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Lines, 1 But. Sis," replied Abby, “ the same And so she lived for a few years, until, j 
sp.rit is in all who love and obey Uod, whe- worn out with labor, exposure and sorrow,
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,;5rt dW ou the fifth of March 
isth.s»'1 younger on the tenth.

t»y the sudden »u.l melancholy death of Mr. , T V "" wuv. “,1U uuc7 .
jTG.ie- and her two mm.*, of wumot, N s. Mrs. | iner in earth or in Leaven. An angel ie she lay on her dying bed in her lonely hut.

•‘•"h-hw we oe Uw God’s messenger i and we might call any “Even here, Conrad had her words
one an angel who brings us messages from watched as closely as her actions had been, 
Him." in order to punish her if she expressed any

“ I was reading this afternoon about a wrong thought or desire, 
good woman, who lived in those gloomy “ Death was indeed a welcome release to 
times. Her name was Elizabeth. She this hunted, worn-out, broken heart. For 
was the daughter of the king of Hungary ; j though she could not help remembering her

nr m. f. it.
Tier*'» not a spot upon this earth nnvisited by

glief,
There's not a haven wheie the soul can find a 

blest relief
Fraa care, and sin, and woe, that all the pil

grim’s steps attend,
Aad wage with him a deadly strife until life’s 

feverish end.
Amsl the city’s busiest scenes grief keeps his 

stead last way,
And smile, to hear trail mortals ask o! joy a

lengthened stay ;
The qoiet walks of rural life—the calm and 

ttest retreat,
Where clifhing «trite is all unheard, to him is 

rejuge meet ;
Not tore, wlli 1,1 it8 Plewling tean, can bribe 

big, to depart,—
He si, beside the darkened hearth, and preys 

upon the heart.

And thus with thee, sad household band, de
spoiled and broxen now, 

tieatly met came into thy home whilst all
utieon-cious thou ;

Blit soon the voice ot joy was hushed for notes 
of bitterest woe,

Tar Death he beckoned from alar and laid your
. he : idiexf low !

Oh, tears u,-Jay are falling fast where smiles 
were wont to play,

And sac-bine st ems a mockery to hearts so
lately gay ;

Wist matters it that Spring is here—that she 
will soon restore

To leafless tree and withered plant the bloom
and grace uf yore ?

She cannot stand beside the tomb where silent 
now they rest,

Whose love and tenderness once made your 
Lome an Eden blest,

And bill them lrom the sleep of death with 
s rength/renewed arise,

Again your darkened hearth to glad, and wipe 
the mourner's eyes :

Ah, no.' her presence still may cheer the forest, 
field, and bower,

But Death, triumphant conqueror, can scorn 
her feeble power.

and while in her cradle, her father promised 
that she should be the wife of Lewis, a 
German prince, then an infant also. This 
was a custom of the Dark Ages, which 
kings and queens have not yet left off. Of 
course many are made very unhappy by it.

“ Elizabeth was sent, while very young, 
to Thuringia, the home of Lewis, to 
live with his mother. She was very cruel 
lo the little girl, but Lewis treated her kind
ly. He always called her “ sister," and did 
everything he could to make her new home 
pleasant to her, bat he had to be away a 
great deal, learning the arte of war, and 
everything that was required of a knight ; j 
and then Elizabeth was lonely enough.

“ Lewis’s mother and sister were proud
and haughty, and cared more for show and inquired Hannah, 
riches, than for any thing else ; while Eliza
beth’s great desire was to be holy, to please 
God, and be his child. So, when the court 
ladies, imitating their mistress, laughed at 
her, and insulted her, she used to go and sit 
all alone, on the church door-step, thinking, 
perhaps, that she should thus be nearer to 
Jesus, her best friend. Some one has writ
ten the thonghts she may have had, while

past happiness, and her precious children, 
she had to struggle against it as if it were a 
sin.

“ Strange stories are told of her wonder
ful dreams, and of sweet uneurthly.singing 
heard beside her dying bed, which was visit
ed by multitudes who heard the fame of her 
piety.

“ After her death her name was placed in 
the Roman Calendar, as Saint Elizabeth, 
and her bones were preserved as sacred re
lics. They were said to have the power of 
working miracles, of healing the sick, and 
even of raising the dead. This is as true as 
any of the tales of Romish miracles, pro
bably.”

“ That means not true at all, doesn’t it ?"

sitting there, in a beautiful little hymn.— dreamily

“ But wasn’t she a naughty woman, to 
leave her little children so?’ asked little 
Sis. #s

“ I think she would have been one of the 
best women that ever lived, if she had not 
minded that old priest," said Hannah.

“Wasn’t she one of the best? She 
thought she was obeying God, and wasn’t 
she something like a martyr?" asked Sarah,

Yet stricken,- breaking hearts revive !—your 
loved ones are not here—

Their spirits, treed trom earth, now dwell within 
a happier sphere.

There is a land, a land how blest ! where grief 
no entrance gains,

Nor ’round a single victim Death has flung its
icy chains.

