ridicule by the ignorant, the proud 
and the learned. But still it lives, and is, 
destined to flourish. In vain will the malig
nity of men and devils be directed against it 
They spend their strength for nought. They 
may dip their pens in gall and wormwood, 
they may hurl javelins of death at the Chris
tian's hope, but they cannot destroy it, for 
it is well founded and deeply rooted in the 
merits of Christ It is shielded by Omnipo
tent Wisdom, and the “ gates of hell shall 
not prevail against it* As every storm that 
rocks tbe trees of tbe forests only serves to 
make their root* to take a deeper bold ia tbe 
earth, and prepare them for fiercer winds, so 
every storm that infidel hate and Satanic mal
ice may arise against tbe humble Christian, 
only causes bit affections to take a deeper and 
stronger hold upon God, and hie faith to 
grasp with a more unyielding tenacity the 
promises, tbe precious promises of the Bible. 
Every conflict end victory prepares him for 
still greater conflicts and more glorious vie- 
lories.

Tbe Christian is to endure hardness as a 
good soldier of Christ. He is not to indulge 
in murmuring* and misgivings at every lit
tle obstacle which may be thrown athwart 
his pathway. This will not do for him in 
worldly undertakings, much less will it an
swer in our spiritual warfare. How many 
desert tbe çM^ttmMfomvh trials and 
crosses, t htti|HrtBvSHF’5B8jwpu Id and do 
bear with ^^^^^^^^^^kwbile 
pursuit of folly
and wickednffiMHH^^^^Hbt in the 
cause of religion, b^^HuH^xeAl where 
self is to be served, ml^rearful hazard 
such timid and indolent souls are running.— 
They desire tbe joys flowing from tbe crons 
of Christ, but are ashamed of that cross, or 
are too indolent to bear its reproach. What 
will such do when Christ comes to make up 
His jewels? Will they not cry out in the bit-

roiees, here and there in various parts of the temesi of their spirits, “ O for the rocks and 
Chapel, who are acquainted with the tune, ' tjie mountains to fall upon us, and bide us 
and willing to brave public opinion by join- from tUe presence of God, and the wrath of 
.ngmit; thi. should not be the Lamb?" Timid souls shivering upon

We must pray individually, and can we .... ___ „ 5.__i___ “ Fc ‘

The Shepherd.
The only child of a father and 

mother who lived a godless life, 
was taken from them by death. 
They not only sorrowed as those 
who have no hope, but even ex
pressed their displeasure at the 
visitation of God, and asked their 
pious minister why God, seeing he 
is love himself, had taken from 
them their only child. The man 
of God promised to give them an 
answer in the funeral discourse ; 
and he gave it in the following 
words :—

1 You wished to know, from me, 
why God has taken your child 
from you. Well then : he wished 
to have with him in heaven at least 
one member of your family. You 
old people would not go in, and 
bad he allowed your child to remain 
in this w >rid, ye would not have 
allowed h m to go in.

‘ Hear, moreover, a parable.— 
There w.a a good shepherd who 
had prepi red choice food in his 
sheep-fold, but though he opened 
wide his door, the sheep would not 
enter. He laboured long to drive 
them in, but they always turned 
back from the open door. He there
upon took a lamb and carried it be
fore, when the old one* speedily 
followed.

* The good shepherd is Christ, 
the open door is heaven, the lamb 
your child. If you have the heart 
of parents run after it ! The Lord 
carries the lamb before, in order 
that the sheep may follow 1 Amen.’ 
—From the German.

Pillows Habd and Thobht. 
—Though we may have a hard 
pillow, yet it is flatly sin that can 
plant a thorn in it; and even 
though it may be hard and lonely, 
yet we may " 
glorious visa

the Lamb?" Timid 
the very verge of eternal woe. “ For the 
fearful and unbelieving shall have their part 
in the lake that burneth with fire and brim
stone."

There are too many of this class at the 
present day who profess to be the followers 
of Christ. Persons turned aside for every 
little thing. They need to have a minister 
or a class leader by their side to keep them 
where they ooght to be ; and even then they 
will manifest signs of rebellion. What if the 
whole church was made up of this kind of 
material. Where would her honour be ? 
Where would her influence be felt for good? 
Religion would soon become extinct, or a by
word, and a hissing 1 But, thank Heaven, 
there are those who are not turned aside 
from duty for every frivolous thing. They 
stand firm and undaunted amid all the "Bue- 
testions of opinion and conduct. Nothing 
can clip the wings of their faith, or destroy 
the anchor of their hope; they soar above

e must pray individually, and can we 
depute others to sing the praises of God, 
when He has given us ability to perform 
this very important part of worship for 
ourselves?

