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On Hearing a Clock Strike at 
Midnight

Heard you that knell f 
Sjtjies the kosll of Tie#.—

AM is tins deed ? I thought
t? ‘ teee bi" eld. '«•» true,
Aod*'end held ««oept in front.
Bat Vjf UQtkoog ns Hereules—I sew bin. 
Ors.p tbs cab, k (.11—lb. lower, it crumbled, 
And tbs lofty stone—the mouweent that marked 
The gram of fallen greetn.se, ceased 
lu pompom .trais, as Time cease by—
Tee, Els das strong, end 1 had thought too strong 
For Death to grapple—but I remember now 
Hi. treed wee light—end though he moved 
At rapid rate—or trod on adamant,
His noiseless step wee never heard :
And there was something ghostly in the thought, 
That in the eiieooe of the midnight hour.
When ell was busted es death, and not esound 
Broke eu my ebambet's stillness, or awoke 
The echoes slumbering there |—in such an hour 
He trod my thember, end I heard him not.
A»d I have held my breath, end listened close 
To catch one footfall s. he glided by, 
let not a murmuring sound awoke or sighed, 
ind I have thought that One whose step 
Wee ell so noiseless, like the world unseen, 
Would e ion be It (or other wot ids than this,
Fit for high oogverae with immortal minds 
f.(.tiered by the flesh, unchained to earth, 
time', moveu^nte, eh ! how fleet and yet how 

still,
(till as A morning sunbeam when it hieeed 
the blnhing flower, but shook not e’en the 
. tears of eight,
The lingering dee-drops, from its leaves,
Sor woke the wûd bee, slumbering eo its folds.

J

Preaching in an Inn.
In a wayside inn 1 had been reading, think

ing, end waiting—end|talking a little too, for the 
landlord's wife, a restless, anxious, hard-worked 
woman, bustling out end in, had wrought upon 
my sympathies till I asked bar how she was get
ting on.

“ And perhaps," the .aid, with a gentleness 
of diction 1 bed hardly expected to hear, "I do 
not tightly understand your meaning, sir F If 
you mean the house end bushiest, it's not much 
we hate to do ; It is only now and then a stran
ger, traveling in hit even wry, comet here to 
rest, end the house it net doing much, the 
mote's the pity."

" But it's not that 1 men. How it it about 
the soul, the life within, de divine life, Christ 
in you the hope of gleryf ’

She paused in her wo*, end turning upon me 
an anxious, but thoughtful, earnest geie, the 
anewfed.

•• Ob, if that's whet you mean I would like to 
'war<but it’s little 1 hare to say.
*9Uk caret of |eveg day eat me all up, and 

scarce a minute do I gel to read, or think, or 
pray. But I believe at* know thnt God bus 
eent hit Son, and bn ia ay Saviour in whom 1 
trust"

“ That's good i and whosoever believeth in 
him shall not be confounded. Your foundation 
it surt if you art on him ; and I hope you are 
daily becoming more and more like him in heart 
and life, in word and deed."

“ You are very good to hope eo, eir, but it ie 
a poor account I ebould give if I were now cell
ed to snewer for my way of getting on toward 

Tell me eometbiag to help mo. You 
flrst one who bee spoken to me on these 

^Jgy^pe came to thia out-of-the-wey 
I wae o church member 

At away from what 
NHTÏÎfe of oTmTsomething to help me

Nik. "S. Why modi 
very muck alike, 
and dowie ol the 1

h

It hearts and lives are nil 
1 should toll you the ape 

e you would doubtleee 
"Zf end feel thst it iell^ome experience with 
youre. No one shell pluck ’them out of hi. 
hand. But the price of victory through him 
ie eoniunt struggling ox our pert. We ere to 
wsteh and prey. You believe that God eent hi. 
eon. Then it ie easy to believe that ha who 

' hie Son will, with him, freely give u. all 
thing» alee we need. You ere tempted by the 

! seres of the world | wsteh ngsinet them, lest 
they take your heart, swallow up your thoughts, 
and banish the Saviour. Others nr# tried by 
their own eioful tempers i they (get mad very 

« easily, end sin with their tongues, or in their 
hearts. Others have pride i the fashions end 
fellies of the day absorb their seals. They ere 
making no progress heavenward. And soma 
heve easily besetting sloe, which they would not 
asms to their nearest friends i sins that oat ont 
the life of the eoul, and keep the heart cold 
carnal, sod uooleeo. One bosom tin banishes 
all good. If you would have Christ with you, 
your help, your companion and friend, all sin 
muat be oaat out. You love it, but the more, 
you lova it the worse it is, and the more dange
rous and deadly. You might as well expect 
Christ to live with the devil as to abide in yon, 
while you cling to that too derliog sin. Fight 
it out. Kill it. You will, or it will be the death 
of you.”

•• You talk to me, sir, at if you bad known 
me always, for 1 heve sll then inward conflicts 
year after yeer, sod sash temptetioni as yon do 
not know ; but ell thst you eay meets my oaso, 
and helps me already. You enjoy religion, 1 
tm sure."

