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ÿftiflious pisrrUanu,
SPIRITUAL SONG.

TRAX81.ATKD FROM Til* OKRMAN OF NOVALIi 
BY OltOROK MACDONALD.

Who in hie chamber eitleth lonely.
And weepeth heavy, biller tear» ;

To whom in dolelul color» only.
Of want and woe, the world appear».

Who of the pant, gull-like receding.
Would search with questing eye» the core,

Down into which a sweet woe pleading.
From all tide» wile» him evermore.

Tie a treasure past believing
Heaped up for him all waiting stood,

Whose board be seek», with bosom heaving. 
Outstretched hands and levered blood.

He sees the future, arid, meager.
In horrid length betore him lie;

Alone be roams the waste, and eager,
Seeks his old sell with restless cry.

Into his arms I sink, all tearful :
I once, like thee, with woe was wan ;

But I am well, and whole, and cheerful.
And know the eternal rest of mao.

Thou too must find the one Consoler 
Who inly loved, endured and died —

For those who wrought him keenest dolor, 
With thousand-fold rejoicing died.

He died—and yet, fiesh every morrow,
His love and him thine eyes behold:

Reach darling arms, in joy or sorrow,
And to thy heart him ardent told.

From him new life blood will be driven
Through thy dry bones that withering pine;

And once thy heart to him is given.
Then is his heart for ever thine.

What thou didst lose, be found, be boldeth, 
With him thy love thou soon shall see;

And evermore thy heart unloldeth 
What once his band restoree to thee.

Scribner's Monthly

THANKSGIVING DAY.

A wish was expressed that Mr. Lathern’s 
sermon on Thanksgiving Day might be publis- 
ed. He accordingly lurnisbes us with the fol
lowing report, which we have been obliged to 
hold over till this week :
Outline of an address delivered in Itrunsieirk

Street Church, by Rev. J. Lathern, on the
morning of Thanksgiving Day ; Thursday,
November 2<> h.
In accordance with the old Puritan and godly 

New England custom, this day has been set 
apart by authority for public thanksgiving to 
Almighty God. Such an act constituting pub
lic and national acknowledgment of the author
ity aod administration ol the Supreme Ruler 
ol the universe, cannot but commend itself to 

every Christian mind ; and il worthily kept must 
be acceptable to that great and gracious Being, 
who declares in regard to nations and individ
uals : “ Them that honor me 1 will honor ; and 
<bey that despise me shall be lightly esteemed."

We learn from that royal psalm— the second 
psalm—which has just been read, that God 
claims and challenges authority and ascendency 
over all nations, over all governments, and over 
universal man. The heathen may rage and the 
people imagine a vain thing/—kings may set 
themselves and the rulers of the earth take 
counsel against the Lord and against His An- 
oolnted ; but amid the surging ol human strife 
and passion, the throne ol the Eternal is unraov 
ed. The mightiest lorces of the earth that 
set themselves iu array against the King shall 
be broken in pieces and perish Irom the wiy.

Need we ransack ancient records in search 
of proof that God has to do with human his
tory. In the accomplishment of prophetic de
claration and of providential purpose, Egypt 
the cradle ol civilization and the mother of 
learning has become the basest of kingdoms ; 
the might and magnificences of Nineveh, the 
splendor of her palaces and monumental sculp
tures, have been buried for ages ; the glory oi 
Babylon, the queen city ol the ancient world, 
with her massive walls and thick-laved gates ol' 
brass, has ceased lor ever ; the lofty ramparts 
of Petra: have been scaled and her palaces of 
rock have become a desolation ; the sumptuous
ness and commercial opulence ol Phenician 
Tyre have been long ago swept away. Great 
empires have arisen and then declined. As
syrian, Babylonian, Persian, Grecian and Ro
man kingdoms have in succession been making 
room lor new potentates, and for the ascenden
cy of new nations ; and thus shall revolution 
succeed revolution, until the kingdoms of this 
world become the kingdoms of our God and oi 
ol His Christ for ever.

But what of modern nations ? Take France 
lor example. That is the one na ion iu all the 
world which baa publicly aod nationally done 
dishonor to the Most High, by open rebellion 
against his existence and authority. Amid the 
enthusiastic applause of a large portion of 
her population, the legislative decree was an
nounced, that lor France there teas no Cod. 
And when the authority ol the Supreme Ruler 
of the universe was thus publicly set aside, 
what symbol was substituted ? The only power 
which the French nation acknowledged was 
military. Glory, the glory ol conquest, became 
the ideal ol a vain, victorious people. Recent 
events in France furnish couelusive evidence ot 
â great principle which underlies the moral 
government ol the universe, and which distinct
ly reveals itself In the marked affinity that sub
sists between sin and its punishment. Believ
ing as we do in national accountability, and the 
inevitable law of retribution, we can scarcely 
be surprised that the destruction of French 
military power and prestige should be without 
a parallel in the annals ol nations.

