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The Old Man’s Lament
BY M. E. H.

1 stand u|>on the verge of time.
And scan with eager eyes the sea,

Whose turbid, dark, and sluggish waves,
I >ivide my best beloved from me.

A checkered pathway mine has been.
With many a Bochim here and there,— 

Bnt ever at the darkest hour,
God's angel, Mercy, hovered near.

And Love and Friendship sweetly came,
1 To tread with me life’s sombre way ;

1 hen flowery grew the steepest path,
More radiant dawned each blissful day !

They shared my griefs, till Sorrow’s self 
Assumed a fairer face to me ;

And Peace and Joy, those heavenly guests, 
1 fwelt ’neatli their hallowed ministry.

When, lo ! commissioned from on high,
An Angel stern appeared to view—

" 1 claim them for a fairer dime,
Bid your beloved a long adieu.”

I wept, I prayed, in vain, in vain,
1 saw their radiant wings unfurled,—

One tender, loving glance they gave,
Then soared aloft to yon bright world.

And lone 1 toiled and travelled on,
Through many a weary changing year; 

But now my race ia nearly run—
That land of rest ia drawing near.

Forgive me, F'ather, if I long 
Too much its jasper walls to see,

Forgive me, if I sigh too oft 
To join that I letter company.

For Oh, I seem an alien here,
1 stand amid another race ;

I hear no dear familiar voice,
I see no loved familiar face.

l"he young, the active, and the gay,
They pass me by with hurrying feet, 

F.sger in search of wealth or fame,
With careless nod they only greet.

And so 1 wend my toilsome way.
Still thinking of that long sought home, 

To which my lengthened journey tends. 
Where my worn feet no more shall
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stretched out hie hand, and took her hand and 
led her in. Then I understood what His words 
had meant that by saying, “ I am the door,” 
He must have meant that there was no barrier, t 
no impenetrable gate, but that iu the doorway, 
where the door had been, He stood, and, instead 
of the lifeless knocker, stretched out His living 
hand to aid and welcome all who tame.

And I again awoke from my second dream. -1

Before long 1 fell asleep again, and then again | 
I saw the same palace, with the massive portals 
ftuug open wide, but that gracious princely form 
stood in them no more. Among the most wretch
ed of that crowd He went—among the maimed,1 
the halt, and the blind. They thronged around 
him, yet many of them scarcely seemed to heed, 
they were so intent on their own sorbid pursuits. 
Some were crowding with sharp, eager faces 
round a rag merchant, bargaining with the most 
absorbing passion for his wretched wares, and 
then separating to quarrel and fight over their pur
chases, or bartering their rags again as eagerly 
for a draught of the intoxicating drinks which 
had made so many of them the lost creatures 
they were. Not a tag or a burning drop was to 
be had except for money, and often for a price 
which to them was life itself. And he came to 
them from the palace, and offered them the 
palace freely, yet few listened. But with that 
strange absence of the scene of incongruity end 
the emotion of surprise characteristic of dreams,
1 did not wonder ! Patiently He went in and 
out among them, pleading with one another, 
oftening encountering rough words and blows ; 
yet still Hi* Words were —“ I come to seek and 
save that which was lost.” And some even of 
the most wretched listened, and returned with 
Him, and were welcomed inside.

As if “ Knock, and it shall be opened ! * were 
not free enough, the gates were thrown open 
wide, and He stood there, the out-etretclied hand 
instead of the door, the living friend instead of 
the written words of welcome. " And as if that 
were not enough, instead of saying, “ Come to 
me ! ” He came Himself—He came to seek and 
to save that which was lost.—Tie Black Ship.

On, happy day that brings release
- From pain and sorrow, ein and care ;

Oh, welcome voice, that bids me haste 
The bliss of those 1 love to share.

What raptures strange shall thrill my soul 
As wide the pearly gates expand ;

How shall 1 shout •• Safe home at last,” 
When once within those walls 1 eland.

Loud shall 1 strike my golden harp,
Joyful my song of praise shall lie,

To Him whose guiding hand 1 own,
To Him who gave Himself for me.

There shall my spirit sweetly blend 
With kindred spirits loved and blest,—

And parting, that made earth so drear, 
Shall never mar that perfect rest.

4

The Three Dreams.
I had once three dreamt in close succession, 

which I will relate to you.
In the first, I saw a magnificent palace, a little 

world of gardens and buildings, a city in itself. 
All was enclosed within a high wall, so that from 
outside you could see nothing of it except the 

Y fair)- white minarets, penciled delicately against 
the blue sky, some lofty battle me nted watch 
lowers, and several graceful campaniles, with 
the tops of a few of the highest trees. But a 
delicious blending of the fragrance of a thou
sand flowers came thence in summer evenings, 
and every night, bell-tower, watch-tower, spire 
and dome, and minaret were illuminated with 
innumerable starry lamps, as if everyday within 
the palace were a festival. t

Around the palace were the lanes and alleys 
of the city—scenes of poverty and squalor— 
which contrasted strangely with it ; and wretch
ed; half-starved looking creatures, with tattered 
garments and faces worn with deep merits of 
want and woe, lingered round the gates. Out
side the gates !—and this was one strange in
congruity of my dream, for on the gates were 
emblazoned in golden letters, which were illu
minated into transparencies at night, the words—