" Ki joyment, my dwr woman, ie of very 
little account in this tmrld. If it comes after 

* being good and deisg®od it it well, and Ood 
he thanked for til weget of it. But thst is 
nothing now ; erjoyetnt is to be oure when the 
victory's won, end we sit down in our Father s 
kingdom. To-dsy we are not our ewo, but hie 
who bought us with He blood to bo servants of 
God. To overcome *e world, the flash, and the 
devil i to live by fsilk on the Sen of Ood t to go

“ No, no ; go on r
But 1 said no more. Thinking that the Mas

ter oooa preached to ooe women only, end thst 
s blessing followed, I resumed my reading with 
the quiet hope that this short discourse would 
net be altogether lost.—A'*» Fork Ob terrier,

Do you pray for your Pastor.
A lady who wee complaining of the remueoeee 

of her pastor, end that eon did not eojoy hie 
preaching, wee asked by an elderly gentleman 
present, Do you prof for ycur pastor F‘ Hsr 
reply that aha « bad aot thought of that,’ is but 
s feet in regard to many other Christiana.

Have you not been in » praying circle where 
supplication wae made for many other objscU, 
near and remote, but no rt quest offered for the 
overburdened, enxieue pastor ? And yet does 
he not heve temptations to struggle ageioet F 
oar re to ' gnaw upon the brain,' and above all the 
weighty responsibility of the scale of hie charge F 

Two or three years since, a minister eat in hie 
study, eed end dispirited, end nearly decid
ed to abandon hie woik io that place, feeling 
that hie labors were fruitless end unappreciat
ed. In the next room, two or three little girl» 
were playing. Bye-end-bye be thought be heard 
the voice of prayer, and listening closely, this 
petition fell os hie ear, • God blase our deer 
pastor !" Much meved, he took up bit bet to 
attend the afternooe prayer-meeting, end while 
there a voice under end earnest,wae heard again 
pleading for the shepherd of the sheep. A fur 
service, there were tears to be seen in the pee
ler's eyes, but else » new resolve, e more fixed 
purpose | and that prayer wae the bringing of 
the most precious levival ever known in that 
church. *

Header, do you see faulu in your pastor, end 
do you fail to recette the benefit» which"you de
sire from bis mioististioos F Prop (or him I 
You do not know bow it will warm your heart 
towards him. He will begin to see your added 
inUreet, end it will eeive as »n excellent stimu
las in the study !

Don't find ftult with him, but love him end 
prey for him !— 8. 8. Tima.

The Conflict with Doubt.
It it an seful moment, when the soul begins 

to find that the props on which it bet blindly 
rested so long are, many of them rotten, end 
begins to suspect them «11 ; when it begins to feel 
the nothingness of many of the traditionary 
opinione.which have keen received with implicit 
confidents ; end in the horrible insecurity begins 
to doubt whether there be any thing to believe 
at ell. It ie an awful hour—let him who has 
patted through it aey hew awful—when this life 
hat lost its meaning, end seems shriveled Into 
a span ; when the grave appears to be the end 
of sll, human goodness nothing but a name, 
and the sky above this universe a deed expense, 
black with the void from which God himself has 
disappeared. In this fearful loneliness of spirit 
when those who should hive been hie friends 
and counselor! only frown upon hie misgiving!, 
and profanely bid him strife doebts, which, for 
aught he knows, may arise from the fountain of 
truth itsWf—to extinguish, as e glare from bell, 
that which, for eught he knows, m»y be light 
from he ween—sod every thing seems wrapt in 
hideous eneertsioty—I koow of but one way in 
whieh a mm may come forth from hit agony 
sesthelste ; it it by holdirg fast to those things 
which he knows to be tiue—holding on to 
Christ.

i

about doing good, bring the i in as
which was also in Christ Jeans, end so Using to 
glorify our Father lo heaven i that is the work 
of the pissent, end joy is the harvest at the end. 
1 do enjoy the service of Him whose yoke is 
••«y I anfl the only burden thnt wns very heavy 
was not see that be iapoeed. Yew enjoyment 
it not la fighting usinât six. bet If yen flght on 
you will «setMaly * , sietory te be etiehsnud 
with psalm sad en^. But I am 
will stop."

Jeeoe our Divine Saviour.
Whet a void, what a went existe in the Uni

tarian dor'-—" f How much of the beautiful 
simplicity-of Christianity it teken away from our 
faith by the lowering of Christ to the character 
of • win man. An exceedingly good men 
they tell ns, but withal a mere men. One 
ohoeen of God to be t perfect example of un- 

avering obedience toward himself ; given pow
er to work mireelee end introduce e new dispen
sation wherein Jew end Gentile ere alike taught 
that according *» they here live they eheU be 
rewarded end punished hereafter.

Yet in their own assertions this doctrine car
ries its refutation. Claiming Jesus of Nssireth 
to be no less subject to the prejudices end ig
norance of human nature then wee Peter, David, 
Abraham, or Adam, why have these latter never 
approached even the shadow of the former’s 
sinless life F The apostles strove after e perfect 
walk | they suffered persecution aud manyrdi 
for the truth's sake i why did they not attain et 
lssst unto tbs Net «rent's height of purity since 
he wet tot less s men nor more s God F Why 
should God choose one only of those struggling 
psinet the temptations of tin end permit him 
to stand unblemished F If we ere told that this 
it God's merciful arrangement, permitting one 

to atone for the tint of many, still there ie 
ex inconsistency in this method of atonement of 
which eut wise Creator ie incapable. " All 
have tinned," eaith the unerring Book , end 
i«ye the Unitarian : and if Jesus the ton of Mary 
be likewise born in tin how it it possible for a 
part of that weak nature to expiate the crime of 
the whole. God is e just God, else not e judge.

