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black silk gown. The sermon was on the well-

worn subject of charity as it consists in giving-

the least and lowest it may be of all the branches

of charity, though indeed that depends on what

we give, and how we give it. We may give our

heart, our soul, our time, our health, our life, as

well as our money; and the greatest of these, as

well as the least, is still but charity. At home

I have often thought that when people gave

money they gave counters; here, when people

.give money they are really charitable-they give

a portion of their time and their existence, both

of which are devoted to money-making.

On closing his sermon, which was short and

unexceptionable, the bishop leaned forward over

the pulpit, and commenced an extemporaneous

address to his congregation. I have often had

occasion in the United States to admire the

ready, graceful fluency of their extemporaneous

speakers and preachers, and I have never heard

anything more eloquent and more elegant than

this address; it was in perfect good taste, be-

sides being very much to the purpose. He