Our hope lor the future of the British Em
pire vl which we lorin a part, is not in the sut- 
ficwncy of ber militer) resources nor in the 
splendor of her commercial achievemeots ; but 
in the distinction which she possesses as a God
fearing, Bible-loving, Sabbath-observing na
tion ; in her noble and philanthropic efforts to 
promote truth and righteousness, peace on 
earth and good-will to men. May we not hope 
and pray that such a distinction may be hers

re-eminently in the future, more than in the

| ast ; aod that her greatness may continue until 
its light shall mingle with the brightness ol 
millenial day.

In the Dominion ol Canada the political con
test, jnst closed, has resulted in the overthrow 
i f one party and in the organization ol another, 
and of a new administration. Much righteous 
indignation has been expressed by the several 
constiluteneies interested, and very justly so. 
There was however a good amount of sound 
sense and excellent philosophy in the toast 
proposed on the fourth ol July in an American 
asylum; Our glorious union: In the boiling 
of the political pot, mag the cum never rise to 
the top. The scum at the top only indicates the 
impurity and corruption that seethe and sim
mer in the boiling caldron. You may succeed 
in driving distinguished politicians into privitc 
lile; you may overturn one government and 
put another in its place; but unless constitu
encies be regenerated and the whole political 
element of society be purified there will still be 
scum seething to the surface. Much as 1 have 
witnessed on the part of candidates for Ic.-isla- 
lative honors ol corruption and bribery, I have 
witnessed on the part of their constituents a 
meanness and a rotteness of principle in politi
cal matters which has excited a far deeper 
indignation. The level of morality in represen
tative bodies is usually determined by the dom
inai.! elements ol society.

Turning to our own community, we are still 
feeling severely the pressure ol the business 
panic, which commenced so disastrously in New 
York a lew weeks ago, and which has been 
felt more or less thr -ugh the commercial world. 
As lar as 1 have been able to judge the heaviest 
failures slid those which have brought moat 
of slisruptioo and dislocation into business op
erations arc the consequence of a system ol en- 
dorsulion which, in many cases, not only rums 
the endorser, but proves latal to parties ac- 
commdaled on this system, by tempting them 
to an expansion ol business beyond their means. 
One could almost wish that a system whieh Has 
done so much to paralyze legitimate credit, and 
which has wrought so much commercial wreck, 
were banished altogether Irom the region of 
honorable commerce.

Many failures are the result ol insufficient 
capital, of defective mercantile power, or of 
unwarranted speculation; but a still larger 
number of business failures must be attributed 
to other causes. They are periodical. They 
seem almost inseparable from the present sys
tem of political economy. The ablest and most 
enterprising business men may be compelled 
to succumb in seasons of wide spread commer
cial disaster; aod the most sensitive and high- 
minded men may be dragged down by unprin 
cipled or unfortunate business connections.

Cases such as these call not for censure but 
for sympathy—not lor words, but lor substan
tial assistance. We cannot think ol a deed 
more generous and nobly disinterested, than 
that of capitalists and business men gathered 
around some merchant, whose transactions al
ways honorable, have been paralyzed by sud
den and unexpected losses, lor the purpose ol 
aiding him to retrieve disaster and to re-estab
lish a credit.

Now and then we have examples ol what is 
perhaps a later thing in commercial lile; that 
Of a merchant once unsuccess! ul favored with 
returning prosperity, and restored to compe
tence, assembling creditors who had been losers 
through his former misfortune, and liquidating 
all their legitimate claims. No patent of no
bility could add grace or lustre to that man's 
lile. It is better and more beautilul than a me
morial monument ol purest l'arien marble.

But what of those who with returning pros
perity repudiate all such obligations, and who 
alter the wide-spread calamities of disastrous 
lailures revel apparen'ly in greater luxury and 
splendor than betore ? It may be well that 
deserving and honest men who have been crash
ed and borne down by a coincidence of unfor
tunate circumstance» should find in bankrupt 
laws a protection against unfeeling and unprin
cipled creditors- The moral obligation which 
such liabilities involve, cannot however be can
celled by any bankrupt law ; and the man who 
takes advantage ol merciful state arrangement 
lor repudiating debts which lie is compent to 
liquidate, and who, heedless of deserving suffer 
ers Irom his lailure, lives in proud and ostenta
tious style, ought to be made to feel that in the 
society of upright men—
“ lie may f om law, but not from scorn escape.’

Looking at our community Irom another 
standpoint, we have much reason lor gratitude. 
The harvest ol the year has been bountiful ; 
shipping Interests have been prosperous. We 
have been saved from latal fever and epidemic 
disease. We have peace in our borders. It 
is fitting that in the sanctuary we should offer 
thinks to Almighty God. Thanksgiving should 
be accompanied by thankoffering.

BEECHER ON A HIGHER LIFE.

•• It must have struck everybody.” said Mr. 
Beecher, in a Plymouth prayer meeting, “ that 
a great change was wrought in the Disciples. 
They can scarcely be said to have been men ol 
ordinary intelligence to begin with, even in 
their day. But when the Holy Ghost entered 
them they became so powerlu! as to turn the 
world upside down."

