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The followinganonymous poem wae found, abool 
right yearn ago, in a magasin# published in Phila 
delnhia. Iu beauty of language, tenor of feeling, 
end exalted religious sentiment, claim for it a wider 
circulation than it has yet attained :
I'm gren ing rery old. This weary heed 
That hath so often leaned ou Jeans’ breast, 
la days long put that seem alawet adraam,
Is beat end hoary with its weight of yuan.
These limbs that followed Him, my Master, oft 
From Galilee to Jadah ; yea, that stood 
Beneath the cross sad trembled with His groans, 
Briuse to bear me seen th ough the streets 
To preach aolo my children. K'eo my lips 
Refuse to form the words my heart seeds forth.
My ears are dull ; they scarcely bear 
Of my dear children gathered roi 
My eyes so dim, they cannot see 
God lays Hie hand upon me 
And not His rod—Use gentle hand that J 
Veit those three years, so often pressed in mine,
In friendship such is passe th woman's Iocs.

I’m old, so old ! I cannot recollect
The feces of my friends, end I ferget
The words and deeds that make up daily life ;
Bat that dear face, and every word He spoke,
Grow more distinct at others fade away.
Ho that I lire with Him nod holy dead 
More than with living.

Some seventy years ago 
1 wae a fisher by she sacred eea.
It wee at euaeet. How the tranquil tide 
Bathed dreamily the pebbles I How the tight 
Crept op the distent hills, end in its woke 
Soft purple shadows wrapped the dewy fields I 
And then He came and called me. Then I gazed, 
For the first time, on that sweet face. Those eyes, 
From out of which, as from » window, shone 
Dirinity, looked on my inmost soul,
And lighted it forever. Then His words 
Broke on the silence of my heart and made 
The whole world musical. Internals Love 
Took hold of me end claimed me for its own.
I followed in the twilight, holding fast 
His mantle.

Oh ! what holy walks we had,
Through harvest fields and desolate dreary waste# ; 
And oftentimes He leaned upon mr arm,
Wearied and wayworn. I was yoeng and strong. 
And so upbore Him. Lord, now / am weak.
And old, and feeble. Let me rest on Thee I 
So, pot Thine arm around me. Closer still I 
How strong Thou art ! The twilight draws apace. 
Come, let ns leave these noisy streets and take 
The path to Bethany, for Mary's smile 
Awaits as el the gate and Martha’s hsnds 
Have long prepared the cheerful evening meal : 
Come, Jamie, the Master waits, and Peter, see,
Has gons some steps before.

What say you, friends 1 
That this is Epheees, and Christ hse gone 
Beck to Hie Kingdom 1 Ay, 'tie so, 'tie so,
I know it all ; and yet, jest now, I seemed 
To stand once more upon my native hills 
a«h touch my Master. Oh I how oft I’ve seen 
The touching of Hie garments bring back strength 
To limbs I I feel it has to mine.
Up ! beer me once more to my church,—ooce moA, 
There let me tell them of a Savior’s love :
For, hy the sweetness of my Master's voice 
Just now, I think, He must be very near,—
Coming, I trust, to break die vail, which time 
lira worn so thin that lean see beyond,
And watch His footsteps.

So raise up ray head.
How dark it is ? I cannot seem to see 
The fares of my flock. Is that the sea 
That murmurs so, or is it weeping 1 Hush I 
My tittle child I God so loved ihe world 
He gave His Son ; so love ye one another ;
Love God and man. Amen. Now bear me back. 
My legacy unto an angry world is this.
I foe I my work is finished. And the streets so 

full *
, Whet, call the folks my name 1 The Holy John ’ 

Nay, write me rather, Jeans Christ’s beloved,
And lover of my children.

Ley me down
Once more upon my couch, and open wide 
The eastern window. See I there comes a light 
f ib» that which broke upon my soul at eve,
When, in the dreary Isle of Paimos, Gabriel came 
And touched me on the shoulder. See ! it grows 
As when we mounted towards the pearly gates.
I know the way I 1 trod it once before, 
sod bark I it is the song the ransomed sang 
Of glory to the Lamb ! How load it sound. I

And that unwritten one ! Methinks my soul 
Can join it now. But who are those who crowd 
The shining way « Say '.-joy t ‘bn eleven ! 
With Peter first: how eagerly hn looks I (
How bright the smiles ere beaming on James face. 
I am the Irai. Once more we are complete.
To gather round the Pbeecal least. My place 
Is next my Mesier. Oh, my Lord I my Lord ! 
How bright Thoo art, and yet the very earns 
I loved in Galilee I ’Tis worth the hundred years 
To feel this bit* I So. lilt me up, dear Lord,
Unto Thy bosom. There shall I abide-

hardly drowned, the vivas of those who were 
determined to impress their enthusiasm upon 
the startled “ drums” of others. About noon 
there was a wonderful aping of the pageants of 
older lands, for the King of the Carnival re
ceived from the Mayor the keys of the city, 
which were duly presented on a velvet cushion 
in front of the Cry Hall. The Mayor’s ad- 
dreaa of welcome and the King's gracious re
ply are worthy of a State-paper- office immor
tality. The Mayor’s speech was printed on 
white satin, and ran thus :

August and Gracious Sovereign,—
In the name of the people of your new em

pire, and in the capital city of your choice, I 
give you welcome. You come to o« from clas
sic lands, where your reign is glorious with the 
stirring memories ot a thousand years, unvexed 
bv revolt, undimmed by the shadow ot disloy
alty. You outer here upon fresh fields ol 
peaceful conquest over the hearts of loving 
and obedient 
your future be 
end your benign sway 
now unknown and nations yet unborn.