Then ws ask ia whet dost this expiation eon- 
sh tf It is answered, “ In the herd, toilsome 
life of Christ, together with hit ignominious 
death." And yet if hs b# not divine we must 
needs feel s torturing sense of the imperfection 
of all oer manifold line being atoned for. For 
bfiw do we know that the poverty and degrada
tion of thie good man it not one of the many 
oeeurreseee of nature ; surely it it naturel that 
tka poor carpenter's ton should not be rich, but 
brneolous end godlike that the All Fether*e 
Son should stoop to men’s estate, end an tx- 
oJlion of infinite, divine love that he should 
Stoop to the poverty of ti^et estate. Hey, men 
gas formed in the image of God, but he fell too 

v to raise bimtelf i that power belong» only to 
ivisity i and Divinity wae merciful, seme, and 
rod ns. Such mercy is consistent with justice. 
0 Unitarian may pray if he will—" God we 

thee that thou best made this vils human- 
two saviour," but we would rather prey, 
our Saviour, we thank thee.” 
e seeming to leer the sacrilege ofAfter- 
I the Christ, still worship him wms^XstAe 

wdrebipe the Madone*-'
I rjpon at the link conneoi 

d Heathendom i there ft still another link 
t *ltbe worship of the Messiah at. a mere 
f “The Infidel endorses," says Jeremy Tay

lor, “ e motion without s mover, e circle with
out n center, effect without s cause, a thing form-. 
ed without s former, time without eternity." The 
Humanitarian endorses redemption without e re
deemer, salvation without e savior, a sacrifice 
without » lamb. Reviewing the principles of thie 
faith we feel that to believe in them we should 
wander such a distance from our Heavenly Fa
ther as to make return difficult.

To feel thst the Holy Trinity gave no pert of 
itself towards human rsdempiim, in very love 
would be to build • barrier between the Greet 
White Throne end our panting s oult that should 
never be over-leaped. To feel that it wee not in
deed the Holy Cariet’e srme thnt encircled little 
children, would be to let them die in deep des
pair i for then it was not God that said, “Of 
such is the kingdom of heaven.” In vain may 
we touch the hem of any human garment, there 
it no virtue in men to go forth end heel us. We 
era tick, end there it no helm found among tbs 
world's growths, no physicien among the child
ren of men. But “ Jesus of Naiarsth peeeeth 
by," tad we mite eucb n cry ee thie to him, not 
to mere man, "Jesus, thou son of Dsvid, have 
mercy on us.” Our faith shall -esse us in that

" Christ the Mighty Maker died, 
Forman, the creature’a aiu "

—Methodist.

The God Deeerted Man.
Such wee the title of t sermon by Mr. Pun- 

•hon, published more then e year ago io the 
Methodist Recorder, London. We make the fol
lowing extract :—

‘There ie illustrated again is thie subject the 
terrible power conscience That there it in the 
world a faculty of conscience, remaining faithful 
long after other faculties had betrayed their trust, 
—like an incorruptible warder whose colleagues 
have been bribed,is e point I might fearlessly call 
upon every one of you to prove—you feel it within 
you—you know thst upon every action it holds 
its assies end pronounces its decisions. When 
the heart it renewed by grace, end the Holy 
Spirit beers its direct and glorious witness to 
adoption, the conscience becomes an occasion 
of joy, end in the witness which it bears to fidelity 
sends a thrill of gladness through the tool. 
•This is our rejoicing, the testimony of our con
science, thst in simplicity and godly sincerity, 
not with fleshy wisdom, but with the grace ol 
Ood, we bed oor conversation in theworld.’ On 
the other band, it ia impossible to exaggerate the 
terror which an scouting conscience works with
in the mind of a sinner. It bas been acutely ob
served that very much both of human misery and 
of human sinfulneas spring from the workings 
of an evil conscience. A conscience aroused but 
not appeased, may be a powerful prompter of evil- 
The turbulence of human passion mey be often 
the frantic endeavour to trifle the monitor whieh 
it cannot still And just as the main-spring of » 
watch, disordered, tende irregularity through the 
whole of its machinery, to it it impossible for the 
conscience, prince among the faculties, to de
range instead of directing the rest. And who 
shell tell the horror of the man whom en accu
sing conscience herrates F It will blench Bel- 
abaxxtr's cheek before the teer'a lips trace 
out the mystic character» which bless upon the 
well. It will startle Herod in eehen tremor, as 
he dearns the murdered John the Baptist to be 
risen from the dead. It will break up the foun
tain» of Marsh within the recent but true-e ouled 
Apostle and tend Peter out to weep bitterly for 
hie sin. It will hound the traitor Judue to hit 
dark tryst with death within the field of blood 
Andeo in the cue of Saul. Hit conscience bad 
fore-doomed him. Hit insane desire to penetrate 
the future wee but the gamblers lut ohence 
when, the wealthy fortune gone, he risks the sil
ver piece, it it to smell His greatest enemy wu 
within—the wounded Spirit, e more dreaded foe 
then ell Philietie’e armies : the doge of re
morse, more runout then the doge of war—end 
to it is always with the sinner. Speak I not 
to night to those who cso affirm it for thomulves F 
your consciences heve spoken to you, end you 
could not choose but listen. You have tried, 
perhaps, to be eu infidel, to jest sway the autho
rity from the Bible, or to bind the goverment of 
of God in slumber.

