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fMtrg. powers. Some one asked Heally if he could 
swiin, his answer was, “ Like a stoic." I®was 

~ no swimmer myself, but I cannot say I was 
alarmed, although the boat was nearly full be
fore we got over, for I had arranged a mode of 
operation in my own mind, in the event of re
quiring it, which I was perfectly confident was 
feasible. I had a powerful gelding, thorough
ly trained by an old Irish trooper in the Perth 
settlement, a horse with which I 
afraid to go into the deepest slough ; for ex
perience taught me that he never missed his 
footing, and if there was any bottom to the 
hole, I knew he would fetch me out I reined 
him close to the gunwale, and stood upon it, 
ready to vault into the saddle as soon as the 
boat began to go “ tit tot," which she was al
most ready to do before we reached the shore. 
She stranded near enough for us to get out 
safely. We went on otu^ay rejoicing.

God spared us for funner toil. But after 
the lapse of 38 years the writer, the youngest 
of the group, finds himself the only survior 
of that boat load, lleally and Metcalf fell 
sudden but safely, not six months separated in 
death. Huntington lived six ’ years longer, 
and then passed away. Chamberlayne 
located and died. W'bod'hvent to the Western 
States and ended well.
fe That night we were all the guests of old 
father George Sills, who entertaned us about 
the olden times ; and his kind hearted old wife 
provided most abundantly for our bodily wants. 
Huntington, Wood and I peiformed a Sabbath 
day’s journey, the next day, while searching for 
some of the Methodist meetings along the Bay, 
and found ourselves at the house of Col. Clark, 
below Bath, for the night. That gentleman 
kept a diary and recorded all the events that 

1 occurred in the neighbourhood fur miles around, 
in so much that mothers would sometimes come 
to inquire “how old their babies were.”

I had not hul an interview with my super
intendent for the prospective y 
ing Sy appointment, although he. he had been 
my first, and was always my best beloved col
league, but now I was to encounter him. As 
I and Huntington were slowly wending our 
way through the Pittsburgh woods, he and W. 
H. Williams, riding at a rapid pace, came up 
with us, when my oars were sal 
sharp, shrill voice of Black rung in my ears, 
“How do you do, Johnny 1 We’ll have fine 
times down on the Ottawa. Plenty of cat
fish there, Johnny." Perhaps this piece of 
balderdash w-as as good a tiling as could have 
been said to me ; it set us all a laughing with 
its absurdity, and dispersed the gloom I felt 
about my appointment. That day, crossing the 
road in a fluce of woods, we saw the largest 
reptile that I ever beheld, indigenous to Can
ada—a black snake not less than twelve feet 
long and proportionately thick. I charged him 
with my powerful horse, but he managed to 
get off.

In this journey I did a foolish thing, which 
I ever after regretted—changed my powerful 
sure-footed Dick, because he was rough gaited 
when he trotted, though he was an easy horse 
to canter, for a tall, pretty Arabian Spot mare 
that I called Pussy. I gave the preacher $20 
to boot ; and before next Conference 1 was forced 
to make another ihange, and my third horse 
died in a few weeks, and I had to start anew.

I rested an afternoon and night at the housi 
of my friend Black, below Prescott, who had 
labored on the Augusta Circuit the year before. 
There was always something in Mrs. Black’s 
hospitality that went to my heart. The next 
day I left them to move en to the Circuit at 
their leisure, away around by the Cedres, <|ind 
I pushed on with the lively George Poole, 
had been our predecessor on the Ottawa : be too/lT 
also long since gone, intending to cross the 
great Alentcjo of the Glengarry country. Late 
that night we found quarters at Mr. John 
Bailey’s, of Moulinet te. We camoufter supper 
and left by sun-rise. We breakfasted 
miles forward at the house of an honest Dutch
man, Mr. Links, the last family friendlyV to 
Methodism till we reached Van-klake HilFin 
Hawkeslury. This day we had no dinner, for 
nothing eatable could be found at “ Priests 
Mills" (now Alexandra) for man or beast. We 
met a luxurious spot of clover unfenced, where 
we baited our horses. We were weary, and 
wanted to lie down on the grass and rest our
selves but we were afraid of the prevailing 
cholera, and abstained—a very foolish thing, 
for I believe a sleep in the grass warm with the 
sun would have done us good. About sun set 
I had the first sight of my future Circuit.
We reined our horses up on the brow of Van- 
klake Hill, and looked down into the valley 
of the Ottawa. It was a magnificent view, 
but the frostiness of the wind which

