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Land sweet, when tog:ther we theet

How pl!l“b
1aited iR
Uhnite ated by love, from

Spirit alon¢ cam impart,

purpose and heart; ¢
¢ the fountain ahove,

ceme
Which the

bor we plead for the grece that we need,
el

(ske up, and sustain ;
believ: new strength we re-

Tog!
The crse 1o
Aud we pray wud
ceive .

7o endure tribulazion and paio.

. isting the weak ;
(ropger assisting U ; .
- :n;ol‘lf we feel 10 each other we tell,
Tn:»:; our faith 8 increased while we speak.
Av ( ;
e 08 and rejoice with obe heart, and one
voice ;
"Tis & drop from the Ocean of Love: :
“. foretssté we gain of the joys that retnain
Tﬂ;‘: the bouse of “ our Father” above.

oin'd in band, united we stand/
/7

With Land j ‘ :
Though legions of darkness oppose ;

\od by faith in the name of the crucified Lamb,
As

We resist, and o'ercome ali our foes.

onward we g0, and true fellowship know
Th: the holy “ communion of ssints ;" ‘
While “our Father " above, in l’_)‘u mercy and
! love, N
Regards, and supplies all our wants.

Tbe ponoure sud joys of the world we despise,

Nor desire sith its busks tp be ru_li '
'[t;eu e leave 10 the men who reject or dis-

To veek for more pourishing Bread.
Aud to die wili be v gain,” (if we faithfub re-
wein,)
Yor esch oné

Aud our fellowship sweet, wi'il ;
Wher we all with the Savicur sit down,

w there 14 laid up a crownj”
then be complete,

[n the land of the biest, where the weafy can
rest
Secure from sil sorrow snd care : -
fn His fainess of © joy,” without any” ailoy,
(Caught up 10 eternally sbare.

J. 8

— Christian Miscellany. ’

e

Familiar Characters.

A comupondaat of the Central Christian Ad-
cocale gives some pen-sketches of charscters
(hat ate familiar to most persons. We present

imens :—

”Im talks ‘also of being perseeuted,
«ad feels that b s an injured man. But I have
found that Mr. Cheatus takes advantage of his
neighbor’s ignorance or nesessity,  When he
trades. be says, © It is naught, it is naught,” and
straightwsywhen be has sold an stticle for more
than it is worlh, ot obtained something foy less
than its yalue,be tarns \o his companions and
with a chuchle of delight exclaims, “ Didn’p I
Put it to him," “ L'guess 1 came it over him that

time " ,
He is careful never to asaist ,i' paying the
sexton or prescher ; does sext to nothing to-
ward building the church or keeping it in order :
coolly avoids eontribating for the purchase of the
Sundsy sebool library ; allows the collection box
to pass him with the utmost indiffetence and
asglect, and the claims of poverty, or of the

, | poor!

=
u other we care; aud our burden we share,
v

terprise again

iuiuuph.nt; survey of his rural Babylon. But
{ while in the estacy of_his enjoyment, a neigh-

* |'bor called for his sid to a beaevolent project.

l'e Mirabile dictu!’ how soon Mr. Gripe grew |
His hogs had died with cholers; the|
! price of cattle had fallen ;‘his erops were likely |
| to be light, and times were bard, and sure to be
! barder. He was going to build a new barg;|
‘in fact, he clainted that he had been losing mo-
uvey. Oh! how poor He had in a few
short hours. I found « new spplication of the
wise man's worde. * Riches take to themselves
wings and fly away.” ‘1 came very near feeling
sorry for him as he recounted his losses and
failures, and miserable prospects. And when 1
looked in his face 1 was more trov led than
ever ; for he could not have looked more doleful
had be at that moment expected the cholera to
attack himself, family and hogs.

Another brother of the Gripe family lives in
the city. He does a large and thriving business,
his family ride in a fine carriagey and dwell in »
spacious mansion of upper-ten pretensions, and
he talks of the thoneands he hus madg in trade.
All'his manner of living is of the ele!‘n( type.
{ He has all the signe of being a rich man. He
acts and talks and look: like a rich mah, and
evidently feels rich, and wants others 10 feel that
he is rich.

But when I called upon him for help in a
church enterprise,his countenance feli at the first
statement of the case ; the blogd rushed to his
head, and I was afraid that I had been guilty of
bringing uport hih an attack of spoplexy. 1
felt almost ready to ‘apologize for makiog bim
80 miserable. And before I'left him I felt poor
and miserable myself. For, according to bis
statements and the cast of his countenance, he
was the poorest man in the county; and I was
going to say the meanest, butI will not say that.
‘He is periodically tormented with the irrepres-
sible conflict of a desire to appear respectably
liberal, and a dread of the expense. I never
want to ask his* pecuniary help to a worthy en-
I would rather visit the hospital
and run the fisk of being sttacked with all the
diseases, from the weasles to the wmall-pox.
Whenever I &m beset with an intolerable bore,
who is & compound of dunce, dignity and persis-
tence, I send him to Mr. Gripe, if possible ; he’ll
paralyze him. Yet Mr. Gripe complains of be-
ing persecuted, because every body knows that
no man can be a Christian without baving his
liberality enlarged, without a soul of expanded
henevolence. He feels that he is persecuted by
the vulgar world because it calls him *“ Old
Tight-fist,” “ Old Bkin-flint.” This is natural
persecution. -