•Bet conscience bts not been deluded and bee 
pressed home upon yon the eye that ever marks 
you, end the word by which you will be tried. 
You heve tried to believe that there ie no future 
for you, that retribution it the drains of fools, 
that the worms which banquet on the clay de
vour the consequence both of men's virtue end 
of their crimes, but conscience would not let yi 
believe it, haunted in your veriest intoxication 
with the certainty of the judgment, and by her 
lacerating rebukes, raised up a hell within ee 
her aurait evidence that there is a hell be
yond. Oh, if it were possible to follow some of 
yon, ee you pace from the sanctuary to night, 
and read your ha arts—what would be written 
there ? Failing health, and broken rest, end 
clouded life, end dismal boding» of the future 
all because your consciences ate ill at eeie^aid 
burdened with lint from which no Saviour has 
annealed you. And shall it continue thus F 
Shell conscience elwtyt be e hostile and atom 
reprover F "Will yon elwtyt be in dreed of it» 
etingF or will you rather come to Him who 
will pacify it, who can still a tempest with » 
word, whether it rage upon a lake of Galilee, 
or surge end swell in s poor sinoer'e eoul F

« There it further glanced at in the subject, 
the forsaken one's despair. Is only glanced at, 
and we shall spare to do more (20 v.) The 
dreed the secret which hie fears foreboded, end 
whieh hie conscience had already pronounced, 
ie now confirmed by the words of the anointed 
one whom he bed roused from dreamless rest 
only to hear from hie nearing doom- In rever
rai of ordinary to lee, the eertsioty ie more in- 
to'ersble than suspente. There lurked perbapa, 
within him tome uncontcious hope thst the 
worst might after all be everted, end clinging to 
this spar of frail support, he had battled with 
the lotting thoughts within him, ee » drowning 
mariner buffets the fierce waves whieh, like ser
pents, hies before they swallow ; but now that 
bra died out, end despair, the usurper, throne» 
itself on the fell of a men created in the image 
of God. Oh, fetrfnl epeetecle for freemen and 
immortal» to behold I A crushed nature, e lift 
without a'hope, without n purpose, without 
• sympathy—s trampled heart through which, 
as through n beaten thoroughfare, all heavy- 
footed trials come end go—«spirit for which the 
light of the future has gone out, Oh, drop the

ieg men ; but, si we wseder witheringly away, 
let the moan become articulate, and let the 
warning fell solemnly on cor hearts, • It is 
eeil and bitter thing to sin egainet God.”
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eurtain , let the rail fall darkly to hide from u« prayers, and let not six months pass without dene, and their patient eye» ere only waiting to Jerusalem and the Home, they mey take heart,
the fearful scene. We «snort hear it ; h bar- doubling itr resources, that it ma, double its see the gets, lifted np when they wUl be dosed sod press bravely cn toward tber ’ 
rows up our inmost souls to gszs oa s despair- working force.

B. B. H , us Amer, Prose.

Wesleyan Missionary Society.

in an ecstasy of love. We grow old, but only 
that we may rehabilitate ourselves with I be g«r 
menis cf an endleas youth.

There Comee a Time.
Sr a ix AND Portugal —The movements of There comes a time when we grow old, 

the Missionaries in Spain end Portugal were re- And like a sunset down the tee, 
ported. Ia view of the probable openings in 1 Slope graded, and lha night wind eold

Comee whispering sad end chillingly |
And Iccke ere gray

mittee anxiously looks for early payment of sub

Indwelling Sin.
How can ye, in nil your confession, nod ever.- eouDtri.., and th, deficiency in the Fund,

msntol offlora «nouons era. the .«cursed thing of ^ Socifty fo, , f,„ y„„ p„,_ lh. Cde. 
which Ood abhors, eed smith obedient believers
detest, sod yet plead for k. i.fe, it. fr.Ntth.tte, ^ ud ptolBpt reait„nc, of . , lu„,
oonetnnt energy, so long et we are ia t wor collected for the Missions, and an augmentation 
W. could better beer with yon if appropriated conltibulionf in „„y fom t0 lb, Fd„ds of
• h“d or * *n *5* * “ *"•10 “ d"U'0f I the Society. The attention of Ministers, Offl- 
tb. term of life I but whocaubenryour pl.ra for Mr, CoUtctor,i „d Kri,Djl| it „.p,«fuiiy ,od 
the necessary continuance of *ia in the heart r j 
Is it not enough that thie murderer of Christ end 
nil mankind rambles about tb# wells of the oily t
Will ye still insinuate that ha must hive the 
citadel to the last and keep it garrisoned with 
filthy lasts, base affamions, bed tempers, or ■ Di- 
sboloniane,' who, like prisoners show tbsmteieee 
at the gate,1 like snakes, tosd», and wild beasts, 
srnj the fiercer for being confined ?’ Who his 
taoght you to represent Cnrist te the keeper, end 
not the destroyer, of our corruption» F If believ
ers are truly willing to get rid of tin, but cannot, 
because Christ has bolted their heart» with en 
adamantine decree which prevent» tin from be. 
ing turned out} if he ties irrevocably given 
leave to indwelling sin to quarter for life in every 
Christian’» heart, at th# King of France in the 
lest century gave leave to hie dragoon» to quar
ter for tome months in the houses of the poor 
oppressed protestante—who doe» not tee that 
Christ mey be celled the protector of Indwelling 
tin rather then He enetnyV—f teteher.

