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Op Hearing a Clock Strike at
Midnight.

Heard you that kpel: P

7 " Jt_was the kaell of Time.—

knew him old, 'tis true,
, and bald except in front,
¢ as Heroules—I saw him
Grasp thé cak, it fell—~the tower, it crumbled,

“No, no; goon!™

But 1 ssid no more. Thinking that the Mas-
ter oace preached to oce woman only, and that
» blessing followed, I resumed my reading with
the quiet hope that this short discourse would |
not be altogetber lost.—New York Observer,

g

Do you pray for your Pastor,
A lady who was complsiniog of the remiasoess
of her pastor, and thet sbe did not enjoy his
preaching, was asked by an elderly gentleman

lor, “ a motion without a mover, s circle with- |
out a center, effsct without a cause, a thing form-
ed without s former, time without eternity.” The

Humanitarisn endorees redemption witbout a 1

without s lamb. Reviewing the principles of tbis
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 that the Holy Trinity gave no part of
itself towards buman redemptiin, in very love
would be to build a barrier between the Great |

curtain ; let the vaii fall darkly to hide from us
the fearfal scene.

rows up our inmost souls fo gsz2 on a despair-

e- | iog mah ; but, as we wander witheringly away, |
deemer, salvation without a savior, s sscrifice lec the moan become wrficuiste, ard let the

warning fell eolemnly on cur bearts, ‘It is »n
evil and bitter thing to sia sgainst God.”

Indwelling Sin.

How can ye, in all yourconfessions and sscea-
meotal offices renounce sin, the accursed thing

pragers, sud let not s

workiog force.
B. B. H., s Amer, Press.

Wesleyan Missionary Society.

Spaix AND PoRTUGAL —The movements of
the Missionaries in Spain and Portugal were re-
! ported. In view of the probable openiugs in
| these countries, and the deficiency in the Funds
of the Bociety for a few years past, the Com-

iz months pass without )
We gannot besrit; it bar- doabling itr resources, that it may double its see the gates lifted up when they will be closed

dens, end their patient eyes are only waitiog to

in an ecstasy of love. We grow old, but only
that we may rebabilitate ourse!ves with the gar-
ments of an endless youth.

There Comes a Time.

There comes a time when we grow old,
‘ And Jike & sunset down the sea,
Siope gradaal, and the night wind cold
Comes whispering sad and chillingly;
Aud lecks are gray

Jerusalem and the Home, they may take heart,
and press bravely on toward them.”

“ That's the plessantest solution of ail,” ssid
the zepbyr, after his usual meditative pauee ;
* bat perhaps it isn't the true one ; and | want
the true ore. 8o I think I'll ssk agsin.’

“ What are tbe bells saying P "

“ They are regretting former days,” replied »
falliog leaf, just ready to drop from its etem.
* Calling back the past, and lamenting because
the past makes no response. They are telliog
of besautiful faces once accustomed to enter

through the catbedral door ; and glotious sun-
sets, whose beams fell athwart the oid stained
windows ; and sweet voices that, iatoning or
chanting, re-echoed from aisle to sisie ; and
their tone is mournful, because all these thinge
—faces, sunset, voices—are gone ; forever gone.”

And the leaf, ita short summer spent, feli from

White Throne aad our pantiag souls that should | which God 'Nw:" end 'P",hl(‘bfd""‘ !‘I:;".::
Dever be over-leaped. To feel that it was not in- | detest, and yet plesdfor is iife, its atreng 2 "
deed the Holy Carist’s sarms that encircled little | sanstant snSsgy, 80 l°°‘_ e thih wod
obildren, would be to let them die in deep des- | We could better bear wityyor if yo npp'rapuafed ‘
g : | @ band or & foot, an eye v un esr, 10 sia duting |

pair; for then it was not God that ssid, “ Ol ik be lead for)
such is the kingdom of heaven.” Ia vain may e bus of Ml | Nk wRmimeRet sy o 2

| the. necessary continusnce of sia in the beart ?|

mittee anRicusly looks for early payment of sub- As winter's day,

scriptioce, and prompt remitiance of a'l sums And eyes of saddest biue beboid
collected for the Missions, snd an sugmentation Tb.vlp.v“ all weary drift away,

of contributions in every form to the Funds of| Apnd lips of faded coral say :

the Bociety. The attention of Ministers, Offi- | « There comes s time when we grow old.”
cere, Collectors, and FrienJs, is respectfully and |

present, Du you pray for your pastor P Her
reply that she ¢ had ot thought of that,’ is bat
s fact in regssd 1o many other Christisns.

Have you not been in a praying circle where
supplication was made for many otber objects,
near and remote, but no request offered for the

And tbe jofty stone—the monument that marked
The graw of fallen greatoess, cessed

Its pompous strain, ss Time came by—

Yes, He Waa strong. snd I had thought too strong
For Desth to grapple—but I remember now
His tresd was light—and though he moved

At rapid rate—or trod on adamant,

His noitsless step was never heard :

And there was something ghostly in the thought,

That in the silence of the midnight hour,

Woen sll was husked as desth, aad not asound

Broke ou my chamber’s stilluess, or awoke

The echoes slumbering there ;—in such an bhour

He trod my chsmber, and I heard him not.