« e v —

Calling the Ferryman.
BY REV. JOHN TODD, D.D.
They reached the river,.the father and his
little daughter, late in the evening. The woods
through which they had passed reached -to the
very brink ; and as the night was cloudy, and
very dark, the woods seemed to render the gloom
profoundly deep. Far away on the opposite
shore wiis hete and there a twinkling lightin the
small scattered houses ; while farther off still
were the bright lamps of the great city whither
they were going. The little child was weary and
sleepy, and chilled by tzxo evening air. ¢ Nothing
but urgency would have induced the father to be
‘out with her thus. As they came to the ferry,
they found the boat over the other side, where
the ferryman lived. So the father shouted and
called; but no voice” answered ; then he would

ferryman, make haste ! ‘Iknowwhoitis! Itis

Jesus ! my own blessed Jesus! I shall be re-

ceiyed into his arms ; 1 shall restin his bosom 1
* Is my little daughter afraid ? ”

* Afruid, dear mother 7 Not a bit. ' 1 think |
of my Psalm, ‘ Though I walk through the valley |
of the shadow of death I will fear no evil ; for|
Thou art with me ; thy rod and thy steff they'

comfort me.’ ”

a silver stream by'the presence of the blessed
Redeemer. The father and mother wept, but

joy and sorrow mingled in their tears. They

could almost see the golden gates open to receive
their loved one ; and they then understood the
words of the prophet, * The child shall die an
bundred yeats old,”—Christian Banner.

We May ngt Live to be Old.
Thbe osks live s thousand years. The yew
feaches s much greater sge : a churchyard
smong-our Scottish mountains boasting one, spe-
cially mentioned by Humbo'dt, under whose
green canopy we have sat, which flourished in the
days of Solomon, and stood white with snows or
hosr frost, a mighty tree that Christmas eve on
which our Lord was born. In contrast with the
giant forms and stubborn lives of trees that, yield-
ing slowly to their doom, loock down on the
graves of many generations, are their leaves.
Fregile and fading, these are often nipped.in the
bud ; they are easily crushed ; their life does not
extend beyond a few months ; the cold of autuma
is their deatn, and the snows of winter is their
shroud. For these reasons a leaf has been o
favorite emblem with poets, both sacred and pro-
fane, of mau, of his feehleness, of his maortality.
8o, when stripped of all his property, his ehild-
ren suddenly whelmed into s common grave,
these dead griefs and his wife a living one, his
few friends the *“ miserable comforiers” whoes
unskilful bands widened the wounds they sought
lo.close, 8o spake Job : turning to God he plain-
tively e@énluhtu with Him, crying, * Wilt thou
break a leaf driven to snd fro ?” Thus also
spakgjthe prophet who saw a picture of man, his
sins and sorrows, where the wind at the close of
autumn, tearing through the tinted woods, swept
off their leaves in showers, and scattered them
swirling and eddying slong the ground—* We
all,” he exclaimed, * do fade as a leaf, and our
iniquities like the wind have carried as away.”
We fade as aleaf! In one sense we do, in
another we do not.’ Most leaves live out all
their days, but not many men—few men, the
half of them. Of all our race nearly half die in
infancy,and are torn from a mother’s bosom to lie
in the cold arms of death. Another large pro-
portion dcop into the grave ere the summer of
life is past. The woodsvetsin their foliage till
days grow short, and fruits grow mellow, and
fields ripe to the reaper’s sickle, but how small
the number of men who survive, in grey hairs
and stooping form, slow step and shuffing gait,
to wear the marks of age ere they follow their
companions tothe tomb ? Ask that hoary old.man
where the boys are who sat by him at the desk
in school ; where the youths, flushed with health
and full of hope, with whom he started in the
race of life ; where the guests of his board, his
competitors or his partners ic business ? In the
grave ! mouldering in the grave: save one and
another who, amid new faces, now fiad them-
selves to be strangers on this earth ; and remain
the last vestiges of their generation, clinging to
life just as I have seen a few brown leaves hang-
ing on the tree, and whirling in the winter wind
when skies were dark with storms, and fields

_sources, lettingnota drop stesl awsy.

And thus she crossed the dark river, made like '

course. The pool shook its head wisely, ard
with & prudent foresight hucbanded ali i's re-

“ Soon the midsummer heat came down, and |
it ftll upon the little stream. But the trees
crowded to its brink and threw out their shel-
tering branches over it in the dsy of adversity,

‘for it brought refreshment and life to them ; and

the sun peeped through its brenches, and smiled
complacently upom its dimpled face, snd the
birds sipped ite silver tide ; the flowers breathed
their perfume upon its bosom, the flocks and
heards lingered by its banks, the husbandman’s
eye sparkled with.joy as he looked upon the
emerald line that marked its course through his
fields and meadows; so on it went, blessing and
blessed of all.