gUligiom Initliigmt.
The Spanlxh Revolution.

rxou THE CUKISTfXN STAND TUlST.
The easy accomplishment of the revolution in 

Spain, speaks tbs extent end depth ol the popu
lar hatred of the displaced government. The 
heart of the nation bed long been awaiting such 
en event, end went with k when it came. Hence 
it was so swift end to nearly blcodltse. The 
government knew that a universal popular de
testation waa the it. spiring element of that re
volt, and that the popular will catied with it a 
power which it would be madness to face. 
Nothing remained for the lest reigning Bourbon 
but to obey the common doom of the dynasty, 
flee her kingdom, hurl beck the brutum fulmen 
of e protest, end join the French end Italian 
breeches of the family id the common alms
house of the broken-down race, Rome. The 
thirty thousand soldiers that she bad promis
ed to send to the Pope’s eid, tent her there, 
end will themteleet ttsy at borne to insure to 
Spain a Spanish in piece of a Romish govern
ment.

It is true there were enough other abueee to 
be complained of, but there can be no queetiin 
of the prominence of thie one which the Junta 
proclaims abolished, Religious intolerance. It 
was rot alone that Romanism was the State re
ligion, but the Evangelical forms of religion 
were laid under the ban.

Now the about of jubilee gees up, “ Religious 
liberty it guaranteed !" It ie » joyous acclama
tion, end right heartily we contribute our voice 
to it, for no feature of the revolution is more 
obvious than that Ood it here, as usual, using 
the policies and powers of the world for the 
opening of » doer for the eotrance of •tlva'.loo.

Still, it ia with Spain an hour of criai»—an 
hour for solemn concern respecting ite epiti ual 
future. Religiously as well at politically, the 
nation is now in a transitional state. The 
transition it, we know from what, but we trem
ble over the question, to what ? With the great 
mats of the Spanish people, the longing for re
ligious liberty is «imply a wearineaa of the op
pressions of Romanism. They spring to the op
portunity to cut eff the priestly domination, but 
toey have no conception of the liberty wherewith 
Christ makes Hit people free. Here and there 
it an isolated cite of true Eeangelical asp ration. 
Tnere are many points where, in spite of Romish 
vigilance, the good seed of the Word has been 
quietly dropped and baa taken root. These, 
under eelive Christian effort, may become nuclei 
tor Christian societies, end radiating pointe for 
each enterprise as shall meet the criait.

But to tit idly by, expecting the Spanish 
people to fly into the arms of » pure Christian
ity, because they are fleeing from Rome, will be 
e fetal mistake. With no sanctified element to 
guide their reason, the lose of faith in religion 
ea such. It wee to in France, at the close of the 
last century, when the revolution there broke 
the power of Rome. No Etengelicel Church 
sprang into the breech with Bible», missionaries, 
colporteurs, prayer, and faith. The crisis wet 
left to lake ears of itself. We know what fol
lowed. The nation made the whole leap from 
Popery to infidelity, and the latter so wrought 
ite own way with the public peace that—tad at 
it is to eay it !—the world felt e tents of relief 
when the Romish altera were restored.

Thie it the peril of the hour with Spain. That 
there will be » great outward stampede from 
Romaniem, it hardly to be questioned. We do 
not tey that it will be universal, or at first carry 
with it even a majority of the people. It will 
probably be e reproduction ol the morement in 
Italy, where, with many of the people, the 
Romish revolt ie rather e political than a re
ligions one, but where the cumbers who turn 
their backs upon the Popish altars tre^pofficient- 
ly great, and increasing, to employ the Evsnge- 
ical force which to-day ie felt throughout the 
kingdom as the harbinger of ite spiritual regene
ration. •

So in Spain, Rotnshirm, as tie prevalent ee- 
ligion, may wear sway elowiy j menr.jeho bear 

‘V ' - * Tc*

earnestly requested to this importent subject.
Finance —The monthly Financial Statement 

showed thst the Expenditure continuée to be as 
last year, and that there bed been » diminution 
in Receipts in the items of Legacies end Lapsed 
Annuities, and en increase io Circuit Receipts.

The Rev. Thomas Hodson—The Rev. Tbos. 
Hudson, Chairmen of the Mysore District, took 
leave of the Committee. The Indian Mission
aries who were present in the Committee took 
pert io the conversation, end Mr. Hodson re
ceived from the President end Secretaries, end 
other member» of the Committee, the assurance 
of their confidence, and their prayerful interest 
in his welfare and the success of his work. Al
lusions were made to the vast changes, almost 
miracul-ae, which have taken place among the 
nations of Indis since Mr. Hodson was first ap
pointed as a Missionary to that couotry forty 
years • t the enlightenment of the native mind, 
anu .-v — i-equent abandonment of idolatry by 
large numb-r- ; ‘"he formation ol the Society 
called the Brahmc-Somij ; the progress of fe
male education ; the alterations io the practice 
end the lews of marriage, and in the laws of in
heritance, &o. j ell resulting directly or indirectly 
Irom Missionary labour and influence. Mr. 
Hodaon wet then commended to God in earnest 
prayer by the Rev. E. J. Robinson.