determined to watch for a favorable op
portunity, and the old saying that he that 
watches for a providence will not have long to 
watch, proved true in my case. At the next 
meal the swearer opposite, addressing me said : 
“ 1 say, do you ever hold forth V Not fully 
understanding his question, I seized a knife, 
and stretched out my arm, saying, “ Yes, you 
see I am holding forth now.” “ Oh,” said he, 
“ I do not mean that ; I mean do you ever 
hold forth spiritually T “ Yes," I responded, 
“ I have the honor to preach the gospel as a 
Methodist local minister, and am not ashamed 
of my calling.” “ Well,” said he, “ I thought 
so.” “ Indeed,” said I, “ why do you think 

“ From your smooth face and black 
cloak,” he responded. Now, thought I, there 
is a nail driven in the right direction. These 
men will not continue swearing now they 
know that I am a minister. A short time 
afterwards I was loaning over the bulwark of 
the vessel, and watching the motion of the 
wavft, when I felt a hand laid on my shoulder. 
On looking round to see who touched me, the 
swearer who sat opposite me at table, accosted 
me, saying : “ You said you belonged to the 
Methodists.” “Yes,” I replied, “I did.” 
“ Well," said he, “ there are

to the Bible and the Foreign Mission cause, 
and yet will look twice at a dime or a quarter
before they put it into a collection for the When Sir James Thornhill was painting the 
Temperance enterprise. Rich men leave hun- inside of the cupola of St Paul’s, he stepped 
dreds of thousands to other religious charities back one day to see the effect of his work, and 
in their wills ; but when did a man ever came, without observing it, so near the edge of 
bequeath $10,060 to a Temperance Society or the scaffolding that another step or two would 
an Inebriate Asylum 1 have proved his death. A friend who was there

5. The strangest thing of all ia that, in face and saw the danger, rushed forward 
of all the horrors of drunkenness, millions will ing up a brush, rubbed it straight over the 
dill continue to tamper with the poison, and painting. Sir James, transported with rage, 
millions of professed Christians don’t do any- sprang forward to save his work, and received 
thing to dissuade them from it !—Temperance the explanation : “Sir, by spoiling the painting 
Tracts. I have saved the life of the painter."

And lias not our heavenly Friend many times 
wrought thus to save a soul from death 1 < )ften 
>n their blind idolatry, men have walked near 
the vçyge of utter and eternal ruin. And when 
nothing else would save them, God has broken 
their reverie by some strange and startling act ; 
and when their rage and wrath was done, they 
have found that a kind heart guided the destroy
ing hand, and that mercy presided at the ruin 
of their hopes and joys. Thus does the Lord, 
in His wisdom, mar the pride of our glory ; 
but who that sees the mercy He has in view, 
would not praise Him for His goodness 1 Who 
that has felt His chastening cannot bear witness 
to His love Î Let us murmur no more at His 
chastisements ; let us rather say in the words 
of the poet,:

“ I love to see my Father’s hand,
Though oft it bears a rod ;

’Twill lead me to the promised land,
The city of my God."

THE SPOILED PAINTING.

FOUND DEAD IN TYlf.

The labour is over and done,
The sun has gone down in the west, 

The birds are asleep every one,
And the world has gone to He rest : 

Sleepers on beds of down,
'Neath cover of silk and gold,

Soft, as on roses new-blown,
Slept the great monarch af old ! 

Sleepers on mother’s breast 
Sleepers happy and warm ;

Cosey as birds in their neet,
With never a thought of harm ! 