The lesson taught by this, to Mr. Beecher's 
mind, is that Christ's love can make the same 
transformation in any Christian, and that few 
have any conception ol the higher spiritual 
plane to which they might rise. A brother 
said that Mr. Beecher had done well enough 
as lar as be bad gone, but be bad tell the sub
ject halt disposed ot The important point 
was how to reach that higher plane. Mr. 
Beecher replied that those with happy natures, 
and those who have faculty of believing visible 
truths, would easiest reach it.

" 1 cashiot rise to it myselt," be said, " ex
cept through two thoughts. One is a realizing 
sense of the lile to come, aud the other a con
tinual knowledge of the abiding love of God. 
All that I want to know, ia that God is all love 
and mercy. The new Jerusalem baa twelve 
gates, aod there are no lewer entrances into 
man's soul lor the truth. Sickness is some- 

1 limes a spiritual help, and bsnkruptcy is a 
' great deal better one. When God takes the 
epooge and squeezes it out, we can leel how 
empty it i«."

11 Do you suppose," asked another brother, 
*• that a man can rise into the higher state that 
you speak of by striving directly for it !"

“ I do not believe in the main in ‘ higher j 
lile people," replied Mr. Beecher. “ We 
are made to reach a right end by performing * 
all our duties. 1 never helped anybody that | 
the effort did not help me more than it did him. j 
The medicine kicks back, as some guns do, 
but more pleasantly.”

•' How is it," was another question, " that 
some try to see these thing as you do and 
fail ? "
“ If a man should undertake," was the prompt 

reply, " to examine the stars through a bottle 
ol whiskey be wouldn't succeed. II men de
sire the problems ol spiritual lorms, they must 
take God's method of doing it."

“ Do you mean to say," said another ques
tioner, “ that the attainment ol this higher 
state depends upon fixed laws entirely, or upon 
the Christian himsell ?"

*' 1 do not suppose that God ever did any
thing contrary to his own laws; but a man 
may lock himself up in his house and never 
know that the glorious sun is winning and 
lighting his neighbors. I have lately been try
ing to bring a young man back to his lather, 
against whom be Las sinned. Forgiveness 
awaits him, but be will not take it."

CHRISTIAN UNION.

It is generally cooceded that if no other ad
vantage bad accrued Irom the Evangelical 
Alliance Conference, the extent to which it pro
moted the spirit of Christian union among 
Christians ol different denominations, alone 
made it an eminent success. The loes ot Chris
tianity are still numerous and powerful. Any
thing that unites its friends and defenders 
should be hailed as a blessing. It is a great 
mistake for Christians to be wasting their time 
and strength in fighting with each other, while 
the common foe i< steadly advancing. The 
union ol the Churches In their work would take 
away a common reproach. Ilow impressive 
must have been the sight, when, at the fare
well meeting ol the great Conference, the dis
tinguished representatives of the different 
Churches Irom the four quarter» of the globe 
united in singing :

" By a thousand ways we come;
A thousand way» we go.

These in India have their home.
And these near Alpine snow.

Islanders of distant iea«.
Dwellers of the Western main.

Men ol Britain and of Greece,
Of China and ol Spain—

We are many : we are one ;
For, by one Spirit led.

All our path» together run,
Though o'er the earth they spread.

Straight to Christ they lead for light. 
Straight io Christ lor sin lorgiven;

Straight behind Him through the fight, 
Then, with Him. atraight to Heaven.

Merge we then our seperate speech.
To lorm a common tongue.

Cease, ye discords, while we reach 
A universal song.

" Jesus,” be the name we sing !
Help us. Spirit ol the Lord.

And the utmost lands shall ring,
With tbit adored word.

Hark, with shouts, the saints on high,
The King of glory crown,

Roll apart, O solid sky,
Aod pour the anthem down.

•• Hallelujah !" Say, ye, men.
Is it In even or earth that sings ?

Shout the chorus back again :
“ Our Christ is King ol kings."

WHICH WAY ARE YOU GOING.

" Which way are you going, John?" said 
Frank Lane. It was a sultry evening in Au
gust, and Frank, a stout boy of twelve years, 
sat on a pair of bars by the roadside whistling 
as be saw John pissing.

I am going home.” «aid John ; “ I have 
only been to the post-office."

“ Come down to the creek with me," said 
Frank, “ and let us cool off with a good bath.’

“ No," replied John ; " I have just eaten my 
supper, and lathei says it is a bad plan to go 
in swimming soon after eating."

*• Pooh ! nonsense, boy," waa the answer ; 
" don't be a baby, with your everlasting • Fa
ther aavs this,' and • Mother saya that.’ I do 
as I have a mind to, and don’t cate lor any 
body. Whan I want to do a thing I do it, and 
ask nobody's advice. If I were you I’d have 
some mind and will of my own. Come along, 
and let us have some tun."