•« Knack and it shall be opened unto you.”
The gates were solid, and enormously massive, 

like block» of black marble. No violence could 
have forced them. There was no crevice at 
which any one could get a glimpse of what was 
within. But the golden knocker underneath 
those golden words, was so low as to be within 
reach of the youngest children. Indeed, I no
ticed that none tried it so often as little children ; 
ami whenever any one knocked with the very 
feeblest sound, in time, and often immedmtoly, 
the stately portals opened from within, turning 
on their massive hinges with a sound like the 
music of many choirs, and the applicant was 
quietly drawn inside. Then I sew that the in
side of the gates was of translucent peari. A 
Stream of light and fragrance for s moment 
came through, and induced others afterwards to 
knock. But immediately the gates were closed, 
and stood a wall of impenetrable marble as be

fore.
I awoke, and whilst meditating on my dream 

fell asleep again.
In my second dream, 1 saw the same palace 

as in my first, but the massive doors were gone, 
and in their piece stood the form of One whom, 
although I bad never seen Him, I had heard so 
often described, and so faithfully, by those who 
had seen Him, that I knew Him at once. The 
same wretched beings were cowering round i 

. hut the massive barriers were gone, and in their 
place He stood, and said, in tones that every 
one could hear-” I am the Door. By me if any 
man enter he shall lie saved."

One wretched and woe-wom woman gave a 
tremulous glance at His face, and then listening 
again to those tones, not welcoming ««rely 
pleading and persuasively tender, she ventured 
dote to him» and Men her knew to kiw the
hem efSitw* Bet H< *t0°P*4 1-4

Beware of Delay.
“ Haste thee 1" every day, every hour is pre

cious. Make the most of the golden moments. 
If God have now sent his ministering angels to 
thee, whatever these may lie, though they should 
be the sable messengers of sorrow and bereave
ment, listen to their call ! Up, and prepare for 
the journey ; go with the determination of those 
who feel that life or death ia involved in its is
sues. Work out your own salvation with fear 
and trembling. The salvation is all God’s giv
ing, the /oar of refuge is God’s providing. But 
in reaching it you must set out, with staff in 
baud, like men in earnest, and “ stay not in all 
the plain." The angels could have wafted Lot 
and his family on their wings through the air ; 
or they might have reared some fire-proof pavil- 
lion in the midst of the city, like another liahab’s 
house in Jericho, which would have remained un
scathed amid the tremendous conflegration. But 
the command to Lot, as to us, is ; “ Haste thee, 
flee ! tarry not—escape !" The angels brought 
them outside the'ntes.and then left them to pur- 
sue the appointed path.

The Gospel is a beautiful combination of sim
ple faith with earnest working—a simple depen
dence on Christ, and yet the dilligent use of 
means. Its command is, “ Bun with patience 
the race set before you, looking unto Jesus.'

The night is far spent, the day is at hand.'
“ Of the times and of the seasons, brethren, ye 
have no need that I write unto you. For the 
day of the Lord so cometli as a thief in the night. 
For when they shall say, Peace and safety, then 
sudden destruction cometh.” “ Sudden ! yea, 
“ sudden.” “ Remember Lot’s wife 1” What 
must have been the feeling of this woman as, in 
the twinkling of an eye, she felt every limb hard
ening—her body incrusted with the briny shroud, 
a winding-sheet of salt. No sculptor’s chisel 
ever so depicted the horror of despair as in the 
rayless eyes of that cold statue on the heights of 
Siddim !

And what shall be thy feelings, O careless, 
negligent procrastinator! despiser of warning, 
rejecter of grace, when, all unmeet and unready, 
the icy baud of death shall fix thee forever, and 
the irrevocable sentence go forth “ Him that is 
filthy, let him be filthy still !”

Up, then, tarry not! Lost or saved, heaven 
or hell, is the awful, the momentous alternative ! 
«As thy soul liveth, verily there may be but a 
step between you and death." With all our 
abounding privileges, in this age of Gospel light 
and Gospel blessing, may we not—remembering 
how Lot’s wife perished, despising angelic warn
ing-may we not well conclude with the cogent 
appeal of the great apostle : “ If the word spoken 
by angels was steadfast, and every transgression 
and disobedience received a just recompense of 
reward, how shall we escape if we neglect so 
great salvation ?”—Bet. J. B. Macduff.

The Sabbath a Holy Day,
NOT A HOLIDAY.