Sleepers in garrets high,
’Neath coverlet ragged and old 

And one little sleeper all under the eky, 
Out in the night and the cold !

Alone in the wide, wide world, 
Christiess, motherless he ;

Begging or stealing to live, and whirled 
Like a waif on tne angry sea.

STREET.

and snatch-wus never

soi”
GREEK BRIGANDS.

There (s' a curious account, published in 
January, 1809, of the system of brigandage as 
it is now carried on in Greece. The pamphlet, 
written in modern Greek, is by a certain Andrew 
Moskonisco, a cavalry lieutenant. He states 
that after the fall of Constantinople, in 1453, 
and the subjugation of Greece by the Turks, 
bonds of patriots, particularly from nmon 
the tribes known as the Cleptai anti the Arma- 
toli, joined together to resist the tyrants, and, 
retreating tn the mountains and fastholds of 
nature, tuere set up a code of laws and formed 
a small but independent government in the 
midst of the conquered country. Gradually, 
however, these heroes dwindled into robbers ; 
and the warfare against tyranny became a 
spoiling of the weak. Their code of laws, as 
at present existing, is a strange mixture of bar
barity chivalry. It contains fifteen clauses, 
which are are as follows :

y looks up from the crass, 
from the lingers of night,

To welcome the birds as they pass,
And drink in fresh rivers of light ; 

Sleepers on mother's breast 
Waken to summer and mirth ;

But one little sleeper has gone to his rest, 
Never to waken on earth.

Dead—found dead in the street,
All forsaken and lorn ;

Damp from the head to the feet,
With the dews from the sweet May morn !

The dais 
Fresh

was
some great 

scoundrels in that Church.” I admitted that 
there were bad people in that Church, but 
claimed there were also a great many good 
“ Wheat and tares grow together till harvest,” 
said I. “ When you see a counterfeit sovereign 
do you conclude that all sovereigns are 
counterfeit Î Would there be any counterfeits 
if there were no genuine !” “ Well,” said he, 
“ what is the gentleman who site at your left 
at table J” I replied, he attended the Epis
copal Church, and I thought he was a vestry
man. (Tliis was the other swearer.) “ What 
is the gentleman who sits at your right t" I 
answered, “ a member of the Episcopal Church, 
and for a member of that Church (so lenient 
in its discipline) he is exemplary man. I have 
not heard a profane word, nor an indelicate re
mark from him since he came on board.” My 
shot hit him. He left me, and told the other 
passengers I had been reproving him for swear
ing. He did not swear again in my hearing 
during the passage.

At our next meal, the swejrcr on my left 
uttered a volley of oaths. I looked in his face 
with an expression of sadness. He at once 
said : “ I beg your pardon. I do not often 
swear, do I f” “ Some persons,” I replied, 
“ swear so frequently that they are not 
scions of it. Y esterday you resolved to give 
up chewing tobacco, and gave away your stock 
of tobacco. Resolve to give up swearing as 
well as chewing the weed, and you will soon 
get rid of it. It is a bad habit.” “ Well,” 
said be, “ if I swear again, jog my knee under 
the table, and I will thank you.” I did no* 
hear him swear again during the passage, and 
before we parted he gave a proof of his con
fidence by intrusting some business to my 
management, and afterwards became a valua
ble customer to the firm of which I was a 
member, and thus I gained a benefit by doing 
my duty, and lost no respect of parties re
proved.

Reader, go thou and do likewise, and He 
that has said, “ Thou shall not suffer sin on 
thy neighbor,” will bless thy labors.—Christian 
1 ntelligenccr.

ones.

Dead—for the want of a crust !
Dead—in the cold night air ! 

Dead—and under the dust, 
Without even a word of prayer, 

In the heart of the wealthiest city, 
In this most Christian land, 

Without ever a word of pity,
Or the touch of » kindly hand !

—Christian.

MOTHERS, SPEAK KINDLY.1. All treachery to be punished by cutting 
off the extremities of the traitor, as an example 
to others.