And 1 bave held my breath, and listened close

Yo catch one footfall as he glided by,

But not & murmuring sound awoke or sighed,

Aod I bave thought that One whose step

Was all 00 poiseless, like the world unseen,

Would son be fit for other woiids thes this,

Pit for high cogverse with immortal minds

{_‘ettared by the flesh, unchained to esrth.

fime’s movesgPuts, ab ! bow fleet and yet bhow
atill, -

ftill ae morning sunbeam when it kissed

foe bllishing flower, but shook not e’en the
tears of gight,

The lingering dew-drops, from its lesves,

Nor woke the wild bee, slumbering on its folds.

.

Preaching in an Inn.

In a wayside inn I had been reading, think.
ing, snd waiting—snd;talking s little too, for the
lendlord’s wife, s restless, anxious, hard-worked
woman, bustling out and in, bad wyrought upon
my sympathies till [ asked her bo# she was get-
ting on.

“ And perbaps,” she eaid, with a gentleness
of diction I had hardly expeocted to hear, “I do
sot rightly understand your meaning, sir? 1f
fou mean the bouse and business, it’s not much
we have to do; it is only now and then a stran-
ger, traveling in his own wsy, comes here to

rest, and the house is nd doing much, the
more’s the pity.”

« But it’s not that ] men. How is it about
the soul, the life within, the divive life, Christ
in you the bope of gloryf’

She paused in ber wok, snd turning upon me
su angious, but thoughiful, earnest gese, she
lnsv’cd.

« @b, if that’s what you mean I would like to
\ear/but it’s little I baye to say.

*% cares of Jevey day eat me all up, and
scarce s minute do I gel to read, or think, or
pray. But I believe ani know that God bas
sent his Son, and be is ny Saviour in whom 1
trust” .

“ That's good; and whoscever believeth in
bim sball not be confounded. Your foundation
is sure if you are on him ; and I hope you are
dhily becoming more snd more like bim in beart
and life, in word and Jeed.”

“ You are very good to hope 80, sir, but it is
8 poor account I should give if I were now call-
ed to answer for my way of getling on toward

Tell me something to help me. You
first one .who bas spoken to me on these
v e gsme to this out-of-the-way
I was & church member

far away from what

me something to belp me

r bearts and lives are all

1 should tell you the ups

yery much slike,
snd dowss of the me you would doubtless
experience with

, feel that it is tig ~ame

;’u::d No one shall ;ké\ ‘them out of bis
band. But the price of victory through him
is constant struggling on our pert. We are to
watch and pray. You believe that God sent his
Son. Then itis easy to believe that he who
gave his Son will, with bim, freely give us all
thiags else we need. You are tempted by the
cares of the world watch against them, lest
they take your heart, swallow up your tht'mghu,
end banish the Saviour. Others are tried by
their own sioful tempers ; they [get mad yery
easily, sod sin with their tougues, or in their
bearts. Otbers have pride ; the fashions and
follies of the day absorb tbeir souls. They are
making Do progress besvenward. Avd some
bave easily besetting sins, which they would not
pame to their nearsst friends ; sine that est out
the life of the soul, and keep the heart ‘oold
carnal, and unclean. One bosom sin banishee
all good. 1f you would have Christ with you,
your belp, your companion and friend, sll sin
must be oast out, You love it, but the more,
you love it the worse it is, and the more denge-
rous and deadly. You might es well expect
Chcist to live with the devil as to sbide in yos,
while you cling to that ene darliog sio. Fight
jtoat. Killit. You will, or it will be the death
of you.”

“You telk to me, sit, as if you bed knoyn
me always, for I have all these inward confliots
your after year, and sush temptations as you do
pot know ; but all'that you say meets my ocase,
snd belps me alteady. You enjoy religion, 1
sm sure.”

# Ecjoyment, my dear woman, is of very
little sccount in this 1d. If it comes after
being good and deingfood it is well, snd God
Ve thanked for all weget of it. But that is
nothing now ; etjoyment is to be ours when the
victory's won, and wesit down in our l?ubotf-
kingdom. To-day we are not our own, but his
who bought us with his blood to be servants of
God. Toovercome the world, the flesh, and the
devil; to live by faith on the Son of God ; to g0
aboat doing good, having the same mind in ue
which was aleq in Cleist Jesus, and so living to
glorify our Father inbeaven ; thet is the work
of the present, and joy is the barvest at the end.
1 do enjoy the service of Him whose yoke is
oaay ‘“ﬂoonlymnﬁﬂ'ﬂmhﬁv
Was not one that he i-p""' Your enjoyment

h“hw‘ud’.hl"m fight on
you will certeinly wiy o viotory to be celebrated
od sog,  But ] am preachiog, and

| truth itseff—to extinguish, as a glare from bell,

overburdened, spxious pastor ? And yet does
be not have temptations to struggle agaiost?
cares to * gnaw upon the brain,’ and above all the
weighty respoosibility of the souls of his charge?
Two or three years sioce, & minister sat ia his
study, sad and dispirited, snd nearly decid-
ed to abandon his work in that place, feeling
that his labors were fruitless and unspprecist-
ed. In the next room, two or three little girls
were p]"in‘, B’g.md-bye he !hought be beard
the voioe of prayer,snd listening closely, this
petition fell 0a his ¢ar, * God bless our dear
pestor !" Muoch moved, he took up his bat to
sttend the afternoos prayer-meeting, and while
there a voice tender and earnest,was heard again
pleading for the shepberd of the sheep. After
service, there were tears to be seen in the pas-
tor's eyes, but alee & new resolve, a more fixed
purpose ; acd thatprayer was the bringing of
the most precicus fevival ever kncwn in that
church, .