It were a fallacy in logic, and a perversion in 
morals, to claim that the Sabbath should be a 
festival and not a sacred festival. The same 
authority that prescribes the appointment covers 
likewise its conditions. Nay, the very pith and 
emphasis of the eppointment is concentrated in 
the one word “ holy.” If man were only an 
animal, with no moral activities and capacities 
for crû, it might be enough to prescribe a stated 
rest of one day in seven as a mere sanitary 
provision for the recruiting of his physical 
powers, and the result, as shown by experience 
would be a large economy of life and labor. But 
when, with all hie eueceptibUitiea, mental, moral, 
and social, yw turn him looee from labor at 
,t-t~l intervals upon a world of unregulated 
excitements, with no object suited to the day but 
the negative one of doing no work, then you 
turn the day of grace and moral health into a 
reason of temptation. You throw down the mo- 
ral barriers with which even the work o the 
week-day screens his nature .gainst w.ckedne.» 
and you nuke him accemible, at every point of 
his character, to all the surrounding influences

-nrd power of the Sabbath will be transmuted 
to evil, on the principle that whatever is mort

Active ft* good
t*bed| oo tin ptiedpk that w «*-portitmaUly bed

angel, ruined, becomes the chief of the fiends. 
The Sabbath thus becomes a saturnalia ; the 
day of rest the day of idleness—the Devil’s ho
liday, with the idle man for hie play-fellow.

The Sabbath, therefore, must be maintained 
at a public institution in the integrity of its sa
credness, and its first safeguard is the protection 
of the laws. Although the constitutionality of 
the Sabbath is no longer an open, question, yet 
the extent to which fresh legislation may be car
ried is. and has been, a matter of contest No 
doubt the genius of our system would dictate 
extreme caution in the way of the positive en
forcement of Sabbath duties. Yet, since the 
whole presumption of law and precedent is in 
favor of the Sabbath as an existing religious in
stitution, there would seem to be no reason why 
a negative and defensive legislation may not be 
most stringent and peremptory, saving the liber
ty of the individual conscience by not exacting a 
personal worship ; but saving, too, the purity of 
the public conscience by forbidding the open 
desecration of the public worshipping day.— 
There may be at least a legislative prohibition 
of such amusements and revelries as amount to 
a moral nuisance. There may be at least a bar 
placed upon that moral dishonesty which robs 
God of the seventh when he has already given 
us the six days of life. The community owes to 
itself, as an act of self-preservation, such conser
vative legislation as this. The people owe it to 
their fathers, in maintaining their legacy of a 
free government, to cling likewise to those vital 
conditions of the bequest, which were the first- 
cost of the possession and are now its main se
curity.—Bet. Dr. Vinton.

“ I’m Falling.”
“ I have nothing to expect, sir, but condem

nation ; nothing to expect but condemnation."
The speaker articulated with difficulty. lie 

was a large man, massive of feature and muscu
lar of limb. The awftd pallor of the face waa in
creased by the masses of thick, black hair, that 
lay in confusion about the pillow, brushed off 
from the dead whitness of the forehead. Struck 
down suddenly from full hearty life to the bed of 
death, he made there and then an agonizing con
fession, such as too often racks the ear of the 
listener at unhappy death-beds.

A meek woman sat near the nurse, who was 
striving quietly to alleviate the suffering he en 
dured.

“ O, don't talk to me of pain !” he criedJiit- 
terly. “ It is the mind, woman—the mind and 
agony overclouded his face.

He Continued slowly and deliberately. “ There 
is a demon whispering in my ear forever. ’You 
knew at the time, and at every time ; you knew 
it.’ Knew what ? why, that a penalty must fol
low a broken law. Mark me—I have not open
ed a Bible for thirty odd years ; and I have not 
entered a church for twenty ; yet the very recol
lection that my mother taught me to pray (and 
she died when I was only six) has passed judg
ment upon all my sins. I have done wrong, 
knowing that it was wrong ; first with a few 
qualms, then brushing aside conscience, and at 
last with the coolness of a fiend. Sir, in one 
minute of all my life I have not lived for heaven ; 
no, not one minute."

« O, yes, Christ died for sinners, but my in
tellect, ia clear, sir ; clearer than ever before. 1 
tell you,” his voice sharpened, almost whistled, 
it was so shrill and concentrated, “ I can see al
most into eternity. I can feel that unless Christ 
is desired, sought after, longed for, that unless 
guilt is repented of, his death can do no good."

“ Do I not repent ? I am only savage at my
self to think, to think, sir !” He lifted his right 
hand impressively, “ that I have cursed myself 
Is that repentance ? Do not try to console me ; 
save your sympathy for thosR who will bear it, 
for I cannot”

“ Thank you, nurse,” as she wiped his brow, 
and moistened his parched lips ; I am not dead to 
kindness, if I am to hope. I thank you, sir, for 
your Christian offices, though they do me no 
good. If we sow thorns, you know, we cannot 
reap flowers—and com don't grow from thistle- 
seed. I have been following up the natural laws, 
and I see an affinity between them and the great 
laws of God’s moral universe. Heaven waa 
made for the holy ; without are dogs, and whore
mongers and adulterers. There is a distinction 
—ite all right.”

After that, till eleven o'clock, hi» mind wan
dered, then be slept a few momenta. Presently 
roused by the striking of the clock, he looked 
around dreamily, caught the eye of the nurse, 
then of the Christian friend who watched.

“ It’s awfully dark here," he whispered. “ My 
feet stand on the slippery edge of a great gulf 
O, for some foundation !" He stretched out his 
hand as if feeling for a way.

« Christ is the only help—* I am the Way, the 
Truth, and the Life,’” whispered the man of
God. j ■ .