“ And where was the prudent pool ? Alas, in
its inglorious inactivity it grew sickly snd pes-
tilential. The thirsty cattle put their lips to it,
and turned away without drinking. ‘The breeze
stopped and kissed it by mistake, but caught
the malaria in .the tontact, and carried the ague
through the region, snd the inhabitants caught
it and bad to move away ; and at last the frogs
cast their venom wupon it snd deserted it, and
heaven, in mercy to man, smote it with a bitter
breath and dried it up.

“ And what become of the little stream P you
ask. God ssw to that. It emptied its full cup
into the river, and the river bore it on to the
ses, sad the ses welcomed it, and the sun smiled
upon the sea, and the sea sent up.its incense to
greet the sun, and the clouds caught it, and the
wind caught the chariots of the clouds and bore
them away, away to the very mouatain that gave
the little fountain birth, and thea they tipped
the brimming cup. God saw to it all; and the
little fountain, though it gave so fully and so
freely, never ran dry. And if God so blessed
the fountsin, will he not also bless you, my
brother, if you give freely as you have received ?
Be assured be will.”

Spiritual Growth, or the Oak on
the Hillside.

Now, it came to pass that, as we came forth
from the Gymnasium, Truthful told me that in
the walk to our room be would preach to me his
promised sermon on the Growth of the Oak on
the Hillside, as settiog forth the mode in which
infinite love doth develop and perfect a complete
gospel manhood.

It is not in the forest, began the Guide, that
thou”shall fiad the strongest tree. True, there
are tall and beautiful ones in the thick green-
wood. But-they have no depth of root, and
Wwere they only exposed to the terrible gale, they
would not stand his mighty arm » metaent.
Yes, 1 have seen the storm, wrapped in his black
mantls, as he hath strode through the forest,
and thetrees did fall before him at grass doth
bow before the mower’s sythe. But come' with
me to the hillside, and learn the history of the
mighty oak standing there in solitary majesty.
For a century hath it stood, and as a brave old
king kept its rocky throne. Storm after storm
hath passed along this ridge, and spent its fury
upon the oak. 8till it is standing, and never so
strong as to-day. What hath been its nourish-
ment, and the cause of its growth ? Gentle
winds, soft as the breath of a child, and silent-
ly falling drops of dew, have tenderly minister-
ed unto the oak. And stout as is the old tree,
it doth stard in need of all this kind cere as
much as the blossom which I saw in my garden
vision. But this careful tending can never give
to the oak the strength of which its limbs and

i custom of the Chureh of Go

witness und welcome, some song and sshutation]!

It has haea trom the first until now the sublime
LR

11

d 3 the out.
goinge of its morping and its evening rejoice !
It is & day ot heaven on earth | Life’s soveetest
calm, poverty’s birthright, laborer’s only rest!
Nothing bas such s hoard of antiquity -in it
Nothing containe in it such a history ! Nothing
drawsalong with ic such a gilory !
virtue, seal of truth;!

pledge of peace; the fountsin of intelligence, the
strength of the law | The oracle of instruction,
theark of mercy ! The patent of our manhood’s

spiritual greatness ! The harbinger of our soul's
sanctified perfection ! The glory of religion, the
watch tower of immortality. The ladder set
upon eaith, and the tep of it reacheth to Hea-
ven, with the angels of God sscending and de-

scending upon;it.

Bigotry.

Phillips, the eloguent Irish orator, in one of

his speeches, thus personified Bigotry : “ She
bas no head, and cannot think ; she bas no
beart, and cannot feel ; when she moves, it is in
wrath; when she pauses, it is amid ruin ; her
prayers are curses ; her communion is death ;
ber vengeance is eternal ; her decalogue is writ-
ten with the blood of her victims ; and, if she
stops & moment from ber infernal flight, it is
upon some kindred rock to whet her fang for
keener rapine, and to replume her wing for a
more sanguinary desolation.”

Rev. George G, Cookman, in one of his eele-
brated platform speeches, described Bigotry as
“ A little old man, who has grown gray in ini-
quity. , He is toothless and crooked, and altoge-
ther of an unsavory countensnce. He seldom
travels in the -daylight ; but, in the evening
shades, he steals forth trom his haunts of retire-
ment, and, with a tongue as smooth and decep-
tive as the serpent who deceived our first mother,
he endeavors to sow arrows, firebrands and
death.”

Bigotry is the legitimate offspring of Ignarance
and Arrogance. Persecation and Censure are
ber daughters, Pollock sajs that her baverage
is ¢ the blood of saints,” for which she has “ a
horrid relish,” and, “ in her drunkennéss, she
dreams of doing good.”

These are highly wrought pictures, but they
do not exceed the truth, Itis the most ruinous
of all superstitions, whether in religion, or in
any other department of inquiry. It destroys
the elasticity of the soul, checks its expansion,
and draws all its elements to a stern, inflexible,
adamantine focus, It deidlens the effections,
chills the gemerous impulses of the heart, and
begets littleneds, Bitterness and hate.