Reader, do you see faults in your pastor, and
do you fail to receite the benefits which“you de-
sire from bis ministrations P Pray for him!
You do not know how it will warm your heart
towards him. He will begin to see your added
interest, and it will se1ve as an excellent stimu-
lus in the study !

Don't find fault with him, but love bim end
pray for bim!—8. 8. Zimes.

The Conflict with Doubt.

It is an swful moment, when the soul begins
to find that the props on which it bas blindly
rested #0 long are, many of them rotten, and
begins to suspect them all ; when it begins to feel
the nothingness of many of the traditionary
opinions which have been received with implicit
confidence ; and in the horrible insecurity begins
to doubt whether there be any thing to believe
at all. Itis an awful hour—let him who has
passed through it say how awful—when this life
has iost its meaniog, end seems shriveled into
 span ; when the grave appears to be the end
of all, bumsn goodness nothing but a name,
snd the sky above this universe a dead expanse;
black with the void from which God himself has
disappeared. In this featful loneliness of spirit
when those who should have been bis friends
and counselors only frown upon-bhis misgivings,
and profanely bid him strife doubts, which, for
sught he knows, may arise from the fountain of

that which, for sught he knows, may be light
from beaven—sand every thing seems wrapt in
hideous pucertainty—I know of but one way in
whieh & man may come forth from his agony
scatheless ; it is by boldirg fast to those things
which be knows to be true—holding on to
Chriat.
————— .
Jesus our Divine Saviour.

What a void, what a want exists in the Uni-
tarian doet=we | How much of the besutiful
simplicit§ of Christianity is taken away from our
faith by the lowering of Christ to the charscter
of a mere man. An exceedingly good man
they tell us, but withs! & mere msn. One
ohosen of God to be a perfect example of un-
wavering obedience toward himself ; given pow-
er to work mirseles and introduce a new dispen-
sation wherein Jew and Gentile sre alike taught
that according as they bere live they shall be
rewarded and punisked hereafter.

Yet in their own assertions this dootrine car-
ries its refutation. Claiming Jesus of Nesareth
to be no less subject to the prejudjces and ig-
norance of buman nature than was Peter, David,
Abrsham, or Adam, why bave thes® |atter never
approached even the shadow of the former’s
sinless life? The aposties strove after a perfect
walk ; they euffered persecution aud martyrdom
for the truth’s sake ; wby did they not attain at
least unto the Nazarene’s beight of purity since
be was not less & man nor more a God? Why
should God choose one only of those struggling
against the temptations of sin and permit bim
to stand unblemished P If we are told that this
is God’s merciful arrangement, permitting one
man to stone for the sins of many, still there is
an inconsistency in this method of atonement of
which our wise Creator is incapable. “ All
bave sioned,” saith the unerring Book ; and so
ssys the Unitarian : and if Jesus the son of Mary
be likewise born in sin how is it possible for a
part of that weak nature to expiate the crime of
the whole. God is a just God, else not a jodge.

Then we ask in what does this expiation con-
sis t? It is snswered, “ In the hard, toilsome
life of Christ, together with bhis ignominious
death.” And yet if he be not divine we must
nbeds feel a torturing sense of the imperfection
of all our manifold sics being atomed for. For
bow do we know that the poverty and degrada-
tion of this good man is not one of the many
oscurrences of nature ; surely it is nataral that
the poer carpenter’s son should not be rich, but
giiraculous and godlike that the All Father's
Son should stoop to man’s estate, and sn ex-
plition of inflnite, divine love that he should
#toop to tbe poverty of that estate. Nay, man
#as formed in the image of God, but he feil too
Ibw to raise bimaself; that power belongs only to
Divinity ; and Divinity was mercifal, came, and
sdved us. Such mercy is consistent with justice.
The Unitarian may pray if be will—* God we
tiok thee that thou bast made this vile human-
jtf its own saviour,” but we would rather pray,
w@od, our Saviour, we thank thee.”

Some seeming to fear the sacrilege r-

joating the Christ, still worship him, v
Rimanist worships the Madonge®™ &;
is jooked upon as the link connec! e

ty snd ssthendom ; there is still another link
add it ‘B the worship of the Messiah as. & mere

we touch the bem of any buman garment, there
is Do virtue in man to go forth and healus. We
are sick, and there is no balm found smong the
world’s growths, no physician smong the child-
ren of men. But *‘ Jesus of Nagareth passeth |
by,” aad we raise such a ery se this to him, not
to mere map, ** Jesus, thou son of David, bave
mercy on us.” Oar faith sball {save us in that

“ Christ the Mighty Maker died,
For man, the creature’s sin.”