“ Quarteblt Pape»."—The view of the 
Mission premises in Calcutta occupies the first 
page of the " Quarterly Paper” for December. 
The history of India, frem 1766 to 1760, the 
letter the yeer of the horrible tragedy of the 
“Black Hole " ol Calcutta, ia the most mar
vellous in the reculer hisloiy of the world. 
Some progress is reported in Calcutta ; but 
whet are ell the Christie» agencies there com
pared with the wants of the test population F

An advocate of Mission», in » recent publica
tion, emphatically asks four question», whick he 
calls “ The four Whoa j” v s., “ Who will go to 
heathen lands F " “ Who will give for the sup
port of Missions F” "Who will pray for Mis
sionary success F" “ Who will work as collec
tors end advocates of this cause F” Lit our 
readers ponder these questions, end answer 
them, si they can answer to God.

Central UtisttUsng.

rule mey patronise its priesthood,‘*MFbe- T<*ad 
in the confessional j but the rdfcr ftwMSit sMN be 
sufficiently rapid to mike » greet open «filer ios 
Evangelism. God he» done His work# raMifig 
thst door wide open. It rtnlaini for Ike Smith That girl’s 
to face the crisis, end to meet thie rush, - ont testess,
alter it bat paused all the way over te 
godleesnese, but at the threshold of the exodus,
end Spain is saved.

A grant work opens before the Amène an and 
Foreign Okrtri an Union ! It must take held 
•f it | let tb 4e the verdict of the Church. It 

4 ! Bo let.as gird it with our

Growing Old.
We perused an article in one of our ex- 

change» the other day under the above caption, 
in which the writer lamented the inevitable de
cree that eete upon the mile-stone of the years 
behind us, brings ua nearer to the «lient close 
of our journey. To us the thought suggested e 
different train ol reflection. We do not feel 
that it it » ted thing to grow old.

As we go forward and meet the years, each ie 
• messenger that tells us 1 pleasant story of the 
lend lo which we have taken up our pilgrimage, 
end though we miy not lay hands upon them 
end detain them, yet they imbue ue with very 
happy thoughts and pleasant memories, and 
cloths each coming messenger in n halo-like 
garment of «mile» end beauty. The journey 
of life is but short, but it it long enough 
to leech us the idleness and littleness 
of things earthly, end that our earthly 
tabernacle ie far too narrow to bold io thrall 
that invisible fire of immortality that puisse 
through our being or even permit it to thine 
forth in that brilliancy that it eo much longs for.

Life ie beautiful, but it is only beautiful ee a 
panorama that moves on to the great and final 
climax, when the curtains of eternity are drawn, 
and the marvelous beauty of the universe opens 
with its endless vistas of glory upon our en
larged sight, and then dreamt of the put are 
veiled from view in piece ol the never ending 
present. The boy, the sword, end the toy make 
up the sum of our existence, for the young end 
the old are nearest heaven. Prattling childhood 
end silver age walk bend in hind, end laugh at 
the gamboling limbe end make pretty epeechte 
to the bright birds and butterflies, for the value 
of Time it bat » mist to the right end to the 
left of them, end lore end innocence stand like 
cherubs by the cradle of the grave.

It ie only when we ere among the tropical 
clouds of the middle passage of life tbit we ut
terly forget tbe emblems of innocence end turn 
the edge of the sword eg ainsi the unwarriag 
trmiet of beauty, and this we do out of very 
blindneis, for when we pass tbe mountain sum
mit and go down the gentle plein toward the 
gold end amethyst pillars of tbe «uneet, we cut 
the sword behind us and reach forth for tbe 
flowers that wave end beckcn ue onward.

There is nothing more touching end beautiful 
than age. Tee btnt form, the feeble, tottering 
step, the dimmed eye, and the childlike confi
dence tf the aged «peek to every heart, not 
deed to every human emotion, with a wonderful 
power end pathos. We do not envy the feel
ing» cf that person whet can eay e alighting 
v^ord to or of the aged cf every condition of life, 
laud whose strong hand it not held out to thso 
pt every rough corner ar.d every narrow cross
ing. Not many days since we taw a bright and 
beahtifnl girl, having almost tbe form and sem
blance of an angel, rudely jostle • poor, de- 
erepM old dense on the sidewalk, and tell her ia 

of petulance to keep out of her wey.— 
pee will yet be dim end lus- 
bir round shoulders bent 

if years and burdens of life, 
is cold eed ebeeured with 

herself, ia the 
oBm with • sui
ted cherished, 

aged an first deserv- 
thsir share of tht bar-

As winter's day,
And eyes of saddest blue behold 

Tbs lessu sll weary drift sway,
And lips of faded sural say :

" There comes » time when we grow old.”

There comes e time when joyous hearts,
Which leap te leaped the laughing main,

Are dead to all sate memory,
Ae prisoner! in his dungeon chain j 

And dawn of day 
Hath peued away.

The moon hath unto dukneu rolled,
And by the embers wen and gray,
I bear a voice in whiiper say :

“ There comes a tims when we grow old.”

There comes a time when manhood's prime.
Is shrouded in the mist of years :

And beauty fading like a dream,
Hath passed away ia silent tears ;

And then how dark !
But, oh, tbe spark

That kindled youth to hues of gold.
Still buret with clear end steady rey j 
And fond affections, lingering, eay :

" There comee a lime when we grow old."