But there is a kindred evil. 1; is vain conceit.
We bave often met men, the music of whose
vain tongues was to themselves like enchanting
barmony, and whose orude, contracted notions
were, in their own estimation, perfoct wisdom.
It hardly need be said that such minds never
grow much. Shakspeare hss said that ¢ Con
ceit works the stronges: ia the weakest minds ;
and, we may add, it keeps them weak. The
clearest and steadiest rays of light, ®utering
such minds, would be tinged, or turned askant.
Dean Swift has said,

“ 'Tis an old maxim in the schools,
That vanity is the food for fools.”

If such their food, what is their growth? An
essential condition of right intellectual develop-
ment is large scope, the indulgence of ‘generous
thoughts and emotions.—Zion’s Herald.

Nurse of
The household’s richest |
patrimony, the nation’s noblest safeguard ! The '

ness of his spirit within,—this Arminianism and
modern Calvirfism are alshost essentially one.
Up i the foreégoing the Methodist Recorder
remarks, A summary is given of various clasees
into which the tracts mey be divided, and the
biograpbical series is speciaily refersed 1o as con-
taining * sketches of the character wnd public
career of Wesleyan worthies and labourers, in-
cluding Jobn Nelgon, one of those martyr-like

thodism, and Gideon Ouseley, once a b'goted

ance, what a fund of constant and inexpressible
pleasure we should have.
The dively stories we read in the hundreds of

| books prepared for children, all are very well in

their place; but they only give plessure while
one is reading them, and take up the time that

! might be spent in Jearning to read the wender-
! ful volume that God has written with his own fin-

| ger and opened all sround us.
men who had o face the flercest opposition and |

The trouble with our little people is, they do

mob violence in tbe early days of English Me- | not know anything certain. T hey have a faint
| idea abou

t & great many things ; but know so lit-’

{ Irish Romanist, but who, with amazipg power, | tle positively that they take no comfort in their
| among the Celtic population gathered at fairs | learning. They catch at a word, without under-

brought many trophies to the Saviour's feet.
We have seen years ago, this remarkshle man
(deprived of the sight of one eye through popu-
lar violence) stand up thus on & platform in the
open air before s great crowd in aa Irish town,
and the regollection of his figure and face (to
say nothing of the truly Hibernian union of hu-
mour and pathoe, of boldziess and tenderness, of
bis address) is vivid to this hour.”

Incident at a Revival.

On Monday evening, Jenuary 29th, Bro. J.
R. Nichols, preached at South Baltimore Church,
with marked effect from the text, * Behold 1
stand at the door and knock.” In an appeal to
sinners, at the conclusion of his sermon, he re-
marked, “ If it were announced in the daily pa-
pers that Jesus Christ was stopping at Barnum's,
bow rapidly you would rush to cee Him, and
what an excitement it would create ! How high-
ly favored the peeple of Baltimore would esteem
themselves, in having such an honored guest |
How the news would fly from city to. ecity—
Jesus Christ is in Ballimore, stopping at Bar-
num's!!! Thank God, we are amthorized to
say that Jesus s in Baltimore; but be is not
stopping at Barnum’s—bhe is knooking at the
door of that poor, miserable, wretehed sinner’s
heart—He was knocking thers all of last night,
80 that you could not sleep ; - you tossed abont
restlessly from one side of the bed to the other,
and yet you will not let Him in.” Just at this
point, a gentleman arose from his seat and ap-
proached the altar with tearful eyes and edsid,
“ Brethren, I have been a very great sinner, and
Jesus Christ bas been knocking st my poor
heait for two or three days—* I could" nof sleep
last night,'—* I was praging ali night’—now 1
am determined to let. Him in; my heart is open
for His reception, pray for me,” and down he
kuelt pleading for mercy ; eight gentlemen and
five ladies followed his example. The effect was
electrical and can be better imagined than de-
scribed.

The interest still continues without abate-
ment ; to God be all the glory—pray for us.—
Corr. Prot. Melh. ’

Spurgeonism.

The Rev. M. C. Tyler, in the New York Inde-
pendent, delivers himself as follows on * Spur-
geonism : "—* One word about Spurgeonism in
general. Bilently, bat rapidly, within this great
sect in England, and covering all the land with
its network of moral power, there is being formed
a distinct body of Spurgeonite preachers—enet-
getic young men trained in Spurgeon’s college,
imbued with Spurgeon’s intense spirit, copying
with an unconscious but ludicrous fidelity even
the minatiw of Spurgeon’s manner of speech,

thunder.

signs of & frost, with hail, show or rein.

|and markets, speaking to them on the * sweet | standing its meaning.
story of old, in their and liis native Erse tongue, |

“Can you speak German ?” aaid a gentiemsn
to a young person. “ No sir,” was liis answer ;
“bat my brother plays on the German flate,” ke
added, greatlyto the amusement of the questicn- -
er.
A Cambridge student when examined upon
the inspiration of the Bible, was asked * what
connection he remembered between the Old and
New Testament? He answered, * That on.y

| one then came ‘to hi, poollection. aud that was
the fact that Peter cut off the ear of the prophet

Malachi,” He had sn indistinet recollection of
Malchus, the servant of the High Priest, whose
ear Peter cut off with bis sword.