— Methodist. ;

The God Deserted Man.

Such wae the title of a sermon by Mr.
shon, published more than a year ago in the
Methodist Reccrder, London. We make the lol-.
lowisg extract : — i

“There is i'lustrated again ia this subjset the|
terrible power conscience That there is in the
world e feculty of conscience, remainiog I.itbfuli
long sfter other faculties had betrayed their uuut"
—like an incorruptible warder whose colieagues
have been bribed,is a point I might fearlessly cal!
upon every one of you to prove—jyou feel it within
you—you know that upon every action it holds
its mssizs and pronounces its decisions. When
the beart is renewed by grace, and the Holy
Spirit bears its direct and glorious witness to
adoption, the conscience becomes an occasion
of joy, and in the witness which it bears to fidelity
sends a thrill of gladness through the soul.
*This is our rejoicing, tbe testimony of our con-
science, that in -impiici’ty end godly sincerity,
not with fleehy wisdom, but with the grace of
God, we hed our conversation in theworld.” Oa
the other hand, it is impossible to exaggerate the
terror which an accasing conscience works with- |
in the mind of a sinner. It has been acutely o

of human sinfuluess spring from the workings |
of an evil conscience. A conscievce aroused but

not appeased, may be a powerful prompter of evil-
The turbulence of buman passion mey de often
the frantic endeavour to srifls the monitor which
it cannot still. And jast as the main-spring of a
watch, disordered, sends irregularity through the
whole of its machinery, 8o it is impossible for the
conscience, prince among the faculties, to de-
range instead of directing the rest. And who

shall tell the horror of the man whom an eccu-
sing conscience harrases? It will blanch Bel-
shazzar's cheek before the seer’s lips trace
out the mystic characters which blseze upon the
wall. It will startle Herod in achen tremor, as
he de¢ms the murdered John the Baptist to be
risen from the dead. It will break up the foun-
tains of Marah within the recent but trus-s ouled
Apostle and send Peter out to weep bitterly for
his sin. It will bound the traitor Judus to his
dark tryst with death within the field of blood

And s0 in the case of Saul. His conscience bad
fore-doomed him. His insane desire to penetrate
the future was but the gamblers last chance
when, the wealthy fortune gone, he risks the sil-
ver piece, it is so small, His greatest enemy was
within—the wounded Spirit, a more dreaded foe
than all Philistia’s armies: the dogs of re-
morse, more Tarious than the dogs of war—and
s0 it is always with the sinner. Speak I not
to night to those who can affirm it for themselves P
your consciences have spoken to you, and you
could not choose but listen., You have tried,
perbaps, to be an icfidel, to jest away the sutho-
rity from the Bible, or to bind the goverment of
of God in slumber.

‘But conscience bas not been deluded and bas
pressed home upon you the eye that ever marks
you, and the word by which you will be tried.
You have tried to believe that thers is no future
for you, that retribution is the dream of fools,
that the worms which banquet on the clay de-
vour the consequence both of men’s virtue and
of their crimes, but conscience would not let yqu
believe it, haunted in your veriest intoxicaflon
with the certainty of the judgme nt, and by her
lacerating rebuker, raised up & hell within se
her surest evidence that there is a hell be-
yond. Oh, if it were possible to follow some of
you, as you pass from the sanctuary to night,
and read your hearts—wkat would be written
there ? Failing health, and broken rest, and
clouded life, and dismal bodings of the future
all because your consciences are ill at ease,{ard
burdened with sine from which no Saviour has
sunealed you. And shall it continue thus?
Shall conscience always be a hostile and stern
reprover P »Will you always be in dread of its
sting P or will you rather come to Him who
will pacify it, wbo can still a tempest with a
word, whether it rage upon s lake of Galilee,
or surge and swell in & poor sinver’s soul P

« There is further glanced at in the subject,
the forsaken one’s despair. Is only glanced at,
and we shall spsre to do more (20 v.) The
dread the secret which his fears foreboded, and
which his conscience had already pronouneed,
is now confirmed by the words of the snointed
one whom be had roused from dreamiees rest
only to hear from bis nesring doom. In rever-
sal of ordinary rules, the certaioty is more in-
tolerable than suspense. There lurked perbaps,
within bim some unconicious hope that the
worst might after sli be averted, and clinging to
this spar of frail support, he had bsttled with
the tossing thoughts withia him, as s drowning
mariner buffets the flerce waves which, like ser-
pents, hiss before they swaliow ; but now that
hae died out, snd despair, the usurper, thrones
itself on the fall of a man created in the imsage
of God. Oh, fearful spectscle for freemen and
immortals to behold ! A crushed nature, a life
without a‘hope, wichout a purpese, without
& sympathy—s trampled heart through which,
88 throdgh s beaten thoroughfare, all heavy.
footed trials come and go—aspirit for which the

k""‘ “The Infidel endorses,” says Jeremy Tay-

4

light of the fature has gone out. Oh, drop the

[ Is it not enough that this raurderer of Christ and

all maokind rambles about the walls of the city P
Will ye still insiouate thet ha must have the