No, I'm going home," replied John, " mo 
tber always likes to have us all home at eve
nings. Sometimes father reads aloud to ns; 
and if be is tired I read ; and mother and Ellen 
always enjoy loud reading while they are 
sewing."

" O pshaw !"_ said Frank, "it won’t lake 
hall an hour; you might go while you are talk
ing about it. You’ll be home early enough. 
It isn’t seven o'clock yet. Come, which way 
are you going ?"

John hesitated an instant. A breeze seemed 
to blow up, fresh and cool, Irom the creek, and 
it seemed as if a bath would be very refreshing.

1 But then be thought of his mother wondering 
why he did not come, and ol what his father 
bad said about bathing alter eating.

«• Father knows best," thought be, " and 
mother may want me at home;" and so he 
turned quickly, saying:

•• I'll go in bathing to morrow morning be
fore breaklist, perhaps, but not now; I'm 
going home;" and in five minutes more John 
was at hume and bolding baby. He was not 
above holding a baby for mother for a lew 
minutes, when she was busy or tired. And 
when baby was in mother's arms again, and 
asleep in her cradle, what a happy time they 
bad, reading aloud in the new magazine. For 
John’s lather took good care to have a good 
supply of papers, magazines, and books, to 
make home evenings pleasant. Next morning 
early John went to the creek, with his lather's 
consent, and took a bath, and returned tome 

1 fresh and bright, in time lor breaklaat.
That day Frank’s lifeless body waa taken 

' from the creek. He had gone in awimming 
just after John had left him the evening betore, 
but was taken with crampe and drowned.

Dear children are you living for your own 
pleasure without caring lor others ? Do you al

ways do as you have a mind to ? II so, you are 
just as surely on the way to dealb and destruc
tion as Flank.

Or are you going home to your Father's 
house in heaven to be happy forever ? If so, 
you must, like John, learn to give up your 
pleasure to that ol others, and to think not so 
much of wbat you like as of what God likes, 
lie knows best. Whatever you do, ask your
self not " Do I want to do this ?" but •• Would 
God like it ?" and do whatever you think would 
please your heavenly Father, who is more lov
ing than any ooe else, and so yoe will find 
yourseil on the way home to happiness forever. 
Which way are you going ?—Christian at work.

NOBODY SAID ANYTHING TO ME.

The title which I have given to this sketch 
is taken from the lips of a young man, who 
afterward became a member ol my church. He 
had called upon me for conversation upon the 
subject ol hia religious duty ; and alter con
versing with him, aod saying such things to 
him as 1 thought appropriate to his elate of 
miod, 1 asked him how it came about that be 
had not given bis prayerful attention to the 
subject ol religion before.

“ Nobody said anything to me," said he.
“ Yes," I replied, “ I have «aid a great 

many things to you."
“ I know you have in sermons; but I mean 

nobody said anything to me in particular, be
fore yesterday."

“ Who said anything to you yesterday ?"
•• Henry Clap," said be (naming a young 

roan who had recently entertained a hope ot 
God).

“ What did Henry say to you ?"
As l met him in the street," said he, “ he 

stopped me, and told me he h il something to 
tell me, and asked mi if tie might say it. I said 
Yes, he might. And then he said, • It is high 
time lor you to begin to seek the Lord.’ "

“ Aad what did you answer?"
“ I hardly had lime to answer at all, lor he 

passed right on. But I said to him, when be 
got a few feet Ire in me, ‘ Su it is, Henry.’ He 
turned back his lace partly toward roe, looking 
over bis shoulder, and answered, 1 Do it, then,’ 
and went right on."

'• Have you seen him since ? "
“ No, sir."
“ You say nobody said anything to you be- 

lore. If he, or some one else, bad spoken to 
you before, do you think you would have begun
before ? "

“ 1 think I should."
Such was the opinion of this young man. To 

this opinion he adhered long after. The last 
time I spoke to him on that subject, he said to 
me that he believed tie "should have sought 
the Lord years before if anybody had spoken 
to him about it."

Ilerr, then, was a young man, living in the 
midst of a Christian community till he was 
more than twenty years old, a regular attend
ant at church, known to scores of Christian 
men and women, and yet " nobody «aid any
thing to him ! " The first sentence that was 
uttered to-him was not lost upon him.— i>. 
Spencer.

ded to the poor widow, who now appeared iu 
the doorway

I “ Surely, sir," she answered with a courtesy, 
“and welcome, too," and hastened to set a 
cha r lor the gentleman. Tm-v soon got into 
covereation. "I am alraid I am k eping you 
Irom our breakfast, my good woman." be said 
seeing that there was nothing on the table but

! plates and cups ; " pray do just ns it you were 
alone." And be pressed her so much that lie 
poor woman w*i at length obliged to tell him 
the truo stale of the ease. Wbeu little Frank 
r.tme back with the horse the geatleinan lu.iunt- 
eil quickly, and rode off, having first drop;. -.1 
hive-shilling piece into the boy"» hand. •• You 
shall bear Irom roe again," be said, as he 
galloped away.