Bv virtue ot my office, I freely tender to yon 
the loyal obedience ot your lieges, and place 
at your disposal the keys of your capital city.

The King’s reply was couched in statelier 
terms, and was a fine specimen of pathos.

Honourable Mayor, and most noble Gentle
men end Leigev,—

The exercise ot the powers of absolute sov
ereignty daring so msoy centuries (!) amid the 
joyous acclaim of loving subjects has not dulled 
the generous enthusiasm ol my heart ; it is 
therefore with the deep emotiou of intense plea
sure that 1 accept the homage of the Western 
world in my capital city. 1 bail the glad op
portunity to establish my reign over regions 
yet unknown, hot which in the light of your 
past progress reveal to my prophetic vision

[uest over tne Dearie ot loving 
subjects ; may the triumphs of 

i equal to the history ol your past, 
gn sway be extended over States

A GLIMPSE OK AN AMERICAN 
CARNIVAL.

By tbs Rev. W. Moulut Punshon, LL.D

It was late on a Sabbath evening in the early 
spring that, alter four days’ voyaging down the 
wonderful Mississippi River, I sighted, from 
the hurricane deck ot the steamer Thompson 
Dean the lights of the Crescent City ol New 
Orleans. I arrived, in fact, too late to land ; 
but in the morning the unwonted bustle, the 
crowded wharves, the cosmopolitan look ol ffie 
people, and the (act that for miles along the 
uZ Ihe steamers could not lie alongside the
quay, but had to crowd in lengthwise, witbthe

Li ». i«. .i. r-rr.^bed fal en upon a groat festival. It was the 
irotival of " Merdi-Gres” which was attracting 
the multitudes, some of whom bad ««veiled» 
thousand miles to be present at the show. For 
some time previous Royal edicts bearing the 
sign-manual •‘Rea.’’ *nd proving <° ema 
J* from the King of the Carnival, bad been
issued from the piees. and by comeoD “e*|”t 
the citv was to have a new ruler, and the au
rons woke in the morning ot Shrove Tuesday 
with the honest purporo to be foolmh-fer . 
day. The children were up the soonest, and. 
before the breakfast lime of ordinary peepta, 
had donned their masks, and were tooting their 
.brill whistle, in the streets. As the morning 
grew the crowd .«rodiU
masqueraders poured towards the principal 
thoroughfares, in all varieties of fantastic and 
hideous etot—. -bile the 
and the beating el drum mingled with, but

new and glorious parts of my extending king 
dom ; even as to the eye of the night-watcher 
who turns bis telescope upon the sky, the fleecy 
nebulæ resolve into myriads ol glittering stars, 
end new constellations shake their flaming 
hair. I accept the keys of my capital, and will 
rule but for a day, granting to the city the 
whole ot the eoeeing year to prepare tor my 
next coming.

1 have said.
Shortly after these time-honoured ceremonies 

the procession of maskers began to move, and 
such was its length that it was npwsrds of an 
boor in passing the balcony on which I eat to 

it. To attempt anything like a description 
unless a newspaper of many columns were be
spoke for the occasion is simply impossible. A 
few ot the more salient features of it only esn 
be recorded here. A squadron of mounted 
police, about a baker’s dozen, led the way, 
then followed the Earl Marshal of the Empire, 
gorgeously dight, and behind him, in a car
riage guarded on either side, the Mayor and a 
colonel in the army, who were facetiously call
ed •• State Prisoners,” and were the only par
ties in the procession who were unmasked. The 
Royal Guaird of Arabe, Egyptians, and Turcos 
followed, looking as fierce as they conveniently 
could—the Arabs very passable Arabs, tboegb 
hardly so expert in the management of lances 
at rest as the sons ol the desert are commonly 
reputed to be. After these came his Msjesty, 
with a flowing ermine robe, with a crown upon 
his head, and riding on a prancing charger. He 
looked every inch a king. Following tkeir 
liege lord came the Court, slim and scanty, 
grotesquely robed, snd masked as dogs, asses, 
and hideous or mirth-provoking men. The 
peers of the realm, all dukes, numbering about 
eighty, from the Duke of Kent on to the Duke 
of Bull Run, the latest creation, were the next 
in order. “ The royal elephant with the royal 
baggage,” was the next imposing announce
ment ; a man masked in an elephant's head, 
with a little black trunk about the sise ol a bis
cuit-tin on bis shoulder, was the laughable re
ality. In a carriage, spreading berselt, or him
self, for the gender was not doubtful, was the 
personation of the “ Daughter of the Regi
ment,” a free and fervent lady (f) weighing 