citadel to the last and Weep it garrisoned with |
fiithy lasts, base affsotions, bad tempers, or * Di-
sbolonians,’ who, like prisoners show themseives |
| at the gate, ¢ like snakes, toads, and wild beasts, | Ho
| are) the fiercer for being confined P’ Who bas
| taught you to represent Cariat as the keeper, and
| not the dnuoy'er., of our uorrup!ion.n Pl belia'-! part in the conversation, and Mr. Hodsca re- |
ers are truly willing to get rid of sin, but cannot, |

| because Christ has bolted their hearts with an|
Pan- | ademantine decree which prevents sin from be-
|ing turned out; if he bas irrevocably given|
[ leave to indwelling sin to quarter for life in every tasions we

Chbristian’s heart, as the King of France in the
last century gave leave to his dragoons to quar-

ter for some months in the houses of the poor
oppressed protestants—who does not see that
Christ may be called the protector of indwelling
sin rather than its enemy?— Fleicher.

Beligions Jntelligence.
The Spanish Revolution.
FROM THE CHRISTFAN STAND POINT.

The easy accomplishment of the revolution in
Spain, speaks the extent and depth of the popu-
ler hatred of the displaged goveroment. The
heart of the nation had long been awaiting such

an event, and went with it when it came. Hence
it was so swift and so mnearly blcodless. The

government knew that & universal popular de-|

testation was the irspiring element of that re-
vo't, and that the popular will caried with it a

b. | power which it would be maduess to face.|

of a protest, and join the French snd Italisn

branobes of the family 4 the comwmon slms- |

house of the broken-down race, Rome.
thirty thousand soldiers that she bad promis-
ed to send to the Pupe’s aid, eent her tlere,
and will themeelves stay st home to insure to
Spain a Spanish in place of & Romish govern-
ment.

1t is true there were enough other abuses to
be complained of, but there can be no questicn
of the prominence of this one which the Junta
proclsims sbolished, Religious intolerance. It
was rot alone that Romaniem was the State re-
ligion, but the Evangelical forms of religion
were laid under the ban.

Now the shout of jubilee goes up, ** Religicus
liberty is guaranteed !” It is & joyous acclama-
tion, and right beartily we contribute our voice
to it, for no feature of the revcolution is more
obvious than that God is bere, as usual, using
the policies and powers of the world for the
opening of a door for the entrance of salvation.

Btill, it is with Spain an hour of crisis—an
hour for solemn concern respecting its spiritual
future. Religiously as well as politically, the
pation is nmow in a transitional state. The
transition is, we know from what, but we trem-
ble over the question, to what? With the grest
mass of the Spanish people, the longing for re-
ligious liberty is simply a weariness of the op-
pressions of Romsnism. They spring to the op-
portunity to cast off the priestly domination, but
taey have no conception of the liberty wherewith
Carist makes His people free. Here and there
is an isolated case of true Evangelical asp ration,
There are many points where, in spite of Romish
vigilance, the good seed of the Word bas been
quietly dropped and has taken root. These,
under active Christian effort, may become nuclei
tor Christian societies, and radiating poin's for
such enterprise as shall meet the crisis.

But to sit idly by, expecting the Spanish
people to fly into the srms of a pure Christian-
ity, because they are flesing from Rome, will be
s fatal mistake. With no sanctified element to
guide their reason, the loss of faith in religion
as such. It was 80 in France, at the close of the
last century, when the revolution there broke
the power of Rome. No Evangelical Cbureb
sprang into the breach with Bibles, missionaries,
colporteurs, prayer, and faith. The crisis was
left to take care of itvelf. We know what fol-
lowed. The nation made the whole leap from
Popery to infidelity, and the latter s0 wrought
its own way with the public peace that—sad as
it is to say it!—the world felt a sease of relief
when the Romish altara were restored.

This is the peril of the hour with Spain. That
there will be a great outward stampedes from
Romenisem, is hardly to be questioned. We co
not say that it will be universal, or at first carry
with it even a msjority of the people. It will
probably be a reproduction of the movement io
Italy, where. with many of the people, the
Romish revolt is rather s political than a re-

ligiops one, but where the numbers who turn|

their backs upon the Popish altars are pufficient. |
ly grest, and inereating, to empioy the Evange-|
ical force which to-day is felt throughout the
kiogdom asthe barbicger of its spiritusl regens- |
ration. P )

8o in Spein, Romsnism, as the prevalent u'-“

ligion, may wesr away slowliy; mmo bear |
s unll e Toltpd |

rule may patronise its priesth b
in the confessional ; but the rusly fedmtit s be

sufficiently rapid to make a gréat optudjeoe: for|
Evangelism. God has done His work ¥ sitipg
that door wide open. - It rentuins for the Gitérch
to face thy crisis, and to méet this mlh,~6g(
sfter it has psused all the wsy over to utter
godlessness, but at the threshold of the exodus,
and Spain is saved.

A great work opens before the dmerican and
Foreign Chris*ian Union! It must take beld
of it; let tb- /be the verdiot of the Church. R
must sakel /d! Bo let us gird it with our

The |

! earnestly requested to this important subject.