Here for the partner of her yooth now wait» 
the faithful wife ;

Ibc MwLer for her children yearns, more dear 
to her than life ;

And tier, the Brothers dear, whose tones made 
, music round your hearth,

They, too, await wnh longing hearts those who 
once shared their mirth :

There, there, it faithful, shall ye meet—a loving 
household band,

With songs of joy each other gieet, safe reached 
that better land ;

The love that death in triumph led shall sing 
in nobler strains,

And shout, with all the ransomed host, “The 
King Messiah reigns !"

The Story of Saint Elizabeth
“ tell me a story, Abby ?" said little Sis, 

climbing upon her sister’s lap one evening, 
while the sunset was growing dim, and the 
flickering light of the wood fire made strong, 
bright shadows dart from one dark corner 
to another

The little one's name was Emma, hut, by 
general consent, the tamily called her “ Sis," 
and she hardly knew herself by her real
name.

“What about, little sis ?”
“About an ungel, a true story about an 

angel. Didn’t you ever see one, Abby ?”
“So, Abby, tell one about fairies !" cried 

Hanna*, a plump, black-eyed elf, pulling at 
iff listers arm. “ One about fairies, and no 

patter whether it's true or not."
“ Well, Sarah, which would you like to 

bear about ?" asked Abby of a pale, tbought- 
lal child, who had been sitting with folded 
hands, looking silently into the fire.

“ Do you know any stories about martyrs, 
Abby ? I like them best."

“That’s just like Sarah!" cried Lewis, 
th“ir only brother, from bis seat in the win
dow. •• She always chooses some dismal 
itory or other. Now, Abby, if you would 
only tell ie ot a hero, or a general, or even 
aréal giant, I'd slay to bear you.”

“ llow shall-1 choose ?’’ said Abby. "1 
have not time to tell each of you a story, 
to-night ; and it would be hard to find the 
history uf any one who was a hero, a mar
tyr, a fairy, atnl an angel, all in owe. Lit
tle Sis bus the first claim, but I think all,the 
true stories about angels are in the Bible, 
ind she Las heard them."

“ Well, tell one out of the great brown 
book you was reading in before dark, said 
little Sis. « What is the name of it."
- “Not a very pleasant name, oor a very 
pka-ant book. It is called * The Dark 
Ages.’ ”

“ What were the Dark Ages ?’ asked 
Hannah. " “ Didn’t the sun use to shine as 
ought as it does nower’’

but at that time people were very 
itnerant, and very wicked ; and ein and ig- 
foraiuje make the worst kind of darkness. 
Murder was so common that an agreement 
»a= made, that no one should attempt to take 

' the Ute of another, except oo certain days 
ei the week. Many whocalleil|them5elves 
Chnstians. were guilty of shameful crimes ; 
and the- Church suffered the sins of its 
members to go on unnoticed, until it was 
difficult to fell the evil from the good. It 
W-been said that the world, was then so 
Wd, one was obliged to go out of it, in order 
toLe good at all. Really holy persons were 
•try rarely found. They were called saints,
•id their pictures and relics were worship
ed after they bad left the world."'

“ I» a saint the same as an angel ?" asked 
Utile Sis.

“Oh no?" exclaimed Sarah, suddenly 
tahing her eyes from the fading embers.”— 

Laimsare those who become holy on earth, 
Ah a-:5eU w-re always holy; isn’t it so,

Here are two verses of it
“Jwm, let me enter in
Wrap me *aie fro^ noi»c and sin ,
1-et me li*t the angels’ songs :
See the pictures ol ihjr wrongs -,
“ At thy door step low 1 bend,
Who ha1 h neither kin nor friend ;
Let me here a shelter find ;
Shield the shorn lamb from the wind."’

his

Abby ?
1 Then angels are never at home in this 

" I? ,“ul hule Sis, in a disappointed tone. 
.. ■ Hiey could come and lire with us,

“ While Lewis was absent, his mother 
tried hard to have Elizabeth shut up in a 
convent, saying that she was fit for nothing 
but lobe a nun. Probably the lovely Chris
tian behaviour of the little girl, kept the 
conscience of the proud and selfish woman 
awake more than she liked. But she did 
not succeed. Lewis returned, now a noble 
knight, and married the little girl he used 
to call his sister.

“ Then Elizabeth, having her husband’s 
country and people under her care, found 
many opportunities of self-denial, and ol 
doing good. She was happy in this, and 
though the wife of a prince, she remained 
very bumble. It is said that she refused to 
wear her crown in church, because the 
image of Christ was there, crowned with 
thorn».’’

« What ?” ,“rbed Hannah, “was she a 
Roman Catholic ? How could she be good 
then ?"

“ Yes,’’ continued Abby, “ she was a 
Catholic, for that was the only form of the 
Christian religion in Europe. You will see 
by and by, that Elizabeth made many mis
takes, because she thought that being a good 
Catholic was the same as being a good 
Christian. If she had only obeyed God in
stead of the priests, she would have been 
happier."

“ Whenever she went to church, she seat
ed herself among the poorest women, and by 
word and example she constantly reproved 
the ladies of her Court for their pride and 
extravagance.