« Not for me and pen cannot describe the
immeasurable woe in that answer.

m J ,hall fall, I am, falling !” be shrieked, an 
instant after—he shuddered, and all was over. 
The willfully blind, deaf and maimed, bad gone 
before bis Judge. The despairing soul had token 
that last plunge into eternity.

“ I’m filing !” It teems as if the very cham
ber where he died has kept the echo of that ter
rible cry.

Religious

China.
THF. FOREIGN GOVERNMENTS ANI) THE TAEPING j 

INSURGENTS.

The Itev. John Macgowan, of the London 
Missionary Society, in writing from Shanghai j 
says : “ Of late the Taepings have been greatly 
soured by the cold and, I may say, hostile atti- ' 
tude which the French and English authorities ■ 
have assumed in reference to the movement from ' 
the beginning. They are no longer what they ■ 
were, in their disposition and conduct towards ! 
foreigners. Their treatment of Mr. Cox for ex- ] 
ample, when he visited the “Celestial Capitol,’ 
as an old friend of the Kan Wang, was widely 
different from the reception they gave me. The 
former was cold, suspicious and unfriendly ; the 
latter was warm, confidential, and very cordial 
The political events which had transpired in the 
meantime will account fully for the difference- 
At Shanghai, both the English and French have 
at last adopted an unmistakable anti-Taeping 
policy. The last engagement was at Ming Hong, 
a large town about twenty miles from Shanghai, 
were 600 of the rebels where killed and 300 to
ken prisoners. How this direct collison with 
them will affect us, it is impossible to foretell, 
Doubtless they are greatly enraged, and will re
taliate if they can. They have it in their power 
to do us great injury commercially. Probably 
they will not exert this power to any serious ex
tent, as long as they are left in possession of 
Nanking ; but should they be driven out of that 
city, then, feeling that they had lost what they 
most greatly prized, and seeing that they had 
nothing to fear from foreign powers, they 
would ravage the whole country in large masses 
and spread death and destruction everywhere 
along their path. It is truly terrible to contem
plate the probable consequence» of turning these 
men, stung to madness, loose on the country. 
They would not, I believe, attack the foreign 
ports ; but they would certainly keep hovering 
abouW them, and block up ill the avenues of 
trade. Though more than a match for the Im
perialists, they cannot combat the latter aided 
by the foreign powers. If we are determined 
actively to oppose their onward march, the Tae- 
ping movement will never issue in the establish
ment of a new dynasty, and if it be our plan to 
check the rebellion here and there, but not to up
root it altogether, then poor China is destined 
to a scene of endless anarchy and confusion. It 
must never be forgotten that the existing dynas
ty has no power to cope with the number of se
parate and distinct rebellions that now tear and 
consume the very vitals of this magnificent coun
try. In the present crisis our hope is in God— 
in God only. It was our hope at one time that 
the Taeping movement was destined to be a di
rect means in the evangelisation of China. In 
this we may be disappointed. Be this as it may, 
there can be little doubt of its indirect influence 
for good. Indirectly it has done much toward 
opening up the country to the missionary and 
the merchant, toward humbling the pride of the 
haughtiest people and the most imperious exclu
sive dynasty in the world, and toward shaking the 
confidence of the nation in its heathenish super
stitions. This wonderful movement has not been 
permitted to rise, and progress so far, without 
some great providential end. That end we may 
not be able to define et piesent, but I feel per
fectly sure that we shall hereafter.”

Encouraging from China.—A letter from 
one of our missionaries in Fuhchau, says : “ Our 
work is in a most encouraging state. The boys’ 
school under Brother Gibson, is bringing forth 
fruit to the church. Five of the boys are now 
members of the Church, and others arc inquiring 
the way of salvation. The two who completed 
their time last fall are doing well : one is our first 
assistant in the printing-office ; the other is em
ployed as teacher and exhorter. Two weeks ago 
Brother Gibson baptised five converts at our 
Ngukang appointment. About twenty-five miles 
up the River Min, several miles beyond our 
furthest appointment, there are now about 
dozen inquirers, who have given up their idols 
and are receiving instruction in the doctrines of 
Jesus from one of our native helpers. May the 
Holy Spirit illuminate their hearts, and cause 
their light to shine to those yet beyond."

Uses of Scripture History.
God certainly had a purpose in making his

tory and biography the broad basis of all Scrip
ture. I» it not manifest that, by putting »o large 
a portion of his Word into this narrative form, 
he thereby sought to attract and interest the 
youthful mind ? If so, it ia well to profit by the 
infliction. It is wise to follow, in our own in
structions, the Divine pattern thus set us. Re
ligion never speaks more gracefully than when 
she speaks by example. It is chiefly through 
the living voice of example that she speaks to 
the young in all the Scripture. To inculcate 
Bible tmth, through Bible characters, whether 
from the pulpit, the press, or the teacher’s chair, 
is to adopt the Bible’s own method of instruction. 
And certainly it is one which experience prove» 
to be the most effective, as it is the most pleas

ing- _______

VALUE the friendship of him who will stand 
by you in the storm; swarms of insects will sur- 
rouod you in the sunshine.