2. On a second offence, the traitor to be
killed and exposed. .

3. The rich to be captured, and not allowet 
to depart till they have paid ransom, and 
sworn not to injure the brigands by a relation 
of their adventures to the authorities.

4. The captives, if not ransomed, to be 
strangled.

5. If the ransom be short of the sum named, 
lots to be drawn whether the captive shall go 
free, having one ear cut off to show that the 
sum was deficient, or shall be killed.

6. Captives once ransomed must, if recap
tured, pay a second time.

7. All soldiers to be killed.
8. The bearers of the ransom to be respected, 

and small money to be given them on their 
departure.

9. After the ransom is paid, before the cap
tive is released, he is to be kept and enter
tained some few days, to see what manner of 
man he is ; and before he goes his beard is to 
be shaved off.

10. All robbers plotting with government 
to be killed

11. No one tv be admitted into the band as 
a member who has not previously committed a 
criminal act.

12. Should a captive escape, his keeper is to 
be held resposible, and expelled from the baud.

13. Never to steal the goats and sheep from 
the shepherds, but to pay for all taken.

14. To offer gifts at any monastery or hermit
age, by way of expiation for sin.

15. Not to be cruel to captives ; to go shares 
in everything ; and never to injure women.

§tweltony, Children catch cross tones quicker than par
rots, and itjs a much more mischievous habit. 
When mother sets the example, you will scarcely 
hear a pleasant word among the children in their 
plays with each other. Yet the discipline of 
such a family is always weak and irregular. 
The children expeefi just so much scolding be
fore they do anything they are bid, while in 

home, where the low, firm tone of the 
the decided look of hetr steady eye is 

law, they never think of disobedience, either in 
or out of sight. O mother I it is worth a great 
deal to cultivate that “excellent thing in 
woman,” a low sweet voice. If you are ever 
so much tired by the mischievous or wilful 
pranks of the little ones, speak low. It will 
be a great help to you to even try to be patient" 
and cheerful, if you cannot succeed. Anger 
makes you wretched, and your children also. 
Impatient, angry tones never did the heart good, 
but plenty of evil. Read what Solomon says 
of them, and remember he wrote with an in
spired pen. You cannot have the excuse for 
them that they lighten your burdens any ; they 
make them only ten times heavier. For your 
own, as well as your children’s sake, learn to 
speak low. Tney will remember that tone ' 
when your head is under the willows. So, too^ 
will they remember a harsh and angry tone] 
Which legacy will you leave to your children I

C
RECOLLECTIONS OF THE OLD 

OTTAWA CIRCUIT.
ear since receiv- I

BY AN EARLY INCUMBENT.

THi JOURNEY THERE.

The Conference for 1832 sat in the village 
I of Hollo well, (now Piéton), and began its 
[ âons on the 18th of August. The Annual 

Conference in those days, which, be it 
bered, was only an Executive Conference, 
usually occupied less than a week, often not 
more than four or five days. But a special call 
of the General Conference, which then consist
ed “ of all the travelling elders,” in order to 
consider the question of proposals for a union 
with the British Conference. This led to de
lay and discussion enough ; and the preachers 
did not disperse till the second Saturday after 
the Conference opened—that is, till the 18th 
of August They were so impatient to leave, 
that I recollect, as it was announced that the 
stations would be read off early in the after
noon, that we who were billeted a little out of 
the village, as I was, brought our horses sad
dled and laded to the church and tied them to 
the fence, while we went in and listened for 
our fate.

I was read off for Ottawa, not Ottawa city, 
gentle reader, (nor even the crysolis Bytown 
out of which it has since been evolved, but the 
extended settlement of the lowçr Ottawa river), 
as the colleague of the Rev. John Black. I had 
been in the bush the two years previous, and I 
had pictured to my imagination some nice fron-

far away, and in
volved a long journey, and I was far from 
strong. Besides, my heart just about that time 
Vegan<o be entangled in quite another direction 
—but no more of that. As it was, I thought 
Ottawa a hard appointment, and I wept, al
though Ixam ashamed to say it ; but it 
the only time I ever did weep over an appoint
ment.

many a | 
mother or

uted with theses-

remem-

con-

‘ V*

“I OUGHT TO HAVE ANTICIPATED 
THIS.”