“ She felt for the sufferings of the poor in 
her dominions, as if they had been her own 
brothers and sisters. During a famine 
which happened in her husband’s absence, 
she collected all the corn from her granaries, 
and gave it to them ; built a hospital for the 
sick and starving, and sold her jewels lo 
buy them more food.

“ It seemed now ns if Elizabeth’s life was 
to be bright and blessed, with her noble hus
band, her three lovely children, and sub
jects who seemed to honor her and love her 
as she loved them.

“ But darker days were coming. A monk 
named Conrad came into Thuringia, sent 
by the Pope, and be made her believe that 
to be holy, she must obey him just the same 
as it God spoke to her."

I should have known better than that !” 
cried Hannah.

But you must remember that this was 
the Dark Age, The monks had all the 
learning, and were thought to be the most 
pious persons living. Elizabeth supposed 
that one so much wiser and better than her
self, one sent to her from the head of the 
Church, must bo right, and she promised to 
obey him faithfully.

“ Soon afier this, Lewis went on a cru
sade lo Palestine from which he never re
turned olive. Poor Elizabeth was almost 
heart-broken at the news of his death ; and 
while she was overwhelmed with grief, his 
brother took possession of her husband’s 
throne and property, leaving her an outcast.

•* She clung to her children asAeronly 
comfort notv ; but Ihc monk Conrad told her 
that she loved them too well, and they must 
be taken from her. It was hard for a mo
ther to believe that she was wrong in loving 
her own children, but Conrad insisted, and 
they were sent away."

*• He was a wicked man !" exclaimed 
little Sis.

“ Do you suppose Conrad really thought 
she ought not to love her children ?” asked 
Sarah.

“ It is hard to tell. The monks were 
taught that it was wrong to love any human 
being, and so they shut themselves up in 
monasteries, to devote themselves entirely 
to the service of God, as they said. The 
object of Conrad was lo make a saint of 
Elizabeth, for the honor of the Roman 
Catholic church, and her sufferings were 
not to be thought of at all.

« After she had taken a solemn vow to 
give up everything dear to her in this world, 
she retired to a little but in a desolate place.

“ She bad always been very happy in 
giving alms to the poor, but Conrad would 
not allow her to do so now because he said 
it gratified her loo much, and she must deny 
berseif all pleasure. Whenever he found 
that she bad been giving anything to the 
needy, he obliged her to perform some se
vere penance.

“ Elizabeth’s heart ached so to do good, 
that she now employed herself in taking 
care of persons sick with the leprosy, and 
other terrible diseaes. Sufferers who had 
become so .loathsome as to be shunned by 
everybody else, she nursed as tenderly as 
if they had been her own children.

“The hours that were not so occupied, 
she passed in prayer, fasting and penance.

1 hope nobody will make my mother be 
a saint, and go off and leave me 1" half sob
bed little Sis.

“ Don’t cry, Sis !” said Abby, kissfog 
her. “ We live in brighter times. Oor 
mother knows that she is more likely to be
come a saint in teaching her children to be 
gooj, than in leaving them to the care of 
strangers. And we all may know that it is 
not wrong to love anything God gives us, if 
we love him best of all, and in all.

“ Elizabeth herself, ii she lived now, 
would, no doubt, be more truly seif-denying 
and benevolent than she was, for she would 
have no Conrad to trouble her with false 
thoughfs of God. So far as she knew, she 
imitated the Saviour, and breathed forth his 
spirit, and we may do the same."

“ And then shall we be saints ? ’ asked 
Sarah.

“Yes, for to be Christ-like is to be saint
ly. And we need not go back to the Dark 
Ages for such. They are around us now. 
1 have seen them ; saints without a halo, and 
angels without wings."— Congregationalist.

Sweeter Far in Heaven.
It was evening—bright, star-kissed even

ing. We were seated aione at the piano, 
breathing a song of beauty and joy ; and as 
our fingers glided lightly up the silver-keyed 
octaves, and raqpic, “ the soul of beauty," 
gushed forth responsive to our touch, it 
seemed that nowhere in this glad earth 
could there be hearts beating heavily, so 
light and joyous were our own. The last 
echo had died away in the distance, and 
turning from the instrument, our eye rested 
upon the silvered locks and bending form 
of one, whose countenance bespoke a pure 
and noble heart. We bad never met be
fore, but he whispered softly, while a smile 
of beauty wreathed his colorless lips : ‘Young 
maiden, ’twill be sweeter far in heaven!’— 
O! how those few simple words changed 
the current of our thoughts; and when, in 
words of winning eloquence, he spoke of the 
comforts of our holy religion, and urged us 
to consecrate our life, our talents, our all, to 
the service of our Maker, we thought no 
sacrifice too great, if, like him, we, too, 
might know the source of joy; if, like him, 
we, too, might see unfolding,-before our 
spirit's vision, the glories of the Celestial 
City.