Irish Missions.
The following frets, almost verbatim, were 

communicated to the writer by the Rev. Robert 
Hewitt, one of the general missionaries employ
ed by the Irish Methodist Conference :

Half-way between Tuam and Castlereagh, Mr. 
H. called at a public house once a month to feed 
bis horse. Once he salted the man of the house 
if he ever thought about dying, and what hia 
feelings were, “ I feel awfully afraid,” the man 
replied. Mr. H. inquired the cause, and was fil
led with grief and surprise at the ignorance of 
this poor son of Erin, who answered, “ Because 
I do not know where 1 would go when I die. 
Some say there ia a place called heaven, and a 
place called hell, and a place called purgatory. 
For my part I do not know of any such places : 
for I have never been there." Mr. H. asked, 
“ Did you never meet an old book that gives in
formation of heaven and hell ?” “I never did.’’ 
“ Did you never bear of the blessed Saviour who 
came into the world to die for tinners?” “ No ; 
I do not remember having ever heard of him.
“ Did you never hear of Jesus Christ ?" “ Never/ 
“ 1 cannot receive that statement A man of 
your years, seventy or more, never to have heard 
of Jesus !” The man assured the missionary 
that he hid not. “ Have you never heard of 
the blessed Virgin, Mary’» Son ?" “ I know her 
very welL" “Ae you have no knowledge of 
Jesus, if you could get this old book, it would 
give you very nice information about Him.” 
« Perhaps, sir, you could get me that book.” “ I 
am sorry I have not a copy with me ; but in the 
absence of the.book, I will give you a receipt out 
of it to cure you of the fear of death.” “ You 
understand Irish. The recipe is "—(he gave it 
to him in his native tongue, the language of his 
affections.) “ Can you translate that for me ?’’ 
« Yea, sir, it ia ‘ O God, pardon all for the sake 
of the blood of Jesus Christ f « Now,” said the 
missionary, “ you must say these words on your 
knees three times every day till I see you again ; 
and if you say them every hour, so much the 
better." Lord bless you, sir, and I will ; but I 
fear Fil forget them. My daughter has a fine 
memory. I will caliber «ut, and the will put ms 
ie mind ef tiw." B* dnihtn «at. mi
V i. .*,«» Vi JM-M»* > j-h

translated the words accurately, and said she 
would remember them.

Another month rolled round. As the mission-, 
ary neared the place the man met him on the 
road, and taking off his hat, twirled it around his 
head, exclaiming in Irish, in characteristic warmth, 
“A hundred thousand welcomes to you !” 'Hie 
missionary thanked him, and inquired, “ How 
have you been doing since I saw you?” “ Well’ 
sir, I am cured !” (Mr. IL never witnessed any
thing like the jcy of his countenance, except in ; 
one other case.) “ Do you say the words still ?” 
* Oh^-es, sir ! IU never forget them. But they 1 
are fine words ! Oh sir, that recipe would cure 
the world," straightening himself up. “ Has it i 
done you any good ?” “ It has cured me, so that j 
I would not be afraid to drop dead at your j 
horse’s feet !" - Just tell me how you got this 
change.” “ Well, about a week ago I waa mind
ing the cows, keeping them out of the corn, and 
I was repeating it, and repeating it. and repeat
ing, and me lying up against the ditch. At last 
I thought it wrong to be saying such fine words 
in that way so I turned upon my knees and be
gan to say them. While I was repeating it.
I got a stroke at my heart, and fell on my face.
I could not tell how long I was there ; but when

came to, I could say nothing but, * Glory, 
glory, he to God !" If I had wings I’d have (lew 
away to God Almighty ! Ever since that, I’m 
not afraid to die, at any minute, night or morn
ing ! Now, sir, I’ll feed your horse, and charge 
you nothing.” “ I am very much obliged ; but 
when I give a recipe of this kind I never take 
anything for it.” The horse fed, “ Sir," said the 
man, “ my wife is dying, would you come in and 
see her?" Go you in first; tell her the gentle
man is outside who gave you the recipe against 
the fear of death, aad ask her if she wishes to 
see him." The man went in, and soon returned 
saying, “ Sir, she will be glad to see yon.” The 
daughter conducted the missionary to the room. 
The old woman was evidently dying. • You 
seem very ill, and are going to take a long jour
ney," observed Mr. H. “ Oh yea, eir !” “ Where 
are you going, think you ?” “I do not know, 
sir." “ Ie it not a dmgerous thing to enter upon 
such a journey and not know where you are go
ing ?" “ Oh, it is sir !” “ Did your husband
tell you what has taken piece in his mind ?” 
“ No sir." “ I am grieved that he did not tell 
you what happened him. He says, he is not 
now afraid to die, because he is sure of heaven 
when he does die. The recipe I gave him, he 
says has cured him of the fear of death ; and if 
you attend to the same, it will, I hare no doubt, 
cure you.” He then repeated the words, and 
•aid, " This can cure you as well as your hue- 
band.” “ Oh, sir,” she replied, “ the husband I 
used to have was the cursingest, awearingest, 
drunkenest, and wickedest man in all the coun
try ; he would knock the children and servants 
about ; we were all afraid of him : but the one I 
have now is the quietest, easiest, nicest man you 
ever saw !” “ When did that Change take place ?’’