{  FINANCE —The monthly Financial Statement
sbowed that the Expenditare continues to be as
last year, and that there bad been s diminution
in Receipts in the items of Legscies and Lapsed
| Annuities, and an iocrease in Circuit Receipts.
THE REv. TROMAS HODSON—The Rev. Thos.
dson, Chairman of the Mysore District, took
tlene of the Committee. Tte Indian Mission-
| aries who were present in the Committee tock

| ceived from the President and Secretariee, and
other members of the Committee, the assurance
of their confidence, and their prayerful interest
in his welfare sad the success of his work. Al-
re made to the vast changes, slmost
| miraculeus, which have taken place among the
| pations of Indis since Mr. Hodson was first ap-
| poipted as a Miesionary to that country forty
| yeare e~ : the enlightenment of the native mind,

1sequent sbandonment of idolatry by
lsrge number-; e formation of the Society
called the Brahmo-Som:j ; the progress of fe-
male education ; the alterations in the practice
and the laws of marriage, and in the laws of in-
beritsnce, &c. ; all resulting directly or indirectly
trom Missionary lebour and influence. Mr.
Hodson was then commended to God in earnest
prayer by the Rev. E. J. Robinson.

*“ QUARTERLY PAPER.”—The view of the
Mission premises in Calcutta occupies the first
page of the ** Quarterly Paper” for December.
The history of India, frcm 1756 to 1766, tbe
latter the year of the horrible tragedy of the
*“ Black Hole ” ot Calcutta, is the most mar-
vellous in the seculsr

| anu

ey

history of the world.
Some progress is reported in Calcutta; but
what are all the Christian agencies there com-

served that very much both of buman misery and | NOthing remained for the last reigning Bourbon| noreq with the wants of the vast population P
| but to cbey the common doom of the dynasty, |

An sdvocate of Missions, in a recent publica-
{ calls ** The four Whos i"v2," Who will go to
*“ Who will give for the sup-
| port of Missions P” “Who will pray for Mis-
! sionary success P” ‘* Who will work as collec-
{ tors and advocates of this cause?”

| heathen lands P”

Let our
readers ponder these questions, aud answer
them, as they can answer to God.

| Gmenl gll?:zﬂxnp. -
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Growing Old.

in which the writer lamented the inevitable de-

of our journey. To us the thought suggested o
diffsrent train of reflaction. We do not feel
that it is » sad thing to grow old.

As we go forward and meet the years, each is
& messenger thet tells us & pleasant story of the
land to which we bave taken up our pilgrimage,
and though we may not lay hands upon them
and detain them, yet they imbue us with very
bappy thoughts and pleasant memories, and
cloths each coming messenger in a halo-like
garment of smiles and beauty. The journey
of life is but ehort, butitis long enough
to teach us the idlepess and littleness
of things earthly, and that our earthly
tabernacle is far too narrow to bold in thrall
that invisible fire of immortality that pulses
through our being or even permit it to shipe
forth in that brilliancy that it so much longs for.

Life is besutiful, but it is only besutiful as a
psnorama that moves on to the great and final
climax, when the curtains of eternity are drawn,
end the marvelous beauty of the universe opens
with its endless vistas of glory upon our en-
larged sight, and then dreams of the past are
veiled from view in place of the tever ending
present. The boy, the sword, and the toy make
up the sum of our existence, for the youug and
the old are nearest heaven. Prattling childhood
and silver age walk hand in hand, and laugh st
the gamboling lambs end make pretty speechbs
to the bright birds and butterflies, for the value
of Time is but a mist to the right and to the
| left of them, ard love and innccence stand like
cherubs by the cradle of the grave.

It is only when we are among the trcpical
clouds of the middle passage of life that we ut-
terly forget the emblems of innocence and turn
the edge of the sword sgainst the unwarring
srmies of beauty, and this we do out of very
blirdness, for when we pass the mountain sum-
mit and go down the gentle plain toward the
gold and amethyst pillars of the eunset, we cast
the sword behind us and reach forth for the
flowers that wave and beckaon us onward.

There is nothing more touching and beautiful
than sge. The bent form, the feeble, tottering
step, the dimmed eye, and the childlike confi-
cence cf the aged spesk to every hesrt, not
desd to every human emotion, with & wonderful
power aud pathos. We do not envy the feel-

word to or of the aged cf every condition of life, |

. Naud whose strong band is not be!d out to thcm‘

At every rough corner ard every narrow croes. |
ing. ' Not many days dince we saw a bright and |
besutiful girl, baving almbet the form acd sem-
blance of an angel, rudely jostle a poor, de-
crepd old dame on the sidewslk, and tell her in
tones of petulence to keep out of her way.— |
“That girl's t epes will yet be dim and lus-|

1 féir round shoulders bent

clouds, it will
bloom of youth,
cidal band. Of
and kindly cared
ing, for they have

 ‘berself, ig the

alice with a sui.