O how eagerly Frank ran in doors, to show 
bis mother wbat God had sent biro ! What 
was bis suprise when, with tears of jnv, the 
poor willow held up a bank-note, exclaiming, 
“ O my child, how conld I doubt the Lord for 
one moment. ! You were right you were right, 
my boy!" And the happy mother, and still 
happier son, knelt down and returned thinks 
to their Heavenly Father lor his goodness to 
them.

“ I knew he would send us something." said 
little Frank; "1 knew be woeld, because he
says so ! "

O that we alt bad this dear boys's faith in 
(rod's promises. Then, indeed, should we find 
the troth of David’» words : “ The Lord God 
is a present help in time of trouble."

" I'm ALMOST HOME."

The gifted Mrs. Sigourney, catching inspi
ration Irom the words of the dying Christian, 
has given us the following beautilul lines :

Home ! home ! its glorious threshold 
Through the parting clouds I see ;

Those mansions by my Saviour bought, 
Where I have longed to be ;

And lo! a bright unnumbered host 
O'erspread the heavenly plain ;

Not one is silent—every harp 
Doth swell lb' adoring strain.

Fain would my soul be praising 
Amid that sinless throng;

Fain would my voice be raising 
Their everlasting song.

Hark ! hark ! tber bid me hasten 
To leave the fainting day ;

Friends, bear ye not the welcome sound ?
" Arise and come away."

Belore the dawn ol morning 
These lower skies shall light ;

I shall have joined their company 
Above the realms of night.

Give thanks, my mourning dear ones. 
Thanks to tb' Eternal King

Who crowns my soul with victory 
And plucks Irom death the sting.

—Ilaltimorc Epis. Methodut.

HE SAYS HE WILL.

One bitterly cold winter, a poor woman who 
had long been struggling against illness and 
poverty was left will out a shilling in the world 
With many tears she was obliged to tell her 
little boy, who was her only son, that she 
could give him no breakfast that morning lor 
she had not a lost ol bread in the bouse. She 
was therefore very much surprised when, alter 
hiving been out ol the room, be presently re
turned, and began (which he always did) to 
lay the little white cloth on the table, get out 
the plates and cups, and put everything in 
readiness lor breakfast.

“ Why, Frank," said his mother, " what 
are you doing that lor ? Did you not boar me 
say that we have not a bit of bread in the 
bouse ?"

" Yes, mother, but I have been asking God 
to send us some, and I know be will hoar me, 
because you know, mother be says he will," 
answered the little boy with a cheerful smile.

This answer cheered the poor widow'» heart, 
and she remembered that God has promised to 
provide. Men may break their promises, but 
God never does. Remember and believe this 
through lile, my children, and y on will be 
spared much pain and anxiety.

Presently they heard the sound of a horse's 
leet coming up the road, and, going to the 
door, Frank perceived a gentleman slowly 
leading a horse along. He stopped at the lit
tle wicket gate and slid :

" Look here, my boy ; my horse has lost two 
shoes, and I have yet twelve mile» to go ; take 
him to the blacksmith's shop over the way and 
when you have brought him back I will reward 
you for your trouble. Will yon allow me to 
rest in your cottage io the meantime !" be ad-

tinterai Ittisrellany.
PEN AND SCISSORS.

Dr. Buchanau of Glasgow, a* we gather 
Irom a Paper of that City, haa been preach
ing on the death of Dr. Candlirh. From 
a great preacher, wtlh so great a subject, 
we might expect no ordinary reflections. 
We give a few paragraphs :—

It has been often noticed that men ol remark
able eminence come in groups, and shine toge 
tber like the congregated stars of some great 
constellation in the firmament ot heaven. I'o- 
e-s, artist», and orators, philosophers and men 
ol science, warriors and statesmen, have been 
often thus lound, appearing in comparies, daz
zling the world lor a time by their collective 
genius and their combined achievements, and 
disappearing as they came together. The same 
thing baa been not leu observable in the 
Church ol God. It, too, as well as secular so
ciety, has again and again bad iu Augustan 
age. It haa had its culminating periods, when 
it baa towered up far beyond its wonted level ; 
when the gilt» and graces bestowed on it by 
Him who is the Head ol the Body, and who is 
the source and fonnuin ol all its spiritual en
dowment», hare been marked by a richness 
and fulness, a variety and power, such as to 
have left their stamp upon the age to which 
they were given, and to have made it, ever af
ter, a bright and memorable era io the history 
of the kingdom ol God. Are we to imegine 
that these thing» are the result of chance—the 
result of a mere fortuitous occurrence ol events 
and circumstances, without design or plan ? 
Assuredly, no. Nothing is or can be fortui
tous under the government ol God ; and, leaet 
of all, ie anything fortuitous in that spiritual 
kingdom for the sake of which it is that mate
rial nature and civil society are maintained. 
He who is over all does nothing in vain. It 
tie sends at any time remarkable men either 
into the world or into the Church, it ia because 
He has some work to be accomplished and their 
special instrumentality is needed.• •*•••