Weeks fled, and that old man, wearied of 
earth, folded bis thin arms, and went to 
sleep. They laid him fo rest, away in the 
churchyard ; but we knew that there was 
but the casket—that the spirit, no longer 
fettered, was basking in the sunlight of the 
Saviour's smile ; and that his voice, no lon
ger tremulous, mingled in the anthems of 
the “just made perfect." Yes, giited one, 
the autumn winds are sighing mournfully 
around thy tomb, and faded leaves, typical 
life, are scattered o’er thy pulseless heart ; 
yet thy influence can not die. The hearts 
won by thee from paths of sin, are weaving 
garlands of affectionate gratitude to twine 
around thy memory ; and when at twilight 
hour wejbreathe a song of the “olden time," 
beautilul, indeed, through the vista of the 
past, comes the remembrance of those joy- 
inspiring words: “ Twill be sweeter far, in 
heaven !"

Personal Duty and Responsi
bility.

In this age of mass meetings, conventions, 
political, moral, and beneficial associations, 
the individual is lost in the mass, the be
liever sinks out of sight in the church, the 
minister is lost in the ministry, the man in 
the association. Our egotism, of which so 
much is said, is simply an egotistic boasting, 
for all work, all responsibility is clubbed— 
they displaces I—the crowd annihilates the 
individual.

This is seen in the way we speak of our 
nation—of national sins, national vices, or 
national virtues. We have not in this land 
a government distinct from the people and 
independent of their authority. Where 
this is the case, as in hereditary despotisms 
or hereditary aristocracies, there must be a 
broad and high barrier between the people 
and the government. Not so with ns. Our 
government is chosen by it people—if it ex
ists, it is because the people so will ; if dis
pleased, they breathe upon it and it is gone. 
While, therefore, it has any being it must 
l>e taken as the exponent of the people.— 
Then, if there be wrongs in the nation, the 
individuals of the nation are guilty, unless 
they hove done their utmost by action and 
protest to prevent or remove it. ■

The same remarks apply to parties.— 
When they resolve upon doing wrong 
through their leaders, the wrong can only 
be carried into effect by individual concur
rence. The lawyers speak of nations and 
parties as being soulless—that is true as far 
as a collective soul is concerned. There is 
no common soul as there may be a common 
seal ; but there are souls, and God will hold 
them to strict and righteous account and re- 
tribution. This is the single point we"*eek 
to impress—the individual cannot merge in 
the nation and the party. He is responsi
ble

This general statement opens the subject 
of individual responsibility, and the general 
disposition to evade it by the fiction of a 
collective responsibility. Take the church : 
the house of God grows unsightly and needs 
Attention. Go to each member in succes
sion, and speak to him of it, and he will tell 
you that it is a shame—they ought to re
pair it. The old library is used up, until 
only “ fly-sheets ” remain to denote its ex
istence ; it is the same old cry—“ 7hey 
ought to raise a new one." It does noi 
even reach the plural of the-first person 
—it is not we, but (hey.

This abnegation of the individual affects 
seriously many important interests of the 
church and humanity—cuts the sinews of 
personal effort—leaves hundreds to perish 
who might have been s»v»d by <^r*nnel ex. 
ertion—leaves many families in a state of 
moral night for want of personal domiciliary 
visitation. You, dear readers, perhaps 
have left neglected a solemn work, saying,
“ The church ougnt to attend to it." You 
forget God speaks to you, “ Whatsoever 
thy hand lindeth to do, no it."

The piety of the church is the aggregate, 
of individual piety. The zeal of the church 
is the aggregate of individual zeal. The 
glory of the church is in the power ol the 
holy one coming upon her sons and daugh
ters.

Our faith must be personal. The church 
has no corporate faith acting for the behoof 
of the delinquent. Salvation must be per
sonal. God saves man as an individual, 
but not as a member of a corporation.
So much have we habited ourselves to this 
evil, that we can scarcely make an indivi
dual effort ; in other words, we seek to save 
not souls, but nations, or at least communi
ties.

Listen to that fervid prayer ! Hark 
how that brother pleads that God will save 
the world—the whole world—destroy ido
latry, overthrow Mohammadanism, and de
stroy forever the man of sin ! Does he be
lieve all this ? He is almost indignant at 
the question, and tells in glowing extasy 
how A nation shall be born at once—bow 
the north shall give up, and the south keep 
back no longer—the fire of the heathen 
shall forever pale—the scepter of cruelty 
shall l>e scattered—the handful of corn 
•hake like Lebanon, and the glory of the 
Lord cover the earth as the waters cover

nest ones. We cease, by adverting to the They grew tired and rested, the Preacher but nothing remarkable. Then an anthem 
; fact, that our final account, rendered to the then proceeded, after thanking them for was chant’d by the choir, a short invocation 
Judge of all the earth, will be personal, bringing the people together, lor by this was offered for a blessing upon the Word, 
Into it will enter national advantages, church time they had come from the extreme end ! another hymn was sung by the congregation, 
advantages, social dudes, social privileges; of the village, and not fewer than three and finally the pastor began his sermon, 
so also social disabilities, will be duly con- hundred people were assembled. But his which was just like one of Dr. Gumming’» 
sidered, but after all “ every one must give recommencing was only the signal for fur- lectures, and could never have been rois- 
an account of himself to God." Thank ther effort. Again they sounded with voice j taken for anything else by one familiar with 
God, be does not estimate moral character and instrument, until the “ welkin rang.” his works There were passages in it of 
by majorities, but sees and saves the humble The Preacher lifted up his voice, the peo- considerable beauty, but nothing bold or 
and weeping ones. There was sad and pie gathered closer to where he stood, the striking. We were wafted along by a