three hundred pounds. The Quarter
master’s and Medical Departments, bearing ri
diculous devices and mottoes, preceded the 
Lord High Admiral, the very model ol an old 
tar, rubicund and gouty, swathed ia enormous 
bandages, with bis inflamed foot resting on a 
pillow, and the bottle beside him, thus pre
senting cause and effect at one view. The 
Royal Navy was represented by twelve boats, 
hoisted on waggons, and manned by masked 
little blue-jackets, each of whom wore the sil
ver dime of hie day's wages as bis medal ol 
honour. The Lord High Constable of the Yeo
manry heralded the foot maskers, ot whom 
about 200 were in th# procession, made into 
the image of every conceivable creature, and 
who sang and otherwise disported themselves 
as il I bey bad been bitten by the Naples spider. 
They were followed by the Bœuf-Gris, the sa- 
crificial ox, weighing 2,250 lbs. The Master 
ol the Horse led the representatives of the an
cient order of Ox-onians, each with a froot-du- 
bœuf. Then came a detachment ot Crusaders 
ia chain armoar, and archers in Lincoln green 
and this division was appropriately closed by 
Don Quixote on Rosinante, and the taitbiul 
Sancho Pansa, meek and imperturbable, on an 
_ In the van of the third division, 
posed of mounted maskers, was the Lord ol the 
Carriages. In this division were tab'roux re
presenting Shakespeare’s Seven Ages of Man, 
and a waggon, containing two genuino spcci- 

i of bucolic humanity, labelled, " From 
the country, but not green.” The masker, in 
vans followed, a motley and frolicsome crew, 
the most noticeable of whom were Jack the 
Giant Killer, the beads ol the giaets having 
bean discreetly cat off beforehand, the original 
Pickwick, aad throe portentous-looking crea
tures about too foot high, who were supposed 
to be the representatives of tie dreaded Ku 
Kiux Klan, and who everv now and then swoop
ed down from their lefty height, and placed 
their repulsive from in close contact with the 
oonnt.n.nra, of some absorbed and unconscious 
stranger. The next division was a fine illus
tration of that ubiquitous American smartness 
which torus even festivity to commercial ac
count, and is fabled to have one eye steadily 
on business while the other is closed on slum
ber. The Lord High Sheriff ot the Guild, in
troduced a long, ingenious following, which 
was called the Advertising Division, and in 
which, on vena of various construction, and in 
ub|ranv more or less literally rendered, the 
merchants made known their wares and puffed 
them to the public. There were advertisements 
of sugar, and whiskey, rod bacon, safes to bold 
money, and cisterns to hold water, the mam-

moth hat and the premium shirt, manures to 
improve the ground, and carriages to get over 
the ground, English baking powders and Ger
man aperients. Railway companies announced 
the best mode of transportation to the emi
grant, and builders tempted him by models of 
the cabins that be could occupy. At one end 
of a van a haggard woman was busily » crabbing 
on the old system ; at the other end a washing- 
machine was illustrating the neatness and noiro- 
lesaness of the new ; and perhaps the most 
noticeable and attractive ot the whole was one 
which symbolised 1773 and 1673 respectively, 
the one by «nice old lady, who sat painfully 
sawing by hand, the other by a dashing belle 
of the present, who was at work with the new
est machine. The *• unattached” brought up 
the rev, and from their appearance it would 
have been difficult to •• attach” them, they were 
so defiant of classification ; police ended what 
police began, and the procession was over. It 
was a wonderful pageant, unmeaning, and sad 
withal, looked at io its higher aspects ; but there 
was neither indecency, quarrelling, nor drunk
enness to any appreciable extent among that 
quarter of a million ol people, and if one could 
have hoped that it would be indeed a carnival, 
a farewell to the flesh, to be followed by a Lent 
ol real penitence which should usher io an Eas- 
ter-tide ol bop# and joy, we m^ht look at it as 
leniently as upon some of the questionable be
longings of our own Christmas, and pray that 
men may learn, all the aorld over, to rejoice 
with a wise mirthlulness ol which n ) remorse Is 
born.

But the interest of the day was not ended. 
The people lingered about the streets as if ex 
peeling greater things. There were rumours 
of another procession which would start up 
somewhere, like a radiant apparition, from the 
darkness. About this procession there seemed 
a osreful sense of mystery. Its “ gettera-up” 
were unknown, except that it was conjectured 
that the various clubs of tbs city could tell 
something if they chose. It was supposed also, 
judging from Its experience ot former years, 
that it would be brilliant io execution, artistic 
in arrangement, and classic, probably: ia style. 
The day procession was peeudo-ecclesiastical, 
at any rate in its initiation. Into the night pro
cession no elemeot of that sort was allowed to 
enter. It was not to be a mummers' masque. 
It was to be » grand, sensuous spectacle with 
costly decorations, and perhaps with an under
lying moral, although the humours of the day 
would be preserved. Canal-street, the great 
thoroughfare, was brilliantly illuminated, and 
thronged with people. The balconies were fill
ed with gaily dressed ladies, with bare necks 
and arms, and in ball dresses. Fancy this, ye 
Englishmen, in February, when ye are seeking 
refuge in your innermost chambers from the 
pitiless sleet and bail ! As the evening wore 
on, and the brief gloaming disappeared, the 
crowds became impatient for the pageant. The 
King oi.lba Carnival bad announced bis abdi
cation in favour of bis oeosin, the Head ot the 