Assuredly not ! nor do I believe we are 
guiltless when we neglect it. , A Choir is 
certainly necessary to guide the singing, 
select such tunes as are suitable to the 
hymns and known to the congregation, but 
I cannot think it is the first duty of a Minis
ter on entering a circuit, to cater for the 
musical fancies of his hearers, by providing 
them with “ good singing,” as an accompa
niment to hit “good preaching," and an 
entertainment for those religious moths, who 
ever flutter round the glare of a novelty.—
Methodism is not a religion of the senses, 
nor should Methodist Chapels be converted 
into musical exhibitions, where, those whose 
souls are asleep, may be lulled by music 
into dreams of security. Should even the 
conscience of one frequenting the Methodist the noise and strife of this vain and transito- 
Chapel, from no higher motive than to hear ry world, and find rest in the arms of God’s 
“ good singing" be aroused, by the powerful everlasting lore. These are the choice friends 
appeals of the Minister, to a sense of dan- of Christ ; they are to Him as the apple of 
ger, (when did such an event happen ?) can Hi* eye. He will lead them into green pas- 

forget the sentence pronounced in the tures, and beside still waters.
Bible, against “ those who do evil that good This happy stole of Christian experience 
may come ?" Rather would we not number all the professed disciples of Christ should 

mgstour coogregai ions, thoee who regard be seeking after with holy assiduity, what- 
„ <»d singing" and “good preaching” in ever may be the opposing influences. Then 

the same light, than that the minds of so they will be prepared to wield an influence 
many Christians should be pained by the over tbe minds of tbe impenitent which must 
musical display often found in modem choirs, be potent for good. They will sow the seeds 

But to return to the subject of - lining of God's saving truths thickly in the soil of
out the hymns." I cannot imagine it is as - * .........................
all difficult to recommence a tune after a 
temporary pause, even without the assistance 
of an organ, if the voice has been cultivated, 
or indeed without cultivation, if aided by a 
good tar. Such a difficulty at least has not 
seemed to exist in method ism until late years, 
nor can I easily comprehend “ the horrify
ing effect’’ it would have “ on the nerves of

Letter from Baltimore.
Sermons, lertuiys, controversies, concerts, 

etc., seem to be tbe order of the day in our 
good city. Rev. Stewart Robinson, the 1st* 
pastor of the church formerly under tbe 
charge of the lamented Duncan, is (Sabbath), 
nightly drawing crowds, who hear with rapt 
attention the teachings of his lips. Diversity 
of opinion has made one *f those schisms, 
which cannot but be to some extent regret
ted, leaving a church without a pastor, and a 
pastor without a church.

In tbe hall of the Assembly Rooms, a bril
liant and crowded audience wait upon hi* 
teachings. Some drawn thither by tbe no
velty, a meed of praise which others give, 
some seeking to profit thereby, and many 
without end or aim, thronging with the mul
titude. they scarce knew why or whither.

As 1 marked those who once clung to the 
church that had been the soul's nursing 
place, yet were now turning from its courts, 
to follow after him who a little while ago 
was but a stranger—the thought came up,
“ Will this devotion strengthen with years ?, 
Or prove evanescent as the morning dew !“ 
He who searcheth men’s hearts, alone know, 
eth. May He teach them to know, and de 
the right !

In our own churches, upon last Sabbath, 
sermons were preached by the Rev, Dr. 
Baird, one whose very name lays in itself so 
much.

Earnest heed seemed given to hie mild 
persuasive words. His gentle manner won 
upon the heart, and hit holy teachings fell 
softly hire a blessing on many a spirit there. 
In this, hi* own fair land, and in distant 
dimes, hit name is remembered and revered, 
as one who goeth about seeking to do good !

Amid the warring* within, and without ; 
the trialy^nd joys of life, all unheeding 
either, tbe destroyer ceateth not his work. 
From earth-homes, he taketh on* and ano
ther to hi* cold and silent chambers, dark in
deed unless a beam from the Sun of Righte
ousness illumine the gloomy portals. I 
stood, a few brief hours ago, in the dwelling 
of one who had thus been called.* One who 
feared not the summon*, but “ leaning on 
the arm of her Beloved,” calmly passed the 
chilling waters of Jordan.

She had numbered the days and years ol 
near a century. Meakjind lowly bad basa 
her life, beautifully exemplifying the Divine 
precepts, and bearing in death triumphant 
testimony to the truth of that religioo which 
giveth grace, not only for the now time, hut 
hope, which is for the hereafter.

Hers aras a long, and full oft a weary pil
grimage, but it ia over, and she resteth now, 
in the home of the Father.

As some who in life had loved her well, 
stood beside her for yet a parting look, ere 
she was carried from the home she had to 
blessed—the old clock that had eo often rung 
out the parting hour for her, as if in very 
mockery ol the weeping throng, chimed sik 
very clear, a gladsome melody, in telling the 
hour that she «ras borne from the tight of 
loring eyes.