crowd could hear the words of warning and gentle breeze, on a smooth and placid 
invitation, they listened in the midst of the stream, lined with the vernal emerald, with 
clamour. Shortly, two men, dressed as here and there a gay btnk of primroses, and 
merry-andrews, passed through the crowd ; ! a cluster of sweet violets, while the soft air 
these the publicans sought to hire to assist trembled with the mellow 
in stopping the Preacher’s voice, but, wiser birds, and the chiming of 
and better disposed, they refused and qoiet- there was no Niagara, no 

This only increased the fury,

grievous defection in Sardis—the church 
was “ ready to die," hot there “ were a few," 
—but a few—yet God taw thern and «aid, 
“They shall walk with me in white, for 
they are worthy." O what a word!— 
Worth v ! It is God'» own word lor per
sonal piety amid the backsliding of the many.

Go read the ninth chapter of Ezekiel. 
Six messengers of vengeance enter with 
weapons of slaughter to destroy a guilty 
people. But they are bid to stand by the 
brazen altar, while one with a writer’» ink- 
horn by his aide goes through the city, and 
“ sets a mark upon the foreheads of the men 
that sigh and that cry for the abominations 
that are done in the land." Now rings the 
command in the ears of the avengers, “ Go 
ye after him and smite—slay utterly young 
and old—but come noi near any man upon 
whom is the mark.”

Tried and tempted Christian, go read the 
twenty-third Psalm :
“ The Lord Ii « H hep herd—1 ihsll not mat 
He maketh MS to lled twn I» green paetne.:
He leadetb ** beside the#till waters.
He raetoreth nr soul :
He leadeth me In the paths ot righteousness for Hie name’s 

etke.
Yea, though I walk through the valley of the shadow of

I will tear no evil, for Thou art with *a ;
Thy rod and Thy staff they comfort *1 ”

W ho would be willing to have these per
sonal words, so “ full of comfort," merged in 
vague generalities ?

How gloriously the psalmody of Metho
dism caught this spirit of individual respon
sibility, individual account, and individual 
privilege ! Charles Wesley sang it when 
he passed through the long night with wrest
ling Jacob, when he hymned the glad song 
of the penitent believer, crying— ,

- With confidence 1 now draw nigh,
And Fatter, abba Father, cry.”

The same spirit breathes in every line 
chanted ftom the Reaulah of perfect love, 
rolls in the grand judgment anthems which 
celebrate the close of time and inauguration 
of eternity ; and then, when outliving his 
generation, he sweeps his withered band 
once more o’er the strings of the harp whose 
entrancing strains bad gladdened so many, 
it was the same. Hark !—

“In age and tr»b!e»«ge extreme,
Who shall a heipiee*. Worm redeem ?
Jesuit, mt only hope Thou art,—
Streugih of my failm ■ flesh and hear:,
O could 1 catch a smile from Thee.
And drop Into eternity !”

—Northwestern Christian Advocate.

the sea ! 
sings.—

Carried away by his emotions, he

" Then from the craggy mountain» 
The sacred shout shall fly,

Aiul shady vales and fountains 
Shsll echo the reply.

High towers and lofty dwellings 
Shall send the chorus round, 

All ballelujars “welling 
In one eternal sound."

“They Don’t Speak”
Who don’t speak? Why Mr. A. acd 

Mr- B. both members of the church of 
Christ. And there are Mrs. C. and Mrs. 
D., who meet and pass each other without a 
word of recognition. And Miss E. and 
Miss F. have had a difficulty, and they don’t 
speak.

These persons all profess lo take the sa
cred scriptures as their unerring guide, both 
jn faith and morals. They profess to es
teem the law of the Lord above rubies. 
They profess to love the cause of Christ 
more than all other causes, earnestly to de
sire the prosperity of the church and con
version of sinners. How do their profes
sions and their conduct correspond ?

Mr. A insists that he has been injured 
by Mr. B. ; and Mrs. C. has heard that 
Mrs. D. has been talking about her in an 
offensive way. Well, since all these church 
members have solemnly professed to regu
late their spirit and conduct by the Word of 
God, it is worth while to enquire whether 
it gives any directions on this subject Our 
Saviour hae given the following plain direc
tions :—• Moreover, if thy brother shall 
trespass against thee, go and tell him his 
fault between thee and him alone : il he 
shall bear thee, thou h-st gained thy bro
ther. But if be will not hear thee, then 
take with thee one or two more, that in the 
mouth of two or three witnesses, every word 
may be established. And if he shall neg
lect to hear them, tell it unto ibe church : 
but if he *all neglect to hear the church : 
let him be unto thee as an heathen and a 
publican"—( Matt xr#L 15-17).