Many strange sayings are quoted by pereons
from the Bible that cannot be found there. Such
persons are not careful to know correctly what  /
they pretend to kuiow. You bave heard of the lit--
tle boy who, when psked, among others, what was
his favourite text in the Bible, repeated at the
top of his voice, the stirring order of General
Dix when he was Secretary of War: * If any
man hauls down the American flag, shoot him
on the spot.” A very good sentiment in its place,
but very poor scriptare. The writer knows »
great Banday School man, who once at & meet-
ing of Banday School teachers, when emcourag-
ing them to meet often together for mutual im-
provement, enforced his remarks by adding, * A+
the good Book says, birds of s feather should
flock together.’

What we know of the Bible we should cer-
tainly know correctly. Memory will bear down
into old age no records so refreahing as the sweet
words of seripture. Hours of sickness and hours
of waiting, when beyond the reach of books and
friends, will be relieved of tediouaness, and even
rendered delightful, by recalling portions of
the word of God.  Perhaps ‘the: Bible is not
loved 8o well s it used to be, becauss the ohil-
dren do not so generadly commit it to memory.
They have a general idea of it, but cannot sit
down and recite whole Psalms and chapters as
thefr mothers could. * Thy word have I hid in
my heart ;* and when it is there it is like the
constant singing of & melodious bird cheering
our hours of darkness and sorrow. But what-

ever we learn, let us be positive about it ; &0

that, when persons apply to us for information,
it may be like looking upon the face of a good
watch, they may learn the exact truth.

B. K. P,

On the Weather. v
Mists.—A white mist in the evening, over a
meadow with a river, will be drawn up by the
sun next morning and the day will be_bright.
Clouds.—Against much rain, the clouds grow
bigger and inerease very fast, especially’ before
When the clouds are formed like
fleeces, but dense in the middle, and bright to-
ward the eliges, with the sky bright, they are
If

e T S

proud of their connection with 8purgeon’s name,

issionary caue, appeal to him in vain. He | Walk to and fro, and speak to bhis child, and try

s

3

3N

seemt to imagioe that Le has & free pass to

beaven, sod that somebody else must pay his

fere, 40d keep the rosd in order snd meet all

espses. He wants a comfortable sest and a

wum room, but is filled with indignation if
alled ot to bear his share of the burdens. He
#1deadhead on the road. He went into the
¥eyard not to labor, but to sit in the shade and
@itk (he wine, and have some one to wait on
tim, and keep the flies off him. He cheats his
dighbors in business, and sponges his way
troagh the church, and feels that he is perse-
aded when plain people express themselves in
@ plain Eoglish, and say that he is a swindler.

them persecute and take him, and let there
be none to deliver him until his soul be deliv-
ered from its degradation.

Near akin to Mr. Cheatus is Mr. Gripe. He
differs from My, Cheatus in this: He aims to be
bonest in all his (dealings, and - scrupulously en-
deavors to keep all his promises, excepting al-
Wiy the promises he made when be joined the
charch, He hys not yet found out that itiscm>
of the impoasibilities to be stingy and be a

ian at the eame time. FEven in this nine-
teenth century he is fool enough to suppose that
beary acconiplish what millions have tried to
&, g failed in every case, For six thoussnd
an, not & single one has succeeded. Yet Mr.
Bripe tries it with as much doggedness and self-
“posure,.as I he were sure of coming off in
Vismph. He prays God to bless the poor and
"eedy, aud extend his kingdom over all the
fatth, but takes care that be is not used as an
\Wtrument to fulfil his petitions. He has} a
bl borror ¢f & sermon that calls for money,
@d dreads the presentation of a subseription
Paper, and cighs for the good old days, when s
Juarter of a dollar was quarterage. He advises
#2 prescher to say nothing whatever about his
wlary, gspecially in the pulpit, ss that would
give his minister the appearance of being secu-
. ‘47, 3nd thus weaken his influence.
One of his old acquaintances called to see
tim. It gave Mr. Gripe immense satisfaction to

thow him about his farm. He talked largely of

its oil, his focks and herds, his fine horses and

tplendi¢ swine ; and.spoke with great elation of

feeling, of bis wagacity and success in money-
making, eud proudly pointed to the solid facts
u'pmo! positive of the truth of what he had
@id.  As he was engaged in the delightfal task
N: communicating this kind of intelligence to

bia acquaintance, he held his head high, as if he
- Were cwner of all the space above him as well as
th'. 80l beneath; his words were glowing and
tlive. The glory of his'present posseesions was l
rpassed by his vast €xpectations for the
He swelled with cnthu-iuﬁ, and was
' 'loq.un!. with gesticulation ; he stood over much
Utritory, and threw his feot & good ways apart,

only. oy
- luture,

¥4 swung them about with a far.
-‘itﬂe bovop, w & far-reac
Hylng
that e

to comfort her ; then he would call again and

again.
and heard the moving of the boat.

ing and
eep, making you' think that he was
!9 imitate the Colossus of Rhodes, or | tiful form I ever saw |—and what a face ! whata
Was a little Nebuchadnezzar, taking a smile ! And now he beckons me to come. O

entered 1t.
* Father ?”
“ Well, my child ?”