Around the door, were the very flowers, 
whose blossoming she once had watched.— 
They were all unheeded then. It was 
naught then to tbe stricken man that hie 
home was in its'brightest beauty. Naught 
to him, for they were bearing thence the last 
fond tie that male it fair to him.

My heart ached for the aged veteran of 
the crues. My thoughts went back to tbe 
time that they had told me of, when .even 
thus, others mourned the loved and lost. It 
was his quivering lips that from the sacred 
desk had spoken of the “ great man fallen in 
Israel.” It was be who, when my grand- 
sire went to his reward, exhorted there who 
wept to follow in his steps. That was long 
ago, and now it was that grand-sire’s son, 
bearing his name, and following closely in 
bit foot-steps—it iras his dear voice that pro
nounced the solemn words beside that new- 
made grave ! And yet it was but “ dust to 
dust,” they laid within that narrow shrine. 
It was but tbe earthly part, o’er which end 
tears were falling. Tbe pure spirit was 
shore, joining the blood-washed throng upon 
the other side^of Jordan.

What a little thing must seem this earth 
to those who dwell oo that bright shore—to 
those who have gooe to be, •• iorerer with 
the Lord.” !

So felt some who stood beside that grave 
in the calm sunset hour. It scarce seemed 
right to weep for one, whose life had been 
all hi

the human soul, which by the blessing of 
God will germinate, and ultimately produce 
a rich harvest of virtue, joy, and salvation. 
Awake, ye sleeping, indolent and fearful dis- 
dples, from your long slumbers. Assert 
your liberty as free persons in Christ Gird 
on the whole armor of Christ ; by grace 
nerve yourself anew for a holy conflict in the 
vineyard of God—that vineyard which bas 

who understand music.” Let them been growing up to thorns and briars, while 
hear once tbe thrilling overpowering effect ; you have been sleeping at your post. Thrust 
produced by a thousand voices breaking on yourself into the work—seize those weeds, 
the ear simultaneously as tbe words, slowly I and pull them up by the roots, which have 
and solemnly enunciated by the minuter, well nigh choked and destroyed the wheat, 
are concluded ; let them for instance, listen Too long have you been standing as an idler, 
to the splendid strains of the Old Hundredth, I Your evil influences has been and is being

felt ; it will be felt during the wasteless ages 
of eternity, while lost spirits who have been 
harried into hell by it shall send oat their 
bitter wailings and lamentations forever and 
aver. This influence you must meet, whe
ther yea desire to or not That opbraiding 
ghmee from that last spirit will he mast ter-

aang by at least two thousand voices in 
unison, every whit Monday onder the cano
py of Heaven at the “ Gwennap PiC—to 
famous in mar history. No scientific singers 

. -, are there to eemmenoe that hymn to the Ahre sweet sleep end I nüftay) M ,well „ mu-rfuc-
*• fiery pléiade, or assist the voices at the **■

blameless, whose flitting was so joyous I
At rest, 0 ! sentie epirit now I 

$ _ Tby eurry crown » won,
The Saviour's am» enfold thee.

Thine earthly work ia clonal
Triomphant music hailed thee 

Ae thy footsteps neared tbe share,
" here there ia joy forever.

Where they go out, never morel
Avne whom God hath taken 

From earthly care and pain,
0 newly feet! yet blee.ed.

We softly breathe thy name.
Baltimore, April 10th, 1853. OltA.

• Wife of Bor. John Well», the oldest Mintour li MV 
Connexion.

Obituary Notice.
MBS. KANT ANN SMITH, Or rOBT LAWSSNOS.

Sister Smith, the subject of this brief 
sketch, was the daogli'er of John and Ann 
Carter, of Point de Bute. Here our depart
ed sister was born in tbe year 1797.

From tbe earliest recollection, sba was 
favoured with tbe privileges of religion, and 
the ministrations of God’s Word. N-r was 
it to her a matter of small moment that she 
was thus early blessed with opportunities of 
sitting under an evangelical minislrye— 
While attending the Wesleyan sanctuary, 
«he was forcibly reminded of the depravity 
of her nature,, the redemption of tbe world 
by Christ Jesus, her exposure to the wrath 
of God, so long as she continued a stranger 
to vita! godliness, and the absolute necessity 
of experiencing a death unto sin and a new 
birth unto righteousness The condition 
upon which salvation is suspended, and the 
imperative duty of immediately closing in 
with the overtures of mercy, were vividly 
presented to her mind, and produced salutary 
and sacred impressions.

She was led onward, in the way of saint* 
tian, by the grace of God, until she attain*»