All right, brother—that is a sublime and 
elegant faith ; but is there any bopenf doing 
anything for poor Sam Jones, who is un
washed, uncombed, and bloated with whisky
__who abuses bis family, and never offers
one act of worship to his God < Our bro
ther starts, astonished, and says, “ Save 
him !—impossible ; the devil has a bill of 
sale on him, and has had for many years."
Then how about poor Mary------ , who fell
so sadly? •• Ah, well, 1 have no hope ol 
such people." Now lock at him—he be
lieves God would convert a nation of idola
ters, but when he looked upon one poor 
sinner the faith all failed—believed God 
would some way save whole islands where 
unebastity has rule, yet shut up his heart 
from hope to save oneIn truth, in all 
that sweep of what be called faith, he did 
not look steadily upon a single man or wo
man—he did not take the case of one, and 
guaging hie sintuiness and unwonhiness, 
says, “ He, too, can be saved.” It was a 
great mass meeting of humanity, of all 
grades, all shades, yet mingled to as to lose 
all individuality in which he had hope— 
where a single pitiable object came forth 
from that serried mass, so he saw a man de
graded, polluted, and filthy, he would not 
even make an effort to save him.

How seriously that is affecting the ag
gressive movements of Christianity, the 
Lord knoweth. Society—the church—must 
do all ; the individual nothing. Also, how 
disastrous the result upon high-toned moral
ity must be apparent, for the ieciety sets 
aside the law of God, and gives in its dic
tum another rule of practice. Long ago an 
apostle said, “ They measuring themselves 
by themselves, and comparing themselves 
among themselves are not wise." Instead 
of standing alone before God, we dare not 
go without the society in which we move.

We have indulged long enough in this 
strain. We have confined our remarks to 
the principal aspects of the matter, not aim
ing to write eloquent words, bet rather ear-

Incidents of our Home Work.
Tiom the London Watchman I

The Oakhampton Circuit presents many 
opportunities for an earnest, self-denying 
evangelistic agency. As at present arranged, 
the two Ministers have to walk in the course 
of twelve months about 7,000 miles, that is, 
about 3,000 miles each. The population is 
thin, scattered, and for the most part poor. 
There are but few manufacturing towns in 
the neighbourhood, and they are greatly on 
the decline. The chief occupation is agri
cultural, and Ibe Circuit extending over a 
great part of Dartmoor, the soil is not yet 
in such a state of cultivation as to yield 
very large product in return for diligent 
culture. Every night from Sabbath to Sab
bath the Minister is engaged, in his arduous 
toil. Were the inhabitants more numerous 
these self-denying labours.might be borne 
with greater cheerfulness, hot he has to walk 
far over tortuous rugged roads to preach to 
a people exceedingly few. But lew as they 
are, were it not for Wesleyan Methodist 
agency many of the places would be left 
destitute ol the Gospel ; not that there is a 
very great want of church accommodation 
for the “ Church-going" people, but as in 
the days of Wesley so now, the ministry 
hold not the truth. The Methodist Minister, 
therefore, though with but £i0 per year, 
(which is the entire salary of the young 
man,) and though lodging in houses where 
very many discomforts, almost in the pre
sent day incredible, have to be endured, 
feels the pleasure which is peculiarly the 
heritage of one whom “ the love of Christ 
constraineth" to preach to a poor and desti
tute people “ the unsearchable riches of 
Christ.”

But one of many instances shall be fur
nished illustrative of the profound ignorance 
and wickedness of some of the natives of 
towns and villages. Having been, by the 
Conference of 18Û4, appointed to labour in 
this region of British barbarism, the Preach
er availed himself of an opportunity ol preach
ing to a greater number ol people than was 
usually bis lot, being brought together by 
what is very properly termed a “ Revel," a 
name given by the Puritans to the festivi- 
ties falling into such abase associated with 
the consecration of the Parjflh Church. He 
had in one or two places done the same 
without such scenes os the following attend
ing his zeal. The place in which the revel 
was being held was called South Zeal, about 
three-quarters of a mile distant from a field 
in Sticklepath where the sainted Wesley 
preached in his journey to and from Corn
wall, and where he was entertained by some 
pious Quakers, whose dost lies in their si
lent resting-place. Notice was gjven that 
on the day in question an open-air service 
would be held. The time came, and some 
kind hearted and able-bodied men accom
panied the Preacher to the place. With 
some difficulty he obtained permission to 
stand beside a bouse near the bridge, cross
ing a rivulet, which ran through the village. 
Here the chief of the people were assem
bled, and here the Preacher took his stand. 
After singing a hymn and offering prayer, 
without any disturbance, he announced his 
text :—“ We must all stand before the judg
ment seat of Christ." For shoot ten minutes 
the people stood and listened with respect
ful attention. But “ hard by" there were 
some “ public-booses," whose owners, feeling 
their “ craft in danger,” “ look certain lewd 
fellows of the baser sort," and came out 
with a large drum, a clarionet, tin cans, 
kettle lids, and sundry other instruments of 
music, and took their stand directly opposite 
where tbs Preacher stood. In their lory 
they shouted and “ beat up" in their most 
earnest and diabolical style. A few minâtes 
intervened before Ibe Preacher progressed.