Just about a week ago. When he came home 
from minding the cows, those within ran to hide 
as they used to do ; but he came in so easy, they 
did not hear him ; and when they looked out, 
they saw him sitting in the chair so nice, not 
laying a word. Ever since, he is just like a lit
tle child going through the house. Again the 
missionary recommended her to use the recipe 
which had proved so effectual in the case of her 
husband, and followed by the old man’s blessing, 
“ went on his way rejoicing."

êtntral Utistellang.

True Greatness.
True greatness ia not of oureelvea ; let no one 

boast of being a eelf-made man. Little, indeed, 
must he he if that is the case. To arrogate 
greatness to ourselves is to be little ourselves, 
to direct attention downward instead of upward, 
to measure ourselves by ourselves or by human 
standards. It is as foolish and as wicked to say, 
“ Behold this great knowledge which I have ac
cumulated, or behold this great mind which I 
have formed, or behold this great name which I 
have achieved," as to say, “ Behold this great 
Babylon which I have budded by the might of 
my power, and for the honor of my majesty.” 
Say it not, lest a blasting fall upon thy bead, and 
thou be driven from men, and thy dweding be 
with the beasts, to teach men that the Most High 
ruleth in the kingdom of mind, and givetb do
minion therein to whomsoever he will. True 
greatness is a reflection of divine attributes.— 
The three forms which it assumes are power, 
wisdom, goodness.

Behold Bonaparte rising from the low levels 
of society to terrify snd overwhelm Europe, like 
the cloud of the prophet, no larger than a man’s 
hand, which suddenly overspreads the horizon 
with blackness snd thunder and tempest. We 
cannot contemplate his calm self-reliance, his 
sleepless watchfulness, his untiring energy, bis 
matchless forsight, his lofty conceptions, his 
commanding influence, his almost miraculous 
combinations and marvelous celerity ef execu
tion, without admiration and awe,. No wonder. 
These are all reflections of the Infinite mind ; 
and though the hero planned in selfish ambition, 
dyed his robes in blood, heralded his march with 
fires of death, lay down at each stage in green 
valleys which his hands had made a tomb, and 
still with a smile looking forward upon the smoke 
of conflict, and backward over desolated lands, 
smouldering ruins, and blighted happiness left 
in bis path, shouted onward ; yet all this cannot 
hide the might intellective, volitive, affective, 
which made him for a lime the greatest moral 
reflection of Almighty power.

See the mind of Lord Bacon propelled through 
the sea of thought, not by the popular breath, 
or the oars of past ages, but of its own motion, 
and into the unknown latitudes, like a noble 
steamer plowing its way against wind and tide 
by power generated within iu own bowel*, and 
directed by a needle on ite own breast ; study
ing amid the cares of office and the incitements 
of company, amid the sports of boyhood snd the 
solitude of age, amid the beauties of nature and 
the retirement of the closet, amid the applause» 
oi men and popular opprobrium ; whether mas
tering the principles of law or shaping ths course 
of Parliament, never becalmed by popular favors 
nor ingulfed by public strife, but still pursuing 
philosophy, interrogating nature, and opening 
new kingdoms to the human mind ; speaking, as 
Ben Johnson says, so gracefully, so compactly 
m weightily,» pregnantly, so cemaandiegly,

that be carried conviction to all around, allayed 
or roused whatever passion he pleased, and made 
all his hearers pray, least he should make an end ;, 
writing with such adventurous speculation, yet, 
such practical good sense ; such sweet simplicity, | 
and yet such captivating imagery ; such saga-, 
cious observation, yet such comprehensive reach ;1 
and such condensation, united with such ttans- 
jiarency that one scarce knows which most to 
admire, the treasures which are conveyed, or the 
medium which transmits them, and finds them 
like the volume of the Scriptures, ever new, ever 
fresh ; moving through the Bar, the Commons, 
and the Court with such mingled tact, knowledge, 
ana eloquence as to raise him to the highest 
eminence ; exploring, surveying, mapping the 
world of knowledge, no less its untrodden deserts 
than its cultivated portions, classifying its pro
ductions, disclosing the methods of iu universal 
cultivation, and anticipating some of its future 
and moat glorious fruits. We feel as we regard 
this prodigy that we are in the shadow of Infinite 
Wiadow. ^ '

Nor can hia weakness and wickedness oblite
rate the impression. We mourn hit ingratitude 
and treachery to Essex, hie cold and calculating 
search after a money-making marriage, his base 
compliance in pursuit of office, hie torturing in 
the Tower, and hie bribery upon the bench. We 
would lain accept any defence for him, and when 
we read the record where he has written, “ 1 
confess that I am guilty of corruption and re
nounce all defence ; it is my act, my hand, my 
heart ; I do beseech your lordships to be mer
ciful to a broken reed," we would fain wash out 
the words with our tears, for we cannot withhold 
admiration from the finest gifts and noblest 
achievements of the human Mind. Made to 
adore the Infinite Wiedom, we meet admin the 
wisdom of mortals in proportion as it adumbrates 
that ot God. ,