Mistick Krewe of Cornus,” and there were 
rashes to this and that street corner, is false 
alarms were given that this later monarch and 
his court were there. At length pink and yel
low flushes light up the facades of the houses, 
a loud bum is heard and the sound ol deepen
ing lootiteps, and the King appears in a cha
riot drawn by four Shetland ponies, behind 
him the colossal urn, the symbol ot the mys
teries of this modern Eleusis. But what be
sides ? What is the subject chosen tor illustra
tion, and which the long line of maskers de
veloped, slendidlr attired as they were, snd 
made radiant by a fringe of portable gasoline 
jets, which were carried on either side P There 
are certain trim, dapper creatures, with asses’ 
beads, and human extremities, who bear Iran» 
patencies which at once herald and describe the 
procession. Whst says that foremost banner ' 
Can it be that they have dared such a liberty 
protected by distance and by the absence of 
extradition laws ? The banner roads, “ Miss
ing Links supplied in Prolessor Darwin’s The
ory,” snd on successive transparencies msy be 
traced the lines of a poem which begins by an 
invocation ol the great philosopher himsell

their human models. The walrus brings up 
the rear, and so the Reptiles are introduced. 
The serpent, toll ns a giraffe, with basilisk eye 
and dangerous coils, and. in due succession, 
be chameleon, scorpion, iguana, aad salaman

der. There is then an abropi transition to the 
Vegetable kingdom, tor the next two divisions 
are those ol Fruit rod Firmer», all happy con
ceptions—in the first, mnise, carrot, pine, bee- 
ana, grape ; and in the second, blossoms, ver- 

l, magnolia, passiflore. The two latter, 
representing the blonde and brunette styles ot 
female beaoty, were especially attractive. The 
Inserts came next, and we gaxed successively 
upon the fly, locust, grasshopper and silk-worm 
arm-in-arm). Death’s-head-moth, stag-beetle, 

tobacco-grub, mosquito-hawk, spider, and but
terfly, all used, as their instincts or habits ware 
caught, to point a monel or In ahnms n ameer. 
Of the Rodents, besides the hare, squirrel, 

iae, rabbit, opossum, and kangaroo, the 
mole and the rat ware the two moat suggestive 
figures, the one representing a sexton, doing 
honest underground work, and the other a sly 
and whiskered conspirator with a dark lantern 
and a bunch of keys—ready to undermine any
thing, however ancient or venerable or of good 
report—be it the Houses of Parliament, or the 
English Sabbeth, or perhaps, for rats are 
dangerous, our pure homes and our Protestant 
religion. The harmless Ruminmtia, including 
the ram, sheep, goat, bison, deer, camel, and 
giraffe, are completed by the bull and cow, the 
former a selfish, party, middle-aged iedividual, 
with bands in pockets, check coat, and Sunday 
hat, who stalks along with supreme indifference 
even to the uncomplaining consort at bis side.

As we advance in the scale, the Carnivora 
appear. The hedgedog, the fox (a bland and 
courtly gentleman with a carpet-bag. This 
was a hit against the Northerners who have 
come as adventures into the southern States 
since the war, and who are known by the name 
ol carpet-baggers,) the racoon, the boar, the 
bat, and the cat. Then came several varieties 
of the dog tribe—*e greyhound as a coachman, 
the skye terrier as an English dandy, the 
bull-dog as prise-fighter, and the bloodhound, 
as a policeman, hot who has lost the scant, 
and is no great harry to recover it. The hip
popotamus was typified by a retired sea-cap- 

; and the leopard, hyena, lion, and tiger 
make up this division. Next come the Pachy- 
dermota—composed by the elephant, rhino
ceros, hog, horse, and ass, who is made to fig
ure alter this fashion by the poet of the spect
acle :—

As countless jills, from fountains fsr and wide. 
Unite to form tbs river's rushing tide,
So all these types, in Darwin's matchless plain ; 
Converged, assert the lineage of man. e

Thus well-endowed—ah ! Darwin ! then, nias ! 
We trace his groins to the sapieat Ass.
Room for the last division ! The Quadram- 
td and the solution of all things are at hand ! 

The ebaema monkey, the bearded ape, the 
baboon, the chimpanzee, the oorang-outang, 
march past in ever increasing pretentiousness 
of majesty, and then, in regal solitude, in all 
the pomp sad state of which to near a pro
genitor it worthy—but prose is weak and I 
must summon the poet again :—

Oh rosy hues of Time’s dim twilight mom,
In inch sn hour the Missing Link wss born,
The great Gorilla, flinging wide the gate 
Of Darwin’s Kdea, and our high estate.
The procession passed, the revelry was 

earned on indoors fsr into the small hours of 
the morning, the city woke up next day to its 
accustomed work, sod the Mardi-Graa was but 
as the memory of a dream. It watfworth see
ing, once m a life time, il only as an illustra
tion that the saturnalia of heathenism are re
produced in modern times ; as a rebuke to the 
merry-making of some other nations, in that 
neither eroelly nor intemperance, in the gross 
sense of that word, were mingled with the 
folly ; and as |a monition to os all that if 
were halt as earnest in the pursuit ol holiness 

those were in the pursuit of pleasure, 
should be much nearer our Divine ideal than, 
alas ! some ol us are.

Oh mighty Darwin, monarch of all sages 
Adorning this or long-forgotten ages,
Whose magic touch ope portals peleologic,
And breaks the seals of periods geologic,
Before whose searc i the mysteries of creation 
Dissolve tike mists of morning exhalation,
Who thread's! the line of life to Nature's germs,
To find God’s image in ancestral worms.
We, rich in faith, and warm in strong «flection 
For thy great creed of Nstnrel belectioo,
Convinced that man, the modern Institution,
Owes his proud place to laws of ” Evolution,"
Here come, great Sage, a living grand memorial 
Of man s descent through lineage “ arboreal,”
The “ Missing Links," those prehistoric sires 
Whose loves and ITVes wweudxring race admires.