There oomei » time when laughing spring 
And golden summer cease to be ;

And we put on the autumn robe,
To treed the lest declivity :]

But now the slope,
With rosy Hope,

Beyond the sunset we behold,
Another dawn with fairer light ;
While wetchere whisper through the night :

'• There it no time when we grow old."

" That's the p lessen test solution of a.!,” said 
the s-phyr, after hit usual meditatire paure .

but perhaps it isn't the true one ; end l went 
the true oie. So I think I'll eek again.' ^

" What ere the belle laying F *
*• They are regretting former deys," rep lied a 

felling leaf, jnet ready to drop from its stem. 
•' Calling back the peat, and lamenting because 
the past Hikes no tweponie. They are telling 
of beautiful faces once accustomed to enter 
through the cathedral door i and glorious sun
sets, whose beams fell athwart the old stained 
windows ; end sweet voices that, ialouing or 
chanting, re-echoed from aisle to aisle i end 
their tone it mournful, because eli these things 
—feces, sunset, roicee—art gone i forever gone."

And the leaf, ite short summer spent, fell from 
the tree ; Boating sadly away, to mingle with 
the mould.

Tbe aepbyr was sorry i but he felt that he had 
oo time, just now, lo watte in useleet lamenta
tions. The leefe solution did not appssr to him 
to be more reliable then the rest ; nod he hee- 
tened to rt iterate bis question :

" What are the belle saying ? "
" They are saying thst God it good,” cried a 

hippy sunbeam—” good, and glorious, and om
nipotent, end full of love ; always watching over 
Hit world, as s father over bit children, end 
welling lo bless it evermore. They ere record
ing His mercies, celling on men to acknowledge 
them, to rejoice in them, and to be thankful."

This answer pleased the sephyt ; but he felt 
: still unconvinced. Suddenly, however, a gleam 
' uf light broke forth on hie perplexities.

“ Ah !" he exclaimed, •• 1 tee bow1 it it !
I You heve all answered out of your own hearts, 
not out of the belle." Thia cathedral close ie 
a pnisling piece ; there ere so many different 
voices, each one inclined to think itself right, 
end the other» in consequence wrong. How
ever, what I went is truth, not opinion i yet bow 
shall 1 know where truth lie» F 1 think l’U just 
go up into the belfry and nek the bells them
selves." , ,

Bo away—even to the very aeweq,ef tbe 
sounds, whose meaning he erased—floated the 
unhappy little sephyr ; to be satisfied at last.

with the 
eid if her lift 
clouds, it will 
bloom of youth, 
cidal band. Of 
end kindly carsd 
ing, for they have

What Are the Bells Saying ?
" What are the bells saying ? ” asked an in

quisitive little sephyr, as be hovered about in 
tb# height» of the elms, gently stirring tbe leaves, 
every now end then, in s Isay, make-believe 
kind of way. Hard by, on old cathedral reared 
ite gray end time-worn Welle ; end the day be
ing, for tome causa or ether, ooe of public re
joicing, the belle wet# ringing their fullest peal i 
at though actions to remind the people of the 
town thnt they east put their woik sway for a 
time, and keep high festival. But the xephyr, 
who knew nothing, and cared «till leas—if pos
sible—about national affaire, fell hima-lf utterly 
unable to account (or thia uowonud burst el 
eloquence.

" What a-e the belle saying ?" he caked again , 
rather impatiently thia time.

“ Baying ! " exclaimed a solemn jackdaw, who 
had overheard tbe inquiry—“ Baying I Well ! 
really 1 begin lo thick that absurd questions 
will never oeee*. They are saying nothing at 
all, only making s noie». What ehnnld they 
say F"

The ispbyr pondered awhile over this sage 
reply, rustling the leave», meanwhile, hone Lee» 
of habit. But the jackdaw's idee» wg the sub
ject did not content him ; end presently he
asked again :

“ Whet nse the belle saying F"
“ They ere saying thnt time is abort, “ said 

e grave old rook, perched high on n quaint 
gurgoyle : " That time it ehoit ; and further, 
* bet eternity is long. They ere speaking ol 
death, and change, and decay | they are warn
ing those people down there to heve done with 
trifles, end to get reedy at once for the grave, 
end for the world which lies beyond it. But the 
people are foolish, I am afraid, for they don't 
seem to attend, or to take alarm, or eat about 
mending their weyt, while they have time."

" Deer 1 dear ! ” exclaimed the sephyr :— 
“ Tais Is tedly punliog ! Now which am I to 
believe of theta very opposite accounts F II 1 
dared to trust to my own judgment, I should 
believe the rook ; but that ia exactly whet I am 
afraid to do. I must see what the rest of the 
world think about it" Bo again he inquired :

“ Whet ire the belle saying F "
" They are telling ue to be merry, one end 

ell I " cried two bright butterflies, who were 
cheting each other to end fro, their yellow wings 
glittering in the sunshine : " To make the beet 
use of thie fine weather, end, while we can, re
joice. They ere calling to everybody end every
thing to ting and dance, and fly about, and be 
cheerful | and they ere wishing, ro doubt, that 
they could get out into the open air, and amuse 
themselves, like us. For my pert, I wonder how 
they cen chime on so merrily, cooped up in that 
musty old piece ell day."