Seldom, perhaps, if ever, in so limited a 
Church and country as ours, were men ol devo
tedness to the cause of Christ so rapidly multi
plied. Compared with tie apathy and dead- 
ness, and headlong conformity to this world, 
which characterised the previous century of 
the Church's history, the change that took 
place in the course of the twenty years imine 
diately preceding the Disruption, could be li
kened to nothing but hie Irom the dead. It 
was in that quickening time, that time special 
ol reviving and relreshing Irom the presence ol 
the Lord, that Dr. Candlisb waa prepared lor 
the ministry, and lor the marvellous like-work 
connected with it, that, all unknown to himsell, 
was then lying before him. A few years belore 
bis ministry began, the sudden death ol a truly 
great man—a man who, by the sheer force ol 
his commanding intellect and noble chancier, 
conquered lor evangelical religion a position 
in the most cultured circles of this proud city 
such as it had never before in modern times 
achieved—had left a blank in its most conspic
uous pulpit, which seemed as if it cou!d,never 
again be adequately filled. Fora brief inter
val that pulpit was occupied by one ol the best 
of men, but him also death too scan removed ; 
and again the need lor Edinburgh and for the 
Church which Dr. Thomson's decease bad cre
ated, Was more vividly and painfully realised 
than ever. Happily, in that memorable time, 
when the righteous were thus taken away, 
there were many who laid it deeply to bean, 
and who also laid their felt want and their 
great anxiety belore the Lord. The servants 
die, but the Master lives ; and his name is Je
hovah Jireh—" The Lord will see to it ;" “ the 
Lord will provide !"

Under the wise and wonder-working provi
dence ol God, Robert Smith Candlisb bad been 
left six years to exercise and mature—out of 
sight so to speak, and in the humble station ol 
a simple licentiate—those rare gills and attain 
ment», and those marvellous endowments ol 
intellect and utterance, which, when suddenly 
called to occupy the pulpit ol Si. George's, 
made him burst upon the world as, perhaps, 
take him all in all, the very greatest preacher 
of modem times. The burden of a reputation 
so immense as that which he almost immediate
ly acquired, ia not easy to carry, and is peculi
arly hard lor any considerable length of time 
tally to sustain. By the grace of God he bore 
it, not only unlessened, but rather ever increas
ing, to the end ol hia long and most blessed 
career. Brilliant as that career was, it never 
tor a moment turned bis head. It dazzled 
others, but it never dialled him. At the high-, 
eat, he waa always to tar below his own ideal 
of what a minister ol Christ and a' preacher of

the glorious Gospel ol the blessed God outfit 
to be, and had. in consequence, so "deep a 
sense, habitually present to hi* mind, ol tailings 
and ahortc uu-nçs in every deparim n: of his 
work for God aud of bis walk with men, as 
kept him truly Humble.

The closing scene is thus beaut ifully de
scribed : —

•* l’ray for me." be said to one at bis bedside 
when his end was drawing near. " that 1 may 
have a m re lively sense of Christ's presence 
and salva'ion. And yet.” be added, “ 1 would 
’iily a-k t -r that it it be God's will, lof I am 
-ul.fi/-d. I have never belieieJ iu frames and 
leelings as grounds of confidence. 1 am rot 
much concerned about teeiing my personal in
terest in Christ. 1 know that my Redeemer 
liveih. That is enough for me." Hi» words 
to myselt, ab >ut the same time, were these : —

I would lain have bad a more vivid and rea
lising sense ol eternal things—of sin and salva
tion, and ol the great coming change ; but I 
am resting on the Word, which is abiding and 
sure; I am resting on Christ sud Him cruvi 
tied." On yet another occasion, when speak
ing cl his approaching decease, he said, with 
the same perfect naturalress and beautiful sim
plicity. " It is hard to realise the entire break 
between this life and the future. When l try 
to think ol I', I always find myselt still taking 
an interest in the ongoings of tbe world and of 
the Church after my death -locking on at my 
own funeral, and so oil—and cannot realize an 
entirely new scene. There is so little revealed 
in Scripture except that it ih to be • with 
Christ,’ and 1 just think ol Him !" In this un
pretending, sell-abasing, truth-loving way. 
which had been all along the habit of his reli. 
gions life, and which frould nol suffer him by 
one iota to exceed, in ottersnee, what he felt 
within, lie said, on another occasion . still, 
" This is tbe beginuing ol the eud, and we 
must look it in tbe face, and I cao look lorward 
to it—not with raptures; no, not anything like 
that; but I know In whom I have believed."

busy circulating its literature gratuitously, 
j Lunarians are putting into the libraries ol all 

who will apply lor them, work» expository ol 
their faith and commendatory of their great 
men. Will not orthodoxy do as much ? What 
Christian man. blessed ol God with large 
wealth, will put a hundred thousand dollars in 
the bands of proper custodians, the principal 
to remain untouched lorcvcr, but the interest 
to be used In replenishing the libraries ol wor
thy but needy preachers through all tbe coming 
rears ?