#nd cherished,

aged are first deserv-
their share of the bur-

ings of that perron what can say s a!igblin‘f.“” T

| There comes a time when joycus bearts,
[ Which leap as lsaped the laughing maino,
Are dead to all save memory,
As prisoners in his dungeon chain ;
| And dawn of day
| Hath passed away,
| The moon bath unto darkness rolled,
{  And by the embers wan and gray,
| Ibear a voicein whisper say :
[ # There comes a time when we grow old.”
| There comes & time when manhood’s prime.

| Is shrouded in the mist of years :

| And beauty fading like a dream,
| Hath passed away in silent tears ;
And then how dark !
Bat, ob, the spark
| That kindled youth to hues of gold,
Siill burne with clear and steady ray;
And food sffections, lingering, say :

“ There comes a time when we grow oid.”

There comes a time when laughing spring
And golden sumnser cease to be ;
And we put on the sutumn robe,
To tread the last declivity :]
But now the slope,
With rosy Hope,
Beyond the sunset we bebold,
Another dawn with fairer light ;
While watchers whisper through the night:
* There is no time when we grow old.”

{

o —

What Are the Bells Saying ?

‘ What are the bells saying ? ” ssked an in-
quisitive little mephyr, a8 he hovered about in
the heights of the elms, gently stirring the leaves,
every now and thep, in s lesy, make-believe
kind of way. Herd by, an old cathedral reared
| its gray and time-worn walls ; and the day be-

| flee ber kingdom, hurl back the brufum fulmen | tion, empbaticelly ssks four questions, which he | ing, for some cause or other, one of public re-

joicing, the bells were ringing their fullest pes);
as though anxious to remind the people of the
| town that they must put their work away for »
| time, and keep high festival. But the zephyr,
who knew nothing, and cared still less—if pos-
sible—about national affairs, felt himseeif utterly
Iumblo to account for this uawonted barst of
| eloquence,

| * What ave the bells saying ?” he asked agsin ;
| rather impstiently thia time.

| “Baying!” exclaimed asolemn jackdaw, who

| bad overheard the inquiry—** Saying !
|really I begin to think that sbsurd guestions

|say P”

|io! babit. But the jeckdaw’s idess om the sub-
Ject Jid not content him ; and preseutly be
| asked again :

* What age the bells saying P*
| They are saying that time is short, “ said
/a grave old rook, perched high on a quaint
gurgoyle : * That time is short ; and further,

that eternity is long. They are aspeaking of
| death, and change, and decay ; they sre warn-
|ing those people down tbere to have dome with
trifles, and to get ready at once for the grave,
and for the world which lies beyond it. - But the
people are foolish, I am afreid, for they doun’t
seem to attend, or to teke alarm, or set about
mending their ways, while they have time.”

“ Dear ! desr!” exclaimed the sephyr:—
| # This is sadly puzsling ! Now which am I to
| beliave of these very opposite accounts P It |
dared to trust to my own judgment, I should
believe the rook ; but that is exactly what I am
afraid to do. I must see what the rest of the
world think about it.” 8o sgain he inquired :

“ What are the bells saying ?”

“ They are telling us to be merry, one and
all1” cried two bright butterflies, who were
chasing each other to and fro, their yellow wings
glittering in the sunsbine : * To make the best
use of this fine weather, and, while we can, re-
| joice. They are caliing to everybody snd every-
| thing to sing and dance, and fly about, and be
‘chou{ul ; and they are wishing, ro doubt, that
they could get out into the open air, and amuse
themseives, like us. For my part, | wonder how
| they can chime on so merrily, cooped up in that
| musty old plsce all day.”

Away the vocatile butterflies flew ; and again
the sephyr pondered. But spparently he felt
that tbe truth was still hidden from him, for ere
{ long the same question came sgain :

“ What are the bells sayiog 7 ”

: ** They are sayiog bow much there is to be
| done in the world,” said s bee, ss he buzzed
past, “ and how important it is that everyone
shou!d stir himself up at once, and fiod out his
own work, snd do it. How many books remain
to be written ; and pictures to be painted ; and
kingdoms to be conquered ; and people to be
clothed and fed ; and hives to be stored ; before
we allow ourselves even to dream of rest, snd
They are calling to us
all—men and beasts, acd birde and insects—to
be busy, and do wiaat we have to do quickly and
well.”

He bastened away to fulfil his own task, and
act out his own interpretstion ; but the zephyr
was not satisled—even yet. He thought it over
a little while, as was his custom : then once more
inquired—rather pitecusly now, as thoogh he
would beseech some one or somethiog on whose

the tree; floating sadly away, to mingle with
the mould.
The zepbyr was sorry ; but he felt that he had
0O lime, just now, to waste in useless lamenta-
tions. The leaf’s solution did not appear to him
to be more reliable than the rest ; and he hae-
| tened to reiterate bis question :
[ “ What are the belis saying ?"
* They are saying that God is good,” oried a
‘ happy#enbeam—* good, and glorious, and om-
| vipotent, and full of love ; always watching over
| His world, as & father over bis children, and
waiting to bless it evermore. They are record-
ing His mercies, calling on men to acknowledge
them, 10 rejoice in them, and to be thankful.”
I'his answer plaased the sephyr ; but he felt
| still unconvinced. Suddenly, however, a gleam
! of light broke forth on his perplexities.
| “Ab!" he exclaimed, *“ 1 see how it is!
{ You bave ull answered out of your own hearts,
| not out of the bells.” This cathedral close is
a puzzling place; there are so many different
“voicn, each one ioclined to think itself right,
| and the others in consequence wrong. How-
| ever, what | want is truth, not opinion ; yet how
{eball | know where truth lies P I think I'll just
R0 up into the belfry and ask the bells them-
selves.” »
80 awsy—even to the very momrce of the
sounds, whose meaning he craved—floated the
unhsppy little sephyr; to be satisfied ot last.