A wey the voce tile butterflies flew ; end again 
the sephyr pondered. But apparently he felt 
that tbe truth was still hidden from him, for sre 
long the same question cams again :

" Wbst are the bells saying F "
“ They ere say log how much there it to be 

done in the world,” said » bee, ee he bussed 
peat, " end how important it ia that everyone 
should stir himself up at ones, end find out hie 
own work, end do it- How many books remain 
to be written i end pictures to be painted ; end 
kingdoms to be conquered j end people to be 
clothed end fed ; and bivee to be stored ; before 
we allow ourselves even to drains of rest, end 
•till less of amutrmen'. They sre celling to ue 
ell—men and batata, and birds end insecte—to 
be busy, and do whet we have to do quickly and 
well."

He battened ewny to fulfil bit own teak, and 
act out bit own interpretation ; bat the xephyr 
wet not satisfied—even yet. He thought it over 
a little while, as was his custom : then once more 
inquired—rather piteously now, ee though hs 
would beseech some one or someth ieg on whose 
testimony be might certainly depend, to come 
sod answer him ;

“ What art the hpUa saying F ”
“ They art speaking of Heaven,” said a lark,

'• of thfi tight and glory there. They are advis
ing beano beings to look up to the sky, and to 
mount in heart, as I mount euty wing j thst 
so, seeing by faith the Golden City, and the New

A Womanly Deed.
A gentleman who styles himself " Tbe Wan

derer," recently furnishes tbe following to the 
Saratugian.

When the train belted at Saratoga, among the 
passengers from the Watt came » man shout 
thirty years of eg», elbowing bis way through
the crowd and hearing in his arms e child. Me 
wee a poor man i bit cloth»» were poor ; he 
looked poor. Around bit bat was tied a piece 
of toied, worn crape.'. It wae erideotiy nil the 
mourning bit eeeoty meant would permit, for 
the mother of the child nee dead. Thie men 
was rough in hie exterior, yet hie fees wee eo 
booeet one. He handled the baby npkwnrdly, 
yet there wee e tender oeee ie hie tad look that 
showed the parity of n father's less. The little 
fellow lay asleep on hie coarsely clad knee i a 
stray sunbeam glanced Meets It» tired fane. 
They were both tired, the lather end the child i 
for they had come from the Far west i aad ae 
he placed hse hard, toil-worn hand to shield k 
•rem sa» guUen rays, there wae in bis Ieoh e 
mialeew of eadeem end sure, as If his pant-up 
feetiige bad keen crowded hash into the inner 
mile, a# be heart that even lease me Id base been 
ee relief Ie the bidden nnguieb thnt wan making 
hw life n usseery.

The poos child tried ; it might be the little 
tbirg wee tired, it might be it miaeed ite mother i 
perhaps it nr bungr • ; p-rhaos it wee sick, end
it cried. The tears roll done Ita 'cht'ka | the 
father wiped away the dew drops ns they fell, 
end then tried to feed it. He war eo awkward 
with the bottle—hie had been s life of toll end 
hardship, and he knew not how to give his darl
ing its nourishment. As be made effort after 
effort to stiffs the cries end check tbe tears of h e 
motherless babe, how he mutt heve misted her 
who in hie life of labor end privation had been 
hie solace end comfort An unbidden tear start
ed to bit eye, but he brushed it quiekly iwey. 
All who taw him pitied him. At length e women 
richly apparelled, with an infant reeling on the 
lap of ite nuree betide her—aha bed been witch
ing the men,—said in a gentle tone, •' Give as# 
tbe child." Tbe poor fellow looked it her with 
a look of gratitude, for there wee a mother’s 
tenderness in her voice. With humble resigna
tion, m though it were pain to part with him, 
even tor » moment, be gave her hit boy. The 
woman took it j ite soiled clothes reetid on her 
costly silk j its tiny bead wee soon beneath her 
shawl, and in » moment all was still. Like the 
Grecian daughter who, through the iron bars 
fed her starring father, so did thia high-born 
led y from her breast feed the hungry child, and 
when on her gentle borom the little one ley in 
calm end untexed sleep aha put away the shawl.

Tbe father's heart swelled with gratitude. He 
«aid, ea • tear swelled in bit eye, sod bit voice 
was thick with emotion, “ Thank you ; III take 
him now." Then the woman’s nature -spoke 
forth, ea «be gently answered, " Not yet ; you 
will wake him," and for mile after mile that 
noble hearted women held that poor men’s child, 
and it was not until her own babe required each 
nouriabm-nt as only a mother cen give, that tbe 
gently rose and pla ;-d the stranger boy with hie 
father.

If that man never prayed before, If no aspi
ration from him went upward before this, one 
honest, truthful supplication rots from Sis soul ; 
angels bore it through the upper sir, and if ever 
truth found its way to Heaven, the Almighty 
heard the poor msn'a prayer, that He would blest 
that women. And if the spirit of the deepen 
look beck ; if they cen pierce the dark <jRd 
which bides tbeir world from our world t if from 
eternity they Mill gate on time, bow must the 
mother of thst child have rejoiced at the 
stranger's kindness to bar poor orphan : and if 
she could speak, her words would bars been 
" God bleee yon, sister."

Her (he child, with tbe nourishment it draw 
from that noble breut, grow up with tbe kindly 
nature which prompted the generous offering -, 
tad mey tbe women be long «pared to adorn e 
world which has hot few au ch ornement» ; no* 
the world, eoid m it it, will not refuse the tribute 
which it justly here, and many will yet piny,
“ Mey God blase bar."
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