Many of these Provinces have read 
occasional contributions from the pen of 
E. A. Ilclmersbausen. Zion's Herald has a 
touching editorial in relation to him from 
which we make extracts : —

One special object ol the visit here, was to 
meet socially our genial friend, the Presiding 
Elder, whose residence is in Tbomastoo, but 
four miles distant. He was to have passed tbe 
Sabbath at Rockland, but tbe day was cold 
and threatening, and he wisely remained at 
home. For a lew weeks his health has nol 
been good. Heretofore he has hardly known 
a sick day, but has enjoyed remarkable im
munity from disease. He has appeared of late 
to be suffering from torpidity ol the liver, »nd 
rallied but slowly from an acute formol this 
trouble He seemed weak and short of breath 
when taking exercise; but was intending lo 
meet bis appointments.

On Monday be dined with us at the parso
nage iu Rockland. He was cbeerlul, exhibit
ing his chain re I,-die discrimination ol persons 
and public pi -1 i uiauoes, aud hi» genial 
humor ; but be was noticeably gentle and 
kindly in hia manner aud criticism. He left 
us to drive home at 4 o’clock, r. M., expecting 
to meet us at the cars on tbe way to the Sunday- 
school Convention on the ensuing morning. 
We bad hardly left our positions in the room, 
or interrupted our eeoversation, after he left, 
belore a telegram waa brought to the house 
announcing his probable death A ride of half 
an hour brought us to as afflicvd a home as 
can well be conceived of. Brother llelmer- 
sbausen passed his wile on his way lo bis house, 
without seeing her or bearing her call, and at 
once drove into bis bsru. Mrs. 1L, on enter
ing the gate, saw the unharnessed team. Nol 
finding her husband in the house, she went to 
the door of tbe barn, and seeing the horse still 
unharnessed, and supposing Mr. H. must lie 
near, returned to the house. After a moment's 
delay, going again, and opening another door, 
tbe light fell upon hia prostrate lorm by tbe 
side ol his horse. Assistance and medical aid 
were immediately summoned. It was lound 
that he bad been dead some minutes, and that 
death was caused by an affection ol the heart. 
It was indeed tbe easiest and the hippiest way 
lor one so well prepared to die. Indeed be 
did not see death, for be was translated io an 
instant. But it waa a tearful shock to bis 
family—a beloved wife and two daughters, 
young ladies, tbe constant borne companions 
and intimate domestic and social associates of 
a lond father—and to all bis numerous friends. 
We, whose bands bad hardly lost tbe warmth 
of his last pressure, who had just been in 
familiar conversation with him, were almost 
equally overwhelmed with the stricken iemily.

A correspondent of the Central Chris
tian Advocate makes a godd suggestion :— 

And this brings me tb the practical part o 
this paper. Scarcely one preacher in filly is 
able to lurnish himself with a suitable library, 
the reasons for which are obvions to all. An 
expenditure of from fifty to a hundred dollars 
a year by each church would supply the 
preacher’s study with most ol the latest publi
cations that be would desire, and would be an 
investment that would bring 16 both preacher 
and people a large return. t"he rich men of 
tbe church have it in their power to do a most 
commendable work in this direction. Tbe 
building aod endowment of theological Institu
tions should not be overlooked. Ill them hun
dreds of young men will be prepared for lives 
ol eminen- usefulness, and will mike their 
mark in their bay and generation. But there 
are several thou.and ministers now in tbe active 
work who have uot bad tbe advantage of a 
thorough training in these school, and whose 
income is so scanty that they have not tbe 
means to lurnish themselves with the books ne
cessary I >r their largest usefulness. Here is a 
field almost as promising as a theological in 
atitute. If some of God’s rich stewards [could 
only feel their hearts and purses drawn out to
ward these struggling brethren, »nd make soma 
provision by which iheir libraries could be re
plenished with a hundred dollar» worth of 
book», they would do a work that would bring 
precious memories in tbe dying hour, and glad 
den tbe heart and brighten tbe head of many a 
weary, impoveriabed itinerant. Infidelity is