The procession was ol maskers on foot, who 
represented eighty or ninety of our animal or 
vegetable ancestors ; the dresses were all Pari
sian, extremely costly ; the sequence was well- 
preserved, and by marvellous ingenuity each 
animal bore a quaint resemblance to tome hu
man prototype, and each as it passed appeared 
to be sprouting into something higher. It was 
an elaborate, ingenious, and successful carica
ture, and all the orders were represented, from 
the sponge to the gorilla. First came the Zoo- 
phyta—sp onges, corals, sea-nettles, and poly
pi. The sponge read a moral to many of the 
lookers-oa, for while so enormous spongy ex 
crosoence round his waist indicated bis nature 
a black eye, a patch on the left cheek, a bloat
ed appearance aad a battered bat stamped him 
as one ol those human absorbents who are un
happily too often met with reeling in our city 
streets. The MoUuvct were represented by 
the pearl-shell, periwinkle, end snail—the lat
ter said to be an excellent likeness of ont 
the ’’ loafers” ol the Louisiana Legislature, and 
of other idler» beside. Then come the Crutta- 
eea—shrimps, lobsters, and crabs—the latter 
jealous and disdainful. The dolphin beads the 
FYxAos—glittering in resplendent scales. The 
sea-dragon, sheep-bead, and flying-fish follow 
and then the shark and the whale, the former 
the very model of a rowdy West country law
yer, with cocked kat, pistols in belt, the tradi
tional swagger, and a general air of hyper-fero
cious cunning. A new division is commenced 
by the Amphibia, tor which do duty the a 
maid rod triton, carrying respectively a harp 
and a born ; the tadpole, a precocious aad self- 
important schoolboy ; the turtle, the leech, the 
frog, rod the alligator—all admirable charac
ter picture», and preserving a close fidelity to

PEN AND SCISSORS.

The N. Y. Advocate says of Prof. Agas
siz's wife :—

Bless the women ! A recent writer ssys, 
since Prof. Agassiz's death : “ What the pro
fessor lacked in order, method, or business 
habits was abundantly supplied by Mrs. Agas
siz. It was her graceful and assiduous pen 
that recast and put into more classic molds the 
professor’s ready English. It was her constant 
encouragement and stimulus that supported the 
professor in new and difficult undertakings. 
Her counsel wss always listened to with re
spect. It is sale to say that we should not 
have bad so many of bis works put in a perma
nent form in Eoglith if it kad not been for her 
earnest co-operation. The professor, as all 
know, was a ready lecturer, and always deliv
ered bis addresses without manuscript. In all 
of bis lectures and speeches near home, Mrs. 
Agassiz accompanied him whenever possible, 
and took copions notes, and thus preserved the 
thought lor future use.”

The same paper conveys an idea of what 
a forcible incident can effect among pious 
listeners :—

Msjor Whittle said at the last Saturday noon 
prayer-meeting lor Sunday-school workeis, as 
illustrative of the saving effect of the gospel on 
the hearts ot little children : “ There lived next 
door to me lour children, the eldest aged nine, 
and the neat youngest seven. When the Ville 
du Havre was wrecked, the mother ol tbost 
children gathered them about her on the deck, 
Maggie said, ' Mother, pray.' The next 
youngest said, • Maggie, don’t be afraid. 
And then, as the crash of the parting vessel 

ne, she said, ‘ Mother, the see is His—God 
made it !’ ” The effect of this thrilling narra
tion upon the large audience wae simply inde
scribable. .

The Evangelical Witneu alludes te the 
righteous ambition of a correspondent in 
the Canada Chrittian Advocate. We need 
not be surprised that a Mission to Nova 
Scotia was seriously contemplated by the 
Methodist Episcopals in Canada, when 
London is thus singled out. A foreign

Mission in London ! ▲ foreign Mission in 
Nova Scotia 1 Sorely this is enterprise and 
invention combined :—

A novel rod singular proposal is brought for
ward in last week’s C. C. Advocate by the Rev. 
L B. Ayleeworth. being none other than that 
the Methodist Episcopal Church of Canada 
should open a mission in London, England ! 
Mr. Ayleeworth states that while he was on bis 
late visit to England a triend ot his showed 
him s •• vacant lot left by the landowner, and 
with it a sum ot mooes, to any Christian who
would founds church there..............New would
it not be wise aad right lor our Church to lake 
ap that vacant lot, and swell our missionary 
contributions to double the size, and use the 
surplus in founding n foreign mission in Lon- 
dee F* Hew strode all this will sound to Ec- 
glish ears! And yet some ot Mr. Ayleswortks 

roots m favor ol the enterprise are such 
as it would be difficult to gaiosey. He says :
“ Sorely London Christians could not find 
fault. If they cannot keep pace with the 
growth of the city they will say ‘ Amen ' to 
those who offer help. The sharpest moral con
test io the world is going on in London. . . . 
Are we not in duty bound to help our mother 
country when the gates of hell are opening out 
on her ?” Should Mr. Ayleeworth’» suggestion 
ever take form, the ” Foreign Mission * prem
ises el the M. E. Church ot Canada would oar 
toinlr be a point of attraction tor all Canadian 
visitor» to the British metropolis.