™

where we are going ! ”

fire.”
“ Oh, I wish we were there, father ! ”

with light,
and her chills and terrors passed away.

more fearful still.

and he not able to go-with her,

of .his precious child.

face.

and carry me over.”

we crossed the river ?”

¢« Can my child see across the river ?”‘ )
% Oh, yes! but instead of the little twinkiing
light here and there, as before, I canpee a ln-'_

besutiful city. flond=? ~10 1oht and glory. I

see no sun and sio lamp, no moon or stars ; but
it's full oflight. Ah ! ] hear music, too, coming
softly over the iver; sweet as- the angels could
make ! ”

“ Can you see any one-on the other bank of
the river ?”
| % Why, why, yes | Isee One, the most beau-

At length they saw a little light move,
Nearer and
nearer the noise came across, and the travellers

“ It's' very dark, and I can't see the shore

% No, little one ; but the ferryman knows the
way, and we will soon be over, and then soon
home in the city, where will be light and a good

Slowly and gently the boat swung off jn the
stream ; and though it was dark, and the river
seemed to run fast, they were carried safely over,
and the child soon forgot her great fear. In a
short time after they landed, she reached her
home, where loving arms. received her—where
the room was warm with fire, and was flooded
On the bosom of love she rested,

Some months after :his, the same little chiid
had come to another river, darker, deeper, and
It was the River of Death.
When she first came near it, the air seemed cold,
and darkness covered it, and all seemed like
night. The same loving father stood near ber,
distressed that his child must cross this river,
For days and
nights he bad been with her mother, watching
over her, and leaving her bedside only long
erivugh to take his meals, and pray for the life

- “For hours she bad been slumbering very qui-
etly, and it seemed as if her spirit was to pass
away without her waking again ; but, just beft?re
the morning watch, she suddenly awoke, with
the eye bright, the reason unclouded, and every
faculty alive. A sweet smile wes playing on the

« Father, | have come again to the river-side,
and am again waiting for'the ferryman to come

« Does it seem dark and cold as it'did when

4 Ob, no ! There are no dark, gloomy trees
bere. Tae river is not black, but covered with
floating silver. The boat coming toward me
seems to be made of solid light ;; and though
the ferryman looks dark, I am not afraid of him !”

were white with snow,

| To the eye of faith this survey, these bills of
mortality, present nothing .melancholy. An
early death to those who are in Christ, is but
another expression of early deliverance, and if in
‘place of being long becalmed, or tossed about by
stoems, and perbaps driven out once and agsin
to sea when their ship wds in sight of land,
whose'voyagers to make a short passage, count
themselves bappy, fortunate, are not they rather
to be envied than pitied who, by an early death,
escape much of the sins and sorrows of this
world? Like birds of passage, they just light on
it, rest for a little while, and then, us if they
found nothing in it to prolong their stay, take
wing and soar up to heaven. Viewed in this as-
pect, but for the cold, the cruelties, the hunger,
the wants and sufferings which springing to a
large extent from parental vices, account for the
circumstance, there is nothing melancholy in the
shortness of many lives, and that nearly thefhall
of all born, die under five years of age ; leaving
but a small fraction to see the threescore years
and ten. But what more melancholy, more
marvelous, than to see thousands setting at
nought those well-established facts ; delaying
their salvation, and where interests of the high-
est moment are councerned, counting on years
which not one in a hundred of them shall ever
reach? No wise man acts with such infatuation
ig other and far less important matters.

The Mountain Stream

“ It is not much, but it’s all that I can well
spare,” said Mr. C., as s benevolent claim was
laid before him. * The times are so hard, and
everything is so high, I hardly see bow Iam to
get along.”

¢ Cheer up,. Brother C., God sees. Trust
him. ‘Freely haye ye -received, freely give.’
¢ He that watereth, shall be watered also him-
sell.’ *‘God loveth a cheerful giver’ How ab-
surd to be drooping, desponding, when our
heavenly Fatber hasso much, and gives to each
abundantly,,

“ Bee that little fountain yonder, away yonder
in the distant mountain, glistening like a thread
of silver through the tangled thicket, and spark-
ling like diamonds in its healthful activity. It
is burrying ofi with its rippling song to the river.
See it passes a stagnant pool, and the pool hails
it: —
¢ Whither away, little stres< 104 o
“'lam :':;.:;; to the river to bear this dropaf
water God has given me.”

« ¢ Ab, you are very foolish for that; you will
need it before the summer is over; It has been
a backward spring, snd we shali have a hot
summer ; depend upon it, you will need it your-
self before the summer is ovey.'