ly passed by
the Preacher still stood on the chair and 
spoke to the multitude, and the “ baser sort," 
seeing that they could not succeed with noise,
cried out,—“ Let’s push ihe d------ down,"
others cried, “ Pitch him into the river ;” 
and making one general rush, sudden, and 
violent, they pitched him from tne chair, 
and be must lave gone into the brook, had 
not a strong and kind friend stood at his 
back and caught him as he fell. They then 
rushed upon him. He warned them ol the 
power of the law, in case of violence ; they 
then said, “ Donl’t strike him, but push the
d------ ouL" They commenced pushing ; and
having a good supply of courage and of tracts, 
as they pushed he distributed hi» tracts and 
spoke to all who were near. In this way 
he worked his way among the crowd, nil 
nil his tracts were gone. During this time, 
one very tall man, whose hands were hard 
as horn, came, with a pint cup in his hand, 
and struck the Preacher violently on his 
forehead The pain was only momentary, 
and no evil was telL Another old man, pale 
with passion and foaming in lury, stretched 
out his stick, and threatened “to split the
d------ "s skull;" but a hand stronger than
Lis held back the blow, for, though he tried 
to strike three times, he was not allowed to 
do it once. This man afterwards said, “ he 
didn’t know how it was,—he wanted to 
strike him, hut he couldn’t somehow or 
other.” Again he came, and many others, 
and threatened very great violence, but, 
calm in the assurance of the protection oi 
God, the Preacher simply replied, “ he had 
learned not to fear them who can kill the 
body, and alter that have no more tiiat they 
can do ; but he feared him who, alter he 
had lulled, had power to cast into belb"— 
Again they strove to crush him, if possible, 
but be escaped out of their hands, still speak
ing of the different feelings with which they 
would think of (hat uproar on a bed of death, 
and at the day of judgment.

Alter much riot, ihc parish cotittabie 
came, for some one, unknown lo the Preach
er, had gone for him, and said “ Well, Sir, 
what do you want mo for? Whom do 
you charge ?" The reply was, that the 
Preacher had not sent for him, nor did he 
seek to injure any man, nor would he put 
any in charge ; but since he had come, he 
charged him, in the Queen’s name, to pro- 
tect trom violence one who was in the dis
charge of his duty to God and man without 
any breach of the law of the land. He said 
he would protect. He was then desired to 
conduct the Preacher to the School-room a 
short distance ofl', whither lie went with 
many others, whom he invited to follow, 
singing “ Sinners, will you go with me," See. 
Flie School-room, built and supported by a 
devoted lady in Ibe adjoining village,was fill
ed with attentive hearers. Here the service 
was continued for a short time, many wept 
tears of deep grief, and cried cut for mercy. 
Some went away resolving to give their 
hearts to God. The Preacher afterwards 
learned that several heroic friends of the 
lair sex had received heavy blows in defend
ing him, and some men also. Some who 
had been very wroth, a month or two after 
were seized with sickness which brought 
them to the grave, expressing their sorrow 
and wishing the Preacher’s forgiveness for 
their conduct. Two or three’ became con
vinced of sin—one sought and found salva
tion and shortly died in the Lord. Many 
incidents, some painful, and others pleasing, 
have since come to the Preacher’s know
ledge. An old disciple, the next day, was 
carried from the same village to his grave, 
when another address was given whilst the 
coffin was before the door, and listened to 
in silent respect. Some said it was of no 
use, “ they thought they had done for him 
and he would never show his face there 
again, but there he was, there was no driv
ing him."

It was pleasing to see these same men 
afterwards in the little chapel with others 
listening to the words of life. But would it 
have been thought that so late as the year 
18Ô4 such would have transpired ? If the 
times in which our forefathers lived were 
times of ignorance, persecution, and trial, 
alas ! there are places as heathen at home 
now as there were then, call for an agency 
willing to suffer self-deoia! in forms as paiu- 
ful and as numerous as did they. The 
truthfulness of the above account may be 
verified. The writer of this account was 
the Preacher in question, and who has in 
that Circuit proved the power of divine 
grace to sustain, amid much kindness of 
heart, the many privations which any Mi
nister must make up his mind to experience 
in such spheres of Christian toil. If the 
people are poor they are exceedingly grate
ful and kind, in many instances beyond 
their means. Take away from, them Metho
dist agency and you leave them for the roost 
part in darkness which may be felt.

v synmhonies of
silveMfolls ; but 

thunder cloud 
upon the deep, no trumpet sounding to the 
battle, nothing to stir and stimulate the soul 
though there was much to soothe and fasci
nate the hearer. The manner was suited 
to the matter—gentle, winning, faultless, ex
cept that it was rather line—too manifestly 
studied and artistic—lor (he pulpit ; the 
voice very pleasing, the enunciation re
markably clear and precise, the entire elocu
tion finished and elegant to the last degree. 
The great excellence of his preaching is its 
practical character ; whatever subject he 
undertakes, he is sure to turn to good ac
count. If we except Mr. Spurgeon, Cam
ming and Melville aie the most popular 
preachers in London ; but the three ought 
never to be mentioned together, lor each is 
entirely of a different type from the others. 
Dr. Gumming is, withal, a very industrious 
man ; and while presiding over one of the 
largest churches in England, manages to 
write and publish two or three volumes a 
year.— flov. Dr. Cross in Chn. Advocate.