The Scientific American ha» an interest
ing item on a new exploration of the Liby
an Desert. The value of water in the 
East is clearly brought out io the descrip
tion i—

Two baggage wagons recently passed through 
Leipeioen route to Trieste, the enormous height 
and unusual appearance ol which attracted 
general attention. They were destined tor the 
expedition which has just begun the arduous 
labor ol exploring the great Ly byan desert. 
Among other odd fittings, the two vehicles car
ried some five hundred empty iron boxes, in
tended tor water tanks. Each vessel is enam
eled inside, sad has a capacity of about fourteen 
gallon», so that a supply can be transported, 
sufficient to render the travelers independent of 
the casual finding ot wells pr springs.

The Viceroy ol Egypt, it is understood, is to 
defray the expense of the expedition, and this 
in addition to the large sums, amounting to 
some $500,000 yearly, which he has given for 
some time past to aid the labors ol Sir Samuel 
Baker, the German traveler Scbweinfurth, and 
the zoologist Hoekel. As to results, it is pro
bable that our geographical knowledge of the 
eastern portion of the Desert ol Sahara will be 
materially increased, and that the characteris
tic» of an un traveled portion of the globe, as 
large as the whole of central Europe, will be 
made known.

The party left Egypt during the beginning 
of December, started tor Tarafieb. The ob
jective point is Koufra, in the center of the de 
sert, which, it is expected, will be reached by 
the last ol January.

The food hope of the Atlantic IfonMy’t 
transformation is thus dissipated by Zion't 
Herald. “ The more’s the pity 1”

The wish evidently has been Istber to the ru
mor, that the Atlantic would, in the change of 
publishers, assume » more decidedly sympathe
tic attitude toward revealed religion. Some 
had evidently feared that the denominational 
bias ot ooe of the Riverside firm might land 
the characteristically Boston magazine into the 
same hands that now direct the fortuero ot 
Boston University. We are sorry to say that 
there is sot the slightest ground for the story 
to stand upon. It changes neither its latitude 
nor its heavens. It will be still Boston, all 
over, with the same editor and corps ot writers. 
We reed, however, with greet satisfaction, in 

January number, the admirable paper ol 
the lamented Naturalist, whose sudden depar
ture leaves a vacancy that nature may abhor, 
but will not easily fill, upon the “ Permanence 
of Type.” This is to be followed by others 
already prepared from the same well-trained 
hand. The Atlantic is, doubtless, the ablest 
purely literary monthly published in the Eng
lish tongue.

We learn from the Chrittian Advocate, that 
the venerable Henry Boehm, the oldest Meth
odist itinerant preacher in the world, celebra
ted hie ninety-ninth Christmas last week. 
Two weeks since be officiated at the marriage 
of bis granddaughter, over a hall century 
younger than himself. During the present 
year be has read the whole Bible through, and 
nearly every Sabbath in the year he has read 
through the Book of Revelations.

Mitnarg.
IN MZMOKUM.

There are probably few communities within 
aur Province whose depd are more widely 
scattered over the worldf than are those whose 
loss is mourned bvso many of the desolate 
households ol Barrington. A large proportion 
of our young men are called to go down upon 
sen ; and in many s snd instance the echo of 
their “ good bye,” spoken in nil the buoysney 
of yoong, strong manhood, has returned sadly 
to us from afar, deepened into the last long 
farewell. But our beartstriegs twins around 
those distant spots, rod we draw them yearn
ingly to at ; for the places which bold our dead 
are now so near akin to our own dear home 
and, te the end of time are they sacred to us 
because our dead sleep there.

Far sway in dreary, icy Greenland, and in 
connection with a seulement celled " Discoe
Bay”_which is known to us only because of its
-in*, of Cryolite, the products of which, a lew 
of oar adventurous mariners transport to some ot 
the cities of the United Stelae—reposa* a quiet 
grave y aid. It tiro at the hero, and over 
against the sonny aide, of a perpendicular cliff. 
No flowers bloom there, nor wsving gross is 
soon ; only n few bashes ot Alpine birch, and 
dwarf willows lend their short-lived foliage, to 
tone into something of softness, the dreary 
roggednew of the surrounding landscape. But 
with tender care each grevé ia smoothed and 
kept; nor more neatly are the hallowed apota

in our own cemeteries preserved ; for, aa I read 
a sad letter before me, I leant that the sympa
thetic heart of the Superintendent of those 
miner, seeks thus to ranks those far away in 
sunnier climat, feel the more kindly toward the 
country which bears so desolate a reputation.

On a beautiful Sabbath morning, I be twen
tieth of July lx»;, while the flags ol the few 
ship* in port dropped at half-mast ; and trom 
the summit el the adjacent bill, the bell tolled 
out m sadness, a sympathising band of mourn
ers might have beau seen wending their way 10 
this habitation of the dead. Their number was 
small; yet. in proportion, larger then would be 
a similar gathering in our own communities. 
And amongst the reel, were several of the 
rough and hardy Ftquimaux, who, impelled by 
curiosity, or perchance, by a goonine pity, had 
come trom a distance el twelve miles, to par
ticipate in the solemn rites. Arriving at the 
grave, a pious Captain ol one of the vessels,— 
a member of the Presbyterian Church—read 
tbs beautiful •• office for the dead ;” and the 
mortal remains ol a beloved brother, and mem
ber ol our Church, James IK i'inkham. were 
committed to their lonely resting-place ; but,

’ in sure and certain hope, of a glorious resur
rection unto eternal life, through our Lord 
Jesus Christ.”