Turn now to the last form of greatness. John 
Howard inherited a delicate constitution, which 
severe illness in early life undermined. He re
ceived but a referable education, and manifesting 
neither brilliancy nor ambition, he wee appren
ticed to a grocer. But be had a good heart. 
Moved by accounts of the earthquake at Lisbon, 
he eet out thither on a mission of mercy. Cap
tured by a French privateer, and made a witness 
of the sufferings of prisoners, be became a me
diator with the governments lor their relief and 
exchange, and ever afterward an intercessor for 
the humane treatment of ell whom the fortunes 
of war placed in the hand* of the victor. Settled 
on his estate, and beholding the low condition 
and many sorrows of the peasantry, he turned 
wretched and filthy habitations into abodes of 
neatness, comfort, and thrift ; and after having 
inaugurated his reformatory plans in England 
he extended his labors to the continent. Being 
made a sheriff, he undertook the reformation of 
jails and improvement of prison discipline 
throughout Europe. ,

We cannot behold him travelling, like the 
great apostle of the Gentles, from city to city, 
from court to court, from camp to camp, from 
country to country ; turning hie eyes away from 
“ the eumptuousnees of palaces and the stateli
ness of templet,” making no “ measurements 
of the remains of ancient grandeur," forming 
“ no scale of the curiosity of modern art," col
lating “ no medals,” and collecting no manu
scripts ; ” but “ diving into the depths of 
dungeons,” plunging " into the infections of 
hospitals,” surveying “.the mansions of sorrow 
and pain,” taking the guage and dimensions “ of 
misery, depression, and contempt," remembering 
“ the forgotten," attending “ the neglected,” 
visiting “ the forsaken," comparing and collating 
the “ distresses of all men in all countries ; ” 
not only sacrificing his time, snd talents, and 
estate upon the alter of universal benevolence, 
but exposing his person in infected places whi
ther no attendant would follow him ; voluntarily 
voyaging in foul ships, and lying down in losa- 
rettos that he might speak with authority the 
word of mercy ; and finally yielding up his life 
of camp fever for the love of mankind, without 
beholding a reflection of Him who so loved the 
world that he gave his only begotten Son that 
whosoever believeth in him might not perish. 
Bear this in mind, ambitious reader : If thou 
wouldat be great seek to resemble the Deity ; 
nor forget that aa there is but a step from the 
sublime to the ridiculous, so there ie but a step 
from the grand to the horrible, for grea: 
perverted makes us resemble Satan instead of 
God. It is pleasant to reflect that one avenue 
to greatness is open to all, namely, goodness ; 
that the angels of love rank higher than those 
of light ; and that the most lovely reflection of 
God is as the Father of mercies and the friend 
of man, who causes his sun to shine upon the 
just and the unjust, and rends his rain upon the 
evil and the good.

Book and Newspaper Atmosphere.
I am sure you know that a great many of the 

things we read—books, periodicals, sn l the like 
—affect us not so much by the ideas they convey, 
as by the general atmosphere with which thy sur
round us. If you read, week by week, a clever, 
polished, cynical, hearties» publication, it will do 
you harm insensibly. It will mold and color 
your ways of thinking and feeling much more 
than you would think. You like its talent, you 
know ; hut you disapprove, sometimes very keen
ly, its general chararacter and tone ; and you 
think you are so on your guard against there, in
wardly protesting against them eaeh time yon 
fee! them, that no effect will be produced by them 
upon you. You are mistaken in thinking so. 
You breathe and live in a moral atmosphere, 
which is quite sure to tell on you. You are cast 
on a current ; and it needs constant pulling 
against it to keep you from drifting with it. 
And your moral nature is not—so to speak— 
ever on the stretch with the oars ; ever in an 
attitude of resistance to the malaria. Yes, that 
clever, heartless, cynical paper will leave its 
impress on you by degrees. And on the other 
side, you know that the influence of writings 
which ere not obstruaively instructive, may sink 
gently into our nature snd do us much good. 
There is not much formal teaching in them ; 
but as you read them, you feel you are breath
ing a healthly atmosphere ; you are aware of a 
quiet but derided and powerful current, retting 
steadily toward what is good and magnanimous 
and true.

If you an too obstinate to giro a civil answer,
fin bob* at alL

Jflinistmal.
Counsels to Ministers

ON PREACHING.

The following passages are from the charge 
delivered at the recent session of the Wesley an 
Conference, by the ex-president, lUv. John Rat
ten bury, to the y oung men about to tie ordained 
to the fiill work of the ministry :

I'RF-AVH t HEIST.