A few days have passed over the grave of a 
noble young man from whoso lips fell these 
words. He had well represented the grand 
enterprise of life insurance, but neglected hie 
soul. When the physician infoimed him that 
his sudden and severe illness was fatal, and hii 
time on earth very brief, he said, with the 
deliberation of a deep and awful conviction,
“ I ought to have anticipated this ; but now it m 
to o late."

The words thrilled, the hearts of those who 
loved him and watched the ebbing life. Yes, «• , ' „ ,
he ought to have anticipated the possibility at V v T 
such a hurried departure from the scenes of ’ 
probation. O what a burden of conscious folly 
and guilt and peril extorted that confession 
from the dying man ! The number of those 
who have felt the anguish of such an awakening 
to the stupendous failure of a human soul for 
eternity the judgment day alonlUcan rcvenL 
Forever will the dreadful ought weigh down 
the lost spirit.

FIDELITY IN LITTLE THINGS.

Great virtues are rare ; the occasions far 
them are very rare ; and when they do occur, 
we are prepared for them ; we are excited by 
the grandeur of the sacrifice ; we are supported 
either by the splendor of the deed in the eyes 
of the world, or by the self complacency that 
we experience from the performance of an uiv 
common action. Little things are unforeseen; • 
they return every momeAt ; they come in - * * * 
contact with our pride, our indolence, our 
haughtiness, our readiness to take offence; 
they contradict our inclinations perpetually.
It is, however, only by fidelity in little 
things that a true and constant love to God 
can be distinguished from a passing ft 
spirit. f

•» V

SOME STRANGE THINGS.
If

BY REV. THEODORE L. CUTLER.
POWER OF WOMEN.

Dr. Adolphe Monod, that mo&t 
all the ministers of France, 
mightiest influence which exists on the earth, 
both for good and lor evil, is concealed in the 
hand of woman." She may sit as a judge or 
a senator, or fill the pulpit, or plead at the 
bar, or be diplomated in medical colleges, or 
command armies, or vote at elections, yet her 
power is greater over men who do those

over

It is a strange thing that more frequent 
rayers are not offered in public religious meet

ings for the victims of strong drink. In the 
ordinary prayers of the social meeting and of 
the pulpit, petitions are made for the rick and 
the sinful, for the poor and the needy, for the 
conversion of the heathen, and for the restora
tion of the Jews. But the poor drunkard and 
his suffering family are commonly forgotten.
We never heard a dozen ministers in all our
life who especially and fervently prayed for the things than all else, and the greatest 
reformation of the slaves of alcohol. It is quite those who deny it. What made the Greek 
too rare to hear the Christian work of Temper- soldiers braver than all others ? If there be 
ancc mentioned at all in public devotions, in 
the whole Book of Common Prayer used by our 
Episcopal brethren we do not recollect a single 
prayer for drunkards. Yet there is never a 
day in which alcohol is not destroying more 
souls than any other one evil in the community.
When Christians begin to pray for the Temper
ance cause as they do for the missiouary cause, 
they will be as ready to give and to work for 
it. God’s “ holy arm can give us the victory !”

2. There is another strange thing, and that is

eloquent of 
says: “The

V' > *■ tier circuit Ottawa was

some

n

was

truth in history, it was due to their mothers, 
sisters, and wives. They conjured them to 
conquer, or return, borne dead upon their 
shields.

1 owed this one to the good opinion of my 
presiding Elder, the Rev. Franklin Metcalf. 
He had married and become interested in the 
Ottawa country, and he meant to provide well 
for them. I felt a little like praying, “ Save 
me from my friends !” But it proved a very 
happy appointment for the time I staid. A 
connexioual emergency removed me before the 
year was out As soon as the appointments 
were read off, a troop of us were under way for 
the east

Our soldiers were patriotic during the late 
war, but who does not know that their pa
triotism was re-enforced by the women who 
presented banners and flew to the fields of 
blood with kind words and sanitary supplies.