Biographical.
MB- JOSEPH NORTH VP.

Dr. Cumming.
Sabbath morning we sought the Scotch 

Church in Crown street, where Dr. Cam
ming ministers, and has for the last twenty 
years. It Is a spacious and rather hand
some ediffice, with the pulpit on one side, 
and a deep gallery in front, and across the 
two ends. Its dimensions 1 do not kno 
but I counted eleven large windows in the 
upper tier of one side alone. Before the 
Reverend gentleman entered, the church 
was crowded to the utmost capacity b°*h 
above and below. The service commenced 
with a hymn, which was sung by the whole 

lembly, standing, without the aid of any 
instrumental accomp«nimeo1‘- **ex e 
Doctor read a lesson_from 
ment, which be followed w,th a dear com
prehensive. and even beaouful expoeiUon, 
occupying fifteen or twenty minutes. The 
p,,,^ which succeeded was appropriate,

The subject of this sketch Was born at 
Falmouth- where at an early age he pro
fessed to be a follower of Christ, and con
nected himself xvith the people ol God ; but 
of that part of his life and for several years 
subsequent we have no further information. 
He became a husband, and the father of 
three children. Two ol these are now living 
at Canning: the third has ended life’s short 
journey. He was called to shed the tears 
ol bitter bereavement, first over the lifeless 
form of a beloved wife, and then over the 
coffined remains of an amiable daughter.— 
For some, years after the former loss he 
found employment for his superior judge
ment and methanical skill in the construc
tion of several public bridges in this and the 
sister province,—to superintend these erec
tions iic located for limited periods in dif
ferent places. During this term it is pro- 
babIe that the advantages for fostering reli
gious influences were very limited ; and it 
is to be feared that even those he possessed 
were not improved, but that neglect of the 
private means of grace—scriptural reading 
meditation, watchfulnesi and prayer—de
prived the soul of spiritual power, and left 
it unprepared to resist the wiles of the 
powers of darkness.

For more than 20 years previous to bis 
decease he resided at or near Canning ; 
having again entered into the married slate 
his house was the welcome home of the 
preachers of Gospel : he contributed to their 
comfort, and prized their visits.

Whatever may have been the declension» 
in piety which hie intercourse with the 
world had tended to occasion, it became evi- 
dent that the prayer, *• Restore unto me the 
joy of thy salvation," was heard and answer
ed ; that he was reinstated into the Divine 
favor, entered again into the fold, and re
mained an accredited member of the Wes
leyan Church.

It is true his life was not faultless : irrita
bility was perhaps his besetting ein, and the 
Evil One,a ware of the peculiar temperament 
of minds, will often seek to overcome the 
believer by assailing bimTn the point where 
success will most likely attend his efforts, 
and gratify hie malice.

But for the period now under review, it 
is believed that ho generally maintained 
true Christian principle, and presented a 
corresponding character, by availing him
self of the prevalent advocacy of the Re
deemer, and receiving the application of that 
blood which makes the wounded whole ; the 
grace of God was manifested in him ; the 
cause of Jesus, and the welfare of his fellow 
men shared largely in his affections. For 
the last few years be was almost entirely 
freed from worldly care and toil ; this re
tirement affording greater opportunities for 
religious exercises, was not unimproved— 
though distant from the public worship of 
God he found it good to wait upon Him in 
secret.

During his illness, which was of short 
duration, the writer visited him once the 
interview was very satisfactory ; his soul 
resting upon the Grand Atonement was in 
peace, bis pious wife was bending over him, 
while with grateful tears they discoursed 
together of Jeeus and His love, of heaven, 
and their cherished hopes of its joys.

Ii is not always upon the “ last words" of 
the dying that we would either cradle our 
hope or gather material for i’f« shroud. A 
pious life ensures a saje death, and a happy 
entrance into the better world—but without 
a scriptural conversion no man can enter 
heaven—yet, who does not love sacredly 
to store in the treasure house of memory 
the “last words" of the dear departed who 
die in Jesus.

His last words were, " Blessed Jesus ;" 
and he was not, for God took him. He 
died at Pereaux, Feby. lUth aged 67 years.
He has left many friends who retain pleas
ing reminiscences of departed worth, and 
speak of hie honest manliness, bis sterling 
integrity, and generous hospitality—others 
recall his ekprewk*» of Christian experience 
and his fervent prayers. The respect in 
which he was held was shown on the day 
of interment when some oOO persons assem
bled at the Wesleyan Church in Canning— 
occupying the entry when the crowded pews 
could accommodate no more. The occasion 
was improved by a discourse from 2d. Cor.

i. May the surviving relatives and 
friends obtain the grace which will put them 
in possession of the assurance the text ex
presses. J.

Canning, Mardi, 1857.

DIADEKA MORRIS,

Died at Advocate on the 9th Dec. last, in 
year. She experienced theher sixtieth year. She exper 

pardoning love of God in her twentieth