The writer msy be permitted to give ex
pression to the peculiar xnd very lender regard 
which be entertained for our de par lad brother ; 
an affection which reaches 1er, tar back into 
the dreamy, happy years of childhood. Born 
in the same community, and reared under the 
same kindly influences, ws partook ol each 
other's sports ; we attended the same schools ; 
we were led by our godly parents to the same 
venerated church ; and in the same Sabbath 
school, then conducted by our worthy brother, 
Joseph Uoane, Keg.,—whose labors in far off 
Australia have been so honored in this sacred 
enterprise—we received like holy instruction. 
In comparatively early lile our paths diverged ; 
and not uotil the spring of 1858 were we per
mitted to renew our association*. In the loving 
providence ol God, the writer was then direc
ted to this plaoe, to be brought, by means ol a 
powerful revival of religion, then in progress, 
to yield himself to Christ and His work. It is 
a source of unfeigned satisfaction to him to 
remember that amongst his first humble efforts 
to point bis fellow-men to Christ, were those 
in behalf ot our deceased brother. His burden 
of grief was indeed heavy. We communed 
together ; we wept together ; we prayed toge
ther ; and sweetly vivid is the remembrance 
of the night, when, after a season of prayer in 
the old parental dwelling, our dear brother 
was enabled to cry, ” Lord I believe !” Aad 
in all the fulness and fervor of a heaven-born 
joy, to worship at the feet of bis great Deliv
erer. Thenceforth, bis Christian life was 
marked by an even, steady consistency ; and 
with a calmly tempered seal did he labor for 
God and bis follow-men. Whether in the 
prayer meeting ; as a lay reader, officiating in 
the absence of the n.ore regular service ol 
the sanctuary ; or as a worthy and efficient 
Sabbath school Superintendeot, bis sim was to 
do all be could for the dear Master. For 
several months previous to bis death, he sui- 
fered severely from failing health. Alter much 
conversation with intimate friends, and —as 
the writer well knows—earnest prayer to God 
tor direction, he finally concluded to avail 
himsell of a favorable opportunity for a 
voyage ; and, accordingly, on the first dty of 
August last, he embarked in the brigt. Ich 
Bien, under the command of one of our worthy 
and devoted young captains, Warren U 
Donne, for the place above named. The voy
age was ol nineteen days length, during which 
he suffered much from extreme weakness ; but 
the last tbraa days ol bis life were passed with 
more than usual bodily comfort. Death was 
not thought to be so near ; and be hoped yet to 
breathe hie last amid the familiar looks and 
tender voices of the loved ones st borne. But 
this solace was denied him. In the eerly 
morning ol the twentieth July, an attendant 
went to the side of hie birth to administer 
some nourishment, finding him in comparative 
comfort. But when, after the lapse ol another 
hour, the Captain repaired to the state-room, it 
was to find that the spirit of our brother bad 
peacefully flown to the rest ol heaven.

We turn with pity and yearning to those 
upon whom this stroke bas fal leu. A tender 
wife and mother gathers her three little chil
dren in her srmi, and turns her tear-dimmed 
eyes heavenward to Ilim who has promised to 
be the widow’s God, and in whom the lather- 
less children find mercy ; and honored parents 
burdened with a heavy load of years, bend low 
but in godly submission, under this grevious 
weight of sorrow. God bless and help them ! 
The writer takes a melancholy pleasure ia re
calling those days of sixteen years ago, when 
be endeavored to act as class leader to those 
young men, who were associated with him in 
the effort to serve God. But, ot that number, 
many have met in yonder great class, where 
Jesus is the leaflet. And whether we joy or 
grieve, languish in pain, or in vigor strive in 
life’s stern toil; we alike turn our faces up
ward to their bright home, and rejoice, that, 
above this earth ol pain and strife, there is a 
home tor us; a home sweet, sinless, eternal ; 
and that

knowledge, and faithtul impartiality in the ad
ministration ol justice.

It is said ol the two brothers, W». and John, 
who have departed this life, they were rover 
known to utter a profane oath. They were 
much indebted to the teaching aad example of 
their pious mother, who was a sister of the 
1st» Rev. Wm. Black, of blessed memory, so 
widely known in these Provinces.

Mr. Chapman joined the Methodist Church 
about 16 years since. While health permitted 
he took a lively interest in Circuit matter* ; was 
Circuit Steward and Trustee ol Conaexionai 
Property, always manifesting ranch ears in 
providing tor the minister and family. For 
many years bis comfortable homestead was the 
stopping place ot the wearied Itinerant. He 
was greatly esteemed among oer ministers. 
About six years tiaee bis constitution was im
paired from a stroke o: paralysis, which laid 
him aside trom public duty. A lew arooths 
before his decease bis eyesight was totally 
gone ; but in bis slUicUons be was comforted ; 
he was not cast off in old age, nor was he for
saken when his strength tailed.