-

A Womanly Deed.

A gentleman who styles himeell “ The Wan-
derer,” recently furnishes the following to the
Saratogian.

Whean the train halted at Barstoga, among the
passengers from the West came o man about
thirty years of age, elbowing his way through
the crowd and bearing in his erme a obitd, HMe
was & poor man; his olothes were poor ; he
looked poor. Around bis hat was tied a piece
of soi ed, worn orape.tIt was evidently ail the
mourning his scanty means would permit, for
the mother of the child wes dead. This man
was rough in his exterior, yot his face was sn
| bonest one. He handled the baby aykwardly,

yet there was a tenderness in his sad look that
showed the purity of a father's love. The little
| fellow iny asiesp on his ooarsely clad knee | o

Well || 9tray sunbesm glanced acrces its tired face.

They were both tired, the father and the child ;

We perused an srticle in one of our ex-|will never cease. They are saying notbing st | foF they bad come from the Far west ; and m
changes the other day under the above caption, | all, only msking s moise. What should they | he placed bis bard, toil-worn bhand to shield it

| trom ‘ae golden reys, there was in bis look o

creg that eets upon the miie-stone of the ynuZ The szsphyr pondered awhile over this n‘o! mistere of saduess snd care, as if bis pent-up
bebind us, brings us pearer to the silent close ’ reply, rustling the leaves, meanwhile, from furee | H',‘l‘ bad been crowded back into the inner

celin of his hoart that even tears could bave been
o velief to the hidden anguish that was making
his life & misery.

The poor child cried ; it might be the little
thirg was tired, it might be it missed its mother ;
perbaps it was bungr~ ; perhapy it was sick, and
it eried. The tears roll dowa its chevka ; the
father wiped away the dew drops as they fell,
and then tried to feed it. He was 00 awkward
with the bottle—his hid been s life of toil and
bardship, aod he knew not how to give his darl-
ing its nourishment. As he made effort after
effort to stifle the cries and check the tears of b's
motherless babe, how he must have missed her
who in his life of labor and privation had been
his solace and comfort. Anunbidden tear start-
ed to bis eye, but be brushed it quickly away.
All who saw him pitied him. At lengtlt a woman
richly spparelled, with an infant resting on the
lap of its nurse beside her—she had been watch-
ing the man,—said in a gentle tone, “ Give me
the child.” The poor fellow looked at her with
8 look of gratitude, for there was s mother’s
tenderness’in ber voice. With humble resigna-
tion, as though it were pain to part with bim,
even for a moment, he gave her his boy. The
woman took it ; ita soiled clothes rested on her
costly silk ; its tiny head was soon beneath her
shawl, and in s moment all was still, Like the
Grecian daughter who, through the iron bars
fed her starving father, so did this high-born
lady from ber breast feed the hungry child, ard
when on her gentle bosom the little one lay in
calm and unvexed sleep she put awsy the shawl.

The father’s heart swelled with gratitude. He
seid, as a tear awelled in his eye, and bis voice
was thick with emotion, * Thank you ; I'll take
bim now.” Tben the woman's nature -apoke
forth, as she gently answered, * Not yet ; you
will wake bim,” and for mile after mils that
noble hearted woman held that poor man’s child,
and it was not until ker own babe required such
nourishment as only & mother can give, that she
gently rose and placed the stranger boy with his
father.

If tbat man vever prsyed before, if no aspi-
ration from him went upward before this, one
honest, truthful supplication rose from his soul ;
angels bore it through the upper air, and if ever
truth found its way to Heaven, the Almighty
heard the poor man's prayer, that He would bless
that womsen. And if the spirit of the des
look back ; if they can pierce the dark x:
which kbides their world from our werld ; if from
eternity they still gaze on time, bow must the
mother of that child fbave rejoiced at the
stranger’s kiodness 0 her poor orphen ; and if
she could spesk, her words would have bsen
“ God bless you, sister.”

testimony be might certsinly depend, to come
and answer bim : ;
“ What are thebplis eaying ? "

May che child, with the nourishment it drew
from that noble breast, grow up with the kindly

| nature which prompted the gemsrous offering ;

“ TLey are speaking of Heaven,” said a lark, | and may the woman be long sparéd 1o adorn &

“ °{

th light sad glory thers. They are advie-| worid which has but few such ornsments ; aad

ing bgman beings to look up to the sky, and to | the world, coid as it is, will not refuse the tribete

mount in heart, as I mount

y. wiog ; that| which is justly hers, and many will yet pray,

80, seeing by faith the Golden Cify, and the New | *“ May God bless her.”