Dr. Judson was a brave man, but the 
charming aud beautiful Ann Hazeltine, whom 
he loved, re-enforoed his bravery. The influ
ences under which John Bunyan grew up to 
manhood were not good. He was wild, 
reckless, and profane. Blit he over beard two 
women talking, not of their neighbor’s faults, 
but of Christ and their own Christian experi
ence. They arrested his attention. It result
ed in his conversion. Those two poor wo
men made John Bunyan what he was.

The power of men over women is great, 
but not so great as that of women" over men.
It is hard for a man who plunges into vice or 
error to drag his wife with him ; but easy for 
a woman to lead her husband astray. It is a
power that grows out of her nature. The Many Christians imagine that, now since 
morals of the people are in the keeping of they have believed, they must draw their 
women. What they frown upon, man will comfort from some other source, or in a dif- 
not do. Men can be saved from drunkenness forent way from what they did at first ; they 
if women set their faces against it Young turn their whole attention to themselves, their * ’ 
mi n will not drink if the young women they experiences, and their graces. Forgetting that 
love and respect frown upon it, but if they the true way of nourishing these is by keeping 
arc indifferent as to that matter, or encourage their eye upon the cross, they turn it inward 
the practice, they will.—Herald of Gospel and try to nourish them by some process at 
Lib rty. * their own devising.

came up Wiat, while some people of extra orthodoxy in 
. from it, though only the mouth of August, the church fiud fault with too much tcetotalism

I remember that the following brethren can- ma,je my jjedrt to sjni£ rac ia the sermons of certain ministers, we never
stituted the scow load at the ferry across the * have beard that tipplers or their wives make
Bay Quinte, from the Stone Mills to Adolphus- ----------- --------------- much objection to it. Liquor-drinkers seldom
town, namely : my inseperablo friend Simon SWEARING REPROVED. censure a minister of the Gospel for preaching
//aldington, who had been my neighbor the year ____ • against the intoxicating cup. Why, then, should
before; and my" fellow-lodger at Father Osser’s gome years ago, I made a passage to Eng- Temperance people do it t 
during the Conference, where our host told us land, in* one of the Cunard steamers. We 3. Is it not strange, too, that, in spite of all 
ot Jewell, Coleman and Keeler, and sang old- had a full complement of passengers, and each the wretchedness of drunk aids wives, young 
fashioned revival hymns for our entertainment ; one had his appointed seat at the table. It women are continually willing to marry men 
l-'.ra Heally, / ranklin Metcalf Charles Wood was my lot to be placed opposite a person who who are in the habit of indulging in the social
and Wyatt Chamberlayne. All the rest but was greatly addicted to swearing. On my left 1 Ladies often refuse the marriage offers
the last travelled on horse-back, f.’hamberlayne hand also sat one equally given to this wicked young men because they are too poor, or cf 

In a sulky, one of the first I ever saw. habit. I found my position a very painful one, to humble a family, or too plain in their person 
'Vo all contrived to pick into the scow, but we ami felt it my duty to reprove them, but or their manners. But only now and then one 
leaded her down almost to the gunwales. To conscious that this required créât wisdom, has good sense enough to refuse to unite heiself 
Increase the difficulty she was leaky, and her I took counsel with a brother Methodist as to with a man who will not pledge himself to total 
crew cousis. ,d of one man, and ho an old one. the best method of discharging this difficult abstinence ! We never pity the woman who 
when we were half over >vc found she took in duty. His advice was, that I should not marries a moderate drinker, when she finds
water fast, and there was no means of bailing, attempt to reprove them, lest I should do herself the wife of a sot.
i 0 °ne expressed any alarm, although all harm instead of good. I felt it was necessary d. Another strange thing still we have 
locked very grave. I think Metcalf and sev- to exorcise great caution, but could not think observed, and that is, that good, benevolent 
era! others were confident i:i their swim eing it right to sLan *2together so plain a duty. 1 1 pecpl1 give one hundred dollars cheerfully
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