« ¢ Well,’ says the streamlet ¢ if Iam to die so
soon, I had better work while day lasts. If1
om likely to suffer from the beat, I bad b:mr
do all the good I can while I have the time.,

And away it went, blessing and rejoicing in its

roots may boast. Nay, the lorg, driving, beat-
ing storm of the winter hath cultivated this
dweller npon the hill. The pouring rain and the
roaring tempests have provoked the oak into a
strength uhknown by the tallest boaster of the
woods. And to-day,the giaut of the hill, be-
holding in the west the coming storm, doth re-
Joice in the sight. He spreadeth his greea arms
wide, and awaiteth the combat with a foe wor-
thy of his strength. And now the tempest and
the tree are locked together in the awful conflict.
But soon the oak, triumphant, casts his dark
epemy far to the east, and as the sun’ breaks
forth upon the scene of battle, the sweat drops
of the conquered cloud sparkle on the green brow
of the oak, like diamonds on the crown of a
king.

Nor is this all ; in that dreadful struggle with
the storm, the tree increased the strength of his
branches, and sent his great roots farther down
among the hidden rocks of the hill. That was
the mighty oursing needed to impart strength
equal to a victory in a more dreadful battle.

8o it is with man. The strongest of our race
do not grow in the crowd. Such men are easily
overthrown in the day of adversity. They have
no root in themselves. Some gale of temptation
or persecution shall mow its path through a fo-
rest of such men. But it is on the hill of Zion
that the gospél oak doth grow to the best advan-
tage. The dew of grace and the warm beams
of the heavenly sun are needed forits develope-
ment. Still there is a ministry beyond all this,
The rain, the hail and the driving gale, yea, the
long, cold winter of trial, are all required to
cause the human tree to grow, Every conflict
makes it to lift'its branches higher and broader,
and to send its stout roots far down to grapple
with the rocks of Everlasting Truth.

Such, said my Guide, is the sermon of the oak
on the hill.—Gilead.

P .
Day of Heaven on Earth.

O Sabbath !—needed for a world of innocence

—without thee what would be a world of sin!

There would be no pause for consideration, no

Lbalm for care ! He who would have withheld

thee, He had never given to us the Bible, the
Goepel, the Spirit! We salute thée as thou
comest to us in thename of the [,ord—radiant
in the sunshine of %4t dawn, which broke over

in the track of time, a pillar of refreshing cloud
and guiding flame, interweaving with all thy
light new* beams of discovery and promise, until
thou standeth forth more fair than when reflect-
ed in the dews and imbibed by the flowera of
Eden—more awiul thgn when the trampet rang
of thee in Binai! The Christian Sabbath ! Like
its Lord, it but rises in Christianity, and hence-
forth records the rising day. And never since
the tomb of Jesus was burst open by Him who
revived and rose, has this day ayakened but as
the light of seven days, and with healing in its

Beligions Intelligenee.
Drawing Together of the Churches.

In Christian Work for February, amongst
other fnstitutions treated of §nder the heading,
“Ouar Religious-Societies,” is the Wesleyan
Tract Bociety. After sketching the system up-
on which the tracts sre circulated, the writer
says :— '

Wesleyanism has its peculiar views of doctrine,
and it is natural that these should find expres-
sion and development in some of the tracts which
are thus put into circilation. But we are bound
to say that if the strict or moderate Calvinist
find in many of the tracts an’ Arminianism not
quite to their taste, as to the electing love of
God in connection with an eternal purpose, yet
that there is no trace of what was once confound-
ed with Arminianism—namely, that Pelagianism
which makes men’s salvation depend partly onthe
merits of Christ and partly on personal obedi-
ence and good works. The Wesleyanism and
Calvinism also'of the present day are not the
embittered foes which, alas! they were in the
last century, when the clash of arms ‘tormented
the air, and when even the seraphic Fletcher of
Madeley, though living and dying in the Charch
of England, rushed into the arena with “ scales”
in hand to  weigh Calvinism” therein, and pro-
nounce it ‘‘ wanting”—the impersonation for the
time “of that line of Collins* ‘Qde to the Pas-
sions :"— :

 Next, Anger rushed, his eyes on fire."”
It is not to be forgotten that the Wesleyans were
among the most earnest founders, and are to this
day smong the warmest supporters, of that
Evangelical Alliance—whose ** basis ” of union
was drawn up by Dr. Candisb, the Calvinist, and
yet was heartily endorsed by Jabez Bunting, the
foremost among the ministers, and by saintly
Thomas Farmer, one of the most prominent and
best beloved of the laymen of the Conference
of M&thodism. Well do we remember how, not
long before he was called away by death, Dr.
Bunting, in {amiliar conversation, at the time
when the “ Rivulet” controversy was loud and
earnest, expressed his thankfulness for the full
testimony borne by Charles H. Spurgeon to the
great doctrines, especially that of the true sub-
stitution and the real propitiatory saerifice of our
Lord Jesus Christ on Calvary’s cross, which have
been most surely believed amongst us, but which
either were, or seemed to be, challenged, dis-
honoured, denied, or ignored by a mew and
“ pegative” theology. The truth is that evange-
lical Arminianism, recogrising as it does the sin-
fulness aad depravity of our race, the absolute
necessity of the washing of regeneration and the
renewing of the Holy Ghost to take away the
leprasy of sin, also an atonement such as con-
scious guilt demands, and which, embraced by
faith in the offering of the body of Jesus Christ
once for all, secures forgiveness of sin, asceptance

winge. Never has it unfolded without some

; with God, sdoption into his tamily, and the wit-

»nd in constant communication with the ¢ Head
Ceatre 'ffin London. More and more is Spur-
geon separating himself from the geveral orgs-
nization of the religious world, and even of the
Baptist denomination, and concentrating his
work upon his immense church, his college, and
the churches throughout the kingdom that have
taken bis pupils for pastors. 1f this goes on
another twenty years, Spurgeonism will be a vast
organic and wondrously vitalised body; and,
should circumstancés warrsat, this body may, as
many inteiligent Baptist ministers think proba-
ble, assume the name of its founder, and Spur-
geon follow the example of Wealey, by founding
a sect. He is certainly showing much of Wes-
ley’s executive and organizing capacity.”