St. l’snl says, “ We preach not ourselves, hut 
Christ Jesns the Lord." Preach ; the pulpit it 
your throne. Let it, in regard to ministerial 
services he, in vonr estimation and thought, your 
first and primary duty to preach well. Nothing 
can he n «nhvtitute for good preaching. By 
good preaching, we mean preaching Christ a« 
the holy apostle declares him, and the Scrip
tures present him. You may he good disciplin
arians, you may ably and conscientiously visit 
the people, yon may lie clever and useful in 
erecting sanctuaries and extending the Church 
of God—but it is a reflection upon a minister 
when he is more noted for the pursuit of some 
secondary thing than for hit preaching the 
word of life. Nothing should be so prominent 
in your sermons and experience as preaching 
Christ. Expect your triumph by preaching. 
Expect to gather souls by preaching. Preach 
the doctrines of the cross. Let your sermons 
he so composed us that you never preach a ser
mon in which there shall not be enough of the 
plan of salvation to guide a man to heaven. 
You will always have in your congregations per
sons who hare but one opportunity of hearing 
the word of life. Act upon the principle of put
ting truth from the pulpit in every sermon, so 
that all may And in that sermon a tine to hea
ven, and thus God will abundantly bless and 
prosper you.

CREAI ll EXPERIMENTALLY.

While you pul forth doctrines, preach them 
like a man who feels them in hie own soul. 
Some few weeks ago il waa my privilege to hear, 
in the su 1er kingdom, an elaborate, learned, autl 
moat orthodox sermon on the Holy Trinity. 1 
received instruction from it. On the same day 
it was my privilege to hear one of our own lire 
threu in the ministry. There was evidently not 
so much learning, not so much comprehensive
ness of thuught.or pow er of mind ; hut he proai 11 

ed like a man who felt the truth. There was a 
charm in it, and 1 was led to way, “ The life of 
God is in that man's heart." If you can so put 
forth truth aa that there shall be a sign, eu I tub 
cation tliat you feel it, that truth will go with 
vastly greater power to the hearts of others. K 
was this which gave power to the teaching of the 
apostles. SL Faut w rites Ids own experience, 
while he hurst out in that grand deliverance : 
“ This is a faithful saying, and worthy of all ac
ceptation, that Christ Jesus came into the world 
to save sinners." But he adds, " of whom 1 am 
chief" lie had before said that be who wea a 
blasphemer and persecutor had nought and oh 
tained mercy. " So that he could attest the truth 
of the grand utterance that Christ Jesus “ catm
int» the world to save sinners,” I «taure he had 
saved him, the chief of einoeri. Breaching 
truth experimentally in that form bring» it home 
to the understandings and the hearts of the 
people,

TFACIt—EXPOUND.

To me, while privileged occasionally to heal
ths Word of God from honored brethren, those 
seem to me, upon tlie whole, to be the moet in
structive ministers who have the gift, and culti
vate it, of expounding God's word. It is right, 
no doubt, to take texts as mottoes and watch
words, and so preach the truth of Scriptere. 
That may he well, and we could noypbolly con
demn it ; but it is better, as a rulA, to dedm e 
from Scripture, comparing Ucriptnro with Scrip
ture ; and, depend upon it, if you have the help 
of the Holy Spirit in your study of divine truth, 
that Scripture will be more efficacious than any 
mere fancies, however clever they may lie. 
Preach as the expounders of God’s holy word.

I.F.ARN IN TOUR PREACHING TO EXHORT.

Be not mere expounders. You find this prin
ciple very clearly implied in the chapter whence 
our subject of discourse is taken. St. Paul 
says : “ Knowing therefore the terror of the 
Lord, we persuade men." Again he says : “ We, 
as workers together with Him, beseech you that 
you receive not the grace of God in vain.” Do 
not think that you have done enough when you 
have expounded a passage according to the mind 
of the Spirit, and put it clearly and forcibly be
fore the people ; but try in dependence on that 
same Spirit, to bring the people to the foot of 
the cross. There is great force in the couplet,

With tear», eu treaties, cri.» lo wave,
And match them from a gapiag grave.

O, it is a blessed sentiment when a man gets 
hold of that one thought : “Now, I am going 
into the pidpito-(?> save souls, 1 am going to 
preach the Gospel of Christ. 1 am going to 
convey comfort, as God’s instrument, to the 
troubled soul ; to show the cross to the burdened 
spirit ; to lead some poor suffering child to my 
Master, God, and Saviour. 1 am going to preach, 
believing that the Comforter will descend and 
rest upon my work.” Go into the pulpit with 
this feeling, and preach always in faith. Do not 
fear ; you will have discouragements, but if you 
take 1.1. truth with you, “ the word will not be 
in vail., ' God will give you “ signs following."

I-REACH IN FAITH.

It mi.ners not whether your hearers be few or 
many, L„t preach in faith, and God will give you 
success. l«t this be your feeling : whenever 
and wherever I go forth with my Lord’s mes
sage, my Lord will go with me ; whenever 1 go 
to minister for Christ " the word shall not re
turn unto him void.” You may not see imme
diate fruit, We are often too impatient about 
immediate fruit ; but if you go forth “ weeping, 
bearing precious seed, you shall douhtlere come 
again,” and in years to come the golden and 
abundant «heaves shall be your glad reward for 
earlier toil and labor. Breach in failli, and 
preach for soul»—souls for whom Christ died ; 
souls whom you arc now conwcratdd to care 
for. O the bliss and luxury of gathering souls 
for Christ ! The Lord make you eminently suc
cessful. —

• Preach 11 ke *ing men to dying men.

Preach Christ "fis all your burines* here hr
To cry Beheld the Lee*, ^
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