On the death of John Stuart Mill, the 
IF stern Adrorate saya :—

Tbe Autobiography of John Stuart Mill is 
just issued in London. Ooe ol tbe chapters is 
devoted to his religious bvlu'ls. It has all 
along been alleged, though sometimes denied, 
that Mr. Mill held somewhat skeptical views 
on theological topics ; but It was never suspect
ed by those who read bis philosophical writings 
that he was what is generally understood lo be 
an atheist. From tbe chapter to which we 
refer, it appear» that Mr. Mill not only dis
believed in Christianity, but that, like his 
father, he held that tbe Uhristan lailh was pro
foundly immoral, and was one of the causes 
ol the evils afflicting modern civilization. He 
seems further to have held, with hi» father, 
that it was the duty of men who differed from 
the prevalent beliefs, boldly to denounce them, 
and try to make Christianity, and a belief in 
God, as obsolete as tbe worship ol Jove or 
O.lm. Now, wo all know that, during his lile, 
Mr. Mill did hot make his views on religion 
plain. At the Weal minister election be denied, 
with great indignation, the right of an inter
locutor to know what was bis personal reli
gious beliel ? It is clear that his whole course 
of life was marked with dùingenousoes» ; that 
he was not honest, in the lull sense of that 
term ; and that he used his great abilitie» to 
achieve a position in the world of thought 
which he could hardly have attained bad his 
want of religioua convictions been known to 
the reading public. Hia intense affection for 
hie wife, hi* frequent visitation to her tomb at 
Avignon, France, the planting ol her grave 
with immortelles.-*nd bis profound aod inap- 
peasablo sorrow lor her loss, are in proof that, 
however much his intellect m*y here disbeliev
ed in the doctrine of immortality, hi» heart 
longed for a reunion with tbe loved and lost in 
a future and better land.

"ONCE"

'* Do you ever attend the theater ?" said a 
young man to a blue eyed maiden, who hung 
on hia arm as they promenaded tbe streets of 
New York one mild evening in October. The 
girl's cheeks orimsoned es she answered the 
interrogatory in the negative, and added:

“ My mother taught me Irom childhood that 
it is wrong to attend such places."

" But your mother lormed, perhaps, improp
er prejudice, Irom exaggerated accounts given 
by others ; for 1 have often heard her say she 
never attended one in her lile."

He spoke eloquently ol tbe drama, comedy 
and tragedy, and dwelt with pethoe on tbe im
portant lessons there to be learned ol human 
nature.

“ Go with me once," he said, "aud judge 
for yourseil."

“ I’ll go but once."
She went, and in that theater a charm came 

over her like that which the serpent sent iortli 
from his dove-like eye. She went again and 
again, and Irom that bouse ol mirth and laugh
ter, she was led lo one from the portals of 
which she never returned-

Around a centre-table, where a* astral lamp 
was shedding its mild light sat three girla, ooe 
holding in her hands a pack of cards.'At tbe 
back of her chair, stood a young man who for 
years had suecessluly resisted every effort 
made by bis companion to induce him to learn 
the character of cards.

"Come," said she, " we want one to make 
out our game. I’lay with us once, if you never 
play again."

Her eye, cheek, eud lip conspired to help 
an eloquent battery, which sent lorth its attack 
upon tbe fortress ol good resolutions in which 
be had so long stood secure, until it tell like 
ibe walls of an ancient city when jarred by tbe 
learful battering. 11a learned tbe cards and 
played A lew weeks afterward I was passing 
the door at a late hour, and a candle was (bed
ding its dim light through the window. Sioce 
that time I have looked Irom my chamber near
ly every hour of tbe night, Irom the dose ol 
day until early morn, aod seen tbe light family 
struggling through the curtains that screened 
the inmates ol that room from every eye save 
IBs who secth alike in darkness and noonday. 
Gambling brought with it disease, and dealb 
came just as he numbered the half ol hie three
score years and ten. During bis Iasi hours 1 
was sitting by his bedeidu, when be fixed on 
me a look 1 shall never lorget, aud bade me 
listen to his dying word:

“ I might hive bien a different man Irom 
wbat 1 am ; but it is now too late. 1 am con
vinced that I here is a state ol being beyond 
tbe grave ; and when I think of tbe retribu
tion which awaits me in another world, I leel 
a horror which 1 am unable to describe." 
There were among tbe last words be ever ut
tered.

The junior class of a Southern college had 
assembled io a student s room to i neud the 
night in riot and debauch. Amid the crowd 
waa one who bad never recited a bad lesson 
since bis matriculation. In bis studies be was 
bead and shoulders above tbe class. That day 
he had tailed. A shade ol tbe deepest gloom 
came over him anil be was melancholy But 
sine and jeet passed rouud while be was like Lu- 
ciler in tbe Eden, where all was joy and glad
ness around him. Said a classimate:

" Come. Bob, quaff this bumper, aod it will 
make you feel bright as a hermit'» lamp."

Tbe tempter whispered in hia ear, " Drink 
once end lorget tbe past." A powerful strug 
gle seemed to be going on io his mind lor a mo 
ruent; tint at lait be. silently shook his bead, 
and, retiring from the room gave vent to a 
flood ol tears. That boy never drank—not 
even once. He took the valedictory, and is 
now president of a college.

Once! O, on Ibis slender point hath turn
ed lor weal or woe tbe destiny ol a deathless 
spirit ! CttiAT psused but ooce on tbe banks 
of the Rubicon ; but it was a pause like that 
which nature makes when gathering her ele
ments lor tbe dread tornado. Eve ate tbe tor- 
bidden Iruit but once, and her countless poste
rity have lelt thelearlul consequence but once 
resulting Irom so rash au act. Reader, re
member once !