6l Biclg

From the Zi;m; Herald.

Knowledge is 8weet when it is

‘ Positive.

It is pleasant to hear a persun tslk when he
kanows all about his subject. We bave read of
storms at ses, but how much more interesting it
is to hear a sailor, just saved from a shipwreck,
give an account of what he himself saw and suf-
fered! There are no battles in the late war that
thrill you so, when reading the story of them, as
those in which your father or brother was engag-
ed, and which they tell you about, as ‘if the
dreadful fight was going on over again under
their eye.

Who ever thought of being interested in grass-
hoppers! You have laughed at their sudden
and awkard Jesps. You may have noticed the
different colored uniforms they wear, but you
have never thought of finding real plessure in
studying the babits of a grasshopper. Prof. Ag-
assiz, of Cambridge, told his class to bring a
grasshopper into the lecture room with them, and
hie would spend the bour of recitation in talking
about it. The young people of the cliss were
very much amused at his request, and wondered
what could be ssid about a grasshopper that they
did not know ; and above all, what that was in-
teresting could be told about him. The Profes.
sor, who knew all about his subject, talked to
them through the hour ‘upon the wonderfal
structure, power and beauty of the inseot. They
could not believe that the hour had passed. The
grasshopper had become like a new world just
discovered to thefu. They were eager to hear
more, and would have been pleased to have an-
other lecture upon the samesubject. The world
around us is full of interest, and the resson why
we take 80 little interest in it is because we know
80 little thoroughly about it. . If we kuew the
birds by name, and all their wise and wonderful
habits ; if every flower ¢ould zeseive its proper
title from our lips when its greets our eye, smil-
ing for a recognition, and breathing ‘upon ua its
fragrant breath ; if every insect that hums around

us were introdued to us as a personal acqueinit-

clouds breed high in air, in thin white trains,
like Jocks of wool, they portend wind, and pro-
bably rain. Two currents of clouds portend

rain, in summer thunder.

Deto.—If dew lies plentifully on the grass after
a fair day it is a sign of another: ' If not, and
there is no wind, ¥ain must follow. A ved even-
ing -portends fair weather ; but if the red spreads
too far upwards from orizon in the evening,
and especially morning, it foretells wind or rain,
or both. When the sky in rainy weather is
tinged with sea green, the rain will increase, if -
with deep blue, it will be showery. '

Heavenly Bodies.—A hasiness in the air which
fades the sun’s light, and makes the orb appear
whitish or ill-defined ; or at night, if the moon
and stars grow dim, and a ring encircle the for-
mer, rain will follow. If the moon looks pale
and dim, we expect rain ; if red, wind ; and of
her natural colour, with a clear sky, fair wea-
ther. If the moon‘is rainy throughout, it will
clear at the change, and perbaps the rain return.
Wind.—If the wind veers about mugh, rain is
preity sure.. If in changing it follows the courte
of the sun, it brings fair weather ; the'eontrary,
foul.

The Princess Alexandra’s Christ-
mas Gift.

An English paper tells a little story of the
Princess Alexandra, which admirably illustrates
her domestic habits, her amisble disposition, and
kindness of heart. Crossing the hall of Marl-
borough House late one afternoon, a few days
before Christmas, Her Royal Highness observed
a young girl of singularly delicate and refined
appearance, waiting, and also standing, though
evidently fatigued and faint.

The Princes¥kindly told her to sit down, ask-
ed her errand, and discovered she had brought
home some little garments which had been or-
dered for the children, and which the Princess,
who is much interested in Sewing Machines, and
understands their merits, had desired should be
made upon the Msthine. Interested in the
modest, intelligent appearance, and gentle man-
ner of the girl, Her Highness desired her 'to

{ follow her to her room, which sbe did, without

the rcmotest idea who the beautiful condeecend-
ing lady was. ‘

After an examination of the asticles, tke
Princess asked who it was that had executed the
work? The girl modestly eonfessed that she-
herself had done the most of it. The Princess
said it was dome very nicely, and finally dréw
from her protege the simple facts of sher condi--
tion ; how she had an invalid mother, whom she
was obliged to leave all alone, while she went
to the shop to work ; how.the fashionable rage
for the Machine sewing had suggested to her to
become a finished operator on the machine, with
the hope, oh! very, very far distant, that some
time she might own a machine of het own, and
be able to work at home, and earn something

more than bread fcr her poor, sick mother.

She NP o L