W. M. C.
Dorchester, January 12, 1874.loarj i

Dixd at Oak Hill, St. James, Nov. 12tk, of 
consumption, Nancy, relict ol the late Abner 
Jenkins, aged 65 years. While yet young she 
was converted under the ministry of the Rev. 
Mr. Pickles ; and for many years, by her con
sistent Christian walk, adorned the doctrine ol 
God her Saviour in all things. At her home 
the ministers of Christ always met a glad wel
come. As a member of tbo Church she was 
zealous and upright. “Ihe happiest memento 
ot my life,” she would say, “ are these spent 
in the class meeting, testifying of the goodness 
of God and ol the love ol Christ my Ssvionr.” 
As a wife she wss affectionate and kind, eeo- 
svisntionsly fulfilling all bar duties. As a mo
ther, only those who have lost her know how 
gentle and loving she waa. Deeply rosloee 
lor their spiritual welfare, prayer unceasing 
went up iu behalf ol bar children. •• Barely,’' 
said she, ” they will be brought to a knowledge 
of the truth.” We believe bar prayers are 
already answered. Then let mother! pray. 
For some years she wae the subject of much 
bodily pain and weakness ; but that Saviour, 

bom she delighted to honour in health, whis
pered sweet peace when wasting disease laid 
her low. In the hour of death she Iriamphed 
through the blood ol Christ. With the eye of 
faith she viewed the city which hath founda
tions, whose builder and maker is God. Joy 
lightened up her countenance at the thought of 
meeting in heaven loved one* gone before, 
there—

“ No more to sigh, or shed the bitter tear, 
Together liylulling their Creator's praise."

H. R. Bases.
Jan. 9, 1674.

" For us our elder brethren stay,
_ Aod angels beckon u> sway,

And Jesus bids us come I"

Thrice blessed, bliss-inspiring hope ! It 
brightens with a sacred halo the rugged path ol 
life, along which it shines ; and Irum life's 
close, streams up io its brightness, to that 
gladsome fruition,

" Where faith Is sweetly lost in sight,
And hope, in full supreme delight.
And everlasting love.”

MEMOIR or MRS. NANCY ^IfoX'S, LaTE O» 
CANE I* Q.

Numbered with the multitude who have goes 
from our beloved Zion here, to be forever with 
the Lord, the name of Sister Nancy Fallows is 
fragrant in the memory of those who knew her 
best.

Our departed Sister, who was from childhood 
amiable in disposition, aad on# who respected 
religion, was led by the increasing drawings of 
the Divine Spirit to associate with the people 
ot God in the class meeting held for many years 
in the home of Brother Aaoel Burbidge, in 
Canard, Cornwallis. Being led to the eooeciou# 
enjoyment of personal religion, she received 
the ordinance of Christian baptism, and was 
admitted to full membership into the Metho
dist Church by the Rev. Richard Smith, then 
the resident Methodist Minister on the Can
ning Circuit. Oor Sitter won the affective» 
snd respect of all who had the privilege of 
being acquainted with her, while her consis
tency of deportment illustrated ihe genuineness 
of her religion. She was indeed, to the utmost 
of her power, ready to every good work. To 
her zealous efforts, I am told, ws are indebted 
lor the fine toned bell we now lave in the Cen
sing Church. Several years ago she was rolled 
to mourn the loss of her loved husband, Mr. G. 
Fellows, but it was to bar a source of constort 
that he died in hope of eternal life. It was a 
strange coincidence that her much loved mo
ther-in-law, Mrs. J Fellows (a woman whose 
memory is universally respected as the friend 
of the afflicted, ts whom she bad gladly devo
ted her attention), should only a law hours 
after bar death follow her to the home ot the 
blest.

For some time our Sister, in a feeble state ol 
health, gave much anxiety to those not ac
quainted with her; but whenever practicable, 
she was found in th# sanctuary ol God, and 
her melodious voice still lingers in the memory 
of her Christian Iriends. As she draw near 
the end ot her life, her interest in all that ap
pertained to the glory of God continued to in
crease.

Suddenly the messenger, to release her from 
all mortal cares, arrived. In the act of pre
paring tor the funeral of her departed mother- 
in-law, she was suddenly seized with he wo it- 
twtge trom the longs, which soon terminated 
her life on the 24th Nov., 1878, in the 4<ilb 
rear of her age. Iu the absence ol the I’astor 
of the Church, the funeral service was conduc
ted by Dr. DuWolf, who preached a most ap
propriate sermon on the occasion.

1. G. IIxxxioa*.
Canning. December.
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The late John Chapman, Esq., ol Dorcbes 
ter, in the County ol Westmoreland, N. B., 
was born Feb. 2, 1792. He died on Tuesday, 
Dec. 30th, 1873. He was almost 82 years ot 
age at the time of his death.

Mr. Chapman was tor 50 years one of the 
prominent magistrates ot this County, aad 
was Judge of Court of Common Pleas a portion 
of that period. Throughout his long public 
life be invariably maintained a character of 
unimpeachable integrity as a Magistrate. He 
commanded respect and esteem by hie legal

Tr is a joy to me to know that the Christiana 
within the communion of this church are not all 
ihe Christians to be found id the congregation.

e are richer than we appear to be. Here are 
growing pear trees, apple t.eee, cherry trees, 
and shrubs, and blossoming vines, and flowers 
of eveiy hue and odor ; bet I am glad that some 
seeds have been blono over the wall, aad that 
trait trees and flowers most pleasant to th# eye 
are springing up there also. And though I 
wish they were within the encloeere, where the 
boar out of the wood could not waste them, and 
the wild beast ol the field devonr them, yet I 
lore them, and am glad to sea them growing 
there. Te all such I say, God nourish and pro
tect you, and bring you, with us, to the garden 
oboe*.—Beecher,
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